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LADY TRUCKER



 



By



Tess West









A
 mber was behind time. With another 800 miles to go, she was entering the last leg of her journey. Fatigue was gnawing at her, as her whole body implored her to rest. Her eyes were becoming heavy, and her driving skills were becoming sloppy. At the beginning of the journey, she’d hugged every corner, and with deft precision she’d navigated the winding streets. She didn’t need a satnav, she knew this route like the back of her hand. It was the same as the ones she used to drive years ago. But back then she was driving a truck. This little hatchback was a much simpler vehicle to master. Trucking was much more difficult than many realized - balancing the sheer weight of the vehicle and navigating around corners was an ordeal that she did not miss. She knew that being a female trucker was unusual, but she didn’t care one little bit.



 



As she pulled out into the empty highway, darkness consumed the road ahead. The headlights cut a path through the night, and the warmth of the engine blew through the vents. She wound down the window, the cold air sharpening her senses as she stifled a yawn.



 



She knew she needed to pull up somewhere and rest. Tiredness killed on the roads, in a creeping subtle way. In the warmth of the car, with the soft lullaby of the radio and the darkness outside, it was easy to slip into sleep and let the car veer off the road. It only took a second to lose control of the vehicle.



 



She remembered an old joke she’d heard many years ago.



 



I want to die peacefully in my sleep, like my grandfather. Not screaming, like the people in his car.



 



Driving a truck was hard, you were chastised for missing deadlines, but you had to get the minimum sleep requirements for health and safety purposes. Amber envied those people who could drop their head down and fall asleep in minutes. She was nothing like that. It took her an hour just to get comfortable, and another hour to fall asleep. She was a sporadic sleeper too, waking up several times in the night to change positions or relieve herself. A truck was no place for restful sleep. After a few days, the boredom and fatigue caused her to become a bit loopy, singing songs of her own invention to herself as she thundered down the highway, several tons of exported goods at her back.



 



She remembered an old bend that the trucker’s called ‘Devil’s Corner’. It was a particularly tight bend at the top of a hill, with a sheer drop on the other side and a meager barrier between the road and certain death. There was no room to maneuver, so if you didn’t get the turn right the first time, you were screwed. One time, after many hours of driving and very few hours of sleep, she’d come across Devil’s Corner. She’d overshot the corner, scraping the back of the truck against the barrier, bending and warping it. For a moment, she feared the truck would tip and the whole thing would disappear over the cliff. Oddly, in her panicked, sleep-deprived state, she worried more about losing the cargo than her inevitable death.



 



It’s a strange phenomenon, but after living and driving in a truck for long enough, you begin to feel as though the vehicle itself is an extension of your own limbs. Psychologically, you merge with the truck and the truck with you. A strange kind of phantom limb syndrome, in which you’re so accustomed to the truck being your only real source of momentum, that your brain begins to feel as if the truck itself is your body. Like a sailor returning to port for the first time in months, walking on solid ground feels strange and unnatural.



 



She looked out as the cat’s eyes glowed on the road. A sign at the side of the road indicated that there was a truck stop just a few miles ahead. She’d pull up there for a while, rest for an hour, and continue her journey. Even if she didn’t sleep, an hour of rest would surely help to sharpen her senses.



 



As Amber pulled into the truck stop, she parked up, shut off the engine and lowered the radio to a point where she could barely hear it. She reclined her chair as far as it would go, and closed her eyes. The radio played classical music, it helped her to drift into a peaceful sleep. At first, she couldn’t get comfortable. She found it strange that out on the road she felt as though she could drop into unconsciousness at any minute, but now that the car was stationary, she just couldn’t switch off.



 



She closed her eyes, listening to the soft melodies of the music. After some time, her thoughts became unintelligible and rambling, and sleep consumed her wholly. Wading blissfully through an ocean of sleep, the troubles and tribulations of the world melted away into nothing, giving herself over entirely to dream.



 



At once, a loud horn jolted her sharply from her slumber. The horn brought back vivid memories of her days as a trucker. She opened her eyes. The car was illuminated by headlights coming from behind the vehicle. She shook herself to her senses, opened the car door and stepped out into the sharp, cold air. A stationary truck stood behind her car.



 



She looked up at the windscreen, shrugging at the driver.



 



“What?!” Amber shouted, irritated that she’d been pulled so roughly from her rest.



 



The trucker wound the window down. “Hey!” he shouted from the darkness of his vehicle. “This is where the trucks fill up!”



 



Amber sheepishly climbed back into her car, started the engine and moved the vehicle to the correct spot. In her tired state, she’d parked the car in the same place she used to refuel as a trucker, an unconscious throwback to a time when she used to drive trucks for a living. She rested her head back and sighed deeply.



 



Just when she was about to close her eyes, an ominous dark shadow appeared across the side of her car. Suddenly, Amber realized she was being stared at. She looked to the side, and saw that standing right next to her, was the same trucker from a few minutes ago, his vast frame looming over her car.



 



The trucker unzipped his jeans and pulled out his huge black cock, which swayed angrily before him. Amber’s eyes widened. Gasping, her eyes went from the trucker’s face, down to his muscular pecs, down to his stomach, and all the way down to his ridiculously big member. Amber was about to switch her engine on, but the trucker grabbed her through the open window, wrapping both his arms around her in a tight embrace. He opened the car door and pulled her outside.



 



Amber craved some much-needed attention, and her hands worked their way over the big black man’s upper body, as the trucker’s hands reached round to grab her pert buns.



 



She knelt down and started to milk his huge cock like a dairymaid. Her fingers gripped his erect shaft tightly, causing strings of pre-cum to splash down onto the gravel floor. She traced her tongue all the way from his balls, up the length of his shaft, until she got to the tip.



 



“I’m the master of this truck stop. And I’m going to make you my bitch for the night,” declared the trucker.



 



His cock stood at full mast, yo-yoing up and down. Amber only had one thing on her mind. She opened her mouth wider and placed her lips on his throbbing shaft. The size of the cock meant that she was unable to take all of it in her mouth. So, she suckled on the throbbing head with her lips, the wide girth rippling in her hand whilst she jacked the hard length.



 



Amber lowered her head to suck at the balls. Groaning into her mouthful of sack, she flicked her tongue over the surface, feeling the hard stick press against her face.



 



She worked the man’s cock excitedly, his nuts churning whilst her wrist sped-up. Not distracted by the other trucks coming and going, they got to it.



 



Amber had been in some risky situations back when she used to drive for a living, but she was really starting to enjoy how this particular evening was shaping up.



 



The trucker smiled. “You’re good at this. But hold up a second, girl.”



 



She looked into his deep eyes, his enormous member pointing straight towards her.



 



“Oh god… oh god...” she whispered.



 



Abruptly, the trucker grabbed her by the waist and lifted her to her feet. His nuts strained. He needed to relieve himself. Amber quickly stood up straight, and he pulled her over by her hand to where his truck was parked.



 



They walked briskly in the cool night air, the concrete beneath their feet. The smell of diesel sifted through the air and up Amber’s nostrils. When they got to his truck, the man pressed her up against the front of his vehicle, her back to him, her arms on top of the bonnet. Before she got a chance to take in what was happening, the trucker grabbed some rope from the passenger seat and stepped up behind her.



 



He tied up her hands to the wing mirrors, and ripped down her jeans and panties, so that they fell to her ankles.



 



The trucker brought his palm down hard upon Amber’s cheeks, making a smack so loud that a bird on a nearby tree got a bit of a fright and flew away.



 



The man smacked her hard across the buns again, spanking her.



 



“Aaaah, god. Go on, go on. Do it more,” said Amber encouragingly, her hot breath against the cold metal of the vehicle. Again the trucker brought down his hand upon her ass, smacking her at a perfect diagonal angle as she gasped, the ropes tight around her wrists.



 



The trucker gave a deep chuckle and said, “Oh, this is good practice. You are my whore. My slave.”



 



The trucker let out a furious yell and hopped up on the bonnet of his truck, sat down right in front of Amber’s face and parted his thighs. Again, her mouth was met with the huge cock, swinging before her, impressive and eager.



 



He grabbed her by the back of the head and yanked her forward, pulling her face towards his exposed balls, forcing his sack into her mouth. She sucked on his full balls, before her hot, wet tongue flicked out to lick his wide girth. His shiny helmet bounced about in front of her, bopping her on the nose.



 



With her mouth full of trucker-shaft, she gasped for fresh air, while the man stared down at her with his deep, dark eyes.



 



She continued to suck like a keen college slut, as the man gave a deep groan, his huge balls resting on the bonnet below him. Amber saw this as her cue to take her lips off the shaft as she nestled her face between the beefy thighs.



 



The man slapped his cock against her cheek, and she opened her mouth wide, allowing the head between her lips again. She did her best, nursling on the tip with incredible thirst. She was eventually able to take slightly more of it this time, her eyes watering as she craned her neck. With her hands bound, she used her lips to work the stick, jacking it up and down with her mouth. Panting for air, she removed her lips and flicked her tongue over the head. The man reached down and petted her atop the head, fondly, as his nuts bobbed. “Good slave. Good slave.”



 



Amber focused her attention back to the shaft, and suckled on either side of it, tracing her warm mouth and soft lips up and down the slick girth. She ran her hungry mouth all the way back to the tip, where she suckled on the smooth head. The man groaned again, and Amber knew she should step up her game. She licked under the balls and started to lick the man’s taint, whilst also lapping at the wide base of the girth and managing to keep eye contact the whole time. She took her lips off the shaft to suck the tip once more, but the man slapped it against her face, letting it swing from side to side and decorating her cheeks with sloppy snail-trails.



 



As much as they were both enjoying themselves, the man had other ideas. He hopped down off the bonnet.



 



“If you’re going to do what I think you’re going to do...”



 



“Don't worry, I'll prepare you first, young bitch.” He told her.



 



And with that, the trucker stood behind her. Amber now felt extremely vulnerable, her ass cheeks clamming up in angst. She felt an incredible sense of submission as this brute took total control of her. She was like a piece of meat, waiting on his every move, her chin pressed against the bonnet of the truck. She felt big hands spread her ass cheeks wide, the cool air tickling her snatch.



 



She heard a rummaging, and before she knew it the man had drizzled a large blob of lotion down her ass crack. There was nothing delicate about the way the man lubed her up. The cold lotion exhilarated her as it trickled down her tight crack. She gasped with passion and the man heard this, squirting more of the lotion across her buns, drenching her in white slop. He pulled her legs apart so he could open her wider and explore her further. The cold, wet liquid ran down her buns and over her tight pussy. Amber started to tremble and wriggle in the man's hands as he caressed her ass. His hands began to rub and circle her tense cheeks, both hands working the flesh, fingers reaching low and touching her pussy. The probing pressure of the thick digits on and around her pussy was almost too much for her to take, as her clit throbbed.



 



After several minutes, she could take it no more and cried out, “Sir, will you just do me already?!”



 



The man hadn’t shot his wad all afternoon, and he was sure going to do so, if it was the last thing he did.



 



She felt his large brute-like hands on her pert ass, gripping her cheeks firmly.



 



With the pink pussy exposed below the fleshy spheres of the young woman’s ass, the trucker couldn’t resist the welcoming hole lurking there, and he pressed his big black cock up against her. His pre-cum and the lotion made things easier, and he slid himself a couple of inches inside.



 



Amber cried out, and the trucker couldn’t stop himself. He plowed nuts-deep, all the way in, and drilled her with every inch. Her walls clamped down incredibly hard, and she gripped onto the metal in front of her.



 



The trucker wasn’t going to stop. Not until he had finished, and Amber was more than fine with that. He speared his enormous pole in and out of her, pumping her intensely while she moaned and groaned. He pummeled away, grabbing hold of her hair as he did so. She squealed like a wild animal, and as the dick stretched her she came, squirting the bumper with her juices.



 



“Good slave. Good slave!”



 



He picked up a ridiculous pace. Amber felt it expanding inside her, the enamel of his teeth against the back of her neck. With one final yell, the trucker shot his load, pumping rope after rope, spurt after spurt, deep into Amber’s fertile body. He filled her pussy with his seed, which kept cumming whilst he kissed and licked the back of her neck.



 



The semen swam sightlessly inside her. She was his slave, and the potent sperm were going to make a new life. The sperm only had one way to go. They knew their direction. They knew their purpose, and they were going to reach the finish line.



 



The trucker withdrew his cock and untied her. Amber spun around, knelt down and gently squeezed the man’s throbbing balls, as he shot a final spurt into her open mouth. It shot out like a garden hose, jetting into her mouth and running down her chin.



 



With his balls completely emptied, the trucker squeezed the last drop onto her awaiting tongue, and the young driver took one big gulp.



 



Amber’s day had turned out to be a very good one. With his balls emptied, the trucker zipped up and waved goodbye. “I’ll see you soon.”



 



“Oh, okay. Maybe I’ll see you here next weekend?” she said hopefully.



 



The trucker nodded his head in agreement. Amber gave him a knowing smile and waved him off, as the man plodded his large boots along the ground and stepped into the driver’s seat.



 



-----









CAPTIVE IN PARADISE



 



By



Tess West









T
 he Marañón River roared fiercely, threatening to swallow up and submerge any who dared cross it. People wouldn’t have believed Beth if she told them where she was. They wouldn’t understand why she would go there in the first place. It wasn’t exactly the holiday-maker’s location of choice, she just couldn’t stand yet another fortnight in Magaluf drinking overpriced booze and getting sunburnt.



 



“This is truly a sight to behold,” the tour guide started. “The Marañón River is the principal river of the Amazon, from which all others are born, its estuaries stretching for miles, meandering across the country. Its tributaries - the Cenpa, Numpatakay, Chiriaco and the Santiago - all stem from this river.”



 



The tour guide had a flare for grandiose speeches. Beth hadn’t ever seen any tour guide with such enthusiasm for the job. With his wispy moustache and thinning hair, hands that were cracked and leathered, he reminded her of an old pioneering explorer of times long past.



 



“Upon this river and in Northern Peru, the indigenous Awajún claim their home, their land and territory.” He continued, gesturing to the vast expanse of flora around them. “The Awajún are a proud tribe, having resisted both the Incan empire and the Spanish conquistadors, they remained one of the most isolated tribes in the world right up until the 1950’s.”



 



Beth looked out at the river and the gnarled, dense potataorsa forests through which it meandered. The heat wasn’t so bad - maybe 25 degrees Celsius – but it was the humidity that defeated her. The air was thick with moisture, so much so that on the steeper inclines, she felt like she was drowning in it.



 



“The Awajún are strong and fierce, tall and brave.” The tour guide boomed. “Their fierceness in battle earned them the reputation as indomitable warriors, known for their deftness and skill in war. In 1549, the Spanish conquistadors first encountered the Awajún, but a rebellion among their people forced the Spaniards to retreat from the area. Those who tried to subjugate them were met with fierce resistance, to encroach upon their territory was to court death.”



 



Beth came here to see things, get off the beaten path and experience a place unlike any other. Nobody needed to see yet another picture of a tourist standing in front of the Eiffel Tower or the Great Wall of China. No, she wanted to see a natural marvel, she wanted to go somewhere nobody went, away from the paths beaten down with the footprints of scrabbling tourists in their masses, a natural wonder unblemished by the interference of man.



 



“The Awajún believed that they could communicate with fallen warriors, engaging in congress with the spirits of the mightiest by consuming Ayahuasca brews. Young Awajún men would drink these brews and converse with the fallen. If he showed fearlessness in the face of the spirits during their voyage into the arcane, he would be gifted the power of ajútap, granting invincibility and success in battle.”



 



The tour guide turned, leading them up another steep incline. Beth braced herself for the physical exertion she was about to experience. Her thighs and feet ached to the point of numbness. The flora and fauna was astounding, beyond the scope of anything she’d seen in the past. This was one of the most biologically diverse areas in the world, with many endemic animals and plants which had managed to escape the destructive effects of global industrialization in the last century. Nowhere else could she find such a broad plethora of birds and mammals. Orchids sprung up in abundance and butterflies as big as the span of her hands fluttered through the air.



 



The tour guide, despite being the oldest member of their group, marched onwards and upwards, firm-footed and determined to scale the incline. Beth struggled to catch her breath, pausing for a moment of respite as the rest of the group passed her.



 



Most of the group were travelling in smaller groups of two or more. Beth was the only one who’d come out on her own. In her relatively domesticated social circle of office workers, she’d found it difficult to find anyone who’d entertain the idea of trekking through the rainforests of the Peruvian Amazon.



 



She hunched over for a moment, looking down at the path, beaten down by the footsteps of the tour group, and the many others who had gone before it. She looked up suddenly as a colorful bird swept over her head. She watched as the bird swooped across the sky, diving down close to the river, before rising up again and sailing off into the forest.



 



It was a shame that illegal deforestation was threatening the biodiversity of this area. Tribal leaders had resisted the illegal logging companies, and had come to blows with them on numerous occasions. The government of Peru had made efforts to prevent illegal deforestation, but had failed in their endeavors. Just two years ago, four indigenous leaders were murdered for resisting.



 



As her panting began to abate, Beth watched the last of the tour group make it to the top of the incline and disappear over the hill. She stood up to follow, taking an uneasy step forward. She caught her foot on the root of a tree and fell forwards, stumbling off the path and rolling down the hill violently. Branches snapped and scratched at her as she desperately tried to halt her descent. At once, she fell down a bank, crashing to the ground with a thump. With the wind knocked out of her lungs, she pressed herself up from the ground, desperate to catch her breath. She pulled herself to her knees, brushing the dirt, twigs and greenery from her clothes.



 



As she rose to her feet, a man approached her and towered over her, his huge body bare except for a loin cloth.



 



There he stood before her, a true Warrior.



 



Beth couldn’t help but feel an aroused pulse between her legs. Perhaps it was the long walk, or the unfamiliar location, but she really felt her desires begin to surface. She watched in wonder as the man reached into his loin cloth and started to stroke himself.



 



The Warrior squandered no time in silently working himself, locking his gaze onto the young woman before him.



 



Still in slight shock, Beth sat up on her elbows, her eyes attentive but her body still fatigued, uncertain of what the heck was going on.



 



“Holy hell...” she murmured to herself.



 



In the plain light of day, with the sun beating down on them, she could plainly see the big, powerful frame of the dark-skinned man as he stood there watching her. Too terrified to scream, she looked back at him with eyes as wide as saucers, wondering whether the whole experience was just her sleepy state and wild imagination.



 



The Warrior’s hand ceased moving, and he stood there motionless, inhaling and exhaling. He stood tall and proud, his ripped upper body smooth, his stomach chiseled. The man jutted his pecs out and flexed them as he licked his lips. He pounced on top of Beth, as quick as a panther. He yanked down her cargo shorts and grabbed her wrists with his strong hands.



 



Beth yelled loudly, at the top of her lungs, but she soon realized that her scream went nowhere, absorbed by the colossal rainforest all around them.



 



“Really?!” She yelled at him. “We’re not even going to exchange names first?”



 



But this was what Beth wanted. Her arousal told her that, no question about it.



 



The powerful man pulled Beth’s t-shirt up to just below her breasts. He began to lick his way down her stomach. She watched in shock as he reached her panties, and yanked her underwear to one side, exposing her bare pussy. The Warrior looked up at her, and whilst making eye contact ran his finger across her pussy. As the smooth, silky finger brushed up against her wary opening, Beth decided that this definitely was a good idea. She relaxed and raised her legs up, and let the man flick his digit up and down her lips and over her clit. She opened up as she allowed the man’s finger full access, and he wasted no time in slipping in as deep as possible, making her moan as he silently explored her.



 



Beth’s body shook and writhed in enraptured delight – the feeling of having her sweet-spot rubbed whilst being taken by surprise was having an incredible effect on her, and she found herself dying to be probed harder and deeper, her panting encouraging the wild man to finish her off. And as if he could read her mind, the Warrior really started fingering her, sliding his sturdy digit in and out, harder and faster. It was as if he really wanted to get the young woman off.



 



Beth felt her looming climax simmer within her, being explored this ravenously would no doubt end in a juddering orgasm. But just when she felt herself getting very close, the man withdrew.



 



The Warrior grabbed her by the shoulders, lifted her up and turned her around. She slipped down her panties and got on her hands and knees on the hard ground, desperately wanting to be filled. Immediately the man mounted her, his strong body enveloping her from above, preventing her from going anywhere.



 



“Please... don’t stop now...” Beth whimpered, but got no answer from the primal beast of a man.



 



The man began caressing her snatch from behind. He delicately nudged at her entrance. The expression of surprise on her face switched to slight humiliation.



 



The man pulled his loin cloth up, exposing his massive cock and balls. He held his cock directly above Beth’s bare ass. He clutched it firmly in his palm and drizzled a significant amount of pre-cum over her ass cheeks and down her crack.



 



“God, that feels good!” she announced, straining as the Warrior held her hips tightly. She tried her best to turn her head so she could see what was going on behind her. His huge black cock sprung to full attention, and he let Beth sit down and turn her head, presenting it directly to her mouth.



 



She opened her mouth and captured the huge tip in between her lips. She sucked on it thirstily, drawing out the sweet tasting seed and flicking her tongue into the slit. It tasted surprisingly good, and she swallowed down the thin trickles of pre-cum as she moved her head to the side and began to run her lips up and down the throbbing girth, the thick meat stretching her jaw to the limit. She ducked her head low and began to gobble on the meaty sack, feeling it churn and ripple under her tongue as she heatedly lapped at the full-to-bursting balls. The Warrior slapped his cock off her cheeks, smearing his pre-cum across her face as Beth desperately tried to capture it back between her lips, urgently chasing it.



 



She gripped it and squeezed it, and felt its enormous shaft. Her grip wasn’t big enough to circle its wide circumference, and so she worked the length up and down, half-handed.



 



Beth opened her jaw wide and tried to push her mouth down on the cock. She had to open her lips as wide as humanly possible to even fit any of it into her mouth, but with a lot of spit and a great deal of effort she managed to gobble the first few inches. Away she sucked, moaning into her mouthful of shaft.



 



She continued eagerly. The Warrior offered a deep groan, as his huge sack drew up tightly beneath him. Beth saw this as her cue to cup them carefully, cradling each ball in turn as she took her lips off the cock and planted her face between his muscular thighs.



 



Beth held the powerful girth with both hands and jacked the tool, pulling it up and down with increasing speed. After several passionate licks, she flicked her tongue over the head. The Warrior stroked her face, seemingly pleased with her efforts.



 



She got all fours again, as the wild man doused the tip of his cock with a bottle of lotion that he found in Beth’s satchel. He started rubbing his cock head up and down the length of her pussy, perfectly lubing her up. She looked straight ahead, as she braced herself for what was to come. She was going to get royally shafted and stretched.



 



As the Warrior's cock pushed up against her pussy, she shut her eyes tightly. A hard pounding was most likely the last thing she expected when she decided to go on this tropical tour. As she held her breath in anticipation she couldn’t help but feel a heated pang between her legs. For this was the very thing she had always wanted, to be knocked up by a perfect stranger. Now it was happening for real, and not how she had ever imagined.



 



The head of the Warrior’s cock speared forward, bursting into Beth’s anxious snatch, until it was two inches deep. She opened her eyes wide as the shaft slid in, all the way. She gasped, fully impaled on the aggressive tool.



 



He proceeded to make love to her, liberally gliding in and out, skewering her just right. He actually respected her for doing such a great job at taking it so hard and fast. She was taking it like a pro and he was truly very impressed. However, he was now going to make her moan and whimper.



 



The cock worked her insides with vigor, delivering waves of delight through her body. Her hand intuitively reached down, and she began to play with her clit, her fingers skillfully stroking herself. She readily pleasured herself in the depths of the rainforest, while getting slammed hard by the mysterious man.



 



Beth spread her thighs wider, her firm ass jiggling, as she heard the Warrior moan and groan from behind her. He took a deep breath, and gripped her around the waist in a vice-like hold, his bone buried deep.



 



He continued to glide his cock in and out of her ready hole. He swung his hips back and forth, his cock sliding in and out of her wonderfully. He raised his hand up above her bare ass and came down with power upon her clenched cheeks, spanking her with enough force that it produced an audible smacking sound. This only added to her level of excitement, as her new lover proceeded to smack her ass with reckless abandon.



 



The Warrior’s pelvic pumps sped up, as he swung back and forth, really picking up pace, Beth’s walls clamping down on his cock with loving force. She opened her mouth and moaned loudly as a fantastic climax fired through her body - from her toes all the way up to the top of her head. She came hard, squirting all over the floor.



 



Beth panted, gasping for air, a bead of sweat rolling from her brow. Never had she cum so hard before, her pussy still yearning, begging for more. She wanted nothing more than for the man to finish deep inside her, to give her what she wanted, what she desired, what she truly longed for. And it seemed like all her hopes and dreams were about to be fulfilled.



 



Fully spent, and with the effects of her earth-shattering orgasm still simmering within her, Beth sensed that the man was nearing his own finish. She felt the tool expand deep inside her, stretching her to new limits. The heavy sack whacked against her with each powerful thrust, as his breathing became hitched and heavy. The crown of his cock was dragging in and out of her with such speed that she wasn’t sure how much more of it she could take. But she wanted to be filled up so desperately.



 



The Warrior climaxed, spurting jet after jet of white goo deep inside her. He stayed balls-deep, blasting ample quantities of his milky seed deep.



 



After alleviating every last drop of potent spunk, the man slowly and carefully withdrew, inch by inch, watching his slick black girth reappear before his eyes. Eventually, the head cleared Beth’s pussy, leaving her sore but satisfied.



 



They collapsed and lay on top of each other, heaving and trying to get their breath back. Beth closed her eyes for a moment and felt the Warrior move away from her. When she opened her eyes he was nowhere to be seen, as she heard a rustle coming from the dense forest that surrounded her. Exhausted, she lay back and relaxed.



 



She patted her tummy. Not only had the mysterious Warrior given her something she had always wanted, but he had made love to her better than any other guy ever had. This trip was turning out to be something really special.



 



-----









MAKING BABIES IN WINTER
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R
 oxy Dickson’s favorite place in the world was, without a doubt, a rustic cabin in the woods. Especially during the winter.



 



The forest was a magical place at all times of the year, but there was something extra serene about branches hanging heavy and silent with glistening snow. There was something beautiful about icicles hanging from the roof of a wooden cabin, about waking up to a fresh sheet of snow only broken by the tracks of rabbits and deer.



 



This was why Roxy chose to take a holiday by herself, a skiing holiday up in the mountains. If she could, she’d leave her job and go out in the wilderness, build herself a cabin of her own from scratch. But she had responsibilities. She needed to make money and make ends meet, so she couldn’t escape into the woods like she wanted to. She’d just have to keep herself content with cabin vacations for now.



 



Roxy woke bright and early on her second day at the cabin, rising from her bed with a massive stretch and splitting yawn. Her body was already aching from yesterday’s trips down the slope – which had resulted in more than a few tumbles. The snow was not as soft as it looked, especially when it had been packed hard by boots, skis, and snowboards.



 



She put on her socks and shuffled to the stove. Her favorite thing about this cabin was that it was simple and uncluttered. It was literally just one room, with a full sized bed in the corner, a table and cabinets, a stove and fridge, and a small armchair along with shelving space. There was no television to distract her from her surroundings, and the barrenness of the cabin just encouraged her to get out on the ski slopes as much as possible.



 



There was a small window behind the stove, and she peered out of it with bleary eyes as she turned on a burner and set a heavy skillet on top of it, before going over to get some eggs from the fridge. The forest looked empty and peaceful as usual, and she felt a familiar leap of excitement in her chest at the prospect of getting out there.



 



Roxy didn’t look up again until the eggs were done frying. She served them onto a plate before looking out again. She froze.



 



Something was moving in the trees. Normally this would not be cause for concern – there were animals that lived out here, and she was staying at a resort so other people were not uncommon. She wasn’t completely in the middle of the nowhere. But this was different – the shape moving in the shadows of the leafless trees was huge. It would have blended in with the snow around it if it weren’t for its massive size, for it was pure white. It looked like it had long fur, which had matted together in clumps. The thing had to be at least eight feet tall, and appeared to be walking on two legs like a human.



 



Roxy scrambled sideways to grasp at her rifle, which she kept propped up against the wall by her door. She gripped the doorknob and took a deep, steadying breath, before wrenching open the front door.



 



She swung the rifle up and aimed blindly, finger centimeters from the trigger. Her blue eyes widened and darted around from side to side. There was nothing there.



 



She slowly lowered the rifle, though still gripping it tightly to her side. She ducked back inside quickly and wrenched on a pair of boots and a jacket, all the while looking up and out the front door apprehensively. But whatever had been there did not reappear.



 



Roxy stepped outside once she was properly dressed, the snow crunching beneath her boots. She stared around for nearly a minute before striding over to where she believed she had seen the great shaggy beast.



 



There were massive footprints in the snow – if you could even call them feet. One track was roughly the size of a trashcan lid, with claws protruding from its front. The tracks continued off into the trees, and no matter how hard Roxy squinted, she could not see what had created them.



 



She dashed back into the cabin and picked up the phone. It only called a handful of numbers, one of which being the resort security.



 



“There’s something in the woods,” Roxy said, panting. “Something huge, with white shaggy fur. I think – I think it’s a Yeti!”



 



There was a long, pregnant pause on the other end of the line, followed by a heavy sigh.



 



“Lady, it’s 8 A.M. How much have you been drinking?” Came the deep voice.



 



Roxy spluttered indignantly. “I haven’t had a thing to drink!” she said into the receiver, enunciating her words clearly. “There is a snow beast tromping through the forest!”



 



The security guard clearly did not believe her. He told Roxy to calm down, get some rest, and that he’d be out to look around the area soon – but it would have to be a quick look as a storm was approaching. He advised her to stay in the cabin, though he made sure to emphasize that he was saying this because of the impending storm, and not a rampaging beast.



 



Roxy hung up the phone angrily and began to pace her cabin. Finally she seized her rifle again and strode outside. She was going to follow those tracks. She couldn’t just sit around.



 



The tracks went on for ages, and soon enough she had been tromping through the woods for a solid hour. Her feet were beginning to grow cold despite the boots and two layers of socks she was wearing. She finally stopped and leaned against a nearby tree trunk, panting. She squinted further down the trail of tracks and noticed, with a chill, that they seemed to stop.



 



She thought she heard a rumbling growl echo from above.



 



Roxy let out a yell and stumbled backwards, rifle flying from her hand. She fell back onto the snow, splayed on her back. She stared up at the tree but couldn’t see anything, just white shapes and shadows.



 



Her scream echoed through the barren forest as snowflakes fell from the sky. She scrambled to her feet and sprinted back to her cabin, as fast as she could. Maybe going out there alone wasn’t the smartest move.



 



When she neared the cabin she saw that the front door was open. She stepped up to it cautiously, and peered inside. A feeling of relief washed over her when she saw that a resort security guard was standing in the cabin, his arms folded across his large, muscular chest.



 



“Didn’t I tell you to stay inside? Because of the snow, of course.” Roxy recognized his voice as being the man she had spoken to on the phone earlier.



 



“Umm, yeah. But, I swear, I think I saw a... I saw a...”



 



The black security guard shook his head. “Look, you’re being ridiculous.”



 



Roxy shut the door and stepped up to the couch, near to where the man was standing. Maybe he was right. She did have a wild imagination, after all. She motioned for him to take a seat on the couch, and felt her nerves dying down. “Cup of tea? I didn’t catch your name.”



 



“Bruce. Just call me Bruce,” the man said.



 



Roxy put the kettle on and took a seat next to him. She couldn’t help but scan her eyes up and down the man’s muscular torso, underneath his security shirt and sleeveless puffa jacket. Roxy sure liked uniforms. She felt a tingling sensation travel down her abdomen.



 



Roxy couldn’t believe her eyes as she watched Bruce’s hand stroke her thigh. His hand went all the way up to the top of her leg, softly caressing her thigh up and down. She didn’t stop him. She looked up, and could sense that the security guard no doubt got lonely this time of year. She let him continue as his hand moved up further, and his fingers lightly brushed her belt.



 



He’s surprisingly gentle,
 thought Roxy. In that moment when their eyes met, she knew that this was definitely what she wanted. She was going to have her fun. This was her vacation after all, and she’d be damned if she wasn’t going to enjoy herself.



 



Bruce’s big hulking frame cast a shadow across the young woman as he scooted nearer on the couch. He was sure looking for some action. He was the type of guy that liked to shoot from the hip.



 



Roxy opened her legs, allowing him full access. Bruce wasted little time in rubbing his fingers up and down her crotch, feeling her mound. He undid her belt and delved his hand into her thermal underwear. “You’re so frickin’ ready for this,” he said, while his fingers began to stroke her pussy.



 



Roxy instinctively reached her hand out and felt Bruce’s muscular pecs through his shirt. She traced her fingers down over his toned abs and down to his trousers, where she readily grabbed at his package. The bulge was phenomenal. Impressed, she felt the rigid length grow even more as she caressed it.



 



Almost without thinking, she unzipped him and reached into his underwear. Her hand found his cock through his flies and pulled it out through the gap in his boxer shorts. It sprung to attention, a huge black cock, and Roxy was visibly excited as her eyes widened. She licked her lips and bowed her head down, looking at the shiny helmet as the snow fell outside. She glanced up briefly, and could see Bruce’s smiling eyes looking at her, watching her as she continued.



 



Roxy opened her mouth, and put her soft lips on his big helmet, making Bruce gasp and he encouraged her by petting her head and stroking her soft hair. She began to take him in her mouth, inch by inch, sucking on his tool. She now knew what a real man tasted like, as Bruce’s masculine presence overtook her while she sucked enthusiastically.



 



She bobbed her head up and down on his knob, pushing him deeper and deeper into her throat. She took it out to gasp for air, and ran her tongue up and down the long shaft, reaching her hand inside his undone trousers to cup his big balls. “Jesus Christ they’re full,” she whispered into the eye of his cock.



 



“I haven’t unloaded all day, lady.” Said Bruce.



 



“Well, we’ve still got a long day ahead of us.” Said Roxy.



 



“Yes we do.” Agreed Bruce as he looked down, enjoying the view.



 



Leaning on her side, sucking dick, Roxy needed some stimulation of her own, and as Bruce’s hands were out of reach right now, she parted her legs wide, put one of her feet up on the couch arm and reached down. Her fingers delved into her own underwear and expertly began to work herself, just the way she liked it. She pulled her underwear and jeans down, and chucked them to the cabin floor, her top pulled up high as she flicked furiously whilst continuing to suck on the dick in her mouth, her other hand working it.



 



Her juices began to drip onto the nice couch seat, but Bruce didn’t seem to mind. “You just carry on.”



 



As Roxy came up for air, Bruce got to his knees before her, his erect cock pressing up against his own abs. Roxy sat back, and with her legs spread wide looked down almost in disbelief as Bruce leveled his face up with her tight pussy. His mouth began to salivate, as he feasted his eyes on the young woman’s flesh. Her snatch looked inviting, fresh and unspoiled, and as he looked up into her eyes Roxy couldn’t wait for what he had in store. He opened his mouth and out slid his long, thick tongue. He darted the tip of his tongue over her clit, flicking it from side to side. With her legs propped up on the man’s broad shoulders, her juices flowed as he licked his way up and down her lips and suckled on her clit intently, before starting to rock his head back and forth, tongue-fucking her.



 



Roxy gripped Bruce’s hair as her nipples hardened, her breasts pressing up against her bra, bursting to get out. Knowing he was being watched seemed to egg Bruce on further, as he delved his tongue in and out of the cute target.



 



She glanced out the window, and saw that the snow was falling heavily now. The storm was on its way. “It’s cold outside,” she said.



 



“But it’s warm in here,” slurped Bruce, his tongue still nestled deep.



 



Bruce got up, and stood in front of her. She gazed at his undone trousers, and the massive cock that swayed before her. It was throbbing, the blowjob had clearly turned him on greatly, and he proceeded to thrust his huge cock towards Roxy’s eager lips. It menacingly swayed about in front of her face. She knew what was expected of her. She reached out her hand and pulled back the skin. She licked her lips and craned her neck forward whilst Bruce threw his head back and moaned.



 



She opened her mouth and sucked on the bell-end presented before her. She reached down and grabbed the straining sack, as she moved her head to the side and began to suckle on the underside of the shaft, the veins rippling as his balls tightened.



 



“That’s it! You know you’re going to have a nice vacation when you stay in Brucey’s resort.”



 



Roxy gasped into her mouthful of cock. She sucked faster, and she took as much of it in her mouth as she could, gagging on the wide girth and cradling the big smooth balls. She took it out of her mouth and slurped on the head like it was an ice lolly. Glancing outside, she was glad she wasn’t still out there, the heavy snow casting shadows into the cabin as it fell.



 



As Roxy sucked, she caught something out of the corner of her eye. She was startled as a big white thing ran past the window, but she couldn’t be sure.



 



But she remembered that Bruce had advised her that she was being ridiculous, and she had more important things to deal with right now.



 



“Carry on, lady. Carry on,” said Bruce. “Keep those lips on it!”



 



Roxy was no longer lead by her head but rather by her heart. She opened her mouth wider and really sucked hard on his helmet. Opening her gullet and rocking her head back and forth she sucked him excitedly, while Bruce took matters into his own hands and caressed his own balls.



 



She lapped more quickly, flicking her tongue over his cock head, which only encouraged the man as he took his cock out of her mouth for a moment and slapped the rigid meat up against her face. She gasped, rubbed the big bell over her lips and sucked hard on it once more. She worked the shaft and licked and sucked as she heard him moan above her.



 



“I’ve got a big load for you, you horny little slut!” Roxy heard the deep voice say, reaching out and squeezing the big grapefruits as they tightened up dramatically. Maybe it was the friction of her quick tongue over his cock-eye, or the fact that he could sense her arousal rising, but it wasn’t long before Bruce’s shaft strained and pulsated with uncontrollable pleasure, as he let out a deep groan. Roxy massaged his tight nuts as he oozed and dripped pre-cum, drizzling it right into her open mouth. Bruce withdrew his knob to stop himself from cumming in her mouth, as she gobbled down the salty pre-seed, hungrily consuming as much of it as she could, while she reached up and milked his throbbing shaft.



 



Roxy gulped hard and fast as the dick twitched and bobbed.



 



“I don’t want to cum in your mouth.”



 



“I don’t want you to cum in my mouth either,” said Roxy as she swallowed and licked her lips. “I want you to finish somewhere else.”



 



Bruce sat down next to her, his big dick sticking out from his trousers. He pulled his trousers down along with his boxer shorts. He was now dressed just in the top-half of his uniform, his big boots and socks. Naked from the waist down, his huge erection swayed about in front of him. “You’ve got me nice and ready,” he said. “Now, come and have a seat.”



 



Roxy’s hand massaged his huge prick as she swung her leg over and straddled him.



 



“Ok,” she said. She felt his firm hands on her taut buns. He pressed his cock up against her tight snatch, as he ripped off her top and bra, outstretched his tongue and began to lick her stiff nipples. She could feel the tip of his cock driving into her pussy as he lapped keenly at her nipples, making her writhe and moan.



 



Gripping the back of the couch tightly with both hands, Roxy lowered herself further, her knees digging into the soft cushions. He was eager to be let inside, and she wanted to feel every inch deep. She knew that he could satisfy her so much and give her what she secretly pined for.



 



She relaxed, giving him full permission, and Bruce raised his ass up off the seat and plunged half his knob up into her. Her walls clenched around his girth and sucked him in further, as he thrust upwards and slid every last inch deep into her. He fucked her, balls-deep, as Roxy started to bounce up and down. He pumped her, driving his powerful hips up and down, sliding in and out of her with his hands on her slim waist, screwing her steadily in the cold light of day.



 



Roxy looked down and couldn’t believe her eyes. There was this strong, muscular man, shagging her rotten right in the middle of her holiday cabin. Bruce was also loving every second of it, his knob pulsing inside her tunnel. She felt intense pleasure surge through her body, getting penetrated by the huge tool. She shrieked, sounding emotional, taking the rigid length deep inside her bareback, as Bruce’s big balls slapped up against her cheeks. He pummeled her rampantly, grabbing her hips and screwing her hard. He drilled his big frustrated dick into her, his balls tightening, his spunk ready to shoot.



 



“Oh my God,” moaned Roxy, her thighs clenching and her ass cheeks wobbling. She reached down and worked her clit. “I’m gonna cum!” She panted as she bit her lip.



 



She felt an amazing rush, from her toes all the way up to the top of her head, as an incredible climax took over, making her body shake with waves of ecstasy. She gushed hard, soaking the couch cushions.



 



Watching her cum was the finishing touch for Bruce, and his nuts gave one final twitch. He came hard, shooting his thick sperm out in hot blasts, deep into Roxy’s body. He closed his eyes as Roxy opened hers. She could sure see the look of pleasure on his face, as she felt his spunk being sprayed inside her.



 



Bruce’s sperm did their job and swam, the blind miniscule jizz wagging their little tails. The plucky spooge journeyed on as he let out an amazing sigh of relief. Roxy got off the softening dick, sat back down on the comfy seat and breathed a deep, satisfied sigh.



 



She looked down at the cream-pie between her legs as it dripped out onto the seat.



 



From outside the cabin, a big, white shape had appeared at the window, unbeknownst to the pair inside. Maybe they had an audience after all.



 



One thing was for sure, Roxy was certainly going to enjoy her next few days out here, storm or no storm.



 



-----
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T
 he night air was cool and crisp against the little bits of Officer Morgan’s skin that were actually exposed. The wind raced past him as he powered his motorcycle down the seemingly endless maze of city streets. He edged out every ounce of speed he could without risking some bystander calling the precinct about him. He rode with his visor up, feeling the sting of the brisk air, and though his jaw was set in a hard, grim line, a ghost of a smile flitted about the edges of his mouth.



 



The roar of the engine was almost deafeningly loud, a pulsing growl that filled the night, bouncing off the old brick warehouses that filled this neighborhood. A flicker of movement caught his eye, and he turned his head slightly. A young woman was lying on the ground and shouting something. A pair of young men were racing away from her, the strap of a purse whipping behind one of the youths as he sprinted.



 



Morgan revved the throttle and flipped on his siren. The young men rounded the block, but in a flash the cop had caught up with them, swerving onto the sidewalk in front of them to cut them off. Knowing they were caught, they threw down the purse and raised their hands, fear filling their eyes. Morgan flipped down the kickstand and climbed off the bike. In one fluid motion he removed his helmet and set it on the seat, never taking his hard eyes off the thugs for a moment as he walked up to them.



 



One guy began moaning in despair, a pitiful sight, while the other began mumbling a litany of excuses. Morgan ignored both and stretched, clearly proud of the way his muscles pulled the leather of his jacket tight against him. Without warning he swung, catching the despairing guy right on the jaw and sending him flying into the wall. The other man turned to run but Morgan caught his shirt, and gripping the back of the criminal’s neck, powerfully shoved him face first into the wall. The brutal crunch of a broken nose filled the air.



 



Morgan turned back to the other man who was half slumped, trying to rise back fully to his feet. The cop sent a kick out to his knee, which sent the man falling back to the ground. A trio of other kicks followed, his steel toe-capped leather boots cracking ribs. All hope left the thug and he just curled up in a ball trying to shield himself from the hail of blows. The other man tried throwing a punch himself, but Morgan side-stepped and the blow glanced weakly off the cop’s muscular shoulder. Morgan answered with a torrent of heavy punches to the thug’s gut, which in a flash had him writhing on the ground in pain.



 



Morgan looked down at the pair, and kicked the purse over to them. “Return it. If you don’t, trust me, I’ll know. And I’ll come looking for you.”



 



The guy with the broken nose nodded half-heartedly with blood streaming down his face, and rose shakily to his feet, scooping up the purse as he did so. “Aren’t... aren’t you going to arrest us?” He asked as he helped his friend up, who was clutching his side painfully. Morgan didn’t answer him. Together the pair hobbled off, back in the direction of the woman.



 



Morgan climbed back on his bike and set off back down the street. His eyes were a little wider now, his nostrils flared a bit, as he took a deep inhale of the fresh air. The thrill of the fight had clearly riled him up, and his eyes prowled the night looking for the tiniest sign of an infraction. He gunned the motor, not caring if someone called a complaint on him now, wanting to try and recapture the rush he had just felt.



 



The street lights whipped past him like fence posts, and the few people that were on the sidewalk were little more than brief blurs of motion. The street here was long and straight, with few lights, and luck was with him as he caught all greens. Everything was smooth sailing. It was shaping up to be a good night, the kind of night Morgan lived for, the kind of night he had signed up to the force for.



 



He was about to cross Seventh Street when a small red Acura blew through the red light, almost hitting him. It only took him a few moments to get the bike turned, but by the time he was on Seventh the tail lights of the car were already a block away. Snarling, he flipped on his siren light and started revving his engine to the max.



 



In front, he saw the car hit the brakes a little. Clearly the driver had seen the lights or heard the siren. It sped back up a moment as if to try and outrun him, but when they saw how fast Morgan was coming they wised up and pulled over under an overpass. There were no pedestrians walking on this part of the street, and the large bridge up above cast a dark shadow down on the vehicle.



 



Morgan parked the bike, took his helmet off and climbed off once again. His boots crunched gravel, almost an echo of the earlier thug’s broken nose. Flexing his hands inside his black leather gloves he slowly strode towards the car, and watched as the window started to roll down. Stepping up to it, he could see there was a young woman, clearly in her twenties, inside.



 



“Sorry about that officer, I didn’t see the light. I promise it was an accident. It won’t happen again.” The young woman said, her bright blue eyes looking up at the cop.



 



“Step out of the car,” said Morgan, with no emotion in his voice.



 



A flash of fear crossed the woman’s face. “I have my license and proof of insurance right here…” She frantically held up the documents.



 



Morgan’s eyes scanned the driver’s license. “I said, step out of the car, Ms Lucy Green.” He said, slow and cold.



 



“Yes sir.” The car door opened tentatively and Lucy climbed out. “I don’t have a criminal record or anything, I swear.”



 



“Shut it. Put your hands on the hood. Don’t be dumb enough to try anything, we clear?”



 



The young woman gulped. With a shaky voice she said, “I just ran a red. Is this really necessary?”



 



Officer Morgan didn’t answer her. Lucy did as she was told. She turned around and put her hands on the hood of the car. Morgan kicked her legs apart, widening her stance.



 



He stepped up close behind her, and Lucy squirmed, her fingertips clawing at her paintjob. She wondered for a second what the cop had in mind. Morgan reached out with a large leather-clad hand and palmed the young woman’s pussy from behind.



 



“Jesus!” Lucy cried out.



 



Her breath quickened as Morgan slowly groped her through her jeans, rubbing the leathery pads of his black gloves over her mound through the fabric. She straightened her back and gasped. Morgan grabbed the edges of her top and tore it away, leaving her just in her bra, tatters hanging from her.



 



It took a few moments for Lucy to realize, but she noticed that Morgan wasn't just palming her pussy. He was doing it in a gentle, rhythmic manner, pressing in steady circles. The young woman made little gasps and pants as Morgan did so. She felt her juices trickling, which started leaking down under her jeans, over her thighs and dripping down to her socks. She realized with a strangely warm throb somewhere in her belly what was going on.



 



Morgan bent over and breathed heavily on the back of her neck. He started to lick at the nape of her neck, the tip of his tongue tracing the soft skin. Lucy shivered. While not stopping his fondling of her, he licked at her neck and sucked on her earlobe. More and more juice leaked out and dripped down Lucy’s thighs.



 



She waited motionless as Morgan’s hand moved from her snatch, up to her ass. He palmed the young woman’s pert buns, using both hands to grip her cheeks firmly and giving them a strong squeeze. Lucy gasped and squirmed, but this only made the cop grip her cheeks tighter, running his hands up and down the contours of her fleshy ass. She sighed and became pliant in his hands.



 



The feel of the cop’s gloves on her made her writhe. What he was doing to her wasn't frightening somehow, it was more the thought of what Morgan might do to her if he took her back to the station.



 



“I didn’t stop you for red light.” He said, craning his neck nearer again, his hulking presence looming over the young woman.



 



“Oh, really?” Lucy asked, turning her head to the side to try to get a glimpse of the man behind her.



 



“Yes really, Ms Green. I don’t give up chase for just anybody, you know. Just common thugs that need a good kicking... and horny little bitches like you.”



 



Lucy gulped. The last thing she expected when she went for a drive that evening was that a cop would be the one to give her what she needs. But she couldn’t deny it for one second, and nor did she want to.



 



Morgan stepped back a couple of paces, giving her room to move. She turned around and slid down the side of the car to the floor, languid and relaxed. Morgan’s crotch was level with her face. This close to him, she could smell his manly musk. It was a strong smell that made her mouth water, and made her want to put her face closer to him.



 



The cop unzipped, reached inside and pulled out his cock through his fly. Lucy's eyes were automatically drawn to it like a magnet, as his cock swung freely mere inches from her face. It was enormous, flushed, and bobbing gently, up and down. From her position on the floor, she could clearly see that he was aroused, his cock thick and proud between his legs. He had to be at least ten inches long, and so thick in girth that Lucy didn't think she would be able to fit her hand all the way around it.



 



“I give you permission to touch it,” the cop said sternly, as Lucy crawled towards his feet.



 



She felt her way up Morgan's trousered leg and nuzzled the side of her face against his cock, her cheek getting wet with pre-cum. She moaned and began lapping at the underside of the cock, where she could see a big, throbbing vein. Morgan touched the side of her head and pressed her face to his groin. It smelled spicy with musk, and she breathed in deeply. Her eyes widened.



 



The cop adjusted his fly a little bit more, reaching inside. Out popped his balls. They hung huge and swollen, shifting and pulsing. Lucy put her face between his legs and began mouthing at the mammoth sack. Morgan groaned deeply from above her. They tasted salty, and her mouth watered further. They were way too hefty to fit in her mouth at the same time, so she had to grapple them in turn. She lapped at the right one first, just about able to take the whole nut in her mouth. She sucked away, feeling it throb and churn as the hot seed swam about within, the cop’s cock lightly resting on her forehead. Next, she moved on to the left nut, taking her time to lick the entire orb from top to bottom, bathing it in her warm spittle. She took the ball in between her lips and sucked, moving her head back slightly and stretching out the sack as she did so. A gloved hand in her hair, gripping her head powerfully, redirected her.



 



Morgan positioned Lucy’s head so that she was licking at the side of his massive dick, smooth and hot beneath her tongue. She moaned, moving her hot lips up and down his throbbing shaft. He grabbed her head with both hands and slid his dick into her mouth, pulling her up and down on his cock. All Lucy could do was open her mouth as wide as she could and let him use her. The cop moved her head up and down until the tip of his cock hit the back of her throat, making her eyes water. She didn’t gag, she just tried to relax and breathed through her nose, the cop’s dick so big that his balls weren’t quite able to rest on her chin. She looked up and saw Morgan roll his head back, clearly enjoying using her mouth as his own personal wanking device.



 



He let her head go, and Lucy took a moment to lick both her palms, as the cop looked down at her. Realizing her intention, the cop flexed his thighs, his muscles making the fabric of his uniform slacks visibly ripple. The young woman got her hands nice and slick, and knitting her fingers together so that both her hands were working together, she stroked him from base to tip. Following the stroking of her hands, Lucy suckled and slurped at the straining shaft. Her jaw started to ache pleasantly, and she wished that there was a way she could fit the whole length of the tool inside her mouth. Morgan growled softly, and pushed her head away.



 



“You’re a hungry little whore, aren’t you.” The cop said. “But now you’re going to give yourself to me, totally and without question.”



 



“God, yes. Yes, please sir!” Lucy pleaded, careful not to beg too much in case it pissed him off.



 



“Lie on the hood.” Morgan instructed.



 



Lucy did as she was told. She lay on the hood of her car, the metal cold and smooth against her bare back. Morgan pulled her jeans, ripping them down and flinging them on the pavement. He did the same to her panties, which he tore off with a grunt of satisfaction.



 



The cop ran his hands over Lucy’s breasts, and pulled off her bra. He leant over and sucked at her nipples, his tongue rough and hot. She sighed, her ass clenching. She could feel his hot breath and strong jaw against her skin, and she pressed herself against it.



 



He licked his way down her stomach, the rough texture of his tongue sending tingles down her spine. He pulled her legs apart, and lifting them up, simply looked at her pussy for a moment or two, eying up the tight pink target that lay between her legs. She was already embarrassingly wet, and she could feel her clit throbbing. She wanted more.



 



Morgan put his face between her legs, and his hot breath was suddenly on her pussy. Lucy cried out in lust and arched her back hard, almost sobbing as the cop eyed up her incredibly tight snatch. Her legs trembled on either side of the cop’s head as she awaited his next touch.



 



Morgan took a glove off, and Lucy panted and trembled. He propped her legs up on his shoulders and pressed a finger at her entrance, bigger and thicker than any finger she had ever had in her. It was wide and strong, the light of the streetlamp bouncing off the smooth skin. Pulling her thighs wider apart with his other hand, he delved his digit inside. His finger was so big and strong, penetrating deeply. He got so far in her that he was able to reach that sweet spot that had her seeing stars.



 



“Oooh god!” She cried out, hands clenched in the ruins of her sleeves. “Oh god, yes!”



 



The cop rubbed inside her, and it felt divine. He eased his finger in and out, before adding another finger. His digits were so big that it was almost like taking a human cock. Lucy’s nipples hardened as he finger-banger her steadily, easing her open. When he got three fingers inside, she gasped and lifted her pelvis upwards. She felt so full. Three of his fingers felt huge, larger than anything she had ever had. Suddenly, she realized that he'd been preparing her the whole time.



 



Morgan grabbed her by the hips and flipped her over onto her stomach, crudely bending her over the hood of the car. The cop readied himself.



 



“Sir... I’m not sure if I can take it,” Lucy panted, raising herself up by her arms and swiveling her head round as far as she could to catch a glimpse of the huge, rippling length, the eye of the helmet staring at her ominously.



 



“I’ll make it fit.” Morgan informed her.



 



“Thank you...” Lucy murmured faintly.



 



Morgan slicked up his massive shaft with saliva until it was dripping, and nudged it between her legs. Lucy raised her ass up as far as she could, giving him full access. He held her cheeks in his hands. He pushed once, pushed again, and amazingly, slid inside her pussy.



 



He was so huge, and Lucy had never felt so full, taking this monumental pole. He pushed forward, little by little, groaning as he slid even further inside. She wiggled her hips, pushing herself back on him until he couldn't get in any further. He drew away for a moment before thrusting back into her, bottoming out in her slick passage.



 



The ridges of his cock were hitting all the right places, and Lucy’s heavy breathing quickened as she felt the older guy moving. Morgan set a steady, rough pace, and her firm cheeks jiggled with every pump. She was getting stretched to the limit.



 



Lucy was so wracked with pleasure that she could hardly see straight, moaning as he pounded her. He was rubbing her tunnel just the right way, and something hot was winding up tight from deep within. She felt euphoria coursing through her, building up higher and higher until she was almost at the peak.



 



Just when she thought she about to explode with ecstasy, Morgan reached around his still-gloved hand and grabbed Lucy’s heaving tits. He slammed her faster and harder than she had ever been taken in her life, her clit throbbing as she was taken to new, unbelievable heights.



 



“I’m... I’m... I’m... going to cum, sir!” She cried out, head thrashing back in a wave of pleasure.



 



She screamed and wailed as everything seized up and overflowed. She felt her inner walls clamping down around Morgan's cock as she came, gushing down the side of her car in sticky strings. Morgan didn’t let up for a second as he continued to pound. He grunted like an animal, and growled loudly from deep in his throat.



 



Suddenly, the cop withdrew. “Up on the roof!” he commanded.



 



“Up on the...?” Lucy started, but she suddenly thought better than to question him. She climbed up on the roof of the car, and on all fours, offered herself to him again.



 



Morgan stepped up onto the roof with two strong strides, and positioned his boots either side of Lucy’s thighs. With the soles of his boots firmly secured to the top of car, he squatted down behind her, and lined his cock up with her juicy pussy as he mounted her from above.



 



He clutched her shoulders as he pushed himself into her once more, this new angle meaning he could get incredible leverage as well as swing his hips back and forth freely. He commenced to pummel Lucy, relentlessly sliding his entire length in and out of her with such power that his heavy balls whacked against her, so hard it almost hurt. Morgan reached down and wrapped his arms around her midsection, hugging her tightly as he humped her, his beefy leather-clad chest pressing and rubbing against her naked back. After several long, hard pumps, he straightened and raised up his upper body, his cock still buried deep. He pulled Lucy’s hair back tightly and used his gloved hand to rain down ten perfectly-placed and very hard slaps, the leather of the glove stinging her ass cheeks with every spank.



 



“Who’s going to make a good daddy? Huh? Who’s going to make the best daddy in the world?” Morgan said as he picked up the pace, slamming her with a ridiculously fast rhythm, the crown of his cock rubbing her insides just right.



 



“Unnngh... you are! You are, sir. Sir!” She whimpered, her eyes glazing over as she felt more full than she ever had, every last inch of his cock sliding in and out of her perfectly, giving her sensations she’d never known.



 



“That’s right. That’s right...” Whispered Morgan, barely out of breath and not even breaking a sweat.



 



From deep within her, it almost felt like Morgan was expanding - cocked, locked and ready to pop. He came, pulsing and spilling, breathing deeply as he climaxed. Lucy was being filled with rope after rope of thick, creamy spunk. It was spilling out over her thighs and between her legs, covering her with the evidence of his release. He kept cumming, moaning and shuddering, and she took as much as she could.



 



Finally, he pulled out and hopped down onto the sidewalk, leaving her loose and pliant on the top of her car, feeling pleasantly pleasure-soaked. Her lower half was covered inside and out in creamy cum, and when she shakily turned around, climbed down and sat on the hood, even more dribbled out of her and onto her thighs, some splashing onto the road below.



 



She dipped a finger in the cum on her thigh and pressed it to her lips. Even just a tiny taste filled her mouth with a strong, salty flavor. Her mouth watered all over again, even though she'd just been fucked senseless.



 



“Aren’t you going to arrest me?” She asked, looking up at him with innocent doe eyes.



 



Morgan put his softening cock away and zipped up. “Don’t be ridiculous.”



 



He walked over to his bike and opened the pouch at the back of the seat. He took something out and walked back to the car.



 



“Look, here’s my card,” he said, handing Lucy the small piece of cardboard. She held it in her hand and looked down at it. “My paycheck is pretty decent to I’ll take care of things. Now, get yourself cleaned up, girl. You’re out in public for god’s sake.”



 



And with that, the cop put his helmet and glove back on, slid down his visor, sat on his bike and revved up the engine. He sped off down the street, the engine roaring thunderously. A big cloud of gray smoke enveloped Lucy as she watched him disappear into the night.



 



---









BIG BLACK BOSS



 



By



Tess West









A
 droplet of sweat rolled down the side of her temple. A young looking woman hastily wiped at her face, the salty moisture accumulating on her sleeve.



 



She was sitting in a small office cubicle, tapping her fingertips rhythmically on her desk with an almost manic gleam in her large green eyes, which were framed by thick, feminine eyelashes. Her skin was quite pale, and her hair had been swept aside to keep it out of her gaze.



 



“Want a coffee, Grace?”



 



A man paused at the entrance to her cubicle, blinking down at her with bright blue eyes. His dark hair fell around his heart-shaped face, and his small nose was covered in a dash of faint freckles. Grace looked at him and her cheeks went pink.



 



“Coffee?” she spluttered. “Sure. Yes, that would be great.”



 



Grace Small didn’t actually drink coffee – the caffeine did funny things to her stomach. But she took the cup from the man nonetheless when he returned five minutes later, and offered him a quavering smile. “Thank you, Mark.”



 



“My pleasure,” he said with a nod of his head. “Good luck with your presentation, by the way. I’ll be cheering you on.”



 



Grace swallowed hard as Mark turned and strolled out of her cubicle, his black slacks tight against his buns. That was the last thing Grace needed at the moment, a reminder of what was coming this afternoon.



 



This was her very first ‘real’ job – that is, her first full-time job following her college graduation. Grace had been a Communications major, and had spent the last semester of her senior year positively panicking as she searched around for employment. All had seemed hopeless, but luckily this job had practically fallen into her lap. A friend of her father had gotten her an interview, and everything had gone smoothly from there.



 



Grace had been hired as an assistant social media strategist for a travel agency. The firm had grown substantially over the past year and now boasted nearly 100 employees in its various offices in the local state area. She spent her days working from nine to five, sitting at a desk and working with a team of more senior and experienced social media experts. She felt almost like an intern again, which was not a pleasant feeling. But it was a job, so she couldn’t really complain.



 



Another bead of sweat rolled down her face, and she wiped away at it desperately, willing it to stop. She was expected to be in an office presentation just twenty minutes from now, to present her strategy ideas for using social media to connect with the local student population.



 



The presentation was good, she knew that. Coming up with creative ideas had always been a strong suit of hers, but presenting them was a different matter, and was something that she’d never been very good at.



 



Grace watched the clock apprehensively until the meeting was just five minutes away. Reluctantly, she got to her feet, folded her laptop up and carried it with her out of the cubicle. She tugged at the collar of her shirt and gulped. By the time she reached the meeting room, it was already full of her coworkers. A few of them were chatting with each other, others already checking their watches and no doubt wishing for this to be over.



 



Grace sidled into the room and set her laptop down on the podium at the front. She hooked it up to the projector - which was a little out of date, she noted - and began her presentation.



 



A couple of minutes into it, a large figure walked into the room and took a seat at the back. Grace found it difficult to look out at the small crowd of coworkers watching her. Some looked very interested and were leaning forwards in their seat, nodding with her every word. Others looked monumentally bored. Looking at them was the worst, because it made Grace’s thoughts race –
 Am I giving good ideas, or are they complete garbage? Am I not being engaging enough? Can they see the sheen of sweat gathering on my upper lip?



 



“Thank you for your attention,” Grace said lamely after she had given her three main ideas and explained them in detail. The crowd quickly dispersed, a few people lagging behind to jot down some last minute notes. One of these people was her boss, Mr Davidson - a large, black man sitting in the very back of the room, his hulking frame hunched over a notepad. Another was Mark, though he wasn’t writing anything. She waved at him with a small smile, before looking expectantly at their boss.



 



“Grace,” her boss said, finally pulling his eyes away from his notes and getting to his feet. His muscular physique threatened to almost burst out from underneath his tightly fitted dress jacket, crisp white button down and navy blue slacks. He strode over to her and nodded at her presentation, which was still being projected onto the wall. “Nice job. Very good ideas you have, we’ll definitely be implementing them – with your help, of course.”



 



Grace let out a rush of air, relieved.



 



“However,” Mr Davidson continued, “you need to work on your presentation skills. A few people in the back were starting to snore by the end there, and the rest were lost in the clouds. I can tell you’ve got nerves, but you don’t need to. I really took a liking to your idea about running a photo contest on Instagram. You’re a skilled young woman, exude confidence. Ok?”



 



Grace nodded. “Yes, yes, of course. Thank you.”



 



Mark gave her a close-lipped smile and ducked out of the room, closing the door behind him. The only person left was her boss.



 



“Grace,” Mr Davidson said, stepping nearer, flashing his perfectly straight smile at her. He paused, and Grace could visibly see his pecs flexing underneath the cotton of his shirt. “I have a question I wanted to ask you.”



 



“Yeah?” Grace wasn’t sure what was coming next.



 



“Did you honestly think I wasn’t going to notice when your thoughts turned to me, halfway through your presentation? I mean, I could pretty much smell the pheromones radiating from you. Explain yourself to me, girl.” He looked her up and down. Grace’s heartbeat quickened in her chest.



 



Grace stared at her boss blankly for a long moment, her voice having died in her throat. This confident, powerful man that she’d secretly been admiring – was he the black stud that she’d been dreaming about and yearning for? She thought she had tried to hide it as best she could. She had no idea she had made it so obvious, and she had no idea that Davidson’s senses were so heightened. She opened her mouth and when no words came out she closed it again, as Davidson stared expectantly at her.



 



You’re a skilled young woman, exude confidence.
 She played the words back in her mind. She got the impression that Davidson didn’t want to wait around for an answer.



 



Grace gasped, and she locked eyes with her boss. “I’m sorry, sir. I couldn’t help it!” she pleaded.



 



Davidson shook his head. “I don’t give it over so easily. You’re going to have to work hard for it, just like everything in life. Show me just how badly you want it. And if I’m pleased with your efforts, I might just give it to you.”



 



Grace dropped to her knees.



 



She reached out and attempted to unzip Davidson’s fly. Her boss quickly slapped her hand away, so hard it stung.



 



“Uh uh. You don’t take without permission. You only take what I give,
 if
 and when I decide to give it. Understand?” He said sternly.



 



Grace nodded with wide eyes as she watched Davidson unzip himself, reach inside and pull out his massive cock. Her jaw dropped open. The thing was easily as long as her forearm, and as wide as her wrist. A bead of sweat rolled off Grace’s temple and splashed against the angry, black head of Davidson’s cock.



 



She rolled her sleeves up, and enthusiastically flicked her tongue over the older man’s large cock head, flicking the bulbous helmet from left to right with her soft laps.



 



Davidson was obviously enjoying himself, moaning in a deep tone that was the same register as his spoken voice. He placed his hand on the back of her head, and forcefully encouraged her to lick faster and harder as his sack tightened and pulsed, filled to the brim with his hot seed. Grace began to get moist in anticipation.



 



As she suckled on the swollen tip, Davidson’s moans got more frequent and ragged. He rocked his hips back and forth in time with Grace’s licks, and she saw this as her cue to open her mouth as wide as she could and take the head inside. The sheer width of the pulsing head meant it was no easy task, but with one final hip-thrust from Davidson and a good amount of spittle from Grace, the head popped inside her mouth.



 



He became even more forceful, and her tight lips steadily stimulated and sucked away at his cock head, gradually taking more and more of it into her mouth. He fed her more and more of the length of his cock, until it went right to the back of her throat, making her eyes wince and water. The boss moaned out under his breath, “Keep going, keep going… good girl…”



 



His mature, ripped body twitched and writhed underneath his smart suit while Grace’s small hands trembled with excitement as she bravely reached up and cradled his balls. She cupped them firmly while she continued to greedily gobble and suck on his dick. Pre-cum seeped from his cock head in rich, healthy streams, trickling down Grace’s mouth and into her stomach. The young woman swallowed as much of it as she could, her eyes watering more and almost gagging as some of the salty substance overflowed from her lips, dribbled down her chin and splashed against her shirt.



 



“Hold up,” Davidson said, not even breaking a sweat. “Don’t think for one second that I’m going to allow you to fill your belly with my semen, you hungry ho. I don’t waste my seed, and especially not just to feed your greedy mouth.”



 



Grace looked up at her employer, and mumbled around her throatful of cock.



 



A knowing smile spread across Davidson’s lips as he told her, “No, Grace.” He withdrew his cock from her mouth, watching it reappear inch by inch, a long string of pre-cum attached to the tip of his cock and Grace’s lips, hanging between them. “Stand up, and go and face the wall over there, with your back to me.”



 



Grace did as she was told and stood against cold, hard wall with her back to her boss and assumed a wide stance. Davidson walked up behind her and ripped down her work pants revealing her black thong. “God, you really are gagging for it,” Davidson said, his breath hot against her neck. “You even dressed appropriately!” Her jockstrap rode up in-between her pert, white ass cheeks, her buttocks wobbling like firm jell-o.



 



Davidson pulled out his leather belt from his slacks, and doubled it over, lightly smacking the brown leather against his own palm. Grace listened intently.



 



“See, you take what I give!” Davidson told her, before flogging the leather down on her peachy ass harshly and with great force. She squealed and gasped, her long eyelashes fluttering shut, her ass cheeks stinging.



 



Another slap of the leather came down moments later, harshly striking Grace’s reddening globes. Her pussy throbbed uncontrollably, her clothed breasts pressing against the cold wall before her. Thin trickles escaped Grace’s snatch as she stood there, taking everything the man gave her.



 



Davidson’s cold hands pulled down her thong, exposing her tight, smooth crack. She knew what was expected of her and she waited for her boss’s touch.



 



His manly hands reached up and expertly parted the plentiful flesh, revealing Grace’s minute starfish and wet pussy. His finger began to flick over her pussy before slipping inside, the slickness of Grace’s juices making it easy. She gasped. She couldn’t believe the situation she was in – getting touched and fingered by such a man, a true stud. The soft, smooth digit delved further, and began gliding in and out of her pussy, lubricating her even more and sending shivers of pleasure up her spine.



 



While Davidson was enjoying the view, Grace’s hand reached down to her clit, and she touched it firmly. She started to furiously work it, flicking herself off whilst her lips clamped tightly around Davidson’s thick index finger, making sure to press her ass backwards as far as she could, desperately trying her best not to displease her boss.



 



Fully aroused, Grace’s taut ass looked as ripe as a peach as she eagerly awaited the dominant man’s next move. Davidson withdrew his finger, and lay a firm palm down upon her milk-colored cheeks. She swiveled her head round as far as she could and looked at Davidson, and the pair shared an electrifying moment of lust and excitement.



 



Maintaining eye-contact with him, Grace realized she was now really going to feel the true wrath of him. Her eyes momentarily winced as her boss laid down another heavy open-palmed smack upon her awaiting cheeks.



 



She heard his stern voice behind him. “That’s it, that’s it. Take what you are given. I know you deserve another!”



 



And with that, he licked the palm of his hand, before bringing it down firmly on her ass, the warm saliva making the slap sting just that little bit more as it connected with her hot flesh, Grace squealing out loud like a piglet.



 



“Good. That’s good,” Davidson said encouragingly. Observantly noticing that Grace was dripping all the way down her thighs, the older man instructed her, “Bend over the desk like a good girl. I want to see how completely and unquestionably you give yourself over to me.”



 



Grace did as she was told. She walked over to the large oak desk and bent over it, sticking her ass up and out, waiting and ready.



 



While she assumed the position, her boss stripped entirely, his ripped torso flexing in the dim office light, his humungous cock swinging between his legs. The long shaft was smooth and veinless, very dark in color, the helmet glistening and his huge round balls hanging low. His muscular thighs rippled as he strode up behind her, and let his cock head rest on her back.



 



Knowing that she was already wet and in need of a good shafting, Davidson moved his cock head up and down the length of her snatch, mingling his pre-cum with her juices.



 



“You’re going to take it all… ready or not!”



 



“God, yes,
 please!
 Please grant me the honor and fill me up.” Grace begged.



 



“Shhhhh, girl.” Davidson hushed her, and pressed the head of his cock up against her entrance. And without warning, he slid his huge member right up into her incredibly tight pussy, balls deep. Grace gasped and bit her bottom lip to stop herself from screaming – she knew it would annoy her boss to hear her get too noisy.



 



The dominant man thrust his hips back and forth, rampantly nailing her like a bitch, before withdrawing until just the tip of his cock was inside. Her aching pussy seemed to invite - almost beg - the massive tool to slide all the way back in, her muscles clamping down on the beast as it proceeded to slam in and out of her, steadily and deliberately.



 



Davidson made love to her for a good few minutes, all the while her tits heaving against the oak of the desk below her, as she trembled with the incredible sensations. As he pummeled her, the thick girth of his pole glistened and shimmered in the light of the desk lamp, Grace’s love juice fully lubing up the shaft. This made the glide that much slicker, as he humped her with the greatest of ease.



 



The thrusting movements of his wide hips sent tremors downwards through the solid legs of the desk, making Grace shake as her boss’s big thighs slammed against her relentlessly.



 



Davidson withdrew, and commanded, “Climb up onto the desk, and get on all fours. Present yourself to me and I will take what is mine.”



 



Grace shifted position, as she climbed up onto the desk and got on her hands and knees. Never had she given herself so entirely to someone, and never had someone taken her so forcefully. It was a dream come true.



 



Davidson hopped up onto the desk and crouched down, his thighs enveloping her legs as he squatted and lined up his rod with her pussy. His hands gripped her slim waist as he pressed the very tip of his black cock into the tight hole once more. Her pussy opened and lovingly started to suck the thick stick inside, inch by inch. He fed her his dick as he crouched behind her, this new position meaning he could press his chiseled chest against Grace’s back as he entered her. Once all the way back inside, the boss really took the reins, his strong legs supporting his weight as he swung his hips back and forth like a pickaxe, plowing in and out of her with perfect precision.



 



While taking every inch, Grace reached down between her legs and started to flick, earnestly trying to reach her own climax. She worked herself hard and fast, masturbating furiously, rubbing her clit as Davidson’s heavy sack whacked against her with every thrust.



 



It was all too much for Grace to take, and she felt her looming climax rise up through her body. Her hand was a furious blur as she came, cumming uncontrollably. Davidson didn’t let up for a second, pounding her hard as she came in multiple waves, strings of squirt making a splattered mess of the paperwork from her presentation.



 



He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled it back tightly, his own climax starting to surface as he pounded her like there was no tomorrow. She rocked her hips backwards in time with her boss’s pumps, engulfing the cock, her ass slapping his waist as they swung back and forth in mirrored unison, Grace taking every inch of that ridiculous cock as deep as humanly possible.



 



Employer and employee bounced off each other with a sense of urgency, keen for Davidson to reach his climax. It felt like both parties were partaking in a competitive game of tug-of-war, a passionate battle where failure was not an option, as both were poised to win. He reached down and wrapped his strong arms around her, hugging her close as he playfully nibbled on the lobe of her ear, his animalistic pants and groans sending her to new heights. The harder her boss screwed her, the tighter her pussy gripped him, until Grace could feel that he was so close, so near to reaching his impending finish.



 



Davidson plunged all the way to the balls, and stopped suddenly. His thighs hugged her frame as his balls tightened and twitched. His powerful upper body gripped her as he breathed into her ear. “Take every… last… drop…” he uttered as he emptied his sack, thick spurts of hot white spunk blasting into Grace’s fertile body, filling her up. The sperm kept coming, warm torrents of cream jetting into her, as he stayed inside, balls deep. “Every… last… drop…” he whispered, before slowing withdrawing. Once out, he placed his hands on Grace’s upper thighs and pushed them firmly together, making sure not to let a single droplet of his precious seed escape. She helped him by clenching her muscles as tightly as she could, locking the semen inside and letting it do its job.



 



Amazingly, Grace thought she could already feel it doing its job, swimming blindly but intelligently to its destination.



 



A gentle breeze crept in through the crack of the open office window, caressing the young woman’s sated pussy. At last, Grace had truly achieved big things at work.



 



----------









FLAMED AT THE JOINT



 



By



Tess West









C
 hristie didn’t know how long that knocking sound had been going on. Was it getting louder? Or was the world outside getting quieter? When she’d left the city, she was sure she’d been purring like a kitten, but as she’d entered the countryside, the knocking sound had become more prominent. As the car swallowed up the road before her, and mile followed empty mile, that knocking was the only thing on her mind. Like a hammer, gently tapping on her forehead, it was giving her a dull headache.



 



She looked out at the sun as it began to fade on the horizon. Perhaps it was a little ambitious of her to think she’d be there by day break. Perhaps it was a little ambitious of her to think she’d make it there at all. She had gone too far to turn back, but that knocking sound was getting louder, more frequent. Something jammed in the engine perhaps? Some random scrap of metal which had snapped under the stress of her erratic driving, bouncing about among the cogs and gears, threatening at any moment to jam itself into some crucial component, and crunch this trusty rusty steed into inertia.



 



Christie’s grandfather on her mother’s side always used to tell her that kids these days don’t bother to learn any practical skills. How to rewire a socket, bleed a radiator or change a spark plug. He was always complaining about something or other. Things aren’t like they were in the good old days.



 



‘Back when I was a kid, we were taught this stuff in school.’



 



Back when you were a kid, they used to fill blimps with Hydrogen, use asbestos to build their rooves, and brush their teeth with radioactive chemicals. And that was a bad idea, wasn’t it Granddad?



 



Still, if Christie had even one single iota of mechanical knowledge, she would probably be a lot less worried about that knocking sound by now.



 



She looked out on the horizon. The road was straight and empty, and the lands all around her were barren and inhospitable. There was a grotesque beauty to it, a solitude that was in equal parts tranquil and hostile. None of the land here was arable, nothing grew and almost no rain fell. This was the kind of place where nothing and nobody lived, except perhaps hundreds of snakes and spiders.



 



Why was it that every creature that wanted to kill you chose to live in the places where there was no medical support available? Did the creepy crawlies drive humans away, or did we drive them into the deserts?



 



As the sun disappeared into the horizon and darkness took over, a loud bang echoed through the car, and a strange wheezing sound followed. The car began to slow rapidly. She stamped on the accelerator, but it was unresponsive.



 



Like a wounded animal, the car limped to the side of the road, as a caustic smell invaded the interior of the vehicle. When the vehicle stopped, Christie sat in her car, trying to control the growing feeling of dread that gnawed at her stomach and chest.



 



This is it. That strange unchartered territory that she frequently found herself in, when she was stuck in the quagmire of not knowing what the hell to do. As she sat helplessly at the wheel of her stationary car—a raft without oars, stuck listlessly in an endless ocean—one thousand scenarios ran through her mind. Maybe a kindly trucker would pull up, and in an act of pure unbridled altruism, fix her car and get her back on the road and back on track.



 



Unlikely.



 



Maybe a forgotten family of inbred cannibals will drag her from the refuge of her car, rip her limb from limb and eat her still-beating heart.



 



More likely.



 



The caustic smell grew stronger.
 God, what if the car explodes?
 Fire couldn’t possibly make this situation any better. She was allergic to fire, it made her break out in big blisters.



 



Christie jumped out of the car quick as a shot, and backed away from the vehicle apprehensively. Which would come first, the explosion, or an advancing horde of hungry snakes, slithering towards her, fangs dripping with venom.



 



She stood in the darkness, watching the car, awaiting the blast, but nothing came. She turned her heels and began walking up the desolate highway. She hadn’t seen a gas station in the last twenty miles. Surely that meant she was overdue to come across one. But perhaps now wasn’t a time for blind optimism. Still, freaking out wouldn’t do much good either.



 



She decided she would walk for two miles. If she didn’t come across a place of refuge, and assuming she wasn’t eaten alive by snakes or cannibals, she would make her way back. She would sleep in the car until morning, and hope against hope that somebody would come to her aid.



 



After a mile of walking, a small light appeared in the distance. It was dim, but glittering lightly in what appeared to be red and blue. That almost surely meant it was a manmade light, and not some refraction of the stars. Her naïve optimism picked up for a moment. No sight of anything that could kill her. So far.



 



As she neared the sign, she began to make out the words ‘Food ‘n’ Gas’, written in bright blue neon lights. Not the most imaginative name for a diner, but she supposed when you’re situated a hundred miles from anything anyone would consider civilization, you really didn’t have to advertise - just say what you do and put it in big bright neon lights. Honestly, she couldn’t have been happier if they’d been the lights of the heavens themselves.



 



As Christie walked inside the dingy diner, the old wooden door creaked slightly. She looked across the beaten floorboards to the counter and the rickety-looking tables. A big, muscular man sat at one of the tables, staring vacantly at the wall. He turned to face her as she walked in. His face met with Christie’s in a contemptible stare. She nodded, and smiled meekly for a moment.



 



She wondered what this diner served. The man at the table looked slightly intimidating, but he didn’t look like a cannibal as far as she could tell. Not that she’d ever met one. She cast her eyes across to the counter, where a disheveled looking middle-aged woman stood, looking at her with a bitter face, as if she’d disturbed the mute dialogue of the diner. Christie gingerly walked towards her.



 



“Hey,” Christie said. “I broke down a couple of miles back.”



 



The woman looked at her, rolling her eyes. “Bad place to break down, lady.” She said.



 



Wow, way to advertise your business.



 



“Yeah.” Christie chuckled nervously. “Looks like there’s nothing out there but snakes and cannibals.”



 



The woman’s facial expression remained stationary.



 



“Yeah.” The beefy man said, turning in his seat. “And cannibalistic snakes.” He smiled.



 



Christie risked a laugh, as the man turned back around in his seat, staring vacantly at the wall again.



 



She turned back to the woman. “Is there any chance I could use your payphone?”



 



The woman sighed. “Sure. It’s through there.” She nodded towards a narrow corridor that looked like it lead to the bathroom.



 



“Thanks. But first, can I get a cup of coffee? It’s been a long day and I’m very tired.”



 



“Coming right up,” she said fakely. “Take a seat.”



 



Christie took a seat at one of the tables and waited for the woman to bring her a coffee. She rested her head in her hands and closed her eyes.



 



-



 



Waking herself up, Christie came to the horrific realization that she was not in the diner any more, at least not in the seating area. She was on a four poster bed, in what she assumed was a grotty back bedroom.



 



There she lay, just dressed in her panties and her top. At the bottom of the bed was the big, beefy man, staring at her. He was topless, and Christie’s eyes gazed at him for a long moment. He was very muscular, and she couldn’t help but lower her eyes to get a good look at his six-pack abs. She had never seen such ripped abs before.



 



“What the hell is going on?” She asked. But the man gave no answer, and stared blankly at her.



 



Christie’s eyes lowered further, and she realized that the man was not clothed as she perused his nether regions. He was hung like a horse. Although she liked what she saw, she still knew she was in quite a sticky predicament.



 



The man’s eyes lowered and he gazed at Christie’s panties. She felt herself getting aroused, little waves of pleasure shooting down her arms and legs.



 



Finally, the man spoke. “My name’s Gordon.”



 



“Okay...” said Christie. “That doesn’t really explain things...”



 



“You seemed very tired so I put you to bed. This is the backroom.”



 



“That’s nice of you... I guess. But what happened to my clothes? And you moved me in here just because I fell asleep?”



 



“Yes, because you fell asleep. And also because I could sense that you were truly wanton the moment you stepped in here.” Gordon flexed his pecs. “You see, I’m always here.”



 



Gordon reached out and grabbed the elastic hem of Christie’s underwear. They tore easily as the man tugged them downwards. She was now completely naked from the waist down, legs spread and fully exposed.



 



She wondered what he had in mind. Her question was about to be answered, as the man kneeled on the edge of the bed and propped Christie’s legs up on his very wide shoulders.



 



Gordon ran the tip of his finger up and down the length of Christie’s pussy lips. It had been a while since she had been touched so expertly, and given the very unusual circumstances, she was genuinely impressed with the technique of this strange hunk. She moaned encouragingly, as the long digit flicked her little clit from left to right before delving deep into her tight snatch.



 



Once inside, he fingered her rampantly. Christie found herself wanting more, as her inner walls sucked the finger in as deep as possible. Almost shocking herself with her own desire, she started moaning. “Oh yeah! Oh yeah, harder!”



 



This didn’t change the pace of the man's finger probing, as he continued to methodically drill her soaked hole, swinging his thick digit in and out like a pendulum. It wasn't long before she felt an amazing climax start to build up inside her body. But before she got the chance to cum, Gordon stopped.



 



Withdrawing, he licked his finger, sampling Christie’s love juice. Completely spent, she lay there panting, horny as hell but still rather uneasy about the situation she was in.



 



Gordon got down off the mattress and stood at the bottom of the bed. His long, thick cock was absolutely throbbing, swaying graciously as his sack hung low, full and churning.



 



Christie’s ass cheeks clammed up in angst. The strong man grabbed her by the ankles, stood up tall and spun her upside down so that her face was between his chunky thighs.



 



It became apparent that Gordon used to have a wild life in his younger years, and now his strength really showed as he held her by the ankles. She felt an incredible sense of submission as this brute of a man took total control of her. She was dangling like a piece of meat, swinging on his every move, her face pressed against his chiseled abdomen. She felt hot breath on her anxious little pussy.



 



Christie realized that she was doing nothing to pleasure the man, and so she reached down under and sought out his cock. Her hands began to work the shaft with vigor, both hands stroking it, and fingers caressing it. Her lips closed around the shiny head of the cock, and she sucked on it hard, doing her best to pleasure Gordon and give him what he wanted. Her hands cradled his balls and worked his shaft, her soft lips locked tight around the massive head, trying to extract as much of his sweet-tasting pre-cum as she could. She jabbed the tip of her tongue in and out of the eye, sticky drizzles of seed spattering over her face as she hung there, the thick meat lightly smacking her across the face, swaying from side to side. She cupped the heavy balls, gently squeezing them and feeling the hot sperm inside, the sack drawing up and tightening as the man continued to breathe onto her pussy, driving her to new heights. Christie knew one thing - she wanted to empty those balls. But not in her mouth. She wanted to feel that sweet jizz deep inside her.



 



Eventually she couldn’t take it anymore and cried out, upside down, “Man, will you just hammer me already?”



 



Christie smiled, as suddenly she felt no fear. She wanted this, badly. She was let down to the floor, and she bent over the bed, awaiting Gordon’s move. He got behind her and groped her ass cheeks with his huge palms.



 



Pouring a generous amount of lube on his cock, Gordon grabbed Christie’s hips firmly and positioned himself close to the moist target. The lube worked a treat as he nudged his big cock up against her tight pussy. She let out a high-pitched squeal as he thrust his hips forward and plunged his monstrous tool two inches deep.



 



Christie couldn't believe this was happening. She was getting nailed by a muscle stud in the backroom of a remote diner, and she was loving every second of it. Gordon plunged a further five inches in, and as she let out another squeal of encouragement, he knew that this cock-hungry young woman wanted him to go balls deep. So, he plunged his entire length inside her, his huge balls banging against her cheeks furiously as they indulged in intense seedy sex.



 



Gordon started to really pick up quite a pace, pounding with a desperate rhythm.



 



Fully erect, he lovingly speared his unfeasibly large cock in and out of Christie’s pussy. She reached down and determinedly worked her aching clit, flicking herself for all she was worth in an eager attempt to reach her impending climax. Getting shafted so hard was too much for her to take, and she came loudly and wildly, gushing strings of squirt all over the bedcovers.



 



She placed one foot on the bed, with the other securely weighted on the floor. Gordon wasted no time in continuing to drill her, driving his cock into the pink flesh of the attractive young woman’s snatch.



 



The long shaft slammed Christie's tight hole, which began sucking the tool in further, clamping down with vice-like force. The man was balls deep in her tunnel, ramming her entrance.



 



She closed her eyes and tried to relax, as he deeply penetrated her. He pumped in and out, over and over again. As she wailed and writhed the pleasure became more and more intense, and she found herself more aroused than she ever had been in her life. She reached out and clutched at the covers, dangerously close to cumming again but not quite there yet. Gordon grabbed her hair and pulled it back hard, as she felt those full balls slapping against her skin.



 



He was so large, and every inch was buried deep. She felt him throbbing against her inner walls, ready to pour his semen into her. He kept dragging the crown of his cock against her g-spot, and soon she was crying out with every thrust.



 



Gordon had loads of energy, and he effortlessly picked up the pace, angling his ridiculous dong. He really cranked it up and screwed her hard and fast, rampantly pounding in and out of her, as she felt her own juices escape and trickle down her legs.



 



She found herself eager for harder penetration. She began to back her ass up, encouraging him to fuck her faster, and harder. She was totally lost in the moment. She heard a deep groan from over her shoulder, as the man pummeled her faster and faster, his massive balls whacking against her and almost knocking the wind out of her.



 



“Oh my God, this is amazing!” Christie squealed, swaying her hips back and forth like a rocking horse, greatly enjoying the amazingly sensual pounding. Gordon felt her pussy gripping tighter, and as she yelled he let an amazing climax rip through his body, all the way from his toes to the top of his head. He shrieked and rolled his head back, shouting loudly as he came, gushing a massive load of cum into Christie’s pussy, pumping her full. He stayed locked inside her, shooting his cream into her in steady waves.



 



Gordon stepped back, withdrawing his phallus from the warm hole, which made a loud squelch as it was set free. Knowing that she had truly been seeded hard, he ran the tip of his cock up and down the length of her lips, trickling the last few drops of jizz into her hole before it closed shut.



 



Christie sat back on the bed, completely satisfied.



 



“Are we going to hang out tomorrow night too?” she asked, cheekily. As Gordon gazed at her, she knew the answer. Christie decided she was in no rush, after all.



 



-----









STRETCHED BY A STRANGER



 



By



Tess West









L
 ong drives are something that a person either loves, or hates. Some people love them on certain days, hate them on other days. Generally, Carla Lucas loved long drives. To her it was a time to get away, to forget about the stresses of real life and throw herself into something that was both low effort, and decently distracting.



 



Carla was driving to her father’s house in Maine. It was several hours from her own home, but it was Father’s Day weekend and she wanted to be there to spend time with her old man. Carla herself didn’t have any children, not yet – but who knew what the future held. Truthfully, she was glad she hadn’t gotten pregnant just yet, as her life would certainly have taken a very different turn. But surprisingly she’d been responsible and level-headed throughout her youth, something that her parents had feared might never happen.



 



She glanced down at her hand on the steering wheel. There was a large and faded black tattoo on the back of her left hand, right near the fold between her index finger and thumb. It depicted an octopus in astonishing detail, though some of it had been lost over the years. Sea creatures had always been her favorite, in particular the octopus, and so she’d gotten it on a whim one day when she was 19. Suffice to say, her old man hadn’t been too happy when she’d come home with that. They had good reason for fearing her judgment skills. But now at 26 years old, she had a mind of her own and didn’t much care what people thought.



 



A long, sunny highway stretched out before Carla. The sun was gleaming high in the sky, and she let herself bask in its warm rays. She had a baseball cap tucked onto her head and over her hair. It shaded her face well and kept things visible on the road, no matter which angle the sun was shining from.



 



The road was decently empty, which happened when driving on the highway for long enough. This area was rather rugged and ‘farmy’, as Carla liked to call it. Every few miles she’d fly by fields of corn or a pasture with grazing cows or horses. They flicked their tails lazily in the afternoon heat, chewing morosely on the grass beneath their hooves.



 



“What a wonderful day,” Carla said to herself, fighting the urge to hum. She didn’t really know why she was in such good spirits – it had come out of nowhere. Sure, she was happy to be driving and going up to Maine, happy to be seeing her dad for the first time in months, but this was more than that. She just felt good.



 



Carla was a slim girl, and always had been. She was of average height and had tanned skin from working outside in the sun. She did lawn care, running a private business and servicing countless clients from the surrounding area. The result was a deep and near constant tan, even in the winter months when business let up a bit. It seemed like her farmer’s tan never went away though – she could roll up her sleeves in mid-January and still see a faded line. She had a soft, diamond-shaped face, with a few freckles sprinkled across her nose, and her eyes were blue-green and bright.



 



She took her hat off and rested it on the passenger seat of her car, running her fingers through her hair. A thin white streak of hair was smack dab in the center of her forehead, and had been there for as long as she could remember. She remembered children being very curious about it in junior high, and even more so in primary school.



 



The road was mostly still empty, except for a pickup truck about ten feet behind her. It was black with tinted windows, so she couldn’t see inside. For some reason it gave her a bad feeling. She watched it steadily in her rearview mirror, and it never wavered from behind her. Over the next ten minutes they passed by several exits, and the truck never turned off to take them. It didn’t speed up to pass her either, though it seemed like she was going slower than the driver would like, considering he or she kept creeping up too close behind.



 



Finally, Carla’s own exit came up. She signaled and started pulling to the right onto the off-ramp. Looking behind her, she saw with a jolt that the truck was also pulling off the highway.



 



“C’mon, Carla,” she scolded herself. “There’s nothing weird about this. You’re just being paranoid, girl. Relax.”



 



She decided to give it one final test. As she drove, she scanned the side of the road for any sort of gas station or shop, anything at all. Unfortunately, she was still kind of in the middle of nowhere, and nothing popped up. She continued driving along in the direction of her dad’s house. The truck followed her along steadily, always activating its blinker seconds after she had flicked on her own.



 



Finally, there one was. A gas station appeared as she turned a bend. She hastily pulled in and parked the car, resisting the urge to look over her shoulder to see if the truck had done the same as she walked inside. She made straight for the bathroom.



 



Once inside the bathroom, Carla took a stall. She shuffled inside and shut the door behind her with a resounding click of the lock. She peed, and as soon as she had finished she flushed and buttoned up, ready to open the door of her stall and leave. Moments later, the bathroom door opened again.



 



Carla swallowed nervously.



 



Heavy footsteps followed, slow and measured. They paced down to one end of the bathroom and came back again, finally stopping directly in front of Carla’s stall.



 



With her heart pounding hard and fast in her chest, Carla tried to make sense of this. 
 Look, girl, you’re just being paranoid. Relax, relax,
   she thought to herself. But there was denying the feeling that she had just stepped into a real life horror movie.



 



Two minutes passed, and she was growing increasingly inpatient. 
 Look, I can either sit here all day long, or for however long it takes for him to leave. Or, I can just be brave and open this goddam stall and walk out of here. Maybe he’s gone already and I just didn’t hear him.



 



She took a deep breath, reached out and unlocked the door. The click sounded incredibly loud, echoing throughout the entire public bathroom.



 



She placed her hand on the cold paint of the door, and slowly pushed it open. What she saw before her filled her with both desire and wonder.



 



Standing directly in front of her as though etiquette and common manners meant nothing, was a big, beefy trucker. He stood completely motionless, staring quietly at her with big, brown eyes. He was wearing a grubby wife beater vest and a pair of faded blue jeans. A pale yellow trucker’s cap rested on his head and big black boots were on his feet. Lean, heavy muscles covered his arms and upper chest. He looked like a huge, beastly stud. Carla stood still, her gaze locked, almost hypnotized.



 



This was the man of Carla’s dreams.



 



The trucker stepping forward brought her back to Earth. She wrestled with her fear and stepped forward too, ready to see what the man had in mind. The trucker moved faster, walking into the stall until he was right before her. He reached out and gripped Carla by the hips. His grip was tight. He wanted something from her, that was for sure. She opened her mouth, but before she got the chance to make a sound the trucker was all over her.



 



She felt stunned as the man clutched her firmly in his enormous arms. Her panicked gasps soon washed out into nothing. For there was nobody else now - just her and the stranger.



 



Suddenly, the trucker sat her down on the closed lid of the toilet, and still relaxed and calm, placed a huge hand on her brow. Amazingly, this soothed her. Carla had never felt a feeling as deep as this. She felt calm, relaxed, at one.



 



She gazed up, looking into the face of the man. The man looked back at her, protective and peaceful. He leant nearer, his face almost touching hers. He ripped at her clothes, tearing them off till they hung from her body. Carla’s underwear was gone, hanging on by a thread. She was pretty much naked except for her sneakers and socks. The big man stood up straight and unzipped his jeans.



 



His cock sprung up, erect and throbbing. The thing was massive. Although Carla didn't have a ruler handy to put to it, even if she did she was pretty sure the ruler wouldn’t be long enough. It pressed against her face and cheeks, and rubbed up and down against her skin.



 



She leaned her neck forward and began to suck and lick at the base of the man’s throbbing shaft, swirling her tongue around it, sending quaking rushes of excitement up and down the man’s spine. The trucker seemed pleased with her efforts as he adjusted his stance slightly, his thick thighs flexing under the denim of his jeans. Carla moved her way along the shaft, her hot tongue lapping at every last inch as she made her way to the tip. She flicked her tongue around the ridge of the man’s big helmet, before placing her lips on the shiny head and giving it a good hard suck, looking up into his eyes as she did so. She stretched her jaw wide to get the head inside her mouth, and the trucker helped her along by grabbing her and moving her up and down the length of his cock, the fat head hitting the back of her throat and making her gag. The trucker picked up speed and moved her on and off his cock, letting her hungry mouth clear the tip before ramming her back on his pole, pounding her tight mouth. He let her off his cock for a breath of air, and she was immediately presented with the trucker’s big balls, which shifted and pulsed right near to her face. Carla ducked her head low and keenly sucked on the heavy sack, taking a nut in her mouth one at a time, feeling the hot seed inside throb against her tongue. The trucker slapped his meat off her face, smearing her with his warm pre-cum, little trickles running down her face and decorating her cute features. She went back to the head of the cock and gave him five very strong and passionate sucks.



 



The man raised her up and pulled her against his hulking frame, bear hugging her. Carla couldn't help but sniff his musky scent as he did so, the manly smell heightening her arousal no end.



 



The trucker grabbed her ass and lifted her up, effortlessly raising her above his cock. She looked into the most lustful face she'd ever seen. He wanted to nail her, that much she knew. And she was going to enjoy herself in the process.



 



Carla felt the head of the cock enter her. It felt enormous, but she relaxed and let him push inside. The man went slowly at first, letting her get used to the sheer size of it, the tight walls of her pussy clamping down on the wide girth. She gasped as the sensation flooded through her. The man was ridiculously well hung, and she wasn't sure if she could handle it. But she sure wanted to try.



 



The trucker thrust back and forth, screwing her carefully but forcefully, each drive taking him deeper. It felt incredible. He picked up speed, impaling her harder. Carla opened her mouth and screamed. She could feel it building up. “Jesus,” she panted, pounding her waist down hard against him. “Jesus frickin’ Christ!”



 



Closing her eyes, Carla’s hand made its way between her legs, eager to rub her clit, as her fingers circled her hard nub. She placed her other hand on the trucker’s hips and pulled him closer. She smelt his scent again and it sent tremors through her body. Carla looked straight at him. The trucker looked back at her, a ravenous look on his face. She dissolved into his strong arms. If he hadn’t have been holding her, she was so light-headed she would have dropped to the floor. Her legs felt feeble, a million butterflies swirling in her tummy as lust burned from deep within. The outside world was gone, leaving only the feel of the big man’s body, and the feel of his cock inside her.



 



Love juice trickled down Carla’s thighs. She flicked a finger over her juices before lifting it to her mouth. She licked her finger clean, breathing intensely. Her hand went from her mouth back to her clit. Without thinking, a passionate moan escaped her.



 



The trucker pressed his body against her, moving his chest against her breasts, his big, stiff cock stuck deep. Carla’s nipples tingled, pressed against the man’s big pecs. Large hands traced across her lower back, grasping her waist. She sighed and bucked her hips up and down, the length of the cock sliding in and out. She held onto the man’s broad shoulders and moved against him in time with his motions. She breathed onto his neck as he held her, both hands now on her ass, squeezing and massaging her fleshy cheeks. The man’s waist rampantly slammed against her, even faster, the head of his cock hitting her sweet spot just right.



 



Carla needed this so badly, her nipples rock hard. She was on fire, breathing heavily, near to climax. She needed this cock inside her. The length of the shaft slipped in and out of her, clearly loving the sensation of being buried deep in such a snug hole. She took a deep inhale, her eyes shut tight, wanting the man to release his seed inside her. The trucker did his job.



 



The feel of the trucker’s expanding cock inside her sent her over the edge. Carla arched her back as a tide of sweet ecstasy swept over her. With her body molded like a bridge, one hand still on the trucker’s shoulder, the other working her clit, she tilted her head back. Her eyes opened briefly, caught up in the moment.



 



She was totally loving this position, and was so close to climax, but the trucker had other ideas. He wanted to get as deep as humanly possible. He slid his gigantic length out of her, carried her out of the stall, and plonked her down on the floor of the public bathroom. His impressive cock swayed about in front of her face, before he reached down, grabbed hold of her waist and turned her over onto her hands and knees. Her naked, pert ass was presented to him in the warm air of the empty room. The big man knew what he was doing.



 



He stood behind her, his feet either side of her, and bent his knees, so that the head of his cock was lined up with her welcoming, tight pussy. He forced his smooth cock head up against Carla’s now very juicy snatch, held her waist sturdily, and slammed her deep, every inch. Her eyes watered in pleasure, and she groaned as the trucker pummeled her, sliding his lengthy, rigid shaft in and out of her.



 



He drilled her expertly, tugging her hair back and skillfully spanking her ass cheeks, as she felt an unbelievable climax build up. She yelled at the top of her lungs as she came, jetting her squirt around his length and all over the dirty white floor. It was a way better orgasm than she'd ever had with her dildo, and it was at that moment that she realized that she didn’t even know the trucker’s name.



 



Her climax only appeared to encourage the trucker even more, and he proceeded to shaft her hard, chasing his own finish. With one last, desperate thrust he came, and pulse after pulse of warm, sticky seed spurted into Carla’s wanton body. She sighed in agonizing gratitude, and the white of the bathroom slowly faded to black.



 



 



Carla never did make it to her dad’s for Father’s Day that year. She’d felt drained for a few days, exhausted from the experience at the rest stop. She hadn’t felt sick, just worn out, and hungry. But the trucker certainly hadn’t left her completely alone. She could feel that he had left something deep inside her. Her tummy felt full and very different.



 



No one would ever understand what she had found, and what she had gone through that day. That rampant, rough lust that she had lived through. But she thought it would probably be best if she kept the events of the day to herself.



 



Carla gazed at the long, endless highway from a hotel room window. He was out there, somewhere. And she would find him. She would bring his child to him. She felt strangely content, and as the cool air conditioner blew her hair, she placed a hand on her belly, left the room and slowly made her way to her car.



 



-----
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P
 aige Gastelum was not the sort of person who would usually line up at a movie premiere, craning her head desperately to catch sight of the stars on the red carpet.



 



Paige was a young woman. She was slim and toned, with a flat stomach and defined shoulders which rippled beneath the fabric of her T-shirt with every movement. Some believed she hit the gym so often to compensate for a deep-seated insecurity.



 



She pushed her wavy brown hair out of her dark brown eyes. A few lone gray hairs shone out from the swath of brown, a bad omen for future aging. But Paige could not care less about that right now – her eyes were glued to the gleaming red carpet stretched out before her.



 



She could hardly believe she was here. Excitement fluttered deep in her stomach as she fought to restrain herself, so that she didn’t end up squealing like the gaggle of girls just ten feet away from her. They were practically falling over the barrier between them and the carpet, giggling nonstop.



 



As much as Paige wanted to turn her nose up at them, she secretly felt the exact same way. Any moment now her absolute favorite actor of all time, Joshua Bray, would be strolling down the carpet. A raucous cheer rose at the other end, where the stars started to walk, and Paige’s stomach did a somersault.



 



Tonight was the world film premiere of Fatal Risk: Duke of Blood, the latest in an action series that had taken the world by storm four years ago. Paige had never been into action movies growing up, something that her father had been slightly disappointed with. She’d leaned more towards the dramas and comedies, finding no pleasure in watching fast-paced car scenes and exploding buildings.



 



But then Fatal Risk had come out, the first in the series, and she had fallen head over heels for it. Paige didn’t even live anywhere near Los Angeles – she actually lived about five hours south – but she had come up for the weekend so that she could attend this very premiere. All she wanted was a glimpse of Joshua Bray, perhaps even get an autograph or a selfie.



 



Joshua Bray had sparked something in Paige she didn’t know existed – a desire to act, to be in movies. Bray emulated his character so well on screen it was astounding, and Paige couldn’t get enough of watching his honed skills.



 



“Joshua!” Came a cry from the crowd, and Paige craned her neck further. That was when she saw him. A chill ran down her back as she tried to keep her cool. Bray was walking slowly down the carpet, nodding and smiling and occasionally reaching out to sign things brandished in his direction. Every second he drew closer and closer.



 



“Joshua, Joshua Bray!” Paige called out, Bray’s face still in a fixed smile as his gaze slid over to meet Paige’s. He nodded and went to walk past where Paige was standing behind the barricade, waving to the crowd. “Joshua, wait! Can I get a photo?”



 



Bray stopped and turned back to Paige. “Sure thing,” he said, stepping close enough to the barrier so that Paige could snap a picture. The tall black man looked absolutely dashing in his tux, his white teeth pristine and gleaming.



 



“You’re my absolute favorite actor,” Paige babbled, trying her best to get in everything she wanted to say before he walked away. “You made me like action movies, and you made me want to act.”



 



“Did I?” Bray looked down at Paige - he was roughly 6’3” - and ran a hand over his perfect, chiseled jawline. Something flashed in his eyes. “Tell you what, take this.” He reached in his pocket and withdrew a slip of paper. “Exclusive ticket to the backstage VIP event. It’s going on for the next hour, until the premiere starts.”



 



He winked at her, before turning away towards more screaming fans.



 



Paige stared down at the ticket in her hand, awestruck. But she soon realized that the people surrounding her were staring at it too, so she hastily stuck it in her front pocket and fought her way out of the crowd. She walked aimlessly until she found a security guard.



 



“Can you point me to the VIP event?”



 



The security guard looked down at her in confusion, so Paige showed him the ticket Bray had given her.



 



“I dunno, probably somewhere in that direction.” He pointed behind him.



 



Paige wandered for nearly ten minutes before stumbling across a door with a hastily penned sign pinned to its front: ‘VIP’. A surly security guard stood to its left, and, nervous, Paige held up her ticket for inspection.



 



This security guard barely looked at her ticket, and merely waved her onwards into the room. Paige paused to suck in a deep breath, shutting her eyes tightly and willing her nerves to calm down. She grasped the doorknob, stepped inside without opening her eyes, and shut it firmly behind her.



 



She expected to hear noises – people talking, glasses clinking. But it was silent. She slowly opened her eyes.



 



She was standing in a large, nearly barren room. It looked almost like an empty warehouse, with high ceilings, bright fluorescent lights and a concrete floor. There are no large tables loaded with drinks and appetizers, no starlets flitting about. Practically nothing, except for a single arm chair and a small table placed against the far wall.



 



Paige felt a flutter of panic in her chest.
 Have I gone to the wrong place? Where are the important people? Where is Joshua Bray?
 She took a step forward, and the sound of her foot hitting the concrete echoed throughout the empty space.



 



Suddenly, she felt the presence of someone approaching her from near to the closed door. She gasped and stumbled to the side.



 



“Ah, I do love a naïve young fan.” A familiar voice echoed from Paige’s right side. She turned her head, squinting against a bright light shining in her face. Slowly the figure standing above her came into focus, a familiar face.



 



“Bray?” she said, though her own voice sounded muffled and far away. “Joshua Bray?”



 



“Well, don’t act so surprised.” The actor leered down at her.



 



It didn’t take Paige long to realize that Bray was topless, wearing only a pair of faded designer jeans and a pair of black boots.



 



Paige’s body ached with sexual desire for her idol. There was nothing she could do. Even with her slight fear for her own safety, Bray was the epitome of a muscle stud and rugged hunk. Her eyes locked onto his bulge in his jeans, a prominent trouser-snake hanging down between his legs. He had no hair anywhere on his upper body, his caramel-colored skin perfectly smooth over his rippling and bulging muscles.



 



Paige gasped as Bray grabbed her wrists and forced her hands down to her sides while he leaned in and gently nuzzled her neck. She closed her eyes as he kissed up and down her neck, still holding her wrists.



 



As she looked down at Bray’s jeans again, she realized that his cock was growing to astronomic proportions. Almost without thinking, she let out a lustful sigh. Bray looked up from his jean-clad dick to Paige, locking his big brown eyes with hers.



 



The domineering man’s scent tingled her nose, a manly scent that increased her arousal no end. She felt her nipples getting hard, a yearning hunger coming from between her legs that spread through her whole body like wildfire, and she watched Bray unzip himself and reach inside to pull out his cock.



 



Bray gave a mischievous smile, his enormous black dick swaying in front of him. The star sure wanted something from the young fan, and Paige could sense what he desired.



 



Feeling brave, she caressed his chiseled body. Her head came up to about the height of his nipples and she felt the urge to crane her head forward and suckle on them, like a baby lamb to its mother’s bosom. Through his chest she could feel and hear a huge heart pounding, its steady rhythm offering a hypnotic trance-like beat, willing her to continue.



 



Bray put his hands on the top of Paige’s head and pushed slowly but forcefully, causing her to fall to her knees. In this position, her full lips were level with her idol’s groin, and Bray spread his muscular thighs, making it incredibly clear what he wanted.



 



Her eyes were drawn to his full balls and throbbing cock protruding from his unzipped jeans, locking her gaze onto the powerful, stiff force that bobbed before her.



 



“You could have been
 any kind
 of movie star you wanted to be,” said Paige.



 



An incredible energy passed between them, and in one instant Paige opened her mouth and took a tremendous ball inside her gob. Her frantic tongue lapped all over the surface, delivering quaking rushes of excitement through Bray's groin and up his backbone. He groaned in pleasure and held the young woman’s head in his hands, large palms pressed against her cheeks and sturdy fingers tucked under her chin so he could move her head up and down on his balls. Paige went in quick sequence from licking to sucking, bathing the heavy sack in spittle, and growing progressively more aroused herself.



 



But with a mouthful of balls, Paige couldn’t take her eyes off the free-spirited cock that had amazingly been growing even more in size, right next to her face. She reached out and grabbed it in her hand. Having gone skiing the previous year, she felt qualified to perform the task in hand. She gripped it and squeezed it, and felt its enormous girth. Her grip was only just big enough to circle its wide circumference, and she rubbed the length up and down intensely. She knew that if she didn't take full advantage of this moment she would never forgive herself.



 



She opened her lips as wide as feasible and tried to push her mouth down on the huge cock head. It was no easy task, but with a little saliva and a great deal of effort she squeezed the head inside. She began to suck away, groaning, the dick almost suffocating her. This left Bray’s hanging sack free for a moment, and as Paige pulled her own top and bra off, her pointy nipples stuck out like arrow heads. She grasped the opportunity to rub the actor’s massive balls with her heaving breasts, giving him the tit-sandwich she knew that he’d enjoy.



 



She continued like a cock-hungry, star-struck movie fan. She licked the several inches of shaft that were too long to fit in her mouth. Bray gave a deep gasp, in a gratifying tone, as his huge balls swung below him. Paige saw this as her prompt cradle them carefully, caressing them one at a time as she took her lips off the shaft and instinctively gave the cock head three strong licks.



 



She went to give it another suck, and opened her lips as wide as she could manage, allowing as much of the dick into her mouth as she could. She did her best, nursling on the beating tip with ravenous hunger. She was eventually able to take slightly more of the shaft, her eyes watering as she lowered her head. She held the powerful base in her hands, and used both palms to work the pole, massaging up and down into her stretched mouth. Spluttering for air, she removed her lips and flicked her tongue over the helmet as Bray reached down and petted her on the top of the head admirably, as he groaned in elation.



 



But Paige didn’t stop there. She focused her attention back to the shaft, and suckled on the side of it, tracing her hot mouth and silky lips up and down the throbbing girth. She worked her thirsty tongue all the way to the tip, where she suckled on the smooth head again, strings of pre-cum oozing down in random torrents, splashing on her clothed thighs.



 



The well-endowed movie star groaned loudly once more, and Paige interpreted this as her cue to suck harder, her lips locked to the tip as she suckled excitedly, trying to pleasure him without making him cum. Paige didn’t want him to finish in her mouth. She wanted more than anything for him to finish somewhere else. She carefully squeezed the loaded balls before her, while at the same time licking at the wide base of the shaft. She took her lips off the shaft to jerk the stick once more, and as she jacked the pre-cum purposefully into her open and willing mouth, she saw the actor’s sack tighten.



 



Bray had been enjoying himself patiently, watching things unfold. As Paige looked up into his eyes she caught a glimpse of something primal, something mysterious. He grabbed her by the hair and gave it a gentle pull.



 



As she gazed up at him, she was so filled with lust that she felt a long snail-trail of love juice trickle into her panties.



 



Bray again lightly pulled at her hair, encouragingly. So, Paige continued to suck on his dick, and Bray stepped forward slightly, thrusting his tool further into her mouth.



 



She determinedly bobbed her head up and down on his enormous cock again, really trying to get good suction. But only a couple of inches in and she was already almost out of air. It didn’t help matters when the confident actor nose-plugged her, making her splutter and gasp. She couldn’t believe she was taking this much cock inside her mouth. Neither could Bray, as he looked down at her, his face twisted in euphoria as Paige sucked on his dick for all she was worth.



 



She took her mouth off it to gasp for air, and no sooner had she done so than Bray slapped his erect cock off both her cheeks. Shocked by having such a hard pole smacked against her face, Paige swiveled her head to look up at him, and no sooner had she done so than Bray slapped his cock off her forehead.



 



He rocked his waist from left to right, slapping his huge dick off his fan’s cheeks one at a time. With pre-cum now shiny on her face, Paige opened her mouth, desperately trying to get the beast back inside her gob. She moved her head from side to side, her mouth empty and longing, but Bray relentlessly swung his hips, slapping her about the face. After numerous failed attempts, and with a skilful bit of timing and a tiny bit of luck, she managed to catch the big salami, and sucked on the heavy head like she hadn’t eaten in days.



 



Abruptly, Bray placed his hands on her waist and lifted her up, his strength so great that he carried her over to the wall with ease, where he leaned her up against the cold bricks. He stood before her, undid his belt and top button, and pulled his jeans down and off, his thighs flexing. He reached out and ripped down Paige’s jeans and panties.



 



He gripped her hands with his own and Paige let the star’s massive hands envelope hers. She felt his body against her and she relaxed. She felt safe, secure.



 



He pressed her to the wall and kissed her neck, before moving her to the table where he pushed her onto her back. He climbed on top of her, and pressed his cock up against her willing, tight little pussy. Paige gasped as his cock penetrated her. Bray thrust hard. His cock was way bigger than Paige’s favorite toy, and it felt much better. She could feel the pulse of the veins and the heat of his body inside her. Her hands explored his stomach and the planes of his back while she moaned at the feel of his hip-jerks.



 



“I want you to cum,” Paige groaned. “I want you to cum inside me!”



 



“It’s good getting a VIP pass, isn’t it?” asked Bray.



 



“Oh yes,” Paige gasped. “It feels so good. Please… harder.”



 



Bray thrust harder, his cock striking her sweet-spot with each strong pump. Paige loved it, the feel of the ridges of his shaft inside her. His muscled stomach and chest rubbed up against her, and his grunts grew deep and ragged. His skillful and rhythmic pounding caused Paige to roll her head back and scream, before panting and sighing in intense pleasure.



 



“Oh, fuck!” she yelled, waves of euphoria washing over her.



 



Bray withdrew, and stood up. He sauntered over to the arm chair and sat down, his erect cock sticking up to the ceiling. “Come and have a seat. This one’s big enough for two.”



 



Paige straddled his thick thighs. His cock pressed against her pussy again and after a little bit of resistance it entered her. She slid down on it, all the way.



 



She rode him fast, grinding down against him, building up force. He grabbed her hips and held her tight so he could thrust up, harder and harder.



 



Paige gripped Bray’s muscular thighs with her legs as she straddled him, cock deep in her pussy, throbbing hard. She could feel his meat as it thrummed inside her, and she smiled down at the famous man. Her hands went to his perfect chest, playfully clawing her way down his body as she bounced up and down on his cock, really picking up speed. She lifted herself up until she could barely feel the tip of his cock in her before slamming back down, grinding down at his hips when their bodies met.



 



She loved the feeling of taking every inch of him. Bray’s eyes fluttered closed as his manly hands gripped her ass. He relaxed, letting his fan take the lead as Paige continued to ride, grinding and moaning. He could tell that she was enjoying every last inch, and he thrust up hard every time she came down on him.



 



Suddenly, he got up, pushing her off of him. Paige knew what he had in mind. She bent over the chair, resting on her hands, and offered her peachy ass to him. Her fingers gripped the soft cushion beneath her as she waited for the horny stud to make his move.



 



Without warning, he was on her. Paige’s head was spinning as Bray mounted her. She felt his smooth body against her back as he rammed into her from behind. It seemed like he was even deeper than before, and his strong arms wrapped around her torso in a powerful grip, holding her to his chest.



 



“I
 need
 this,” Paige moaned. Bray panted into her ear and licked the back of her neck.



 



The way his tongue danced over her flesh caused another moan to escape Paige’s lips, as the stud slipped in and out of her with deliberate, forceful thrusts. He took her like the hunk that he was. He started to take her harder and faster, but no less deep. He made sure to pull out until just the head of his cock was in her moist, tight hole before pushing back in, slamming her with such vigor that his balls slapped against her stomach.



 



Every moan Paige made pushed Bray closer to the edge as her pussy hugged his girth. His grip tightened around her waist. He pushed into her with reckless abandon. Paige could hear him behind her, ravaging her, using her. She started to climax, clamping and spasming around him as she shrieked, filling the air with her screams of pleasure.



 



“Oooh... Bray… Bray… Baby!” Paige came, hard, as time seemed to come to a standstill.



 



Bray continued to pound her through her orgasm, working her through it with an incredible amount of skill. He could feel her walls squeeze around him, tightening more and more until she almost painfully squeezed his cock. His balls gave one final twitch as he came, blasting rope after rope of his hot seed inside her young body, filling her up. His cum jetted into her in sticky surges, as they both crouched there like a beast with two backs, panting.



 



Bray pulled out slowly, watching every inch of his massive black cock reappear. As soon as the head had cleared her, he quickly ran his thumb over her lips in a circular motion, closing the snatch and locking his seed deep inside her fertile body.



 



The movie star grabbed a pair of shades out of his jeans that were lying on the floor, and put them on, still naked.



 



“Hey, kiddo. There’s a shower through that door, right there. Go and get yourself cleaned up. We’ve still got a few minutes before the movie starts.”



 



----------









SINNING IN CHURCH



 



By



Tess West









J
 aney entered the confessional box, a dusty old wooden thing. She’d imagined it would have been a well-polished wooden box that smelled of rich mahogany. Instead, she found the musty old smell of the confessional box quite suffocating and she worried it might set off her asthma.



 



The priest sat on the other side of the box, his face obscured by the wooden lattice.



 



“Erm…” Janey said. “Forgive me father, for I have sinned.”



 



That was the line, wasn’t it?



 



“It has been…” She hesitated. “Well, I’ve never actually done this before.” She said sheepishly.



 



“Go ahead.” The priest said. “Take your time.”



 



“To be honest father, I’m not particularly religious. I mean, I was baptized and stuff, and I used to go to midnight mass with my parents when I was a kid, but I wouldn’t say I’m a devout Catholic.” She explained hurriedly. “I hope that’s… okay.”



 



The father cleared his throat. “Confession is for everyone.” He explained.



 



“Yeah.” Janey said. “I heard that somewhere. It’s like, therapeutic, to confess or whatever. I mean, it’s like, if you can admit something to yourself then great, but admitting it to a total stranger is another big step, and therefore you can take steps towards making it better. Right?”



 



The priest sat in stoic silence.



 



“I mean, I’m not a murderer or anything, and I really don’t believe all of the ‘everyone has fallen short of the grace of God’ stuff,” she rambled. “It’s like God wants us all to be self-defeating. Not everyone is a sinner, what about a new born baby? What have they done that’s so bad? And surely there are people, y’know, like volunteer workers in Africa or wherever, who’ve done so much good that their sins are balanced out many times over.”



 



The priest remained silent for a moment, before clearing his throat once more.



 



“You came to confession for a reason. The issues about which you’re talking are a convenient distraction from addressing the real issues that are affecting you. We all do it, throughout life we compare ourselves to others as a yardstick of the perceived successes or failures we’ve made. When we perceive a person as being more successful, we feel as though we cannot achieve. When we perceive them as being less successful, we demonize them, but it is only because we recognize those same flaws in ourselves.”



 



Janey nodded, despite the fact that she knew the priest wouldn’t be able to see her doing so.



 



“If you do not believe in God, or anything bigger than yourself, then surely you believe yourself, and others around you, to be at the apex of existence, through the grace of sentience alone.”



 



She looked up at the lattice. “Senti... what?”



 



“Sentience. We think, and we feel. If you believe that you and I are at the pinnacle of sentience through our thoughts and feelings, then confessing will allow you to address your own flaws, and work towards achieving your true potential. This will not only improve your own life, but will allow you to improve the lives of the other thinking and feeling beings with which you share this existence.”



 



She was surprised by the priest’s words. She hadn’t been expecting this depth of conversation from him. What surprised her even more however, was that his words truly struck a chord with her.



 



“Okay…” she said, taking a breath. “I’m currently enrolled at University, but I’m finding the course difficult. It’s not what I expected. I’ve begun to pick holes in it, y’know, to discredit the course itself, but I think the reality is that I don’t feel I want to learn it, because I’m worried I might fail. If I fail now, I can say that I never wanted to learn the material, that it’s all bullshit.”



 



She clapped a hand over her mouth at this obscenity, awaiting a scolding from the priest. When the priest said nothing, she continued.



 



“If I want to succeed, and I still fail, then I will feel like a true failure. At least this way, I can say I never tried, as stupid as that sounds.” She said apathetically. “I’ve been spending a lot of my student loan money on cannabis and alcohol, and I’m finding myself slipping into a routine, a pattern of laziness and inertia. I smoke weed and play video games, or I get drunk. I can’t study when I’m drunk, and I can’t study the next day, because I’m hungover. I think that it wouldn’t matter if I did study in those states, because I wouldn’t take anything in anyway. In the end, I never have any time to focus on anything. I’m too busy doing nothing.”



 



The priest’s shadow nodded from behind the lattice. “At this point, it does not matter how you fail, or even if you don’t. You already feel like a failure, which is why you came here today to confess your sins, to confess your own perceived failures.” The priest explained.



 



Janey wondered if she might be asked to recite Hail Marys. Not that she knew what that meant.



 



“You shouldn’t be so hard on yourself for failing. You shouldn’t be too proud when you achieve. Much of what makes us succeed and fail is down to luck, the rest we can control ourselves. I know you’re not religious, and so a pardon from God may not mean much to you. What you need to do is pardon yourself. You need to allow yourself to fail, having tried your best to succeed, and know that this does not make you a failure. Stop living for the distractions, and start working towards what you
 truly
 want. If you fail, do not feel bad, you will have equipped yourself with the ability to fail. Start again and do better, a skill that will help you in all aspects of your life. But first, you need to forgive yourself.”



 



Janey listened to the priest in dumbstruck awe.



 



“Am I forgiven?” She asked, looking up at the shadow on the wooden lattice.



 



“You are forgiven.” The priest replied.



 



Janey’s eyes widened as suddenly the shadow before her changed. She heard a rummaging and a ruffling. And, to her amazement, after about ten seconds a large flaccid penis dangled through the small hole in the thin wall that separated them.



 



“What the fuck?” Murmured Janey.



 



“Girl, this’ll be the perfect opportunity to right all your wrongs,” said the priest encouragingly. “It’s what the good lord wants.”



 



So, Janey reached out and started to caress the flaccid member, stroking it up and down rhythmically. It responded by starting to grow in length. It stood to attention at an erect 10 inches. It was circumcised and seemed to enjoy Janey’s soft caress.



 



“Oh my God, you’re rather a big boy,” she said.



 



She continued to masturbate it, grasping it firmly and rubbing her hand up and down its length. It stood to attention, throbbing and stiff. She couldn’t resist dropping to her knees to feel it against her face. She instinctively let it nudge against her cheeks and slap across her lips as she opened her eager mouth. She sucked away, letting the big shiny head enter her warm mouth as she extracted the first drop of pre-cum.



 



Seeing that it was attached to a big pair of balls, she gently squeezed and fondled them. Pre-cum oozed out onto the cold floor beneath.



 



“God, I hope someone doesn’t walk in,” Janey said.



 



“Don’t worry,” said the priest. “God has got that one covered.”



 



The priest was enjoying himself, as he was now totally throbbing, sticking straight into Janey’s side of the box like an iron pole. She crouched down, and furiously worked it with both her hands, twisting her palms to get a grip on the wide girth. She could see the afternoon light leaking through the gap in the curtain and bouncing off the shiny cock head as she massaged it.



 



“Go ahead, girl. I give you permission to give it another suck.” The priest said. Plucky Janey did as the big man suggested, getting her lips on the head and having the time of her life. She rocked her head back and forth, and as she sucked heatedly, she could hear satisfied moans coming from the other side.



 



The moans became more intense, deepening and getting louder. Unexpectedly, the priest shot his load, right into Janey’s mouth. She swallowed as fast as she could as the massive wad continued spurting, the hot creamy cum blasting her, aimed straight at her face.



 



She opened wide and swallowed as much of the cum as she could. She gulped quickly, attempting to consume it all but a lot of it dripped down, decorating her jeaned thighs.



 



She got up, slightly embarrassed. “Ok... I’m going to leave, I think. I’ve definitely undone some wrongs today.”



 



But just as she was about to leave, she heard a commotion behind her. Turning round, she saw that the huge cock was stiff again, as if by some sort of miracle, protruding through the hole in the wall.



 



“Jesus Christ,” exclaimed Janey. “Already?”



 



The thing was indeed stiff, thick and ready for more action as it sinisterly swayed from left to right.



 



“Hmmm… well, I can’t leave you like this. Time for round two,” said Janey, strolling back over to the wall. Dropping to her knees, she opened her mouth and hungrily started to suck on the big bell. She steadied it with her hand and sucked on the side of it, as she struggled to keep her lips around the ridiculously wide girth. She stroked her hand up and down the length, feeling every ridge on the shaft as she began to work it into her open mouth.



 



“Oooooh yeah,” the priest said, as she struggled with her mouthful, almost gagging.



 



Janey got to work. She sucked on the head firmly, as both her hands massaged the shaft. Crouching down, she knew she could do with having a helping hand of her own, so she unbuttoned, reached inside and rubbed herself through her panties. She was single at the moment, having split with her boyfriend a month previously.



 



Janey couldn’t believe this was actually happening, especially given the unusual circumstances. As she continued to suck and stroke enthusiastically, her other hand worked her pussy.



 



The priest made more muffled noises of encouragement as the young woman wrestled with the straining beast, her hand working overtime as she stroked the several inches of shaft that wouldn’t fit in her mouth. Pre-cum was trickling onto her tongue in steady streams, and as she began to feel it twitch she knew that the big man on the other side was getting close. Again.



 



Sensing that he was about to shoot, Janey took her mouth off the big rod and ducked low, allowing the throbber to ejaculate. The priest shot the first blast of his spunk in a pretty ribbon, which arced in the air like a white rainbow. It soared over her ducking head, blasting the back of the confessional box. Much of it dripped down, further decorating the already slightly messy floor.



 



Janey looked up and saw the huge piece throb, and knew that the big man had more to give, whilst loud gasping and panting was clear through the wall. Grabbing hold of the cock, she jacked it speedily up and down, her palm rubbing the big shiny head as the cum dripped. A deep animal-like moan came from the other side. The priest shot another ridiculously huge blast, as Janey opened her mouth and consumed all of it with only one small drop escaping and running down her chin. She gulped speedily as the enormous organ continued pumping like a garden hose, shooting thick cream down her throat.



 



Janey took one last big gulp.



 



Her face was covered in spunk. She outstretched her tongue and spun it round and round like a Merry-Go-Round, lapping up most of the jizz.



 



She stood up and buttoned up, took out a tissue from her pocket and wiped down her face and neck. “Ok, now I really need to get going. I need to study and stuff. Remember?”



 



Just as she was cleaned up and ready to leave, she heard more rummaging behind her. “Seriously? Wow.”



 



She turned around, and to her absolute astonishment there was the cock again, this time looking bigger than ever as it stuck out like a demonic creature. It poked through the wall at an amazing angle and cast a sinister shadow on the floor which crept all the way to Janey’s sneakers.



 



“Bloody hell...”



 



“Time to get to work.” Said the priest.



 



Janey knew what needed to be done. She was becoming pretty deft at this. She got on her knees and started to jack and suck. She crouched down and put both of her hands on the shaft. It was now super slick and of course long enough so that both her hands could masturbate the impressive organ at the same time. She took one hand off, reached down and started to play with her pussy again, her arousal reaching incredible new heights.



 



Janey felt herself getting very moist, as her hand slipped further into her white panties to play with her tight snatch. Her fingers delved inside, as her mouth struggled to get around the ridiculously big dick.



 



She took her lips off the cock, stood up, turned around and dropped her jeans and panties to the floor. She bent over and mentally tried to prepare herself. The priest waited patiently, aiming himself straight towards her pert buttocks. She backed her ass up, tracing the head up and down the length of her ass crack. The priest moved his hips forward slightly as Janey lined the beast up with her awaiting pussy, her love juice lubricating the already gleaming tip. She pushed her hips backwards as the priest thrust forwards.



 



A deep groan from behind the wall echoed, as Janey allowed herself to be speared by the angry snake. It got in about an inch, just the head, before she let out a scream so loud that she even surprised herself.



 



“Girl, try to keep it down,” said the priest wisely.



 



Biting her bottom lip, she backed up even further, allowing a further couple of inches in.



 



“Holy fuck,” said Janey, holding onto her ass cheeks and trying to relax as the enormous schlong drilled into her.



 



“Good girl. Keep going, keep going,” said the priest. “There’s only a few inches to go.”



 



Janey couldn’t help but let out a high-pitched squeal as she pushed her ass back as far as she could, right up against the wall, fully allowing the huge pole to slide all the way inside her. Her pussy clamped down upon the wide girth with vice-like force as she began to rhythmically rock her hips back and forth, pounding herself off the throbbing dong.



 



She steadied herself, her hand reaching down and rubbing her clit, hurriedly working herself as she slid back and forth, spearing herself on the huge dick. She collected some of her own juices on her fingertips before raising them to her mouth. Lost in lust, she opened her mouth and expertly lapped up her own sweet tasting juice, enjoying her own taste in her euphoric frenzy.



 



The priest reached through the hatch in the wall, grabbed hold of Janey’s soft hair and pulled it back hard as the big monster cock began to move as if it had a mind of its own, shafting her good and hard from behind. It pounded in and out of her as the unseen man on the other side bucked his hips wildly, Janey listening to the audible smack of the heavy balls banging against the wall.



 



She couldn’t take it anymore. The naughty priest was lifting her to heights she never thought possible and as she worked herself, her climax hit her. Janey squirted backwards around the girth and all over the wall behind her, inadvertently mixing with the priest’s pre-cum from earlier, the combined concoction running down the wall in a sticky cascade of sex-piss.



 



“Cum for me father,” Janey said, gasping while still getting slammed good and hard. She wanted the big man to experience another glorious climax, this time deep inside her.



 



She felt it pulsate deep within her body. As the big balls bounced against the wall with one last ominous smack, the big man shot a ridiculous amount of semen, right up into Janey’s young body. She could feel it pumping along the shaft, laminating her insides and slowly beginning its journey up to her womb. The huge member seemed fully satisfied and slid out of her. She gave it a playful but hard slap, making it bang off the wall, before it withdrew back into the other side of the confessional box.



 



“So... you’re sure I’m forgiven?” Janey asked, looking up at the shadow on the wooden lattice.



 



“You are forgiven.” The priest replied.



 



-----









10 INCHES OF SNOW



 



By



Tess West









M
 elissa had no idea how she had let herself be talked into this. Perhaps it was the assertion that she never tried anything new. Or maybe it was the accusation that she was too afraid to try it. If it was the latter, Melissa was not going to admit to it. Whatever the reason, it ultimately ended with her standing on this mountain with long skis strapped to her feet. The plastic boots held her feet fast and she clutched her poles. All of her winter clothes were new and she could feel it every time she moved, their newness feeling too crisp and inflexible as she learned to make a turn and put her skis into a ‘V’ to stop.



 



She watched her ski instructor, or rather, the back of the man’s neck. He had ended up in the lift line right in front of her and due to the warmth of the day had pulled off his ski hat, replacing it with a headband to keep the cold from his ears. The end result of that action had been a tuft of curly brown hair sticking out of the gray fabric. And with the collar of the coat turned down, it revealed the sun-kissed back of the man’s neck. Two hours ago, at the beginning of this day long ski class, the man had introduced himself as Snow. The other seven members of the class had chuckled. Melissa just raised an eyebrow. 
 Seriously? A ski instructor named Snow?
   As it turned out it really was the powder junkie’s last name and he seemed to be at one with the stuff.



 



Melissa was not so much at one with the snow, but intimately acquainted with it through accidental means. She could tell Snow was trying not to laugh when he said, “Maybe the snow just wants to know you a bit better,” the last time that Melissa had picked herself out of a snowbank. At least Snow had been gracious enough to find her other ski in the deep, white drift.



 



The ski resort was large, lifts going in every direction and some taking skiers over to other mountains with differing levels of slopes. The groups had been on the lower mountain all day, very slowly graduating from bunny slope to some meandering green levels. Melissa had actually enjoyed that part, feeling a bit like an explorer traversing the mountain as they had done years ago in search of game to feed their expeditions, or something with a fur of particular value. Melissa loved history and during her examination of Snow’s hair, realized that it was not unlike beaver fur.



 



Two by two they all got on the ski lift, Melissa riding with Snow. Beyond instruction and the occasional quips the man was actually pretty laid back. Watching him out of the corner of her eye, Melissa could see Snow looking contemplative as he watched the group ahead of him on the lift, before looking into the dense trees on either side of the ski run, and looking up at the sky. The furrow that crossed his brow made Melissa look up at the sky too. It wasn’t a good sight, the clouds had grown dark and big fat flakes were starting to come down. The storm brewed quickly and by the time they neared the top of the lift, it was coming down thick. The white was beginning to obscure vision within a few feet. She could barely see the people on the lift up ahead.



 



“They are going to tell us to stay on the lift and go back down.” Snow said, his voice surprising Melissa with its closeness. He had leaned in to make sure she could hear him over the creak of the lift and the dampening of noise that snowfall always seemed to bring. “When we go through the landing, be sure to lift your feet up so you don’t get caught in the snow.”



 



Melissa nodded. She repeated the mantra over in her mind, but the big white flakes were beginning to cling to her goggles. Dangling one pole from her arm she tried to wipe them and didn’t realize, until it was too late, that they had reached the turn-around. Her skis slid on the surface of the snow and out of instinct she had pushed off from the seat. In the whiteness, the lift operator hadn’t seen. In a panic, Melissa crossed the tips of her skis in an effort to stop and pitched head over heels, her skis releasing as she landed face first into the deepening powder.



 



She sat up. They had not been to this part of the mountain before and she wasn’t sure she could get down on her own while it was clear, the chances were far worse now that visibility was next to zero. She tried to follow her path, her ski boots catching in the snow as she tried to find her second ski and pole. A light could just be seen through the snow. 
 Maybe it’s the lift?
   She stopped, trying to get her bearings, but it only grew closer. Soon, the outline of Snow could be seen carrying his extra equipment.



 



“We can’t stay out here with the storm brewing like this. Follow me, there’s a shelter cabin just a little ways away. We can stay there until it clears and I should be able to use the landline to call out and find out how long this mess will last.”



 



Snow helped steady Melissa as she knocked the snow off her boots and managed to get hooked back into her skis. The rope that he offered confused her at first.



 



“I’m going to tie it around you. That way we can’t get separated.”



 



“Okay.” Melissa said, her gloved fingers fumbling to make a knot as she wrapped the nylon rope around her waist. Snow had to come and finish it, yanking off his gloves to accomplish the task. His fingers paled visibly in the few seconds they were exposed to the cold that seemed to get deeper by the second.



 



When the cabin came into view, Melissa breathed a sigh of temporary relief.



 



As soon as they stepped inside, she noticed that the cabin was actually pretty well maintained, complete with a little kitchen area.



 



“I’ll make that call in a minute. Fancy a cup of tea while we wait?” asked Snow.



 



Melissa gazed at him for a moment. “Absolutely, that would be great.” She untied the rope around her waist and placed it on the back of the old couch seat.



 



She liked the thought of relaxing here alone with her instructor. The slight embarrassment she felt for getting them into this predicament soon started to fade away. Essentially, they were only going to have a cup of tea, and she didn’t expect anything more to happen. But she was enjoying having some alone time with the man. Wanting more might have just been asking for trouble.



 



In the kitchen area, the tea had brewed and as he poured, Snow asked, “Milk?”



 



“Yes please,” replied Melissa. “I’ll have mine extra creamy.”



 



As soon as Melissa had said the words, she felt her cheeks getting red at her own comment, and even more so because of the look Snow gave her. With each intake of air, her nipples hardened and her buttocks clenched.



 



“Damn. You’re not going to believe this, but there’s actually no milk here,” said Snow as he leant down whilst holding the fridge door open, looking inside. “They seem to have everything else to make a nice hot brew, but no milk.”



 



“Oh.” Said Melissa, waiting on her instructor’s next words.



 



“Let's have a think about this,” Snow said. “There has to be another way to get milk.” He closed the fridge door and turned to look at his young student.



 



The way he was looking at her made Melissa’s heartbeat flutter in her chest.



 



“If... you catch my drift.” Said Snow, slowly stepping closer, his voice more serious and direct. “I mean... I’ve got more than enough to go around.”



 



He moved even closer and reached out to stroke the young woman’s shoulder. Shivers of exhilaration tore down Melissa’s spine as she looked up into his big beautiful eyes.



 



“More than enough to fill a cup?” Melissa asked, playing along.



 



“To... the... brim.” Said Snow, his hand softly rubbing her arm, up and down. “Not only that, but I’m giving you full permission to take it directly from the cow’s udder.”



 



Snow craned his neck forward as he put his lips close to Melissa’s neck. Her breath quickened, as she relished what he was doing. He carefully began to kiss the side of her neck. All of a sudden she knew for certain how fantastic it felt to have such a hunky older guy kissing her, giving her his undivided attention.



 



Snow unzipped himself, and pulled down his ski trousers and boxer shorts, permitting his very large cock and balls to swing free without restraint. Melissa watched with wide eyes as he kicked them off, along with his boots, now naked on his lower half except for his long thermal socks. Identifying what had to be done, she walked over to the cabinet. She needed her milk. And Snow looked full enough to fill a whole float.



 



Melissa got out a large narrow glass and positioned it under the massive cock. She kneeled next to him and reached out, grasping his shaft in her small hands. She started to pull down on his long cock, and immediately the pre-cum began to seep, jetting down in glorious strings into the glass beneath.



 



“See? Good girl,” said Snow. With Melissa’s hands thoughtfully milking his cock, Snow reached round the back and felt his student’s ass. He began to grope and fondle her cheeks, playfully pinching them as Melissa got moist from within the cotton of her thong. She undid her own trousers, and soon they were off along with her thong, her naked ass exposed to her teacher.



 



Leaning over, Snow’s fingers traced their way in between Melissa’s cheeks and down to her pussy. Her hand returned to the straining shaft, and commenced milking him. The pre-cum began to really cascade, and she carefully aimed it a bit to the side so that the glass would catch it. It was a good attempt, but rather a lot missed and splattered on the wooden flooring. The feeling of being groped while working such an amazing cock was nearly too much for Melissa to take, and she bit her lower lip while her arousal heightened.



 



As she felt him expand in her grasp, he slipped away from her grip and moved round behind her. She felt the silky tip of his cock press against her fleshy ass. Even though she couldn't see his member from this position, she could definitely feel it. She bent over onto her hands and knees, opened her thighs and curving her back, inviting full penetration. With no warning, Snow rammed his cock inside her pussy. He was way too big for her to take all of it in one motion, and he hit her sweet-spot about half-thrust. Melissa yelled out as her love juice slicked the ridiculous girth.



 



Snow clasped her ass cheeks tightly, pinching them and squeezing her flesh. Once more his pre-cum started to ooze, with his pole stuck deep inside. He rammed her in a serious effort to take the weight off his heavy balls. With the crown of his cock hitting her just right, Melissa couldn't stop herself from cumming and she shouted out at the top of her lungs, squirting around him and all over the wooden floor of the cabin. Her walls gripped him with near-crushing power and Snow groaned into her ear.



 



“Gooood,” he whispered. “But I’m not going to blow it just yet.”



 



Deftly, he withdrew from her snatch and rested his cock head on the small of her back.



 



“Man oh man you’re tight,” Snow said. “Let's do something about that.”



 



He picked up the glass and poured his pre-cum down the crack of Melissa’s ass. She could feel the silky slime tickling her as it trickled down to her pussy, and Snow spread her twin orbs. Moist and lubed, Snow’s finger carefully probed her pussy from the back. He moved his arm back and forth, adding two more digits and carefully sliding them further and further into her aching hole. She welcomed them, practically sucking his fingers further inside. Her walls grasped his probing digits as he heatedly finger banged her.



 



“Wow, that feels so good,” Melissa yelled, totally loving the probing by her hunky instructor. She reached down and began to flick her clit, tracing her fingertips along either side of her stretched lips and lightly caressing her button.



 



Snow slid his fingers out of her and again began to drive his pulsating cock against her slick entrance. The head popped inside. He got a couple of inches deeper and Melissa yelled out in sweet suffering. He rammed further into her pussy as he gripped her waist. He slammed his hips back and forth, his balls whacking her in the stomach with every thrust. Melissa gripped onto the floorboards tightly, her snatch dripping her juices all over the floor, creating little see-through puddles.



 



While still buried deep, Snow rose to his feet. Expertly positioning his legs either side of Melissa’s parted thighs, he mounted her. He held onto her hair as he pounded her, creating an audible smack. Melissa was being humped hard, with her hair pulled back, whilst drizzling all over the place. Her ass cheeks clapped together as he screwed her. She felt Snow’s balls tighten, signaling he was getting near.



 



There was no denying that it was a very tight fit, and Melissa let out a loud squeal as he plunged in and out. He stuck her with his tool, impaling her balls-deep. She didn’t want this to ever end, and as she opened her mouth to let out a cry, Snow penetrated her harshly, pummeling her like a man possessed. She took every inch deep inside her, his strong hands pulling her up and down his shaft, using her as a wanking device.



 



Melissa took it all, her tight pussy clutching the slick shaft as she felt the large balls tremble behind her. She wanted him to experience the ecstasy she had earlier, and wanted to feel his seed deep inside her. She couldn’t believe this was happening.



 



Snow gasped, his cock hard as a rock. He blew his load, spraying it deep. It fired out on full blast, shooting the thick creamy jizz deep inside Melissa’s passage, his sperm swimming valiantly, all the way up.



 



“I want you to extract every last drop. If we’re going to do this, we need to do this properly,” Snow told her sternly. And with that she felt him withdraw. He sat down on the cooking area countertop, his legs hanging beneath him. Amazingly, his member was rock-hard again and sticking up in the air. Melissa gazed at it and really appreciated how delicious it looked.



 



Positioning herself between her instructor’s chunky thighs, Melissa leaned forward, capturing his huge cock between her lips. As soon as he was inside her gob, she started to bounce her head up and down, suctioning her lips on the length of the shaft, jerking him with her tight mouth. She loved the taste of him, and amazingly his balls still looked heavy and round.



 



She moved her head on and off his cock in a genuine effort to make Snow cum a second time. She achieved her goal, and took her lips off the head of the cock. The older guy moaned noisily as he came, shooting his semen right up in the air. It splashed down in ribbons, bathing Melissa’s face with cream. Craning her neck down, she opened her lips and sucked the last spurts from his cock, glugging it down thirstily.



 



“See? Enough to fill you up... front and back.” He said, as Melissa stroked his emptied balls. “Now, I’d better make that phone call.”



 



Suddenly serious again, Snow put on his boxers and ski trousers. He headed over to the coffee table where the phone sat. He picked up the receiver and began to dial, as Melissa made her way to the bathroom.



 



She poured warm water into the basin and squirted some hand soap in there to create a bubbly lather. She fondly soaped-up her pussy, ass and face, the suds of the soap cleaning off the sticky mess. Seeing her soapy body in the bathroom mirror and the recent memory of the experience she had just had was turning her on again. As she cleaned away the foamy bubbles she could visualize the seed that had just been planted inside her beginning to grow, ready to breed a new life.



 



-----









THE NEIGHBOR’S BBC



 



By



Tess West









L
 ana leaned over the large cardboard box and rummaged through the haphazard pile of clothes. The noise of the city was outside her window, voices floating up from the sidewalk below accompanied by the sound of cars roaring down the architectural canyons. She knew her laptop cord had to be in there somewhere.



 



Before leaving her old apartment she had scoured every inch of it, trying to find the things that belonged to her in the intertwined life with her ex.
 Ah, there it is!
   she thought, her fingers closing around the end of the plastic cord. She walked it to the nearest outlet and propped her laptop against the wall. The soft sound of classical music began to fill the little one bedroom she had rented in the new city. Its walls were still white and the carpet a warm beige. A clean canvas. The perfect place to find herself once again and pursue her art.



 



She went back to her boxes, trying to find some method to the madness of the stacks that she’d haphazardly packed. Some boxes were half-filled with bedroom stuff and then a spatula or pot would appear that needed to be carried into the little kitchen. Lana sat on the floor for a moment, crossing her legs and taking a deep breath. Time to find her center and undertake the challenge of settling into a new home. A new life without all of the old baggage.



 



That was the plan anyway.



 



She decided to start with the bedroom. The bed frame and mattress that she’d ordered had arrived that morning. It was the only thing standing in the room. Lana pushed herself up from her spot on the carpet and picked up a narrow box containing the pieces of a nightstand she would need to build. Might as well start there. Luckily, the dresser was a built-in, one less piece of furniture to clutter the space.



 



It took her a little while to lay out all of the screws and boards by their letters and numbers. She spread out the building instructions, trying to think of the process as a type of meditation. She had never built anything before, a realization that made her feel silly. Her ex had always built the things in the house. Lana had always been at her studio or at the university where she’d taught classes. Maybe that was why her ex had cheated.



 



Lana winced as she pinched her finger between two pieces and yanked it back, the skin pulling. She put her finger in her mouth, but did not taste the tang of blood. She examined the wound and knew that it would bruise. Maybe unpacking her clothes would be safer, she considered. She went back into the living room and began to grab armfuls of clothes to throw onto the bare mattress in the bedroom.
 Now, where did I put my hangers?
 It took opening several more boxes and shoving aside her DVDs before she found enough of them to get started.



 



She folded her trousers and hung up her tops. She took a moment to examine some and pitch them into the far corner of the room. She should have gone through them before she moved, silly that she brought donation items halfway across the country.
 Oh well.



 



Lana went back to the pile and got back to work, finding a sweater that didn’t belong to her. Nor did it belong to her ex. Emotion flooded her chest as she wadded it into a ball and threw it across the room. The memory of the last fight with her ex came to the forefront of her mind and she found she didn’t have the energy to keep unpacking. She sank to the floor and leaned against the bed frame. She leaned her head on her folded arms and tried to put all of the emotions back in the box she’d built inside her heart.



 



It wasn’t really working. Images of her old apartment and old life had followed her down the highways, packed away with her things in the back of the rented moving truck. She considered curling up in a ball on the carpet and not moving for the next few hours. Or maybe moving just far enough to get the bottle of wine she had sitting out on the kitchen counter.



 



The knock at the door startled her, jolting her out of the melancholy. Lana thought for a moment that she had imagined it, but it came again. A sturdy, confident banging on the front door of her apartment. She climbed up and quickly checked her appearance in the bathroom mirror. She looked slightly disheveled, her eyes a little red. She decided her eyes weren’t too bad, when the knocking came again.



 



Padding in her white socks across the living room she pulled open the door. She was expecting the landlord, or some elderly neighbor coming to greet her. Instead she was greeted with a man that was a few years older than she was, his skin a rich caramel color. The man blinked at her, surprise crossing his face.



 



“Does Mrs. Reynolds not live here anymore?” The man asked, his voice deep. Lana swallowed, trying to get a hold of the feelings that were stirring.



 



“I guess not, since I’m moving in.” She said.



 



“Oh, I was going to ask her if I could borrow some brown sugar.” He held up a measuring cup. An awkward silence followed while Lana’s brain caught up with the situation. “I guess I’ll just be going then.” The man said. He turned to walk away and Lana stepped out into the hallway. She couldn’t let this man just walk away, she wanted to know him.



 



“Wait, I might have something. I’m Lana by the way.”



 



“Chris.” He turned around and took her outstretched hand. His hands were large and warm, a little rough on the palm. Lana had to make a conscious effort to release his hand.



 



She stepped back and out of her doorway so that Chris could step inside. “Come on in.”



 



Chris followed her into the kitchen. He casually leaned against the countertop as Lana opened a cupboard door and reached inside. She pulled out a bag of sugar.



 



“I’ve only got white. Is that okay?”



 



Chris nodded and gave her a cheeky smile.



 



Almost without thinking, Lana let out a sigh. Chris’s smile faded almost instantly, locking his big brown eyes with hers.



 



Lana felt herself getting moist, a keen hunger coming from between her legs that spread through her like wildfire.



 



Chris put his hands on her head and pushed down firmly, forcing her to drop to her knees. In this position, her mouth was level with his groin, and he spread his legs, making it abundantly obvious what he wanted.



 



Lana unzipped him and pulled down his jeans to just below his ass. His huge cock tented his tight white boxer briefs, and she gazed up into his eyes lustfully. Her eyes travelled back down and they widened as she looked at it, knowing she would need to really stretch herself to take in such a beast.



 



She was aware that the more she gazed at it underneath the thin cotton, the more the blood seemed to rush down to the cock. It was the biggest tent she had ever seen, a humungous promise of glorious agony, and she felt grateful that she was in such close proximity to it.



 



As quick as a flash, Chris pulled down his boxer briefs, fully exposing himself to his new neighbor.



 



From her position on her knees, Lana’s eyes were drawn to the large balls and throbbing black cock, compelled like metal to a magnet, locking her gaze onto the huge, hard force that grew before her.



 



She went for the sack first, switching in quick sequence between licking and sucking, dampening the big orbs with her tongue, and growing increasingly aroused and excited herself. She nourished the eggs inside her gob, while with her teeth she gently scraped along the sides, tickling and tormenting her neighbor as she helped him hop from one side to the other, experiencing that slippery divide between thrill and pain.



 



Lana’s eyes gazed at the primal cock that had been growing in size right before her. It was like a wild animal that she desperately wanted to pet, and so she seized it, capturing it in her grasp. She gripped it like she never wanted to let go, squeezing it and feeling its enormous girth. This was not the time to be gentle, and as she clasped it she felt blood flow and veins bulge. In her heart and in her head she knew that this was incredible, unreal, and something that she was going to tackle with gusto.



 



Prizing herself from Chris's balls she opened wide and pushed her mouth down on the tip of his cock. She had to stretch her lips as wide as possible to even squeeze a fraction of the massive member into her mouth, but with a little pre-cum and a lot of force she popped the head inside and began to suck. Lana moaned in gratitude, and Chris did the same.



 



Abruptly, he pushed her face away and lifted her up to her feet. They stared at each other, gazing deep into each other’s eyes.



 



Turning around, Lana bent over the kitchen countertop and offered her ass to him. He got behind the fleshy globes, undid and tugged down her jeans and thong. He caressed her, lightly spanking her and spreading her cheeks.



 



With wide eyes and a keen smirk, Chris gazed at the soft skin that made up the magical centre between his new neighbor’s legs. Lana felt an illicit thrill as Chris stroked up and down her thighs. His hands roamed, tracing up the inside cheek-area where the skin was sensitive, before using the tip of his finger to touch her moist pussy from behind.



 



He removed his top and tossed it the side, now standing naked and hugging her from behind. His beefy chest pressed up tight against her back as he breathed onto her neck. His hand still roamed, caressing her lower back and ass, teasing her and preparing her.



 



Lana sighed in delight, as Chris's wide finger rubbed her intimately, while his other hand reached around and began to fondle her breasts. He slid his sturdy finger into her pussy, and Lana began to grind. In this position she rocked back and forth, with one finger and one palm both working her into a delicious haze.



 



With her arousal raging like an untamed animal, Lana couldn’t help but beg. “Take me, Chris, take me hard!” she sobbed, and she turned around and hopped up onto him with her arms over his shoulder, facing him, her legs wrapping around him. Chris supported her with his hands under her ass, lifting her high so that she was balanced in mid-air above his cock. Its length and girth terrified her - it seemed to be as long and wide as a man's forearm, with a fist of a head at the end. He aimed the huge cock and guided it like a plane to land against the edge of her pink runway.



 



Lana braced herself for a crash landing as the tip pressed against her opening. As it pushed up, her lips parted slightly, and a little more, until she opened up incredibly wide, spread far enough to swallow the fierce weapon. Wanting to sow his wild oats, Chris harshly pulled her down onto his phenomenal shaft. She screamed, gasping for air, an uttering of pain and longing. The head of his cock filled her, and inch by inch he pulled her down and pushed himself up until the two were joined as one, a beast with two backs, interlocked and intertwined.



 



They got to it, pounding and pulling, thrusting and bouncing, working each other into euphoria. The sensations increased as they made love, responding to each other’s pleasure.



 



Chris withdrew and turned her around. Lana was crudely bent over, the side of her face pressed against the door of the microwave, whilst he gripped her ass from behind. The giant cock returned quickly to fill her, but this time from the back. This new angle let him plunge in even deeper, as massive balls banged on the back of her legs, the cock filling and slamming her hard.



 



Yelling and writhing, she let sharp shots of pleasure ricochet deep inside her. Chris was enjoying the movement and energy, a bouncing tension that clasped his cock tightly and made feelings surge through him. He desperately needed to release his seed.



 



He was eager not to waste a second more, nor waste a single inch of his black shaft. He gasped, holding onto the taut buttocks that clenched underneath his fingertips as he thrust as much of his length as he could inside her, impaling her. Lana felt amazing pleasure, as Chris’s hands ran up from her cheeks to her slim waist, holding onto her tightly as he began to powerfully ram his cock in and out.



 



“Pleeease don’t stop!” begged Lana, shouting and throwing her head back, as she experienced what it was like to be truly pumped hard, by a real man, as her virile new lover thrust his hips like his life depended on it.



 



He pressed down on the small of her back, encouraging her to arch her back, and she did so, parting her legs further and sticking her pert, cute ass out, ready for more action. He yanked her hair back, the harsh traction causing her to arch her back further as he hit it from the back. He spat down her ass crack as he punished her little snatch. Her hot breath steamed up the microwave door, as the pole penetrated her with reckless abandon.



 



Lana was in paradise, getting nailed hard. She felt like such a good little bitch, giving this stud exactly what he needed. She felt the big balls slapping against her clit, as she felt a long-overdue orgasm begin to surface. She felt the strong hands on her waist, her quivering walls gripping the girth as the big set of nuts tightened against her. The cock inside her gave one last twitch.



 



The pair sensed that they were both about to cum. His hands spread her cheeks as wide as possible, whilst sticking his cock into her as far as he could. She flicked herself with a sense of urgency, and this sudden act seemed to raise the temperature to new heights, as the pair came in unison.



 



Lana didn’t know it was possible for someone to cum so much, as Chris unloaded deep inside her, a rushing pulse of jizz that splashed into her like a tidal wave and filled her up. The pressure was insane, as spurt after spurt of hot semen flowed up into her. This triggered Lana to cum as well, a heated surge that travelled from between her legs, through her body and around her brain, a torrent of ecstasy that made her squirt downwards, all over the kitchen cabinets.



 



The pair panted in a fatigued fashion. Chris fell back, withdrawing from her, and Lana slumped forward. There was a soft rush as his cock exited her and air rushed in to fill the space, her tight pussy closing up. After a couple of minutes of silent appreciation, both parties slowly recovered, and got dressed.



 



It was at that moment, with Chris’s sperm swimming around inside her, that Lana decided she would really enjoy living here, in this new apartment. And at least the father of her unborn child would be living very close by.



 



-----









SHOPPING MALL JAM



 



By



Tess West









W
 hen most people thought of Sandy, ‘obnoxious bitch’ was the first thing that usually came to mind. She walked about like she owned the place. But when she was on her skateboard, people’s impression changed. Like most skaters, she was a rebel, regardless of gender. The Tornwell Mall was the one place that always seemed intent on kicking her out. A month previously, she had gotten inside and started to grind one of the benches only to get knocked to the ground by the security guard on patrol. One quick lawsuit later, the guard was fired and Sandy was back to skating without any interruption. The lack of a challenge was disappointing, but she still enjoyed making the Mall her own.



 



“Sandy, you little bugger!” came a familiar voice. It was her buddy, Jerry.



 



“Jerry, you moron,” Sandy replied, bringing her board to a stop.



 



“You got that old coot fired, and now you’re back again?”



 



“They can’t touch me. They know what will happen.” Sandy grinned.



 



Jerry sighed and stepped aside, motioning for her to take a seat. Jerry and a few of Sandy’s other buddies had taken over a small part of the food court. She accepted the offer and sat down with them.



 



For Sandy, it was rare that she got to hang about with her little gang these days. Being at college took up a lot of her time, but she always liked to make a point of coming home for the weekend so she could see friends and family and skate at her old favorite spots. Not all of her friends could afford college, one of them had even taken to mowing lawns for rich people to try and save up. But Sandy didn’t mind a few years of debt. She was studying accounting and already had a potential job lined up at her uncle’s business in Fayetteville. She was luckier than others, but she liked to push her limits. Perhaps that was what gave her the extra edge, she thought.



 



“Sandy, girl. Look!” said one of her other chums. She turned to see a security guard at the other side of the food court. The huge man was new, and Sandy figured he was probably the old man’s replacement. He stared at Sandy intently, sizing her up. It was as though he was reading her, working her out.



 



The big man lingered for a moment, before turning and walking away, vanishing past a service door. All attention fell on Sandy.



 



“He has you marked, girl!” said Jerry.



 



“Go screw yourself. Just because he’s new, it doesn’t mean he can touch me.”



 



“Hey, maybe he’s gone looking for an empty barrel in the basement... somewhere he can stash you!” Said Cormic. “Dude’s got his eye on you!”



 



“Spin on it, Cormic. He’s probably sizing
 you
 up coz you’re a little ho.” Said Sandy.



 



They argued on, until someone got a Pokemon Go notification and all attention fell to their phones, as they raced off to catch what had shown up. Which only lead to further arguments.



 



After lunch, Sandy headed to actually look around the shops, among other things. She knew where all the cheapest video games were sold, and made a point of stocking up before going back to college. Her student loan had nabbed her a PlayStation 4. Only problem was, the internet was terrible in her apartment, so she had to keep things fresh with single player games.



 



As she stood at the till, she looked outside, just as the security guard moved away. Panic hit her. How long had he been watching her?



 



She stashed her purchases away and edged towards the entrance. She peered out to try and spot the guard, but only saw a handful of shoppers.



 



She dropped her board down and began a slow skate. She was in surveillance mode now. She knew her way around very well, and she had noted all the service doors that the staff used to get around quickly. But no matter where she went, she couldn’t find her admirer.



 



“Sandy? You looked spooked, girl.”



 



It was Jerry. Sandy hadn’t even noticed him walking towards her. She had been so busy scanning all the doors and stairways that she didn’t see what was right in front of her.



 



“Yeah… guy was staring at me again.” She said softly.



 



“Maybe we should get out of here then…” Suggested Jerry.



 



Sandy scoffed at the idea. “Ha. Like hell. I'm not letting some newbie security wannabe spook me out!”



 



“He has you clocked though. He
 knows
 you. They probably told him all about you before he even started working here. He has you tagged. Just be careful, babe.” Jerry looked concerned.



 



“I don’t need to be careful, I just need him to know where his place is.” Said Sandy, full of false bravado.



 



She skated off, ignoring what Jerry had said to her. In her eyes, she owned the Mall, and she wasn’t going to be pushed out. Not today, anyway. She would skate where she wanted, when she wanted. And there was nothing that anybody was going to do about it.



 



Eventually, she completely forgot about being watched. She hadn’t seen the security guard again for some time, and she figured he had probably gone home. She let herself relax and she continued skating, doing tricks and showing off to whoever would watch. She felt like she was the boss again, just the way she liked it.



 



As evening approached, Jerry and the gang came to find her to say their goodbyes. It had been a long day, and they made plans to meet up the following weekend. Once she was alone again, Sandy did one last lap of the Mall before closing time. She ventured back to the food court and entered the bathroom. It was empty, like most of the place at this hour. She propped her skateboard against the wall below the sinks and went into one of the stalls.



 



As she sat there relieving her bladder, her mind drifted to her college apartment. It was an hour long train journey to get back home and she would probably have enough time to play her new games when she got there, before bed.



 



Abruptly and with a loud crash, the door to the bathroom opened and all thoughts of comfort left her mind. She quickly stood up, pulled her jeans up and headed out of the stall with the intention of getting her skateboard, only to find the security guard standing there, staring her down.



 



This was the first time Sandy had the opportunity to really see the man close up, to really get a good look at him. He wasn’t just huge, but absolutely ripped. His buff chest threatened to pop out from under his blue security shirt, and his thighs visibly flexed from under the thin material of his black slacks. He was wearing black leather steel-toe-capped boots on his feet.



 



After all these games of cat and mouse, they were finally alone. Before Sandy knew it the man grabbed her and started to tenderly kiss the side of her neck, sending shivers down her spine. His muscular arms wrapped around her as his barrel chest pressed up against her significantly smaller body. She felt the bulge in the guard’s slacks grow as it pressed up against her waist. The man was clearly excited to get his hands on such a cute young woman.



 



Sandy’s hands roamed up to the man’s shirt and unbuttoned it. She pulled it down revealing his rippling, muscular torso. The man grabbed at her t-shirt, her hard nipples pressing up against the fabric. He pulled it up and off along with her bra, and with his hand on her shoulder, he ducked his head down and placed his lips around one erect nipple. He began to suck, and Sandy ran her hand through the man’s slick black hair. He took his mouth off her nipple, licked his lips and looked up into her eyes. “Now the next one.”



 



The guard ducked his head down again and sucked on her other nipple, his manly lips around her areola, his saliva trickling off his tongue and onto the tip. He stood up and Sandy could sense what he wanted.



 



The man undid his own slacks, and pulled them down along with his boxers. His erect cock stuck up in the air. It looked even bigger in the flesh than the trousersnake had. His cock head stuck out like a mushroom – purple and ready, with pre-cum drizzling fiercely from the end. Bravely, Sandy cupped his big balls and remarked at their weight. “Jesus, they’re full…”



 



She got to her knees and leaned forward slightly. As she sucked on his balls one at a time they contorted like clay. She went from one to the other, the huge cock seesawing about next to her face. She sucked on the tip thirstily, gripping her hand around the shaft and massaging it as she did so. The man let out a deep moan while he pulled on her hair, encouraging her to continue.



 



She licked her lips as the guard stood in front of her, resting his hands on her shoulders and pressing his mammoth cock to her keen mouth. She sucked on his cock head like a baby lamb to its long-lost mother’s teat. The helmet was huge, and she stretched her mouth incredibly wide in a humble attempt to try and gobble as much as she could. The guard helped her out by thrusting his hips forward and jamming his rod into her face. She mumbled into her mouthful of dick, and as if realizing it was way too much for her, the guard pulled out for a moment, allowing her a deep and much-needed breath of oxygen.



 



The man pressed his cock head up against Sandy’s cheek, and she instinctively moved her head to one side to run her lips up and down the thick shaft, jacking him with her mouth. She felt the cock between her lips throb. She ran her tongue up and down the smooth length, and reached up to cup the full balls again. She stuck out her tongue and jabbed it into the slit, lapping at the pre-cum as she felt it pulse between her fingertips. The guard cried out like an animal, as he abruptly shot his hot, creamy load right into Sandy’s face. She opened her mouth as several strings of cum spurted out like a garden hose, covering her. She tried to swallow fast, but a lot of it ran down her chin, splashing against her breasts and onto the floor below.



 



With a messy face she opened wide, as the man milked his own cock, drizzling more of his seed onto her thirsty tongue. Momentarily satisfied, the guard gave a deep sigh. But Sandy knew that he still had a lot more to give, and she was so thankful for that.



 



She let go of the cock, and lay back on the cold floor. The guard got to his knees and slipped off her jeans and underwear. She parted her slim thighs, exposing the pink of her juicy pussy. The man slid his fingers into her entrance and finger-banged her.



 



The guard stood up and lifted Sandy to her feet. She turned around and bent over the sink, her stomach pressed up against the cold white sink before her, and her peachy ass presented to the man. The guard got right up behind her. She was so pleased that this was now actually happening as she felt the head of the man’s cock press up against her pussy. The guard held onto her pert buns and slid his cock in, inch by inch. His big balls pressed up against her clit, sending waves of pleasure up and down her body. He reached around to play with her firm tits, slowly caressing them. She clenched her teeth and closed her eyes as she tried to take the deep penetration. The man began to slide in and out, holding onto her fleshy cheeks with one hand and pulling her hair back with the other. He pounded her good and hard, nailing her with all his might.



 



He pulled out, and Sandy was left feeling momentarily empty, longing for him to be back inside. The man placed both of his boots up on the wide sink, before squatting down. He speared his cock back up into her, riding her like a pony. He made love to her hard and fast, drilling his cock in and out, his big balls banging off her while his muscular buttocks rose and fell in the bright light of the public bathroom. The fierce drilling was too much for Sandy to take and as she worked her clit she felt a beautiful climax rise up from within. She gushed, little splashes rebounding off the enamel of the sink and hitting her in the face.



 



Despite her orgasm, the guard didn’t let up for a second. All he wanted was to feel her slick snatch clamped around his straining girth. Sandy screamed, reaching down and holding onto his beefy thighs that clenched underneath her fingertips as the man thrust as much of his length as he could inside her, over and over again. It was amazingly pleasurable, and his hands ran up from her ass to her shoulders, holding onto her tightly while he continued to rhythmically slam his cock in and out of her. She squeezed down on his girth with near-crushing force, and as his balls tightened his eyes winced and watered.



 



Sandy screamed out again as she felt what it was like to be truly owned, by a real man, whose only intention at that given moment was to rampantly pound her brains out. The guard pumped his hips like a ravenous sex fiend, panting loudly as he jammed in and out of her, caught up in the moment. As Sandy felt every inch deep, expanding inside her and stretching her, she felt at one. She felt whole, complete.



 



The guard slid out, and she got on her hands and knees on the bathroom floor, her perfect ass presented to him.



 



He got behind her and mounted her in an instant. He pressed his hand down on the small of her back, encouraging her to arch her back for him. Sandy did so, parting her thighs a little more and sticking her taut, smooth ass up in the air, ready for more punishment.



 



He steadied himself, and again lined up his throbbing cock with her tight pussy. He started to drive himself into her once again, this time sliding in a lot more easily. He pulled her hair back, the traction causing her to arch her back further as he speared her from behind.



 



Sandy was in ecstasy, getting every inch, hard. She felt so good, giving the guard such pleasure, and was loving every second of it. As she felt his big balls slapping against her, she felt another amazing climax rise up from deep inside.



 



One quick stroke of her clit later and her whole body shook uncontrollably as she came hard, yelling at the top of her lungs. It was unlike anything she had ever felt before, and she squeezed as hard as she could around the girth. She felt big hands on her ass cheeks, her tight walls gripping the man’s shaft as the big balls tightened against her.



 



The guard came, his yell bellowing loudly as he emptied his balls again, this time deep into Sandy’s pussy. She felt heavy blasts of cream firing up into her, completely filling her and warming her insides. It felt incredible. He stayed inside her for a good few seconds as her snatch milked him for every last drop, the cock spurting in lesser amounts as he was squeezed dry. Slowly, inch by inch, he pulled out, watching his slick shaft reappear before him. Eventually, the head cleared her lips, his seed swirling down the pink tunnel.



 



As soon as his cock had been set free he gave her pussy a soft massage, deliberately using steady rhythmical motions to secure his deposit deep. Only one single drop escaped, trickling down her thigh.



 



“I think we’d better get cleaned up,” said the guard said wisely. The big man filled up the basin with warm soapy water to bathe and clean her lower body. He tenderly bathed her, soaking her, white suds running down the crack of her ass while she massaged her belly.



 



-----









RUINED AT THE RESTAURANT



 



By



Tess West









Y
 ou would never guess, watching this particular young woman walk through the city streets, that she had just been hired as a chef at a well-known and high-end restaurant. Sarah Horton was a slender girl with light-olive skin. She wasn’t the slightest bit overweight, and combed her blond hair back into a ponytail most days. Her forehead held evidence of frown lines, and her amber eyes were slightly shadowed as she shuffled along and stared dutifully at the sidewalk beneath her combat boots. Her neatly plucked eyebrows cut dark lines across her face, and her nose was cute and straight. Her full lips were pressed into such a tight line that they nearly vanished.



 



Sarah had several piercings in each ear, including an industrial piercing which pierced the upper cartilage of her ear in two places. The back of her neck sported a surface piercing as well, which she rubbed her hand along nervously. She wore a baggy black T-shirt and even baggier gray cargo pants.



 



She was, quite literally, shaking in her boots. Today was her first day, and she could still hardly believe she had gotten the job. People had been hounding her to get another job after the restaurant she had been working at for years went under a few months back. She’d felt completely lost and confused, not sure where to go from here. Somebody had told her this place was hiring, and so she’d gone in and asked for an application on a whim. Upon seeing just how fancy the restaurant was, however, all her hopes had been dashed. She’d thought she’d never get a job there.



 



But she had.



 



Sarah had filled out the application and given it to them that same day before scurrying out of the restaurant, mostly because she would have felt stupid if she hadn’t. And, within 24 hours, they’d called her and asked when she was available for an interview. At first she hardly believed her ears. She had sat on her couch, holding the phone to her ear whilst staring blankly at the far wall.



 



“Are you there? This is Sarah Horton, right?”



 



“Yes!” She’d exclaimed. “Yes, this is she.”



 



She’d scheduled an interview for the following day, and had gone in wearing her best pair of dress pants and button-down shirt. They’d told her on the spot that she had the job and could start next week.



 



She could still hardly believe it, and it was becoming more and more difficult to remain calm, the closer she got to the restaurant. She could see it now at the end of the street, drawing nearer with every shaky step.



 



The bell above the door rang as she entered the restaurant. The hostess looked up at her, smiling as if she were a customer, before furrowing her brow.



 



“Are you the new girl?” She asked. “The new cook?”



 



Sarah nodded mutely.



 



“Great!” She said with a smile. “Follow me.” She led her to the back, to the kitchen where she would actually be working.



 



It was a big place, so there were several other chefs already hard at work. They wore black formal tops and bottoms with aprons tied around their fronts. A few of them looked up and nodded at Sarah once before returning to their tasks, clearly rushed. One, however, wiped his hands clean and approached her, nodding to the hostess to say he had it from here. The hostess smiled and exited the room, going back to her post at the front of the restaurant.



 



“Sarah!” The man said, shaking her hand. He was quite a bit older, with graying hair and a very thick neck. His brown eyes studied Sarah in a way that unnerved her slightly. He was tall with broad shoulders and a beefy chest. “I’m Mr Gatson. The manager. Welcome to the restaurant. Ready to get started?”



 



Sarah nodded, and the older man began leading her around the kitchen, showing her where everything was. She had worked in many a kitchen before, so this wasn’t new to her – she just needed to get the fine details down that separated this kitchen from all the others she’d worked in.



 



“Here’s your uniform.” The older man shoved a pile of clothes at her, and she caught it at the last moment. “You can change in there.” The man tipped his head to the side, towards a bathroom door. “I think you’ve got everything?”



 



Sarah nodded and hurriedly changed in the ladies’ bathroom. She stared at herself in the mirror, focusing as she quickly pep talked herself. She took a deep breath and emerged back into the bustling kitchen.



 



Work was a blur straight from the start. Order after order was flying in – she worked so fast that she hardly felt like she had time to think. It was mostly pasta and pizza dishes, but there was a wide variety of both of these, so it was never boring – at least, not on the first day. Eventually she felt her nerves starting to dissipate, and she began to fall into a routine. Within a couple of hours she was comfortable and flying through the tasks, only every so often forgetting where something was or what she was supposed to be doing. The kitchen was relatively quiet except for the clanging of pots and pans, the other chefs not doing much talking with each other, their faces focused in concentration. She briefly wondered whether it was always like this, or just because of the business on this particular Saturday.



 



“Sarah?”



 



She looked up from the spaghetti she was making, blinking in surprise. Gatson was standing a few feet away.



 



“May I speak to you, in my office?” The manager asked. She nodded hesitantly and handed the half-finished spaghetti over to her coworker, who was standing to her left.



 



“We’ve had a complaint,” the older man said as soon as they’d settled into his office and he had shut the door firmly behind them. “One of our diners, just a few minutes ago, said they found some blond hair in their pasta. And that the noodles were extremely undercooked.”



 



His eyes studied Sarah’s hair. She swallowed with difficulty.



 



“I would imagine you’re responsible for this, Sarah?”



 



“I... I... I’m not sure,” she gulped.



 



Gatson didn’t look too impressed. “No? And why’s that?”



 



Sarah took a deep breath. “Sir, it’s my first day. I would never deliberately do...”



 



“Silence, girl!” Gatson boomed, rising to his feet, his hulking frame casting a large shadow down upon the young woman.



 



He stepped round the large desk to where she was seated.



 



“You see, I think you did do this deliberately. I could sense that something like this was going to happen the moment you stepped in here this morning. What the hell do you expect? You want...
 need
 ... to be punished!”



 



Sarah’s temperature began to increase and she felt her thong getting damp.



 



It felt totally natural when Gatson leaned down and started caressing her breasts. Before she knew it her apron and work top were off, along with her bra. With her nipples fully hard Gatson began kissing and fondling them, taking them in his mouth one at a time and sucking them.



 



Sarah let him undo her trousers and slip them down, and there she was, sitting on a chair in her boss's office in just her thong, yearning for him to touch her. All embarrassment went momentarily out the window, her attraction to the older man definitely helped with that, as she watched almost in disbelief as the manager kissed his way down her tummy and started kissing her hot pussy through the material.



 



She raised her ass off the seat briefly so Gatson could slip down her underwear. She was now completely exposed to him, with her boss’s face right next to her aroused snatch. He put his big, manly hands on her thighs, and lifted and spread her legs wide, fully exposing her glistening pink pussy.



 



“So tight... so warm... so young...” the older man told her. “Sarah... you need to be deflowered!”



 



He started to kiss her tight pussy. Love juice began to flow, making it sparkle like the lights on a carousel.



 



Looking up at her with his deep, brown eyes he said, “Let's take this over to my desk.”



 



He gripped her hand and led her over to the large desk. Sarah sat on the end of it, naked, at his mercy. No sooner had she sat her ass down than Gatson stripped in front of her. Her jaw almost hit the floor. Although he was older, he was in incredible shape, looking heavily muscled and ripped. His cock angrily swung between his legs. The thing was absolutely huge. He was naked except for a pair of white cotton socks, the soft office lighting reflecting off his smooth skin. As he stepped nearer she couldn’t take her eyes away from the member bobbing about in front of her, hardening with every passing second.



 



Gatson lay down on his back on the desk and told her, “I want to finish that appetizer… I’m still ravenous.”



 



Sarah knew exactly what he meant and climbed aboard, head to toe, Gatson’s strong arms cradling her as she put her thighs either side of her boss’s head. In this position they carried on where they had left off, the big man licking her with careful laps, while Sarah opened her mouth and readily sucked on the cock. She could barely get her lips around it, as it really stretched her jaw wide. She sucked him as best she could, stretching her lips open and sucking him deep, letting him go as far as he could before he hit the back of her throat. Spluttering for air, she licked the length of the shaft up and down, bathing it in her warm spittle and tenderly cradling his heavy balls, feeling them shift and pulse in her hand as the semen swam within. She placed her lips on the shiny red cock head and gave him three loving sucks.



 



Just as Sarah was getting very aroused and enjoying giving head, Gatson stopped licking and pushed her off him.



 



“Have I done something wrong? Do you want to stop?” She asked, worried that she had disappointed him.



 



“Of course you’ve done nothing wrong!” Gatson told her. “Now get on all fours. I want to see that young bottom of yours.”



 



When he said this to her Sarah was so nervous and so aroused that she thought she was about to cum on the spot. She did as she was told and got on her hands and knees, a pile of office papers right in front of her face. Her pussy was so wet from the soft cunnilingus and she knelt there, ready and waiting, not knowing what was going to happen next.



 



The next thing she felt was the huge head of the big, hard cock rubbing up and down the length of her ass crack, and she felt firm hands on her pert, round ass cheeks. She attempted to relax, and with powerful thrusts of his muscular hips, Gatson slid his cock up and down the inside of her cheeks without penetration, wanking his dick with her crack. He slid his cock up and down, up and down, before slapping his meat off Sarah’s ass and resting it on her flesh.



 



She loved the sensation and moaned loudly, her breathing hitched and ragged.



 



Abruptly, Gatson stopped. Sarah stayed as she was, horny as hell, the man’s pre-cum dripping onto the desk below.



 



“What are you doing now?” She queried, even though she had a feeling she knew what the answer was.



 



“You’ll see,” said Gatson, as she felt his warm hands on his ass. He smacked both cheeks, and she felt a finger tracing up and down the length of her pussy from behind. Her eyes widened as she felt the long, thick digit begin to enter her. He fingered her tenderly, loosening her up, sliding his digit in and out.



 



He stopped, and instantly Sarah found herself dying for him to continue. Once more she felt those hands on her hips, and with one powerful thrust Gatson drove his tremendous cock deep into her incredibly tight pussy. With him buried deep, she felt some cold jello-type lotion being squirted down her crack, which trickled down onto the shaft. She felt two more very firm smacks on her ass cheeks, and Gatson really got to it.



 



He pulled his cock out of her momentarily and without any warning plunged himself balls deep inside her again, making her scream out loudly in surprise. Her eyes started to water as she yelled and writhed.



 



“Now it’s time to get shafted. Just chill out.” He told her sternly.



 



Sarah closed her eyes and attempted to relax as directed, as Gatson deeply penetrated her, driving in and out repeatedly. It was an overwhelming blend of thrill and soreness. As she wailed and clutched at the desktop, the delight incredibly began to overpower the discomfort, and the girl found herself more turned on than she ever had been in her life. She reached down and worked her clit, hazardously close to cumming but not quite there yet. He grabbed her hair and pulled it back firmly. She could feel those sizeable balls slapping against her, images of salads being tossed and porn flicks flashing through her mind. He gave him a hard shafting for what seemed like an eternity, before pulling out and leaving her agape hole aching but astonishingly ready for more attention.



 



In a quick and fluid movement, Gatson rolled onto his back and Sarah straddled him, her thighs snugly fitting around the older man’s. She steered the mammoth tool towards her snatch, and eased her slim frame down on it, letting her pussy swallow it once again. There she was, on top, in control, moving her hips and sliding up and down on the big stiff cock. She bounced up and down, riding the meat, looking into her boss's eyes, the man’s hands reaching up to tweak her nipples as they wobbled and jiggled graciously. She reached down and rubbed her clit, and while holding eye-contact they both felt a magnificent climax build up. The frantic working of her button and the huge shaft slipping in and out of her made Sarah cum hard. Her body shook with overwhelming waves of excitement, and she squirted all over the older man’s big sack.



 



Wanting to reach his own finish, Gatson held onto Sarah’s hips and dominantly bounced her up and down. His heavily muscular arms meant it was an easy task, as he slammed her on and off his cock like a fuckdoll. She screamed and moaned as the big man used her body, the head of his cock hitting her insides in the most exquisite way and sending rushes of euphoria all the way up her backbone. Although on top, Sarah was completely at the big man’s mercy, being used and abused, and ready to receive every last drop of Gatson’s potent release.



 



Gatson released the grip on her hips and Sarah dismounted. They both stood up on the desktop, and he turned her around so she was facing away from him. He held her by the waist and lifted her up, her feet dangling in mid air. He plunged her back down on his rod, spearing her again but this time from a standing position, the older man’s strength not letting up for a second as he jammed her on and off his cock. Sarah was like a living breathing fuckrag, her arms flailing in the air, trying to regain some sort of control. But soon she gave up and completely gave herself over, at his absolute mercy. Gatson’s thighs tensed as his toes curled, gripping the desktop. He powered his hips, ramming Sarah’s pussy with perfect timing, sliding his cock almost all the way out before pounding back in, bottoming out in her snug hole. His massive balls swung beneath his thick thighs, slapping against her stomach and nearly hitting the air out of her as he screwed her relentlessly.



 



He gripped her by the arms and held her out in front of him, his arms outstretched. Gatson came hard and they cried out in chorus, his sperm gushing into her. It felt like a hammering, rushing onslaught of warm water, flooding her insides. He made sure to keep every last inch of his cock locked deep inside the girl’s body while he released his semen, as surge after surge of goo flowed into her. Whilst keeping her arms outstretched, he very carefully pulled out, watching his girth slide out inch by inch. At last the head cleared her aching snatch, every last drop of sperm buried deep inside her. He gently let Sarah down onto the desk, the boss taking a breather and lying down on his back.



 



Gasping, Sarah collapsed next to him on the desk, her hands caressing his muscular pecs as she rested her head on the man’s shoulder.



 



“That wasn't so painful now, was it?” Gatson joked. “Just wait till you give birth.”



 



-----









PUNISHED AT THE OFFICE PARTY



 



By



Tess West









T
 rish Hollins never did like office parties.



 



They seemed fake, somehow. Everyone always acted way too happy to be seeing their co-workers after hours, and proceeded to drown their discomfort in whatever alcoholic beverage was being served. Except for those who were the designated drivers – they just sat in the corner looking vaguely irritated and watching their exuberant charges giggle and twirl around the makeshift dance floor.



 



Trish was one of those people, though she was sneaking a small drink. It was just a little glass of sangria, nothing that would get her even tipsy. Despite Trish’s slim frame, it took quite a lot of alcohol to get her inebriated and incapable of driving a vehicle. So, she leaned against the far wall and took periodic sips of the ruby red liquid in her plastic cup, watching everyone around her.



 



A woman, new to the office, was dancing around in the center of the room with two of her friends. The three women were squealing in immensely high-pitched voices, and Trish fought the urge to wince. They were perfectly nice ladies during the day, perhaps too nice, but alcohol made them insufferable.



 



Trish was a cautious young woman, one could tell that just by looking at her. She was always careful in the things she said and did, her movements deliberate and measured. Even as she brought the cup up to her light pink lips, she moved her arm slowly and fixed her eyes on the sangria before tipping it upwards, sipping the alcohol gently into her mouth.



 



She brushed a hand across her chin, scratching an itch that was bothering her. She rolled her shoulders back against the wall - they’d grown stiff from standing there so long, as she always hunched when she stood.



 



“Trish!”



 



Trish fought the urge not to roll her eyes, and instead turned with a convincing smile to face a man a few years older than she was. It was Frank Tippins, a potbellied and balding man who looked much older than he actually was. Although in different years, they’d gone to the same high school back in the day, and the man never let her forget it. From the sound of his voice and the unfocused state of his eyes, Tippins was already roaring drunk.



 



“You’ve been hitting the drink,” Trish stated simply.



 



“Of course I have,” Tippins slurred. “Why haven’t you? Even I can tell how painfully sober you are, Hollins.” He clapped Trish on the shoulder with a wide, chubby hand. He smelled faintly of perspiration, and Trish wrinkled her nose.



 



“I’m driving a few of these folks home tonight,” she said, tipping her glass in the direction of two men and a woman standing a few yards away, laughing loudly. “Drinking and driving is not a thing I like to do.”



 



“Of course, of course,” Tippins said, nodding dumbly. “I understand. Why aren’t you talking to these lovely people then, if you’re their ride? Why are you over here all by yourself?” He raised a hand and opened his mouth, sucking in a deep breath as if preparing to shout at the group in question and get their attention.



 



“No, no,” Trish said hastily, grabbing Tippins’ hand out of the air and tugging it back downwards. “I’m fine by myself, Tippins, really. I’m enjoying my alone time.”



 



The drunk man observed her with bloodshot eyes, before shrugging. “Whatever suits you,” he slurred. “Me? I think I’m going to get another drink.”



 



Trish wasn’t at all sure that was a good idea, but she also didn’t think trying to prevent a full grown man from getting more alcohol would go over well, and more than likely cause a scene. So instead she waltzed over to the group of coworkers she was driving home, and pointed Tippins out to them.



 



“Tippins is beyond hammered,” she said meaningfully, pointing over her shoulder at him. “And I think he’s going for more drinks.”



 



Hazel, a pretty woman with black hair and green eyes, squinted over at Tippins. “Oh, yeah,” she said, serious despite her own intoxication. “He doesn’t look good. Harry, c’mon Harry, go talk to him.” She reached over and shook the arm of the man standing next to her, her fiancé.



 



Confident that she’d done her part, Trish told the group that she was running to the bathroom, picked up her bag, and exited the packed room. She sighed and leaned against the wall in the hallway. She hadn’t realized how hot she’d gotten just from standing in there.



 



She reached into her bag, which had been leaning up against the wall too. After a few moments of fishing around inside, she unearthed a black box, which looked to contain something expensive. After a subtle glance up and down the hallway, she pried it open to reveal a gleaming watch. It was gold with a handsome leather strap. She examined it closely, before placing the box’s cover back on. She set off down the hallway, and walked up the staircase.



 



Moments later, she turned right into an office. She knocked tentatively before entering, but it was empty. She walked inside, her heart thumping from nerves, and placed the box gently on the desk. She stepped back for a moment, observing it, before remembering the card that went along with it, which she slipped just beneath the box.



 



Her boss’s birthday had just passed that past weekend. Although the man had insisted on no presents from the office, Trish had disobeyed. She was desperately hoping for a promotion and a pay raise to come out of this. Hope swelled in her chest as she looked down at the little black box – this was something she really needed.



 



“Hollins?”



 



A familiar deep voice spoke from the office doorway. It was her boss, Mr Brooks.



 



The big, strong man strolled into his office, shut the door, and looked at the gift on his desk. Trish offered him a smile, but he didn’t smile back. Rather, he virtually glared at her. He seemed a little pissed.



 



“Hi. You really do mean business this evening,” Trish jested, trying to lighten the mood. But Brooks wasn’t laughing.



 



“Trish, just shut up for a minute and come here.” Her boss said, perching on the edge of his large desk, the room dimly lit by the desklamp.



 



Trish did as she was told, like a good girl.



 



She stood before him. Brooks reached out and cupped her left breast through her top. He squeezed it, a little too hard. Trish gasped. It wasn’t shocking pain, but enough to give her a jolt of surprise. He had never done anything like this before and she was actually starting to feel a little bit scared.



 



“Ummm, sir… that kinda hurts.” Trish informed him.



 



Tremors of excitement shot down from her pussy to her trembling legs.



 



“Oh really, does it? Well, poor you. So, let’s continue.”



 



With that, he got up and wandered over to the filing cabinet, opened the top drawer and took out a brown box. It looked just like a shoe box. “You brought me a gift, Trish, when I specifically told you not to. So, now I’ve got a gift for you.”



 



He brought it back over to the desk, set it down and opened the lid. Trish stood there motionless, and observed in astonishment as he took out a dildo. A big, black dildo with big black balls. It seemed to have a round suction pad at the base, behind the balls. Brooks plonked it on the desktop and reached into the box again, this time taking out a tube of lube. “Rather a big boy, isn’t he Trish?”



 



Trish didn’t say anything for a moment.
 Well, yeah. No shit. It’s gigantic.
 She tried to make sense of all this. “That can’t be for me, sir. It’s not my birthday for another couple of months.”



 



Brooks didn’t respond, and instead held it up next to Trish’s groin area. She began to feel rather uncomfortable. He pushed the big black head up against the young woman’s snatch through her trousers. “No good deed goes unpunished, as the saying goes, Trish.”



 



She came to the realization of what was going to become of her. Sure, she was horny as hell, but she had tried her utmost to hide it from Brooks, of all people. Getting nailed by her boss would no doubt cause all kinds of problems for her budding young career. But this time, burning lust won out. Deep in her heart of hearts she knew that Brooks was the man she had been dreaming about, the one that could give her what she so desperately needed.



 



But she had to be sure. “And so... what were you thinking?” Trish asked, monitoring her boss’s reaction to her words, almost trying to persuade him to continue.



 



Brooks stared at her and said, “This is just for foreplay. It’s a gift. From me. To you.”



 



As butterflies swarmed in her stomach she said, “But… I don’t think I can take such a tool...”





Brooks shook his head. “When you see how big I am, this thing will seem like the size of a lollypop. We’re doing this. Understand?”



 



Trish gulped hard, and everything seemed to go into slow motion for a few seconds, while what Brooks had just said to her started to settle in. But she soon realized she probably didn’t have much say in the matter, and nor did she want to. She wanted to give herself over to him, completely and without holding anything back.



 



Brooks put his hands on her shoulders and pressed her down to a sitting position on the edge of the desk.



 



The boss was in total control. He pulled her trousers and underwear completely off and spread her thighs wide, making her lie back on the cold oak. He held her legs open, and started running the tip of his finger up and down her pussy. Trish squirmed around in delight, enjoying how good it felt.



 



She shut her eyes and threw her head back. But Brooks stopped playing. A couple of seconds later she felt some cool, goopy gel being dripped onto her pussy. She opened her eyes and glanced down, this time observing Brooks’ long, thick index finger starting to press against her pink entrance, harder than before. She gasped as the boss forced his finger into her, all the way to his large third knuckle. All emotions of humiliation fast faded but Trish’s slight worry remained, as she got fingered and probed.



 



“Get on all fours on the desktop. Turn over,” Brooks instructed.



 



No doubt he’s going to relax me a bit more first,
 Trish thought, but didn’t dare complain or say anything out loud. She turned over, got on her hands and knees, and shut her eyes. But there was no need – before she knew it Brooks had blindfolded her, securing the scarf tightly around her head with a firm knot. The young woman heard a rustling and some commotion, as she sensed the boss walk over to the side of the desk where her head was.



 



“I used to work on a farm y'know, before entering into the business world. Those dairy cows had such full teats,” Trish heard him say over her shoulder, as he walked back round behind her. He slipped his finger into her pussy from behind. He started to circle her throbbing clit while his finger was buried deep. Blindfolded, she felt her face go a maroon red as her lady-juice oozed in a long, thin line onto the oak beneath her.



 



Without warning Brooks stopped and whispered, “Say goodnight, princess.”



 



With her eyes still tightly shut, in her mind's eye Trish could see her boss clutching the dildo in his hand and smearing a dollop of lube on the plastic head. She anticipated that she was going to get stretched wide. Brooks smacked her ass, hard. “Arch your back for me, girl. Here it comes.”



 



Trish did as instructed. She arched her back and spread her thighs a little more. Suddenly, she felt the head press up against her anxious hole. It felt even bigger than she thought it would.
 There’s no way this big black beast of a toy is going to fit inside me,
 she thought, as Brooks grabbed a hold of her waist. But the boss had readied her enough, and he started to drive forward, pressing the toy into her pussy. The head slid in, and Trish yelled out, but before she got the chance to say a word, Brooks yanked her hips back and speared forward, jamming several inches of the wide shaft right up inside, drilling her.



 



That was when she noticed something different. She wondered briefly if it was just her imagination, but it didn't feel like the toy was made out of plastic. It felt very real, and very fleshy. In fact, she could feel the veins pulse against her inner walls.



 



Brooks snatched the blindfold off her head, and the young woman blinked rapidly, trying to get her bearings back. She swiveled her head around as far as she could, her pulse throbbing in her neck as she tried her best to catch sight of what the boss was actually doing to her.



 



Her eyes widened. Protruding from Brooks’ waist, where his slacks were unzipped, was his enormous, thick cock. The first few inches were buried deep inside her pussy, as the boss’s huge balls twitched and throbbed. Unbelievably, it was indeed way bigger than the black dildo.



 



The boss stood tall on the floor and pumped his hips back and forth like a true stud, slamming her good and hard. Trish’s eyes started to water. The vast head of Brooks’ cock was caressing her g-spot perfectly, and although it hurt somewhat, the pain started to blend into remarkable pleasure.



 



The boss slapped her ass cheeks repeatedly, making them sting. Trish wouldn’t have been able to stop him even if she’d wanted to, because he had grabbed a handful of her hair and was now pounding her like the fertile slut she was. “Good girl. Take what I give. Every last inch.”



 



Trish looked straight ahead, and couldn’t believe her eyes, for there right before her, attached to an old-looking painting of a knight in armor, was the big black dildo. But she didn’t have time to think for long, as Brooks withdrew his cock and said, “Turn around, show me what you’re made of. I don’t just give my seed over. You need to earn it, girl.”



 



Trish did as she was told. She turned around, and backed her ass up, pressing her pink pussy up against the big black helmet, letting it slip into her now very slick hole. She impaled herself on the toy. She started to bounce off it, her juice drizzling onto the desk in girly bows. Brooks hopped up onto the desk on his knees, and with the huge cock in front of her face, she opened her mouth and tried her best to take it in her oral orifice, whilst at the same time fucking herself on the plastic schlong behind her.



 



She just couldn’t believe the situation she had gotten herself into. Here she was, getting spit-roasted by her boss and a fake black dick. After somehow managing to get Brooks' gigantic cock head inside her mouth, she couldn’t help but reach down and work her clit, and it wasn’t long before she felt her pent-up climax start to surface. Her body shook with waves of pleasure, and she came uncontrollably, squirting around the girth and all over Brooks’ office papers.



 



“That’s it, that’s it!” Whispered Brooks with his cock head in her mouth. “My seed still needs to be released.” The boss lay back on the carpeted floor, his raging erection pointing up at the ceiling.



 



Trish crawled forward, allowing the dildo to slip out of her. She got on the floor and straddled him, enabling the mammoth member to enter her once more. She bounced up and down on the ridiculously big cock, Brooks squeezing her buttocks as she rode. The cock slid into her perfectly with every downward motion, and she reached down to steady herself on the big man’s chest as she rode him like a jockey, keen to win the race.



 



She felt the giant sack twitch beneath her, and Brooks moaned loudly, his balls rapidly drawing up. The boss came, pumping blast after blast of rich milk into her pussy, soaking her insides. She felt the hot sperm filling her up, warming her up. She shut her eyes, loving the feel of it swimming inside her.



 



The sperm made their journey, as fast as they could. Trish dismounted the softening shaft and closed her legs, but wasn’t quite able to contain all of it. “Jesus...” was all she could manage.



 



“Ok, we're almost done. Lie on your back!” The boss instructed her. After being so satisfied, Trish thought there was no harm in seeing what the man had in mind now.



 



Fatigued, she lay on her back. She felt used and abused, but had loved every second of it.



 



Brooks straddled her upper body. Hovering above her face, he started to descend down onto her. She looked up, and saw the big meaty balls slowly lower themselves into her awaiting mouth. She mumbled into her mouthful of testicle as her boss tea-bagged her, his hips rising and falling with careful motions.



 



“Mmmm...” mumbled Trish, gasping for air.



 



-----









PAINTING HER SKILLFULLY



 



By



Tess West









S
 usan Watson stood outside the city’s largest art gallery, tapping her foot impatiently. She glanced at the watch on her wrist, and saw that it was exactly 9:50 a.m. The gallery would be opening in ten minutes.



 



Today was quite an important day. Her absolute favorite artist, a painter by the name of Latif Akhtar, was in the city. He was doing some sort of touring exhibit with his most notable works, going from gallery to gallery every week. Today was Monday, so it was the first day of the exhibit at this gallery, and Akhtar would most definitely be there in the flesh to welcome admirers and answer questions. Susan had driven two hours for this, from her tiny little town just north of here. She’d stayed in a nearby hotel the previous night, and woken up unreasonably early to arrive on time. As always, she was ten minutes early. She’d even taken work off for this, though her boss thought she was in bed sick with the flu.



 



Susan’s brown eyes darted up and down the street. The city had come alive over the past hour, pedestrians emerging from their apartment buildings and setting out on foot for the nearest underground station. Some clutched steaming coffees in hand, thick scarves obscuring their faces. Others hurried along with earbuds plugged into their ears, tuning out the world. It was quite interesting to watch the city life pass her by.



 



Susan rubbed one of her wide-set eyes, stifling a yawn. She was a bit shorter than the average woman, capping out at 5’3”. She had a thin body, and was rather pale. Her cheeks and the bridge of her nose were a ruddy shade darker than the rest of her, the result of a slight sunburn. Her hair was light brown, with a few strands of blond, and her nose was small and rounded. She turned her head to scratch at her neck, revealing a small and simple tattoo of a triangle behind her right ear.



 



“Damn it, open already,” Susan muttered to herself. She turned and glared at the front door of the gallery, as if that would make its doors open for her faster. She could see the shadows of employees flickering beyond the glass as they walked back and forth, readying the lobby for its daily stream of visitors.



 



Finally, the front door clicked as it was unlocked. Susan strode forward eagerly and grasped the door handle, pushing it open. She stepped inside the heated gallery and let out a sigh of relief – she had been beginning to lose feeling in her toes, despite them being enclosed in thick padded boots.



 



“Welcome to the Gallery of Modern Art,” a peppy young woman said from behind the counter, beaming at Susan. “You’re right on time.”



 



“I know,” Susan said brusquely, frowning at her. “How much to get in?”



 



The young woman faltered, her smile dissolving into a thin-lipped grimace. “$10, please.”



 



“What a rip off,” Susan muttered, though her heart secretly leapt in excitement as she handed over the money. The woman was still frowning as she handed her back her ticket, and she didn’t bother to say thank you. Instead she rushed into the next room, where a large man was waiting with a security wand in hand. He waved the device all around, over Susan’s front and back and between her legs, before nodding and allowing her to pass.



 



At last, she was here. Susan had been waiting for this for three months, since she’d first found out about Akhtar’s gallery tour. It had seemed too good to be true. Akhtar and his paintings were such an inspiration to Susan, he had been the reason that she had wanted to start painting herself. She wasn’t the best at it, but she did enjoy it. It was a stress reliever, a good way to clear her mind at the end of a long day – and so she painted anyways, even if no one else wanted to see what she created.



 



She found a map of the gallery and practically ripped it open, peering down eagerly. There, on the third floor it was clearly marked: Latif Akhtar Portrait Exhibit. She looked up, eyes searching until she found a sign pointing to the nearest elevator. She hurried over to it and jabbed at the button, staring up at the glowing number above her head and tapping her foot impatiently.



 



Within minutes, she was stepping off onto the third floor. And there it was, stretched before her, a massive room full of Latif Akhtar’s real and actual paintings. They were absolute works of art, massive portrait paintings of everyday, normal people Akhtar had encountered in his life. Each one was a good six feet tall and four feet wide.



 



“Welcome.”



 



Susan turned, and stared. The real-life painter was standing there before her, smiling. The man was quite tall and burly, with dark skin and black hair. He stepped forward and held out his hand to shake, which Susan took tentatively.



 



“I’m a huge fan,” she blurted out. She had planned this moment out, imagined what it would be like and what she would say – but all of that fled her mind in this moment, and she rambled. “I love all of your work. I do painting myself, as a hobby. Just a hobby.”



 



“Really?” Akhtar smiled at her indulgently, inclining his head. “I’m flattered that you’re such a fan of my work.”



 



They spoke for a few minutes longer, before he suddenly made a strange offer. “Would you like to come see my studio? I love to show my process off to young, aspiring painters. I’d be more than happy to show you around. Perhaps do a painting of you, as well?”



 



Susan was star struck at this offer. She stared at Akhtar, completely and utterly floored, and after a moment managed to nod her head the smallest amount.



 



“I... I would be honored.”



 



They made the arrangements for that evening, and as Susan drove over to Akhtar’s house, she couldn’t stop the butterflies from forming in her tummy, images of the great man’s work swirling through her mind in glorious oil paint.



 



When she arrived at the grand old house, she strode up the long driveway to his front door, and taking a deep breath, bravely knocked three times.



 



Akhtar opened the door, and his warm friendly nature instantly put Susan at ease. “Hi, come on in. I was just upstairs in my studio, about to put brush to canvas,” he said jovially.



 



Susan followed the tall man along a long corridor, the walls adorned with magnificent works of art. They walked up a wide, red-carpeted staircase, and Susan followed him into a room. Akhtar shut the door behind them.



 



“This is my studio!” The artist said.



 



“It’s incredible,” said Susan, looking around at the easels and half-finished paintings. It was a dream come true for her to be here.



 



They sat down on the comfy sofa, and Akhtar opened a bottle of red and poured them both a glass. They sipped away, and he asked, “You’re not nervous about this, are you?”



 



Susan looked at the man, slightly baffled. “Nervous about what?”



 



“About posing nude for me,” Akhtar replied, completely straight-faced.



 



Susan’s heart began to flutter. She hadn’t agreed to this. Sure, she had briefly entertained the idea of posing for one of his paintings, but this was the first time he had mentioned her taking off her clothes. But she couldn’t deny the arousal that coursed through her, and nor did she want to.



 



Suddenly, Akhtar looked even more serious, almost stern. “Take off your clothes. Now.” He ordered.



 



As soon as he had said the words, Susan felt her panties getting damp. This was going to happen. She couldn’t leave now.



 



Akhtar made the first move, leaning in and tenderly kissing her on the side of the neck. It felt strange to Susan at first, being kissed by her idol that she had admired for so long. Their hands reached out and caressed each other’s bodies, gently touching and roaming. Before she knew it, their tops were off and there they sat, Akhtar bare-chested and Susan in her bra, her upper body looking remarkably skinny compared to the artist’s beefy torso.



 



Akhtar unhooked her bra. His mouth went down and began to suck on Susan’s erect nipples, gently nibbling and playfully biting each one in turn, as she felt frustrated need burn deeply from within her. When he was done, she returned the favor by lightly squeezing his chest, knocking the big pecs from side to side, making them wobble and flex.



 



Akhtar’s hand reached down and undid Susan’s jeans, which along with her knickers, were pulled down and discarded onto the rug. Susan parted her legs. His hand keenly touched her pussy, his soft fingers expertly working her as his thumb flicked over her clit. He outstretched his middle two fingers and proceeded to tease her pussy, stroking her button as he did so.



 



She was more turned-on than she ever had been in her life, and she moaned softly while her tight snatch was being tenderly fingered. Akhtar undid his own jeans and pulled them down along with his silky boxers, which were thrown on top of Susan’s knickers to make a heap on the floor. He sat back on the couch and let the young woman feast her eyes on his huge cock and balls, which throbbed in the soft lighting. His sack looked heavy and full, and Susan keenly reached down to cup them in her hand, whilst her other wrapped around his thick girth. She couldn’t believe she had her hand around such a monumental cock, and she worked her slim wrist up and down the length speedily, it being so thick that she had to jack him half-handed.



 



Susan rubbed her thumb over Akhtar’s cock head, making sure to apply the perfect amount of pressure to the pulsating tip. Akhtar stood up, and she was able to take in the full sight of his naked body for the first time.



 



His body was hulking and muscular, his thick thighs rippling and flexing. He gave her a cheeky smirk, and his huge cock sprung up in the air, angry and ready. His massive balls hung below, and looked as full as humanly possible, about ready to burst.



 



Susan gazed at him in awe, all her inhibitions gone. She dropped to her knees like a hungry college slut, and crawled to where Akhtar stood. She spiritedly sucked on his cock head, so big that she could barely fit her lips on it. She sucked away, before intuitively licking down the length of his shaft to his ridiculously full balls. She worked her way up and down the shaft, using her soft lips to wank him with her mouth, getting the wide length shiny and wet. She traced her tongue round and round the ridge of the head, before focusing her attention to the slit and trying to lick up as much of the pre-cum as she could. The raw, musky taste of it was having an incredible effect on her, and she sucked it down and gulped hard. She continued to suckle on the big dick, opening her mouth as wide as she could to allow the throbbing beast all the way into her throat, almost gagging on it. This was the first cock she’d had in her mouth since college, and she soon realized that she’d been missing out. She closed her lips and vacuumed her cheeks in, bobbing her head up and down like a BobbleHead toy, sucking on it as best she could.



 



Susan stuck out her tongue, as the artist wanked himself vigorously over her face, longing to release the pre-cum from his pent-up balls. She flicked her tongue over the shiny helmet, and Akhtar drizzled his pre-cum, sticky ribbons trickling all over her face, painting her with luke-warm snail-trails.



 



Now fully taking charge, the artist motioned for the young woman to get on the couch. There they lay, head to toe, Akhtar on the bottom with Susan clambering on top to create a 69. They promptly licked at each other, lapping and swallowing. As Akhtar tongue-probed her tight pink hole, Susan was struggling with the man’s massive cock, which slid right into her mouth, making her choke and splutter. She slid the dick in and out of her mouth, while he flicked his tongue over her clit. The sensation of the artist’s tongue on her nub whilst sucking on the massive dick was almost too much for Susan to take, and she almost came right there and then.



 



Akhtar withdrew his tongue from her aching pussy, and as Susan’s climax simmered she buried her face deep into the artist’s sack, panting and kissing him intimately. She dismounted and heard him say, “I’m going to pump you deep.”



 



Akhtar got up. It was time. There the artist stood, a vision of true power. Susan watched as his big prick seesawed up and down, totally throbbing.



 



She got on her hands and knees on the couch, and pushed her perfect ass in the direction of the artist. Akhtar stood to the side of her, and helped her in arching her back, encouraging her to stick out her ass. He gave her twin globes a hearty slap, his manly hand making a big clap as he smacked it down forcefully. “Get ready, girl!”



 



The artist didn’t waste any more time. He was eager to plunge his cock deep, so he stood at the side of the couch as Susan backed her ass up. Her tight pussy looked so pink and inviting from behind, and he pressed his cock head up against her. Something deep inside Akhtar’s soul roared, and he drilled his rigid tool deep into her snug orifice, impaling her and making her yell at the top of her lungs. “Fuck yeah! That’s it. Screw me good and hard,” Susan begged, and Akhtar really went for it.



 



He thrust his hips back and forth rampantly, deliberately slapping his huge balls against Susan’s clit, causing the young woman to yelp with pleasure. The artist took great pride in watching his thick girth disappear into her folds, as his balls whacked her every time. He pulled out almost all the way before slamming back in, pummeling her with intent and loving the sensation of her slick snatch gripping his shaft so tightly. He held onto her hips as he picked up speed, his muscular thighs rippling as he bucked his hips back and forth, spearing her viciously on his stick. Her moans and wails of pleasure were music to the artist’s ears, who didn’t let up for a second, relishing the sensations and living in the moment. “That’s a great sight,” acknowledged Akhtar.



 



Susan reached down and furiously worked her clit while he carried on penetrating, and it wasn’t long before she felt her climax begin to surface. She shrieked like an animal and squirted all over the place, quite possibly ruining the artist’s expensive-looking couch.



 



Akhtar withdrew from her aching hole, and Susan speedily spun round to take it in her mouth, keen to swallow her own juicy flavorings from the meaty shaft. “We’re not done yet,” he said.



 



“Ok,” said Susan, and got on all fours again, presenting her peachy ass to him, ready and waiting.



 



Akhtar stood by the side of the couch, whilst pushing Susan’s face into the couch cushions, forcing her to arch her back further. He got on his knees behind her, and nudged the tip of his cock up against her pussy once again. It was still tight, but the pre-cum on his helmet made things easier, and with one aggressive hip-thrust, the big man was able to penetrate her again, and slid all the way back inside.



 



She gasped loudly and thrashed her head back as Akhtar nailed her. He grabbed hold of her hair and pulled her head back firmly, whilst he put one foot up on the couch arm to get better leverage, clearly enjoying being balls deep in the fleshy young rump.



 



Susan glanced to the side and saw his huge chest flex as he pumped her, and she held onto the couch for dear life, the whole room seeming to shake and tremble. It was Akhtar’s turn to cum, and he reached down to cradle his own tightening nuts, as Susan felt the girth throb deep inside her.



 



The artist was at a point of no return, slamming away, and as Susan clenched her teeth, Akhtar gasped, “I only take young ladies bareback... and there’s no way I’m going to stop...”



 



The artist let out one final animalistic cry, his balls drawing up as he came. He shot jets of thick, milky seed deep inside Susan’s body, flooding her insides. His sperm swam speedily, impatient to reach their destination.



 



Susan turned around and sat down on the couch, opened her legs wide and looked down as the spooge dripped from her. Akhtar stood above her and milked the last drop of his semen onto her eager tongue, which she gulped down hurriedly, licking her lips.



 



“That was the best exhibition I’ve ever seen.” Said Susan. “You sure paint like a pro.”



 



“Yes, I’m pleased with my efforts. Today was one of my better efforts, in fact,” said Akhtar.



 



Susan felt great. Her adventure into discovering more about her favorite artist was complete, and at last she felt warm and full.



 



-----









MAKING THE TEAM
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Tess West









W
 ith a heavy sigh Candice slouched into the battered red couch. The furniture in the common room of her dorm was always in a state of general disrepair, as it seemed the freshmen who made up the inhabitants of Hamil Hall did not like having nice things. She rested her bag on the floor beside her, and digging into it she pulled out her biology book with the intent of studying it. She spent barely five minutes reading it before slamming it closed in a huff. Angrily she tossed the book on the coffee table, where it landed with a surprisingly loud bang.



 



“Woah girl, everything alright?” Candice’s closest friend at the school, Erica, walked up with a concerned look on her face.



 



Candice grimaced. “No. I’m screwed. I got a call from my mom this morning. Dad got laid off yesterday, with no severance or anything. And Mom, she can’t pick up any more hours at the plant. So she said they wouldn’t be able to afford spring tuition. And unless Dad gets another job soon, the fall will be out too.”



 



“Damn, that blows. I’m really sorry to hear that.”



 



“Yeah,” Candice said, gesturing to her biology book. “It makes it hard to focus on something like finals. I mean, what’s the point if I won’t be able to come back. I can already see how it’ll happen. I’ll go back home and get a job to help out. One thing will lead to another, and I’ll never set foot in here again. I swear, my hometown is like a tar pit… you
 never
 get out.”



 



Erica reached out and grabbed Candice’s shoulder. “Look, you got out once, if the worst comes to the worst and you have to go home, you can do it again. But look, maybe you can find another way. Could be there are some scholarships you could apply for. Or maybe a job that will pay well enough - if you got on a payment plan with the school, you could work it out. Just got to stay positive, girl. Don’t give up yet. Definitely don’t give up on finals, you throw them out the window, may as well just stay at home and not bother coming back.”



 



Candice nodded reluctantly. “I know you’re right. And don’t worry, I’ll keep studying. It’s just a lot to process, you know? Especially this close to the end of the semester. Had this come earlier in, I would have had more options. It’s tough.”



 



Erica switched her pack to her other shoulder. “It is. You know, anything I can do to help, anything at all, just let me know. I’ll keep an eye out for jobs and stuff for sure, you know that. But first things first, you should go see the financial aid department. Maybe you can get a loan or something?”



 



“Yeah,” said Candice. “I hadn’t even thought of that, which shows how messed up this whole thing has me. I think I’ll go do that now. Want to meet up later, have a coffee?”



 



Erica grinned broadly. “Sure thing.”



 



 



Candice sat in the plush chair, tapping her fingers nervously against her leg. Across the desk from her the financial affairs officer was looking over his transcripts, to see what help the school could possibly provide. The man was leaned back, silently looking over everything. It had been like this for several minutes now, and Candice was growing anxious.



 



The man cleared his throat. “I see your grades here. Not bad, but not really where they need to be for most scholarships.”



 



Candice got a sinking feeling in her gut. She was desperate to avoid loans, even if she could get them.



 



“That said, they would easily be good enough for an athletic scholarship. I see here you played Lacrosse in high school. Girls’ Championship team.”



 



“Yes sir,” answered Candice.



 



The man set the papers down and looked at her. “You see the school has decided to start a girls’ Lacrosse team. Tryouts are this week and next, in fact. And there will be a few scholarships offered. Might I suggest that? In the interim, we will get you a loan application in, see where that gets us. Just in case.”



 



Candice practically ran from the office, she was so elated.



 



 



She spent most of the morning out on the field knocking the rust off her skills. She had been spending every moment that she wasn’t studying or in class out there, readying herself for tryouts. All the while she had been noticing the man she hoped would be her future Coach watching her. Coach Rawlings was a large man, not fat, but heavily muscular. He was black, and big and intimidating, without ever having to yell. He was the sort of authoritative man that folks would shut up and listen to.



 



Her actual tryout was scheduled for that afternoon, and she was fairly worried. Candice hoped she would be able to perform up to her abilities, but Rawlings made her nervous. She just wasn’t used to a Coach that didn’t scream and shout. It was much harder to read when you were dealing with a man like that, harder to adjust to fit what was needed.



 



She had a good sweat going, so she decided to head for the locker room and grab a shower and cool off. She planned to throw on fresh clothes for the tryout, and thought she might even hit the sauna for a bit to loosen up her muscles.



 



The locker room was nice, being the female soccer team’s during the fall, but they had all but completely cleared out for the end of the semester. Shrugging out of her shirt, she sat down on a bench and unlaced her shoes. Just in her shorts and sports bra, she picked up her shower gel and towel and walked into the shower room.



 



The room was huge, with several open showers scattered along the far wall. She placed her bottle of gel down on one of the adjacent benches, walked over to one of the showers, turned the steel handle and hopped back. Almost instantly, hot water began pouring down in a steady burst, narrowly missing her. She walked back over to the bench, unhooked her bra and slipped down her shorts and underwear, before plonking them down on top of the bench.



 



The room was already filling with steam, a thin layer of condensation forming across the large mirrors. With her gel in hand, Candice made her way back over to the shower, and put her hand under the cascade.



 



“Just right,” she said to herself softly, and stepped under the warm water.



 



She held out her palm and squeezed a generous dollop of gel into her hand, placed the bottle down on the white tiled floor and began to rub her hands together, working up a frothy mass of soapy bubbles. She lifted her arms and washed under her pits, the white suds creating a miniature whirlpool in the drain at her feet.



 



Another generous squeeze followed, and she washed the soothing liquid over her perky breasts and flat stomach. She ducked her head under the falling water and closed her eyes, letting it crash down over her head. For that moment, she suddenly felt her nerves about the tryout almost disappear. It marveled her how water always had that kind of soothing effect on her. But as her eyes were tightly shut and she enjoyed the moment alone, she heard a deep voice come from over her shoulder.



 



“Hey, got a minute to talk?”



 



Stunned, Candice abruptly swiveled her head, her eyes wide and her bare ass cheeks clenched.



 



It was Rawlings, his bulk leaned up against the doorway, dressed in a t-shirt and a pair of shorts, his football shoulder pads still on.



 



What the hell is he doing in here?!



 



Candice gulped. “Uh yeah, sure… I guess. What’s up?” she said, suddenly very conscious of the fact that she was naked, her hands hurriedly moving down to cover her groin and breasts, turning to face the Coach.



 



Rawlings stepped into the room, and leaned his back against the wall, opposite to where she was standing. “Look, Candice. It’s your tryout in about an hour’s time, as you well know, and I just want to make sure that you’re fully prepared. I mean, there’s a lot
 riding
 on this, after all.”



 



“Ummm, yeah. I’m fully prepared. I think.” Said Candice, not feeling so relaxed anymore, the worries of her tryout and the presence of the big man in front of her playing heavily on her mind.



 



She watched as the Coach’s eyes traveled down from her upper body to her right hand, which was covering her nether region. Candice couldn’t deny the arousal that was heightening under her hand-shield. She managed to switch the shower off with her elbow, stepped out from under it and side-stepped over to the bench, where she grabbed her towel with her left hand and wrapped it around herself. The Coach’s eyes didn’t leave her for a second.



 



“
 Fully
 prepared?” Rawlings asked, his tone more serious.



 



“What are you playing at?” Candice asked nervously.



 



“Uh uh. Not so fast, girl. The question is, what are
 you
 playing at?”



 



“Nothing...” She tried to say more but no words would come out.



 



“Cat got your tongue? Well, maybe this will get you talking.”



 



Rawlings took off his shoulder pads and t-shirt, revealing his beefy chest, broad shoulders and ripped stomach. He flexed, and his upper body seemed to almost double in thickness and mass.



 



As Candice gazed at the muscle stud, she felt herself getting wet underneath her towel.



 



He pressed her against the changing bench, and leaned over her. His body was strong and hot against her. “You've never been deflowered, have you, girl?”



 



“No,” Candice gasped as the Coach traced the outside of her ear with his long, warm tongue.



 



“Well, I’m going to take care of that for you.”



 



Her breath quickened as the Coach’s thick tongue followed her cheek down to the side of her neck, grazing her soft skin with the enamel of his teeth, teasing her. “It's playtime.”



 



Candice tumbled back onto the wide bench, and Rawlings straddled her lap. She felt his hot breath on her, his tongue moving south. She was getting soaked, without touch. He undid her towel and tugged it down over her hips. He lifted her legs up and rested them on his broad shoulders.



 



“Jesus!” she yelled as he breathed on her sex, sniffing her tight and ready pussy. He slid a long finger up and down the length of her lips, making her arch her back. At the same time, he moved his torso up and flicked his tongue over one of her rock hard nipples. She moaned and writhed as she was touched and teased by the older hunk. He spread her legs wider and traced his fingertip along the length of her pussy again, before licking his lips and looking at her. “Coach!” Candice gasped. “Oh, Coach, sir... fuck.”



 



Rawlings carried on licking and sucking at her nipples, moving from one to the other. He stood up straight, undid his shorts and yanked them down along with his boxers, exposing his huge, stiff black cock. Candice gazed at it, and reached out to touch its smooth, hard length, playfully squeezing the full balls. Rawlings let her caress it with her fingers before bringing it close to her mouth. Candice licked at it as best she could from her position on the bench.



 



“So, girl, ready to get filled?”



 



“God, yes!” she breathed heavily. Although she wasn’t sure if she could take much more, the heat of the shower room making her head spin.



 



“Well get ready to give yourself over to me completely, and without question!”



 



He stepped over to where her head was resting. He climbed up on the bench, placed a foot either side of her head, straddled her face and lowered his balls till they were just above her mouth. Candice knew what he wanted. She opened her mouth and let him lower his balls past her lips, tea-bagging her. She slurped and suckled at the hefty sack, and reached up to get a hand on his cock. She stroked his shaft as she gobbled his balls, hearing him groan from above.



 



At the same time, the Coach reached out and caressed her breasts, massaging her upper body. She was so overwhelmed with lust that at first, she didn't realize Rawlings had squirted lotion in between her tits. He started rubbing and tweaking her nipples, rolling them in between his large fingertips, making her moan and groan louder into her mouthful of balls.



 



“God, girl! I want to hit it from behind,” Rawlings stated.



 



The balls Candice had been sucking were pulled away, and Rawlings hopped off the bench. She groaned, feeling empty and longing to be used.



 



Rawlings walked over to the shower, and leaned back against the wall, his throbbing cock swaying from left to right, pulsing and in need of some more attention. Candice got on her knees and crawled over to him, her face level with the Coach’s straining shaft. She took the cock head in her mouth as best she could, the helmet so vast that it was a struggle, but with a bit of perseverance the head popped inside her gob, and away she sucked. He grabbed her head and tucked his fingers underneath her chin so he could move her head up and down on his cock, the long pole hitting the back of her throat and making her gag. It didn’t help matters when Rawlings pinched her nose, nose-plugging her, making her splutter and gasp, her eyes watering. He let her off his dick for a breath of air, but no sooner had she taken a deep inhale than she was presented with her Coach’s huge sack. She sucked on his nuts one at a time, moving from one to the other, the pair being too big and heavy to take them in her mouth all at once. She lightly grazed her teeth up and down the meaty contours of his balls, giving the big man incredible sensations of pleasure and pain.



 



Rawlings lay down on the floor, his massive prick sticking up in the air, pointing to the ceiling. Candice climbed aboard, swinging her leg over the Coach’s wide hips and straddling him like a racehorse. She lined the cock head up with her tight pussy and sunk down on it, Rawlings grabbing hold of her hips and guiding his rod towards the tight target. It wasn’t an easy fit, but the strength of his arms pulling her down on his cock did the trick, and in it popped. Candice started to ride up and down on his dick, her legs tightly gripping him as she bounced, strong hands reaching round to grasp and slap her ass with every downward movement. She raised herself up until just the tip of his cock was inside her before slamming back down, letting the big man bottom out in her tight snatch.



 



The Coach pushed her off him, turned her around and pressed her face-first against the wall. She tried to grip at the slippery tiles as Rawlings got closer, breathing on her neck and running his hands up and down her ass and the back of her thighs. She shivered, and waited in anticipation as he grabbed her hips. He lined his cock up with her pussy from behind, held her tightly and thrust forward, spearing her on his massive member. Candice screamed, this new angle feeling amazing, the crown of the man’s big dick dragging across her sweet-spot just right. She threw her head back and closed her eyes, her fingers slipping against the cold wall. Rawlings picked up speed and rammed her hard and fast, making sure to get every last inch of his cock inside her before sliding almost all the way out, and slamming back in again, his massive balls whacking her every time. He reached up and grabbed her hair, pulled it back and breathed on her neck, grunting and rutting like a wild animal. Candice was so aroused and lost in the moment, her breasts pressing up against the wall, the heat from the steamy room making her feel dizzy. Rawlings brought his hand down on her right ass cheek, spanking her hard. She yelped at the feel of the sting, and he pulled his hand back before slapping her cheek again, harshly and with authority. Several more slaps followed, the girl moaning and squealing with every strike. The Coach moved onto the left cheek, his open palm making a satisfying clapping sound against her flesh, his dick still stuck deep. He gave her a good spanking with both hands, slapping her cheeks hard as he screwed her, Candice’s firm, fleshy seat wobbling with every open-palmed slap.



 



Just as she thought she couldn’t take it anymore, Rawlings withdrew and said, “Kid, you're going to get shafted harder than one girl can handle.” He frogmarched her back over to the bench and bent her over it. “There you go. Now, get ready.”



 



He spread her thighs again, and lined himself up with her pussy. He drove in deeply with one thrust, fully penetrating her. She screamed loudly as she felt the Coach stretching her wide. This was exactly what she wanted, as she felt him inside her, hot and hard. She was so wet with arousal that he pumped in and out perfectly. She found herself begging for more. “Do me harder,” she pleaded.



 



Rawlings obliged, and placed the soles of his feet up on the bench, so he could hit it from above. From this angle he was able to get incredible leverage, expertly angling his slick stick and slamming into her steadily with hard, powerful thrusts. The angle felt amazing for Candice too, he was hitting her just right, her pussy aching and tingling. She opened her mouth to yell while the Coach pounded her hard from behind.



 



His cock was so thick, and it stretched her so good. She almost screamed, but as he fucked her rhythmically, she adjusted to the wide girth. He was slick with his pre-cum, and it made things a lot easier.



 



Abruptly, Rawlings grunted and gripped her hips tighter, his thick thighs shaking against her. Before long he was panting into her ear, his big chest pressed up against her back. He reached around and flicked her bean. She couldn’t take it any more as she was pushed over the edge, her inner walls clamping down on the thick girth inside her and milking it. Candice squirted around the shaft, strings of gush spraying all over the changing bench and little specks of it hitting the floor. Rawlings came seconds after, and she felt pulse after pulse of hot, creamy spunk shoot into her young body. The Coach totally emptied himself into her. It was such an incredible feeling, being filled so hard. She was so full of cum that she could feel it trickling down the insides of her thighs, dripping out of her. She felt totally used, and loved every second of it.



 



Candice was pretty much spent, having been slammed so rampantly. She sat down on the bench.



 



“You're a good student,” Rawlings said. “You took my cock like a pro. You enjoyed that, didn't you?”



 



“God yes,” she said, in a fog of pleasure.



 



&quot;Good job, kid. And guess what?&quot;



 



“What?”



 



“You passed!”



 



-----
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T
 he sun spilled over the beach like a tropical drink that had tipped off a tiki bar. Amber light suffused each grain of sand with a little bit of energy, warmth that would leach away as soon as the sun dipped beneath the ocean for the night. Larissa felt the warmth under her feet as she jogged down the beach. Her breath sounded loud to her, she could feel it rumble through her chest. She could feel her heart hammering behind her ribs, proof of her body’s exertions.



 



She loved this feeling of her blood pounding in her veins and the warmth rising from her skin, connecting with the cool evening air. Larissa dodged some seaweed washed up on the shore and felt her feet sink in the retreating surf. The water splashed up around her calves. Her target was in sight, the next stop on the outdoor gym.



 



Climbing up onto the pull-up bar, she hooked her hands around the well-worn metal and began to count. She felt the initial strain in her muscles as she pulled her body up and down. Larissa knew she was vain. She liked watching the movement of her muscles under her skin, a powerful movement that brought her towards the sky and back towards the earth. Over and over again, as the pull-ups grew into the dozens and to her goal of fifty. As she dropped back down into the sand she could feel the strain in her muscles, from her shoulders to the tips of her fingers. A warm burn. The feeling of being alive, young, and strong.



 



She stretched for a moment and started off down the beach again for the next stop on the outdoor circuit. She passed a few other people, others taking advantage of the warm sunset and the noise of the ocean pounding against the shore. A gull cried overhead and Larissa looked up at the vast wingspan and white underbelly. The bird accompanied her part way down the beach and veered off towards its brethren hovering around the deck of a restaurant overlooking the water. The electric lights of the buildings cast their own shadows amongst those created by the now rising moon. The sun was holding out, keeping its orange glow just above the horizon.



 



Larissa made it to the sit-up plank and stretched out on her back looking up at the sky. Above her, stars began to show through the blue, peeking out from behind the clouds. She admired it for a moment, feeling the wind cool her sweaty skin before starting her one hundred sit-ups, in sets of ten. The curves of her abdomen moved under her skin, hardening the muscles even further as they clenched and relaxed with each sit-up. Ten sit-ups, twenty, thirty and all the way to fifty. She felt the exercise tingle all throughout her body as she did the final few. She sat for a moment, pulling her arm across her breasts in a stretch. She looked across the darkening beach, watching as others packed up to go to their cars or homes, or retreating into the bars and restaurants up and down, as far as the eye could see.



 



Larissa rolled her neck and shoulders, letting her muscles begin to relax. She got up and jogged over to one of the public water fountains and drank her fill, wiping the moisture off her lips when she finished. She wasn’t ready to go home, not yet. Her eyes found the pier in the distance, half flashing lights fading into darkness where the boats were docked.



 



She began to walk down the beach, enjoying the feeling of the ocean spray kissing her bare arms. The sun finally released its hold on the day and dipped under the water. The beach took on a gray and yellow quality, artificial and natural lights competing for sovereignty over the sand. She untied her sweater from around her waist and pulled it on over her sleeveless top, as the chill became too much and she kept walking, watching the sand more closely now. The water washing up on the shore took all imperfections away. Little water birds chased the waves, snatching up hapless ocean creatures that were tumbled out of their homes.



 



A shell caught her attention and she bent down and picked it up. Its original inhabitant had been plucked out of safety by a bird, but it left behind the white swirls with a purple interior that looked deep and dark in the twilight. She admired it and turned to toss it into the ocean as far as she could. She heard the plunk and smiled. If it hadn’t have been growing so cold, she would have chased the shell’s progress into the waves. Perhaps an earlier start would give her the opportunity to swim. It was a nice thought.



 



Larissa caught motion out of the corner of her eye. She turned and the person slowed, turning to stare at the ocean. It was a man, wearing a sweatshirt with a hood obscuring his face, cut-off sleeves leaving muscular arms exposed. A merman tattoo adorned his upper left arm, the figure holding a trident casually against one shoulder. Like Larissa, this hooded man was walking along the beach without any shoes. It was probably just a coincidence, it wasn’t like others didn’t workout on the beach. She shrugged and continued to walk towards the pier.



 



Despite the thought that she was being ridiculous, she couldn’t shake the feeling that she was being followed. She considered breaking into a run. She could make it look casual, just a simple continuation of her former exercising. However, curiosity was getting the better of her. What did this man want with her?



 



She reached the pier and the sand gave way to salt-worn wood. She padded towards a smoothie stand. It was her normal routine, not wanting to go home after her workout and getting a green smoothie to prolong her time at the beach. Did her follower know this? Instead of going straight for the booth, Larissa ducked in between two of the stands. The man came into view, this shoulder bare of any tattoos, but just as strong. Larissa saw her moment.



 



“Why are you following me?” she asked. The man turned towards her and pushed the hood off his head.



 



Suddenly, Larissa realized that the stranger’s shorts were unzipped. His giant cock was bobbing about out in front of him, stiff and straining, leaking copious strings of pre-cum onto the wooden floor of the pier. The stranger leered at her and gave a lustful sigh, his cock swaying up and down like a seesaw.



 



“Oh, Christ…” Larissa whimpered, suddenly realizing what was going on. “I know what you want.”



 



The stranger reached out and grabbed her.



 



Larissa waited in angst as the stranger slowly fondled her, rubbing his fingers over her ass through her shorts. She arched her back and moaned. The stranger clutched at the edges of her top and tore it away, leaving her with tatters hanging from her.



 



Before long, Larissa realized that the stranger wasn't just fondling her ass. He was doing it in a gentle, rhythmic manner, pressing in steady circles. Gasping and panting, Larissa felt arousal welling up and leaking into her panties. She realized with a strangely warm throb somewhere in her stomach that this man probably wasn’t carrying any condoms.



 



Leaning down, the stranger licked his was down her toned stomach. She shivered. Not ceasing his fondling, the stranger pulled off her sports bra, licked at her nipples and sucked on them. She sighed and became pliant in his grasp. She wanted to please this man, and give him what she knew he wanted.



 



The stranger let go of her, and her eyes traced down the man’s body, all the way to his member, which was now fully erect. She couldn’t believe she was seeing this, but the stranger began massaging his enormous cock and openly masturbating in front of her.



 



Larissa couldn’t get over the size of it. Her mind flashed back to her ex, and as she mentally compared them, there was absolutely no comparison. The stranger’s big tool stood to attention as he gripped it tightly, rubbing the rippling flesh of his shaft. It looked like a beast, ominous, his big balls hanging down beneath him. He began to pick up the pace and jacked his member angrily, as if he hadn’t cum in at least a week.



 



Larissa let out a deep sigh. The stranger caught her gaze, locking eyes with her. Without thinking, Larissa slid a hand into her shorts. She was growing more and more aroused by the second. She took her hand away and breathed in deeply, a pleasurable sensation flowing through her body. She gasped and fell to her knees.



 



The very thing that Larissa had thought was fright had somehow turned into a delirious desire. As the stranger stood tall above her, a cloud of his scent rolled off in waves. Larissa couldn’t help but inhale the delicious waft, and as she did so, she felt something let go inside of her, some seismic shift in her panties. She was beyond moist, her shorts feeling like she had just stepped out of the ocean. Her nipples were rock-hard, and she was close enough to touch the man’s cock. Distantly, she was aware of muffled noise in the background, as people went about their evening, completely unaware of what was going on in Larissa’s reality. Still on her knees, she straightened her back, and came face to face with the long length of cock that stood threateningly before her. Pulsating and smooth, it jutted out, and she reached forward to touch it. As she did, the stranger threw his head back and moaned softly. She continued to explore, caressing and stroking him. It truly was a colossal thing. She put her mouth to the tip and began to suck, the taste of it filling her senses. Her hand slid into her shorts again and she began to desperately touch herself. Her other hand stroked the rippling shaft of the man’s cock while her mouth tended to huge head, opening her jaw as wide as possible and just about managing to get it between her lips.



 



He looked down at her, clearly enjoying the young girl’s warm mouth. Larissa carried on with her worship, kneeling at the virile altar of the stranger’s enormous cock. She went from licking it, to pulling the skin back and forth along the length, and sucking on the head. Thick pre-cum flowed from the tip, and Larissa got below, catching a string of it as it leaked down onto her tongue. She could hear the contented groans of the stranger as she continued to service him.



 



As she flicked her tongue over the head, she realized that there was no denying the need that consumed her. The stranger stepped backwards, robbing her of his dick. He grabbed her by the waist and turned her over with his powerful arms, pulling her shorts and panties down and exposing her round bubble-butt. He lifted her up and held her at waist level, her arms and legs limp and dangling.



 



It seemed that the more Larissa whimpered, the more the blood rushed down to the stranger’s cock. And she was about to be on the receiving end. The man looked down at her with rapt attention, as if preparing himself for the incredibly tight squeeze that was no doubt going to follow. He placed her down on her hands and knees.



 



On all fours with her ass in the air and with the towering man behind her, Larissa felt an eager longing. The whole thing had been so unexpected, unlike anything she had ever experienced before. The stranger rubbed his cock, working it up and down to make it as hard as humanly possible.



 



She reached between her legs and ran her hand over her pussy. It was oil-slicked and slippery, her juices glistening. It was the perfect target for the stranger to bang away at. He pressed the tip against her opening and Larissa took a deep breath and waited.



 



As the head popped inside, Larissa's pussy tightened around it and pulled it in. The feeling was like dangerous fireworks, sudden pain made tolerable by bubbling pleasure that lit up bits of Larissa's mind that had never before been stimulated. The stranger pumped in and out, nailing her furiously, his thick thighs spreading her open and his thick cock filling her up. She felt every angle of the shaft, every degree of its huge circumference touching and rubbing her insides. She gritted her teeth to hold in a scream, whilst the stranger slammed her roughly.



 



Her moans were like music to the stranger’s ears, sounds that sang of suffering, and this only egged him on further. Larissa felt happy, in a funny sort of way, that the stranger had chosen her. And she was proud of herself, that she was taking it, accommodating him and satisfying him. It was obvious that the man was enjoying it, pulling out until just the very tip of his cock was inside before hastily plowing back in.



 



The man pounded her rhythmically yet recklessly, and Larissa could feel the shaft of his cock bulge and twitch as hot blood flowed through it. She could sense he was ready to explode.



 



“Please... hold on a minute...” Larissa begged, desperate for him to keep screwing her until she reached her own climax. She yelped and wailed, the pleasure bringing tears to her eyes and pre-cum to the man’s dick.



 



Now thoroughly enjoying herself, Larissa started to see stars, moaning in pleasure as the stranger slid into her, over and over again. She got busy with one hand between her legs, speedily rubbing her clit while her pussy tried to milk the stranger’s cock as tightly as she could. He pushed her head down as she felt the huge balls swing and slap against her.



 



It was an incredible feeling, having this big man screwing her on the pier. If anyone had asked her beforehand how her evening was going to turn out, she would never in a zillion years have been able to foresee this. She pounded back on the stranger’s cock, her moans becoming loader and the buzzing in her ears intensifying.



 



The huge stick felt like it was expanding inside her, hard and throbbing. The stranger reached his arms up high and groaned, a triumphant sound of release and satisfaction. His cock pulsed and jerked, as ribbons of cum shot into Larissa’s body, like party-poppers at a birthday party.



 



Still not done, he stayed balls-deep and began to move her up and down on it, like he was polishing a treasured brass object. Larissa was a writhing, gasping wreck. Her face was pressed against the wooden flooring, still skewered on the stranger’s huge cock, as she felt the final pulses of semen spurt into her, her pussy milking it dry. That was when her climax finally hit her. With the head pressed up against her g-spot, Larissa came. The scent of sex was all around her. The walls of her pussy squeezed the girth through her orgasm. She let out a shrill moan as another wave of pleasure flowed through her. She almost lost consciousness. The stranger gave a contented gasp and pulled all the way out, Larissa collapsing into a heap on her stomach, thick white goo leaking out of her snatch.



 



As she lay there, panting for air and trying to recover, the man zipped up and casually strolled off down the pier, his job complete. In her dreamy state, Larissa hoped she’d bump into him again sometime.



 



-----
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T
 he keys clinked in Zara’s pocket, and to her ears the sound reverberated off the walls. She had always expected prisons to be loud. Then again, when she had been sitting in her criminal justice classes at the community college she didn’t think she would be working the night shift.



 



Graduation had come so soon and she was grateful for the job, but she wished it wasn’t so quiet. Her dad always said silence gave him too much room to think. “You fill the space up with thoughts of nothing.” Dad always said.



 



Zara put her hand into her pocket, closing his fingers over the shifting keys and trying to make herself more comfortable in her chair. She watched the monitors on the wall, the glow of the green night vision making her feel like she was deep underwater. Paperwork ruffled underneath her elbows as she rested her chin on her hand. The day staff was fond of leaving them things to keep busy with at night.



 



Zara let herself get lost in the images of doors and hallways. Since she was new they had put her with the least dangerous criminals. However, one didn’t go to prison for just anything. Zara could pull up a prisoner’s file with a keystroke on the computer. She had learned as much as she could.



 



The door bursting open sent her flying up out of her chair, jumping for something to defend herself with. The first weapon her hand landed on was a stapler. It didn’t even occur to her to reach for any weapon on her belt.



 



“Whoa, kid, you need to learn to relax.”



 



Clutching at her chest, Zara willed her heartbeat to slow. It was just Rennard. He was the other night guard on the ward and Zara couldn’t remember his first name. The departing day guards called the man Rennard, he signed his reports Rennard, and the bosses had introduced him as Rennard. He was not a small man. Between his six foot height and body builder physique, he was black and hard to miss. 
 How can he be so stealthy?
   Zara thought.



 



“You surprised me.”



 



Rennard smiled. “Considering that you were ready to beat me with a stapler, I figured that was the case.” He pointed at the object still held in Zara’s hand.



 



She felt the heat rise in her cheeks and was grateful for the darkness of the monitoring booth. “I uh…”



 



“We don’t exactly work with the inmates who would stab you with a pen as soon as look at you. If any of the more dangerous prisoners escaped they would have to come down the back corridor.” He pointed at the security monitors. “You’d see if that happened.”



 



Rennard dropped into his seat on the opposite side of the booth from Zara. He pulled a candy bar from his pocket and the crinkle of the wrapper filled the room.



 



“Does the back corridor lead to the breakroom?” Zara asked.



 



Rennard nodded.



 



“How would they even get in there?” She added.



 



Rennard’s large shoulders lifted in a shrug. “Same way you or I would. Just takes a few doors. But like I said, we don’t work with that sort.”



 



Zara settled back into her chair, trying to get her mind back on the monitors and the reports. During training she’d been shown a map of the cell blocks and the guard corridors. 
 If someone was clever enough…
   she stopped that line of thought. It was bad enough being in the darkened prison without thinking of serial killers or mob assassins wandering the hallways with stolen keys.



 



Rennard chucked the candy wrapper towards the trash can near Zara’s feet. It soared right in, without even hitting the side of the can. He got up. “I’ll be out on patrol. You can get me on the radio if you need anything. Feel free to take a break in a while if you want, just lock up the booth.”



 



Zara swore she could detect a scent in the air, but couldn’t quite place it. She shifted in her seat, trying her best to get it out of her mind.



 



“Okay.” She watched him as he walked down the corridor and unlocked a door, disappearing into one of the side hallways that another guard was watching on a glowing green monitor.



 



Was that movement in camera three?
   She stared at it for a moment. Her eyes twitched violently and she squeezed them shut. Zara glanced at the clock. It was 2 a.m. She’d been on her shift for four hours. A break would be good.



 



Locking the door behind her she headed down the corridor toward the breakroom. She considered what she would get from the vending machine. The hallways of the prison were plain, devoid of ornamentation beyond employee safety posters. The lighting was dimmed for the night, the safety lights creating a blue glow. The flickering of the television spilled into the hall. Zara jumped slightly, someone was sprawled on the breakroom couch. The man raised an eyebrow, unimpressed.



 



“You’re the new girl, right?” asked the guard sitting on the couch. Zara couldn’t remember his name.



 



“Yes, that’s me.”



 



The man made small talk as Zara got a bag of crisps from the vending machine. She muttered the standard answers. The guard finished his break and headed back out on his own patrol. She could hear a door clicking farther down the hallway as the guard went back to work. She switched off the TV, not interested in the late night infomercial. The building groaned and creaked, small sounds echoing into the room from the corridor.



 



The coffee was a little bland, but she felt it would help. As the liquid splashed into her cup she felt the ache of her bladder. Drinking the cup would have to wait. The click of the mug on the counter was accompanied by a click of something in the hallway. 
 A door opening?
 She stuck her head into the hallway, but she couldn’t see anyone. Her ears pricked up. 
 Were those footsteps?
   She listened, but didn’t hear anything more.



 



Get it together, it was probably just my imagination.  I need to get to the bathroom.



 



Gathering her courage, she walked into the hallway towards the facilities. Her eyes strained against the blue light of the hall, but nothing seemed amiss. She swung the door to the bathroom open, and was greeted by dark. She groped along the wall near the door for a light switch, her mind creating scenarios of someone grabbing her arm in the darkness making her pulse pound.



 



The room flooded with light when she found the switch. As a precaution she decided to check every stall. That wasn’t paranoid, it was prepared. At least that was how she rationalized it. She would just get her business done with quickly and head back to the booth with its locked door and security screens.



 



She finished as quick as she could and was startled by how loud the flush sounded. It was as she was washing her hands that she realized anyone could have heard that and known she was in there. 
 Those footsteps… someone could have used the flush as cover to come inside the bathroom! Or be waiting for me in the hall! What if that guard in the breakroom wasn’t a guard at all!?



 



She turned the water off and prepared herself for re-entry to the hallway. She flicked off the lights, plunging herself into darkness, convincing herself that if there was someone there, she could have the upper hand with the element of surprise. Taking a deep breath she swung the door open, only to have it filled with a hulking figure.



 



It was Rennard.



 



The big man reached out and flicked the light switch back on. Zara backed into the bathroom as Rennard stepped forward, causing gooseflesh to crawl over her. That was when she smelled it. Like a musk, an almost ancient smell. Something in her recognized it even as her brain and senses tried to deny it. Unconsciously, Zara felt a throb in her underwear. The smell, overwhelming a moment ago, was becoming sweet and cloying to her in a strange way. She breathed in deeply. An electric tingle flowed to her nipples and pussy. She gasped. The pheromones coming from Rennard flooded her system and she fell to her knees on the hard bathroom floor. The pheromones were all around her, she was almost gagging in its strength.



 



Rennard closed the bathroom door. The pair were alone.



 



Zara’s eyes watered, and she slipped a hand into her workpants and underwear, falling forward onto her forearm. Her ass was in the air, covered by the thin material of her trousers. Her stomach touched the cold floor as her uniform shirt rode up to the bottom of her bra. Rennard walked round to the back of her, his footsteps heavy in his leather boots. Zara turned her head as her hand found her clit and began working it. She saw it. Rennard had unzipped. Huge, throbbing, pulsing and black. Zara knew the scent had to be coming from this alpha male, this hulking beast of a man. It both enthralled and aroused her. On the white floor, she could see the shadow swinging between Rennard’s enormous legs.



 



With a catlike suddenness he was on her, ripping down her workpants and white panties. Rennard’s cock was humungous, and Zara gasped as the big man crouched down behind her and slapped it off her ass. He spread her legs as far as they could, her muscles at their breaking point as he rubbed his cock up and down the length of her crack. As her breath quickened, so did Rennard’s, chiming in with her ragged and hitched grunts. The big man’s grip was feral, his mouth on her neck, holding her to the ground as he pushed the length of his shaft inside her ass cheeks without penetrating her. Zara blacked out.



 



When she regained consciousness, she was sitting on a toilet in one of the stalls, with the seat down. The huge, hung man was standing before her. Rennard stepped forward, and his massive dick bobbed in front of her face. He exhaled loudly, and slapped his mammoth cock across Zara’s face. She opened her mouth as wide as she could and took the head between her lips. The pheromones that had affected her earlier now ran down her throat with each swallow of the man’s pre-cum. She took both hands and began stroking him as she sucked, opening her legs wide and rubbing her ass against the smooth plastic toilet seat. Rennard clutched her head with both big palms as his pre-cum flowed down her neck and into her stomach. It drizzled way more than a regular man and she nearly choked, swallowing out of self-preservation and instinct. Instantly, she was flooded with something that felt like a cross between adrenaline and MDMA, a whirlpool of lust and horniness that made her eyes roll back in her head.



 



She reached out and slid one hand under Rennard’s shirt, her palm rubbing along his ripped abs. She let her hand drift up to his barrel chest, feeling the definition of his muscles.



 



Her hands moved back down and lightly squeezed his cock, making him sigh in the open-doored stall, his hands gripping her hair as she did so. She watched as he unbuckled his belt and pulled his slacks and boxers down to just below his ass, letting his huge balls hang free. Zara tensed slightly, worried about the sheer size of the thing, but she knew she just couldn’t help herself.



 



She circled her hand around the head of his cock, gathering the pre-cum that had been leaking from him and using it as lube to slide her hand up and down his stiff length, flicking her thumb over the slit every time she reached the top.



 



“Oh yes, that’s it…” Rennard breathed, rocking his head back as Zara continued to stimulate him. She looked at what she was doing, loving the sight of her hand running over the big black cock, feeling the vein that ran from the base to the tip, and watching the big man shiver as she did so.



 



Rennard stepped out of the stall and lay on the floor on his back, awaiting the young woman.



 



Moments later Zara was on top of him and straddling his hips, unbuttoning his shirt and bending her head down to lick at his nipples, biting one gently as one hand moved down his body, working his cock, as Rennard’s fingers reached up and found her slick pussy.



 



“Ooooh…” she gasped, arching her back and writhing slightly at the feeling of his large fingers slipping into her, moving gently against her skin, his thumb finding her clit and caressing it lightly. “God, please…”



 



“Please what, girl?” Said Rennard, moving his fingers faster inside her, watching as her cheeks flushed pink and her breasts heaved. He pressed into her further, the young woman squirming over him and building quickly to her climax. She squeezed around his fingers, and Rennard stroked her g-spot, but didn’t let her cum. Breathing heavily, Zara slipped his slacks and briefs all the way down and off, leaving the big man nude from the waist down except for his black boots.



 



“Please continue…”



 



Zara climbed on top of him and straddled him again, lining up the cock with her pussy, but not riding him yet. She slid along the length, making him groan at the sensation of having such a moist snatch in contact with his aching member, and she smiled down at him, feeling in control, seeing as she was the one on top.



 



Rennard crooned and pulled her in closer.



 



“It’s too big. I’m not sure if I can...” Zara started, sounding slightly anxious.



 



“Just relax, girl, you can do it. I know you can.” Rennard said encouragingly, holding onto her hips and guiding her down.



 



Zara nodded and drew in a deep breath, readying herself. She pushed down on the cock head, but despite her self-lubrication and the throbbing shaft of Rennard’s cock, it just wasn’t going to fit. At least not in this position. He gripped her hips tighter and pulled her down forcefully on his cock head, but no luck. Zara’s pussy was way too tight – the head just wouldn’t pop inside.



 



“Jesus Christ...” muttered Rennard, clearly getting impatient.



 



He pushed her off him and frogmarched her over to the sinks, before bending her over one of them. She placed the palms of her hands on the cold tiles before her, and felt the presence of the big man behind her.



 



Rennard leaned over and pressed down hard on the soap dispenser on the wall, the gel squirting down into the palm of his hand. He wasted little time in spreading the cold liquid all over Zara’s pert ass cheeks, which clenched together tightly at the feel of it. He began to work the soap into her buttocks in steady, circular motions, spreading it evenly and carefully across every inch of the young woman’s backside. When he got to the crack, he pulled her cheeks apart and worked it up and down the length of her crack, massaging it down to her little pussy which ached as the large fingers ran over it.



 



Once satisfied with his handiwork, Rennard pushed down on the small of her back, causing her to arch and stick her ass out further. He raised his arm up in the air, and with an open palm, slapped it down hard on Zara’s ass cheeks. His large palm caught her perfectly across both cheeks, causing her to gasp. He spanked her again, this time focusing his attention on the right cheek. Several hard spanks followed, the soap making it sting just that little bit more, before he moved onto the left cheek. After a dozen loud, hearty slaps, he took a step back, and once again massaged her ass, soothing the sting with delicate but hard strokes, kneading the flesh under his hands.



 



He held Zara’s cheeks and lined his cock up with her pussy - she was so wet and yearning from the treatment the man had given her, as well as the adrenaline. She was glad that his fingers had helped her at least a little, because that big dick was going to stretch her to the limit.



 



Rennard breathed against her neck as he held his own shaft with one hand and Zara’s cheeks with the other, letting his dick prod at her pussy. She whimpered and her head fell forward, trying to relax and let him inside.



 



He pushed a couple more times, and suddenly sank into her, making her cry out.



 



“You’re…” Zara closed her eyes as the big man drew out slightly and slid back in slowly, knowing that she needed him to go slowly, at least for the first few thrusts. He did this a few more times, Zara’s palms slipping on the tiles before her, tossing her head back at the sensation of the enormous tool plowing into her from behind. “You’re so frickin’ big!”



 



Rennard placed both hands on her cheeks and spread her as wide as he could, the sight of his dick sliding into her body massively turning him on. He slammed into her, the pumps becoming faster and rougher, and wrapped a hand around the few inches of his thick, throbbing girth that couldn’t fit into Zara’s tight snatch.



 



Zara was now completely wanton, screaming in pleasure as the man rammed into her, over and over again. He steadily pounded her, shoving his cock into her and angling it perfectly as his hand stroked the base of his own dick, moaning loudly.



 



He pushed her head further forward, and she tried to grip at the wall for dear life as he pounded her, his big sack swinging, narrowly missing her clit.



 



Zara lost herself in incredible pleasure. The big tool inside her was hitting her g-spot just right, and had her seeing stars. If anyone had asked how her first week was going to go, she never in a million years would have been able to predict this.



 



She pounded back on the man’s cock, meeting his thrusts halfway, wanting to yell and scream but biting her bottom lift to muffle her cries as best she could. Rennard continued to work his magic, slipping his steel-hard pole in and out of her. He drilled her hard and fast as his thighs tensed and flexed, holding onto her hips as Zara tried her best to hold onto the slippery tiles. He picked up an amazingly fast pace, slamming her hard and very fast with long, rhythmic pumps, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh loud and clear in the bathroom. It wasn’t long before his balls twitched and rippled, signaling his imminent climax.



 



“Oh god...” she gasped, feeling his hand reach around and grab her tits. She flicked her clit, working herself with speed and accuracy.



 



Zara came, squirting around the shaft and onto the floor, some of it splashing up and splattering against the smooth tiles of the wall. She felt the big man’s cum shoot inside her in rich, heavy blasts. Her pussy filled and flooded with his cream, the great cock sloshing cum from her hole as he thrust his final stabs. She couldn’t contain it all, and Rennard watched as the cum started leaking out of her pussy and around his girth.



 



He withdrew, and she flopped to the ground straight away, knackered from the vigorous pounding and the power of her climax. She slumped against the wall as the man stood, his softening cock swaying non-threateningly between his legs.



 



Rennard looked down at Zara’s body. She still writhed a bit, thighs rubbing together in the afterglow of her climax.



 



“I guess it’s safe to say your first week has gone pretty well,” said Rennard, getting dressed. “But I guess I won’t be seeing you for a while. Well, at least for the next nine months.”



 



She watched as Rennard opened the bathroom door and walked back into the dimly lit corridor to carry on with his duties.



 



-----
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“
 Y
 ou ain’t getting in like that, girl.”



 



A bouncer loomed in the doorway to the local nightclub, crossing his thick arms across his burly chest. He looked like he was about to bust out of his black t-shirt, but Jessie could hardly care less.



 



“You’re kidding, right?” she said angrily, her lip curling in disgust. “You’re gonna turn me away because of a damn pair of sneakers?”



 



“Yeah, I am,” the bouncer retorted. “And I don’t have time to argue with a punk girl like you. Change your shoes, and you can get in. Keep arguing, and you’ve got no chance. You’re holding up the line.” The bouncer nodded to the mass of people behind Jessie, all waiting impatiently for their turn.



 



Jessie looked over her shoulder, raising a brow. If she was honest, she couldn’t care less about the other people waiting to get inside either. She wanted to go to the club, and she was going to get in on her own terms. Even she could tell, though, that this bouncer wasn’t going to budge anytime soon.



 



“Fine,” she snapped, taking a step back. “I’ll be back within the hour.”



 



“Better hurry,” the bouncer said, not looking at her and instead nodding and beckoning towards the next person in line. “Doors close in an hour and a half.”



 



Jessie loped away from the club and the long line out front, pretty pissed off. She walked slowly with her shoulders back and hands shoved into her pockets – a sharp contrast from the way she usually slouched down as far as possible.



 



A slim young girl, Jessie had a light complexion and golden blonde hair. Her face was angular and thin, her eyes an unusual green color, and were slightly watery today due to the fact that she was actually wearing contacts to disguise what she thought of as unsightly brown irises. Her nose was cute and upturned, her lips full.



 



She was heading straight for home. Luckily enough she lived just a few blocks from the club, which was why she frequented it so often. This bouncer was new and more strict than the others Jessie had encountered, and it enraged her. How dare this new guy come in and tell her she couldn’t enter the club, the same club she’d spent nights in for the past two months? Jessie shook her head and snorted spitefully as she walked.



 



As soon as she arrived home, she rummaged around in her closet for a suitable pair of shoes. Finally, she found a pair of black dress shoes. She knew that they quite frankly looked ridiculous with her outfit, but now wasn’t the time to be picky. She wrestled them onto her feet and jumped back up, leaving her apartment so quickly that she nearly forgot to lock the door behind her.



 



The walk home had been a good 25 minutes, and the walk back to the club would be just the same. Jessie had spent not even five minutes inside, so she should arrive back just within the hour, as she had said. Although she knew the front door closed at least a half hour after that, she still hurried in the direction of the club, feet flying beneath her. More than anything she just wanted to prove that she was right to that damn bouncer, to prove that she would get back when she said she would. She also wanted to make sure the line wasn’t too long so that she would make it past security before the doors closed.



 



The line was an average length by the time she made it back. Just before she turned the corner she shoved her hands back into her pockets and slowed to a meandering pace, trying to look as uncaring as possible. The bouncer’s eyes passed over her. This place was Jessie’s domain – yet here she was, running around like a chicken with its head cut off because a bouncer told her she wasn’t good enough.



 



Slowly, she approached the front of the line. She watched the bouncer carefully, being sure to look away every time he looked in her direction. She was intent on keeping up an air of not caring, of not giving a damn. Soon enough Jessie was back in front of the bouncer, and she looked at him coolly.



 



“That’s better,” the bouncer said, his gaze tracing its way down Jessie’s body and resting on her footwear. “Just hold out your arms and spread your legs so my female colleague here can make sure you’re not smuggling anything in.” He tapped his foot and waited patiently as Jessie did what she was told.



 



Finally, she was in. Jessie bounded inside, a grin spreading across her face. Her first stop would be the bar, right after a quick detour to the bathroom.



 



She locked herself in a stall, and pulled out her old pair of shoes from the bag she’d brought in with her. She had had them stuffed way at the bottom and wrapped in a small blanket – the bouncer hadn’t suspected a thing. Gleefully, she pulled them out and swapped the shoes.



 



Just as she had told herself, she would get into the club – on her own terms. She put the dress shoes in her bag and made her way towards the bar. It was when she was crossing the dancefloor, however, that she felt a hand grip her shoulder like a vice. She turned, and came face to face with the bouncer.



 



“What did I say about those shoes?”



 



Jessie gulped. The bouncer frogmarched her over to the corner of the dancefloor, and through a door which lead to the back with a sign on it that read: ‘Staff Only’.



 



Jessie found herself in a dingy corridor, alone with the burly bouncer. She couldn’t deny that the big man looked sexy as hell, his muscles so flexed they seemed like they were now ready to split his t-shirt into tattered shreds. She gazed up into his hazel eyes and felt herself getting moist.



 



The bouncer held her hand and ran it over his right pec, letting her feel how big and firm it was before slowly moving her hand down over his hips and up the front of his jeans. He moved her hand towards his groin, and as he guided her palm onto his rigid length, she could feel the warmth radiating from under his jeans. This man was virile, no doubt about it. The bouncer undid his jeans and pushed Jessie’s hand down into his underwear.



 



“Hmmm. That feels nice, girl,” he said as he removed Jessie’s hand and moved her fingers up to her mouth.



 



“Lick them,” he instructed.



 



Jessie licked her fingers and could taste the man’s musky flavor. The bouncer pushed her fingers gently into her mouth and let her suck them.



 



“I watched you today in the street, and you drove me crazy. I had to walk around with a hard-on because of it. Thinking of you made me hot as hell,” the bouncer told her as he put his hand on Jessie’s pussy.



 



He began massaging her through her jeans and as he did she shuddered and gasped, her pussy throbbing. She had never had a muscle stud like this touch her before and it felt incredible. She thought she was going to cum already. The bouncer let his own jeans and boxer shorts fall to the floor, before stepping out of them and kicking them to one side. His cock popped up like a Jack-In-The-Box. It was huge, long and very thick. He looked amazing standing there in nothing but his t-shirt and boots. He undid Jessie’s belt and pulled her jeans down, along with her tight panties. She got to her knees, kissed the tip of the bouncer’s cock and ran her tongue around the head, making the man shiver with delight. She kissed it softly, opened her mouth and slowly lowered her head down onto the rock-hard shaft. She expertly sucked him, and as she squeezed his balls and felt the pre-cum on her tongue she knew he was enjoying himself. She pulled her lips from his cock and held it tight at the base as it throbbed and twitched in her hand, trickling a ribbon of warm pre-cum over her lips. The bouncer jerked his cock, making it drizzle more and more pre-cum over her face, until it finally stopped. Jessie kissed the tip and gazed up into his eyes.



 



“God, you taste good,” she said.



 



“You’re pretty good at this, the way you give yourself over to me,” said the bouncer. “I could tell you were hungry when I saw you earlier in town. You need it, badly.”



 



“I want you to do something about that,” Jessie told him, almost begging, but not wanting to sound too needy.



 



“Oh, I’m going to do something about it. Right here and now,” the big man informed her. “But I’m going to prepare you first.”



 



She was relieved to hear this. The man was so huge and Jessie was so tight that she wasn’t sure she could take such a tool, especially without more foreplay.



 



“Spread ‘em,” the bouncer told her strictly.



 



Jessie turned around, placed her palms on the cold wall and spread her legs, her pert behind facing him. Her breasts lightly pressed against the wall before her, her juices running down the inside of her thigh. She felt the big man’s hot breath on the back of her neck and she clenched her buns, awaiting his next touch.



 



The bouncer traced his tongue along the edge of her ear, all the way down to her neck, before squatting down behind her so his head was level with the young girl’s ass.



 



Jessie felt strong hands on her cheeks as the big man spread her globes wide, revealing her incredibly tight asshole and her juicy young snatch. The big man knew exactly what needed to be done. He kissed her winking pucker, before placing his tongue on her pussy and eating her out from behind, loosening her up. His strong hands remained on her cheeks, keeping them spread wide.



 



“God, that feels so... so... so...” Jessie started, losing herself in the moment.



 



“Shut it.” The bouncer said into her pussy, silencing her. She should’ve known better than to distract the man when he was hard at work.



 



He continued to lick her, up and down the length of her snatch. She let out a moan as the big man concentrated on the task at hand, and as she got wetter and wetter her nipples got stiffer under her top, pressing against the cool wall. He traced his tongue up and down her ass crack, making her gasp and writhe.



 



He slid a finger inside her, feeling how hot and wet she was. Next, he pushed two fingers into her snug pussy and started probing harder and deeper, as he kept her cheeks parted with his free hand. Jessie began gyrating and grinding down onto his fingers to get them as deep as she could, her pussy now awash with her juices. The bouncer’s cock was now throbbing and ready, eager for some action. He stood up and positioned himself, pushing the tip of his cock towards her opening. He wrapped his arms around her waist and started pulling her onto him. Her eyes widened as she felt the head pop inside, followed by several hard inches of shaft. His cock felt so big and stiff, and she screamed as it went deeper and deeper, spreading her pussy wider and wider, filling her up. The man reached up and under Jessie’s top, grabbing her nipples and tweaking them, sending a shiver down her spine. He thrust his hips back and forth, pounding the young girl as his heavy balls slapped against her.



 



The bouncer really picked up speed, his boots gripping the floor like glue as he pummeled his hips rampantly, sliding every inch of his ridiculously big cock right up into Jessie’s warm body, their hitched breathing intertwining as they went at it like rabbits. She had never felt so full before, so complete, as the big man angled his massive shaft, hitting her sweet spot expertly, making her throw her head back. The big man rained down a couple of playful slaps upon her ass, the clap of palm against flesh reverberating between the narrow walls and the sting heightening her arousal no end.



 



“That’s it... that’s it...” the bouncer whispered into her ear, as he held onto her hips and pumped her like it was his last day on earth. His thighs bulged, the muscles on them rippling while his calves flexed. “Take it, girl... take it...”



 



Jessie was so lost in the moment that when the bouncer slowly withdrew his length, inch by inch, she momentarily completely forgot where she was.



 



“I’m going to mount you,” the bouncer told her, forcefully guiding her down onto her hands and knees.



 



She got on all fours with her ass in the air. He held his cock tight, and slid it back into her wanton hole. He fucked her steadily with deep pumps, and could feel her juices running onto his cock and balls. He put his right hand between Jessie’s legs and stroked her clit. He continued to ram his cock into her as deep as he could, and as he did so he used his left hand to pull her ass cheeks apart. Jessie pounded back hard onto his cock as she started to shake and quiver, her body feeling like it was on fire as her climax began to surface.



 



The bouncer felt her ass clamp his cock as the girl started to shout, “Oh man, I’m cumming… fuck me harder!”



 



Although he didn’t like to be told what to do, on this rare occasion the bouncer decided to let it slide, as he thrust his cock in and out of her like a drill, pounding her tight pussy faster and deeper than ever before. Jessie screamed again and squirted all over the floor. The sight of this and looking down at the gorgeous ass bouncing against him soon had the big man’s balls ready to explode. He gripped her ass cheeks and stuck his cock balls deep. He could feel her muscles still clutching his shaft, which left him no choice but to pump his load deep inside her.



 



Thick blasts of jizz fired up into Jessie’s pussy, so much that she thought it might spill out of her ears. The bouncer held that position for a good few moments as his cock twitched and spunked, spurting several ropes of potent seed as deep as possible.



 



The big man let out a satisfied sigh as his cock pumped the last couple of strings into her. After what felt like an age, he stopped cumming. He slumped on top of Jessie and just lay on her back for a minute as they recovered, getting their breath back.



 



-



 



Jessie didn’t see much of the bouncer for a couple of months. She was busy with college, and she didn’t feel like going to the club. She still thought of that night though, and sometimes fantasized about it. But after about five months, she bumped into the bouncer on the street.



 



He saw that she looked different.



 



“Hi there.” Said Jessie.



 



“Hi, Jessie. I’ve not seen you for a long time. I often think of you though.”



 



“Oh, I have thought a
 lot
 about you, sir. Believe me,” she said.



 



“Oh… in a good way I hope?” the bouncer asked.



 



“Oh yes. Always in a good way. In fact, I think of you every day when I look in the mirror,” she told him as she put both hands around her belly. “That’s what happens when a guy like you empties his sack into a fertile young woman.”



 



The bouncer looked slightly worried. “Are you certain it’s mine?”



 



“Yeah, it’s yours. But don’t worry. I don’t expect anything from you.”



 



“If you’re sure…”



 



“Don’t worry, it’s fine. This is why I haven’t been doing much lately. I can feel a different thing bouncing around inside me now,” she said as she walked off, chuckling.



 



That was the last time the bouncer saw her. Jessie moved away a couple of weeks later. The big man did wonder what happened to her and the baby but he was also glad he didn’t get tied down. He wasn’t exactly father material, and this she knew.



 



Jessie would always have fond memories of the day that beast of a man knocked her up, good and hard. And she still hasn’t had any better, but not for lack of trying.



 



-----









ON CLOUD NINE
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L
 ondon Gatwick to LAX was a pretty long flight. Longer than Lottie would have liked. But for her, it would be the first international flight of her career, which was a serious thing for the cabin crew of the rapidly expanding Highwind Airlines. Ever since they first took to the air with their own patented planes, the Airline had grown consistently, overtaking the other top airliners. When Lottie first saw them advertising for an additional two hundred new cabin crew to work their constantly expanding fleet, she knew she would be a fool to turn the opportunity down. After a vigorous and fully paid three month training period, she was ready to take to the skies.



 



“Training wheels are off now, scrub!” said Becky.



 



Becky had joined the company not long after it first started, and was one of the few people who had flown more than one thousand flights. She was hard working and dedicated to the role. The fact that Lottie was starting on 15k left Becky wondering how she was so upbeat. There were countless rumors circulating about Becky and her supposed bargaining chips, but they mattered little. All that mattered was that she was now Lottie’s boss - for this flight, at least - and Lottie was her bitch to do as commanded.



 



“That they are, Becky. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t nervous.” Lottie replied.



 



“First time dollying?”



 



“Yep, always been the passenger, never the host.” She grinned, and Becky chuckled.



 



“Bless you. Ever been in the cockpit?”



 



“Not yet…”



 



Becky grabbed her and shoved her towards the front of the plane. “Get going then, and meet the Captain. The sheep will be on soon and it’s better you meet the man now who’s going to be taking us across the pond.”



 



Lottie stumbled onward, glancing about the plane as she did so. The seats were roomy and comfortable looking, much more so than the ones at the training sessions. Ahead of her the cabin door was open. The Air Marshal was sitting to the side reading a Tom Clancy novel and paid her no mind as she strode in to meet the pilots.



 



The first thing that got her attention was the frame of the seated man, facing away from her. He had the shoulders of someone who took great pride in his physique. Lottie couldn’t help but glance around for any weights that he might use during the flight. But she suddenly realized it was a silly thought, and turned her attention back to the pilot. He and the co-pilot were busy doing their pre-flight checks, going over the various dials and gages. As if sensing her, the pilot got up and stepped towards Lottie.



 



“You must be the new girl,” he said with a stern expression. “You’re not going to get air sick on me are you?”



 



Lottie smiled and shook her head. “Not a chance, sir. I’ve flown long-haul before and usually have a stroll to keep my legs from passing out. This isn’t much different, I'm just giving people food and drink this time.”



 



The co-pilot glanced over his shoulder with a smirk before returning to his duties. The Captain cupped his chin in his hand as he eyed her over once more.



 



Lottie shuffled uncomfortably for a moment.



 



“Get back to Becky.” Said the Captain. “Go take care of the sheep.”



 



Without any hesitation, she turned back and rushed off to find Becky, who was loading a cart ready for post takeoff.



 



“How’s the Captain?” She asked.



 



Lottie glanced back towards the cockpit. “Umm… interesting, I guess…”



 



Becky sighed. “Look, I didn’t tell you this, but he’s a bit of a… he likes the ladies, likes to put them through their paces.”



 



Lottie nodded, and helped load the cart until another attendant entered the plane to announce that it was almost time.



 



“To be honest, he was a bit… intimidating.” Lottie admitted.



 



Becky laughed. “Oh please, the amount of girls he goes through, he probably thought you were just one more game for him to chase.”



 



They heard the oncoming footsteps and put their game faces on. The first few passengers boarded and it was time for Lottie to put all her training to good use. It was going to be a long flight.



 



The in-flight dinner was a surprisingly tasty serving of chicken korma and brown rice with naan bread, and a pudding of apple pie and custard. For airline food, it was rather impressive. Becky sent Lottie to take the pilots their meals. As she entered the cabin, she saw only the co-pilot. She stole a peek out ahead, and was momentarily awestruck at the breathtaking view. Miles upon miles of open sea and specks of cloud formed a tattered carpet below them. Ahead, the sky was turning darker, and stars were starting to appear. She heard the Captain standing behind her and the click of his belt. Lottie turned around, fearing the worst, before registering that he had just come back from the bathroom.



 



“Dinner is served, huh?” The Captain asked.



 



Lottie handed him the tray with a smile, the co-pilot’s tray already sitting on the side.



 



“Ah, curry. What could be better.” The Captain remarked. Lottie noted that he had taken his tie off and unbuttoned his shirt a little. His coat was stored to the side and for the first time she was able to get a good look of how well-built he was. Intent to break the nervousness she was feeling, Lottie said, “It’s quite nice too. You can almost forget it’s reheated.”



 



“Never had reheated curry before? You crew girls.” He dismissed Lottie, and once past the door, she sighed and readied herself for a moment, before throwing herself back into the pen of needy passengers.



 



Everything went as well as Lottie could hope for, for the next few hours. Becky was busying herself, chatting to the passengers and seeing to their needs. Lottie got herself a quick drink, pulling the curtain to hide the trolley service area for some privacy. Thanks to corporate competition, Coca-Cola couldn’t be supplied to Highwind Airlines without risking losing contracts with seven other airliners, but she was more than happy with the sugary Pepsi as she chugged a whole can.



 



“So, how are you finding your first flight?” Came a voice from behind her, and Lottie spun around to see the Captain there.



 



“Going good so far, thanks. You?” She replied, quickly noticing how naive she sounded.



 



“Well, I guess I'm finding
 your
 first flight okay too…” he smiled slyly.



 



Lottie giggled nervously.



 



The Captain just sighed and shook his head. “Girl… if you’re going to be part of the Highwind family, you’re going to have to relax a little. We’re a very relaxed group of people. I mean, damn, my co-pilot is asleep right now, and we’re on auto-pilot. I usually come out to chat with the crew around this time. It’s just what we
 do
 here.”



 



Lottie let out a sigh of relief. The big man didn’t feel any less imposing though. “I'm sorry, I'm just a bit nervous, first flight and all that. Want good marks.”



 



“Don’t worry, kid. You
 will
 get good marks.”



 



“Thanks…”



 



The Captain clapped his hand on her shoulder and laughed heartily. “That’s the spirit! Loosen up for god’s sake. Now, I'm going to grab a drink. Can you take a peek in the cockpit, make sure we aren’t about to run over any flying cows?”



 



Lottie nodded, crushed her can and tossed it into the bin. The cockpit door was already open, but the co-pilot wasn’t there. She figured he must have gone to take a leak. The room was rather dimly lit except for a couple of overhead spotlights and various illuminated screens. Mechanically, everything looked great. She stepped right into the cockpit and rested her hand on the co-pilot’s chair, marveling at how smoothly everything was running on auto. She looked out to gaze at the view ahead.



 



She stared out into the darkness ahead of her as a chill ran down her spine. Suddenly, she felt a presence behind her.



 



She turned around to see the Captain standing right behind her. The door to the cockpit was shut. Her eyes travelled down the big man’s muscular body, and rested on the huge bulge in his slacks.



 



“You caught my eye the moment you walked aboard this plane,” said the Captain. “Well, this is
 my
 plane, and that means that everything aboard is also mine for the taking.”



 



Lottie gulped, but she couldn’t deny the lust and desire that coursed through her. She knew what needed to be done, and she knew what was expected of her. She dropped to her knees and undid the Captain’s slacks. She reached inside and got out his massive cock and balls. Her eyes lit up and she licked her lips.



 



“Go ahead. And that’s an order.” Said the Captain.



 



She didn’t need to be asked twice. She slid his cock right into her mouth, as far as it could go. She grabbed hold of his muscular thighs as the big man began to thrust in and out, slowly at first, before picking up quite a pace and really face fucking her. Dark grey clouds formed just outside the window, creating an eerie nighttime atmosphere.



 



Lottie started to pant loudly, the mammoth balls jiggling just beneath her chin. She reached down with one hand and grabbed both of them in turn, kneading his sack and gently squeezing them, pushing them together and rubbing his wide, throbbing girth as she sucked on his cock head.



 



The Captain sure was pleased that he had his dick inside a tight warm mouth, as he pummeled his hips back and forth, his muscular thighs slapping up against Lottie’s shoulders. He reached down, grabbed her hair and pulled it back, whilst using his cock to give her a playful smack across the cheeks.



 



“Oooh baby,” said the Captain. “Keep doing that. You’re so good at this.”



 



Lottie’s lips touched the head of his cock again as she looked back up into those eyes. She smiled as her tongue went to flick over the head, and she swirled it around the tip before starting to suck lightly. The Captain groaned, and his fingers wrapped tighter in her hair. She moaned as her mouth went to work, and she bobbed up and down on his cock. She started to choke a little when it hit the back of her throat three quarters of the way in, but she tried to breathe through her nose. She pulled back to blow on his wet, hot flesh, and the Captain shivered.



 



The Captain pulled on her hair, but Lottie didn’t need him to guide her back onto his cock as she tried to take more. She gagged around him as she let his cock head go into the back of her throat, and despite the gagging she kept sucking. He held her there before letting her up for air, and she gasped a little. Once back inside her mouth, she couldn’t help but to moan around the cock as arousal shot through her. Usually she was weary of men taking control, but there was something about this man that made it seem so right. She wanted to be used.



 



“God, you’re good.” The Captain said, and he started to pull her on and off of his cock by her hair, guiding her.



 



She gagged as she took him into her throat each time, but the muscles in her throat felt so good around the head of the cock. He would let her take back control for just a moment before he couldn’t take any more of her teasing tongue. The big man could feel himself getting closer and closer to his first orgasm of the night with the help of Lottie’s skilled, warm mouth.



 



He started to slam into her throat, barely giving her time to catch her breath as his eyes fluttered closed. Every time she moaned around him, he could feel the vibrations traveling up his shaft, making him roll his head back and gasp. He pushed into her throat one more time before pulling out.



 



The Captain lifted her up, turned her around and bent her over the pedestal radios. She felt a big, strong palm grab her ass from behind, through her skirt.



 



He stood behind her, his huge hand fondling her taut buns, rubbing the spheres up and down. He leaned forward and whispered in her ear, “So fresh... so fertile.”



 



Lottie moaned, so caught up in the moment. She felt his other hand cover her mouth and grip her face tightly, muffling her moans. “Shhh, we’re not alone up here, remember. They’re just outside this door.” Lottie cried out into the palm, as the man’s grasp on her butt tightened. The Captain’s cock throbbed, and pressed against her skirt. He gave his ass one final firm squeeze, and in one fell swoop ripped down her skirt and thong.



 



Embarrassed and slightly humiliated, but extremely aroused, Lottie stuck her butt out and up.



 



She longed for something to be inside her. She felt the pair of big strong hands on her ass, this time so warm against her bare flesh. She felt the big cock head pressing up against her pussy from behind. It was throbbing, and felt even bigger than when it was in her mouth.



 



She heard a long, deep exhale from behind her. “We’re not going to need a condom...” The Captain said as Lottie felt his cock pressing harder against her pussy, trying to enter her. He was enormous, but she was already so slicked up and juicy that he was able get the head in with relative ease. He slid the rest inside, inch by inch, skewering her. She gasped out in pain and pleasure, as she felt the full length of the enormous dick. She felt big balls banging against her as he began to pound, grunting like an animal.



 



The Captain was at a point of no return. He pounded her hard and fast, grabbing hold of her hips, playfully smacking her ass and pulling her hair back. Lottie liked the Captain’s moves. She was being drilled to the ninth degree, plowed like a cheap whore. She was at a point of no return too. His ridiculously long cock slamming her so relentlessly was giving her pleasure she’d never known. She took it, every last inch, hitting her sweet spot and making her moan. She arched her back and stuck out her tush further. He withdrew his cock and slapped it between her plentiful cheeks. She could feel the slick head tickling the inside of his globes, teasing her, and he rested his heavy cock on the small of her back, before rubbing it up and down the length of her tight crack.



 



“Oh wow… that feels so
 good!
 ” Lottie said encouragingly, as she reached down to work her clit.



 



With Lottie’s snatch so juicy, the Captain knew that it was time to plunge back in. She knew that it was time too. He held her cheeks and pressed his cock up against her again.



 



“Fuck... sir... I need to get knocked up!”



 



The big man groaned once more, and rammed his mammoth dick right up her pussy.



 



She shrieked, screamed and yelled at the top of her lungs. The man drilled her hard, every last inch buried deep. He pummeled her so hard and rampantly that she dripped love juice down onto the floor beneath her, pooling between her shoes. The cock up her pussy was nearly too much for her to take, and as her walls clamped down around the girth, she continued to work her clit, stroking as fast as she could.



 



Lottie couldn’t hold it any longer. She came, squirting around the girth and all over a monitor beneath her, the see-through liquid trickling down and seeping into an important-looking device.



 



The Captain withdrew with an audible ‘pop’, and flung her over his leather pilot seat. He stood up on the arms of the chair, and lowered himself down as if squatting weights. He rested his hands on the young woman’s shoulders, so that his muscular chest was pressed up against her back. He rubbed his bell-end up against her inviting pussy again, asking to be let in. Lottie gave him full permission.



 



“Please. Give it to me!”



 



The Captain plunged deep, and swung his cock in and out of her soaked pussy, his big grapefruits full to bursting. He wanted to achieve his climax, urgently. He fucked her hard and fast, wrapping his big, muscular arms around her stomach as he penetrated her. He impaled her over and over, pounding in and out. Lottie could feel his hot breath on her neck as he whispered sweet nothings into her ear. He stuck out his tongue and suckled on the underside of her ear and nibbled on her earlobe, the enamel of his teeth feeling cold against her skin.



 



She felt his balls tighten up against her. As he let out one final primitive cry, the Captain shot his load. He pumped his spunk into her, shooting jet after jet of thick, ropey cream deep inside her fertile body. He coated her inner workings with his potent cum. The sperm swam blindly to their destination.



 



With his little swimmers buried deep, the Captain gave her one final loving kiss on the neck as he stroked her hair. He pulled out his cock, which was now almost flaccid, and sat down on the co-pilot’s chair. Lottie spun round and sat down, her cream pie warm between her legs.



 



She hopped down in between his thighs and sucked eagerly on his dick, keen to taste her own juice and flavorings on the drained shaft. With the Captain semi-hard and fatigued, she widened her lips and sucked him from the balls all the way to the tip, cleaning him as best she could, before resting her lips on the pulsing cock head and vacuuming out the last drop of spunk, which she gulped down greedily.



 



“First flight and all that. Want good marks.” Said Lottie.



 



“Don’t worry, kid. You
 will
 get good marks.”



 



-----









LOCKED UP & KNOCKED UP
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Tess West









B
 are open road, stars adorning the sky like an astral blanket, scenery flashing past like a blurred suggestion. But the only thing that mattered to Rachel was the horizon. Home was a long way away and she had no plans of heading back there anytime soon. Studies, work, relationships, it was all baring down on her so much that she just had to break free. She didn’t care where she was going, just that it was far and fast.



 



Her phone buzzed, and not for the first time. She ignored the seventh missed call, and smiled. The world was hers and it was all she needed. The road curved as it ascended, and it wasn’t long until she was heading east, turning her head to see the distant specks of light coming from her home town. She slowed for a moment, letting the engine breath.



 



She parked, and hopped out of the car without a care in the world. She gazed back at where she had come from, and all she saw was pressure, stress and responsibility. She lingered for a moment, in two minds. She wanted to keep going, but it was her home.



 



She clenched her fists, strained in thought.



 



“Not yet…” she breathed.



 



She got back in the seat, back where she felt comfortable and free. She shifted into gear, the tires roaring as she zoomed off again, headlights blasting the unexplored road ahead of her. Adventure was at hand.



 



The hilly tree-covered land she knew so well was gone, ahead was a stretch of dust and fields. Every now and then, for a split second, she caught the glimpse of eyes reflected in her headlights. Animals were curious of the speeding machine and scared of its roar as she coursed on, radio blaring her favorite 80’s music. It was nearing midnight, joy flushing through her as she felt the sheer excitement of the situation. She beat her fists on the steering wheel and screamed with pure ecstasy. “I'm free!”



 



But suddenly her face dropped as she saw flashing lights in her rear view mirror.



 



“Oh frick...”



 



Rachel slowly pulled over, one hand fixing her hair, the other on the wheel. She had no idea how fast she had been going, but she knew it was going to be the first question.



 



A vast shadow, visible even in the darkness of night, loomed up against his window. Rachel lowered the window, took a deep breath and tried her best to look innocent.



 



“Lady…” came the deep voice from outside. “Do you have even the
 slightest
 idea of how fast you were going?”



 



Rachel shook her head slowly from side to side. She tried to look the officer in the face, the headlights of the cruiser highlighting the cop’s stern features.



 



“Out.” The cop said in a deathly cold manner. Without hesitation, Rachel did as she was told.



 



The officer took a few sniffs. Rachel assumed he was checking for any obvious scents of drugs or alcohol. But its absence did little to ease her nerves.



 



“Hands on the car, lady. Now.” Again, the voice struck her as hard as a rock.



 



Abruptly, heavy hands pressed onto her, thoroughly patting her down, searching her pockets and running down every detail and contour of her legs. His grip was so firm that Rachel half expected to come out of this ordeal with visible bruises.



 



As the frisking continued, she kept her hands firmly on top of the car out of fear, as she grew increasingly uncomfortable. She thought she had better try to talk herself out of this.



 



“Officer, look I… I know I was speeding. Please, I’ve been under a lot of stress lately, so if you can just give me my ticket I won’t hesitate to pay it.”



 



“Stress? Give me a break.” He chuckled.



 



“Please, sir, if I can just explain...” Rachel tried to protest, but before she realized what was happening her hands were sharply pulled behind her back and her wrists were cuffed. “Wait a second,
 why
 am I being arrested!?”



 



“Be quiet. I won’t tell you again.”



 



Rachel was pushed into the back of the cruiser, and she watched on in dread as the officer got into the front seat and started up the engine.



 



“You’re coming with me down to the station, lady. Anything you do say...” As he pulled out, the cop continued to read her her rights, and all Rachel could do was watch her car disappear behind them. She wondered if she would ever see it again.



 



The drive felt like it went on for another half hour, and the cop didn’t say another word until they reached the precinct. It was a small town, and the size of the station reflected this. Rachel was taken into a small holding room, while just outside, the cop spoke to what looked to be one of the few other officers who worked there. She struggled to listen in, but only managed to catch a few words.



 



“Speeding… race track…”



 



Rachel craned her neck and cocked her ear.



 



“Teach a lesson…”



 



“You’re doing mighty fine work, Graves.” Rachel heard the other officer’s voice, clear as day.



 



She slumped back into her seat as the towering man returned for her. In the bright light of the station she could now see him clearly. He was muscular and beefy, his thick broad shoulders risking scraping the door frame. His jaw looked like it was as hard as steel, but what struck her the most were the brown eyes that seemed to burn into her. She got to her feet without being told.



 



“So, what now?” She asked nervously.



 



Graves guided her down a narrow corridor with faulty flickering lighting and into an open area with a single door. He opened it and guided her in. It was then that Rachel saw what was in store for her.



 



“No, hold on. This isn’t right!” she protested.



 



“In.” Graves grunted, his finger pointing at the open cell before her. There was no one else there.



 



“No, please. You don’t understand. I have a job...”



 



Graves plonked a thick hand on her back, causing her to stumble forwards and into the cell. She turned to see Graves staring back, his hand on the wall, his eyes not breaking contact as the iron bars that parted them slid along and locked in place.



 



Banged up, Rachel felt her pulse race. The overpowering gaze of the officer standing before her kept her mouth shut. Graves reached down and slowly unzipped his uniform slacks. Rachel gulped.



 



“Sweet Jesus…” Her gaze traveled down, to between Graves’s legs. His huge cock was out, and it was starting to grow as the young woman looked at it.



 



The cop stepped up closer and stuck his cock through the steel bars.



 



“What the fuck?” Rachel whispered, looking up at his face again. “It sure as hell is massive…”



 



“No shit.” Graves snapped. “Get on your knees, lady.” He commanded.



 



“What for?” Rachel asked, her voice high and tense. But no sooner had she asked the question than she knew how stupid it sounded.



 



“Get. On. Your. Fucking. Knees. Lady.”



 



Rachel tucked her hair behind her ears. Graves glared at her, his cock growing harder and harder by the second as he stood motionless, his barrel chest expanding with each deep inhale. “I won’t ask you again.”



 



The cock twitched between the bars, aiming straight towards her, as though it had a mind of its own.



 



Graves grunted, reached down and got his balls out. He gave his own sack a gentle squeeze, his cock now at full-mast, sticking out in front of him, terrifyingly huge. He made a deep, guttural growl, and Rachel immediately dropped to her knees.



 



“Alright,” she said, taking a deep breath, her eyes as wide as saucers. She crawled up closer to the bars, close enough to touch the monstrous cock, and she reached out for it, hand shaking. She touched the tip, and Graves responded with a deep sigh.



 



Shaking, she leaned forward, and opened her mouth as wide as she could. It was big enough so that the bulbous head completely filled her mouth, causing saliva to run out of the corners and down her chin.



 



Suddenly, something seemed to possess her. The cop looked down at her as she jammed her head down further on his dick, as hard as she could. She was choking herself, desperate to get as much of the meat into her mouth as she could, using her hands to reach what her mouth couldn’t.



 



Her tongue was pressed flat against the bottom of her mouth, so she couldn’t use it for much, but she did her best. The moment the cop’s pre-cum leaked onto her tongue, she felt a warmth spread through her entire body, and a tingling between her legs.
 It must have some kind of aphrodisiac in it,
 Rachel thought, but had her mouth too full to think about it now.



 



She used both hands to pump the cop’s long, smooth dick, moving up and down easily thanks to the amount of spit that was running out of her mouth to coat the shaft. She reached down and felt his balls, huge and heavy, and cradled them in one hand while the other tried to fit around the shaft.



 



She jammed her head down again before pulling off and gasping for breath, her hands still moving on the pole.



 



“I can’t…” she gasped, her throat raw from how hard she’d stretched trying to get the head into her mouth. “I can’t keep going… too much…” she spluttered, falling backwards onto her hands, head rocking back as her tongue ran around her mouth, searching for traces of pre-cum.



 



“I didn’t say anything about stopping, lady.” Said Graves coldly.



 



Rachel knelt down in front of the cop and looked up at him through the bars. Graves breathed deeply, baring his teeth at her, and she leaned forward, digging her tongue into the slit in the head of his cock, lapping up as much of the pre-cum as she could.



 



Again, she felt the rush immediately, into her head, making her dizzy. “Oh my god, that’s amazing…” she breathed, diving down onto the cock again and fusing her mouth around the slit, sucking eagerly. Her hands reached down to the balls, squeezing as hard as she knew she could without hurting – Graves was tough, no doubt about it, but she didn’t want to go too far and risk pissing him off.



 



She sucked at the slit as hard as she could, trying to extract more of the pre-cum, before gulping it down greedily. The cop moaned, an animalistic sound that echoed around the cell. Rachel’s jaw worked overtime, milking it out of him. The cop gasped deeply, and she fell backwards once more, looking a little drunk.



 



Graves could tell that she needed a little breather. She was completely intoxicated from the experience. But he wasn’t going to give her long.



 



“Get back to it, lady.” Graves said, after about thirty seconds.



 



Rachel crawled up to the bars again. She knelt in front of the big man, and looked curiously at the cock. Her eyes widened when she saw how covered in was in spit and pre-cum. The cop nudged it against her cheek, smearing her with it. She glanced along its length and down to the testicles, huge and smooth, swinging as he shifted impatiently.



 



“Okay...” she whispered to herself, leaning forward and opening her mouth, licking around the head and shuddering at the taste. It was slightly salty, and very musky. It made her mouth water.



 



She leaned forward and tried to get the head into her mouth again. It was so big. She was surprised that she had managed it earlier, and she settled for licking around the head and down the length, letting her teeth lightly drag along the tough skin. The cop flexed his thighs.



 



She returned to the head, opening wide and placing her mouth over it, her tongue darting out and tasting the warm pre-cum. It sure tasted weird, but suddenly she felt the rush again. The cock still tasted strangely good, and the feeling it gave her was enough to make her want to keep going.



 



Graves helped her out by thrusting his hips forward as far as he could, his large thighs pressing against the bars. Rachel pushed forward too, managing to get the head into her mouth again before pulling off and gasping. She licked down the length, keen for more. She used her hands to work the huge shaft, both of them running up and down, squeezing slightly while her mouth went back to the head. She licked sloppily around the helmet and gulped every time she got a mouthful of the man’s potent jizz.



 



Now she remembered why she had to stop after a while, the first couple of attempts. She was enjoying herself, but the more of the pre-cum she drank, the more light-headed she felt. She tried her best to keep going for longer this time, her head spinning. Leaning forward further, she slurped it into her mouth.



 



Graves looked down and watched. She managed to get the cock to the back of her throat, gagging slightly as the cold steel of the bars pressed against her cheeks.



 



Rachel pulled back, taking a deep breath and repeating the move several times. She looked up as the cop’s face contorted in pleasure, and just when she thought he was about to blast his load, he took a step backwards, his slick shaft reappearing from the young woman’s mouth, a glistening tendril dangling menacingly from the tip.



 



“Oh god…” she mumbled, looking up at him. She knew that she would have to finish the job, one way or another.



 



Graves punched in a couple of buttons on the wall and the bars slid open. He walked into the cell, his footsteps heavy in his leather boots. Rachel crawled towards him and kissed the tip of his prick, before he pulled her up to her feet and harshly turned her around. She felt strong hands reaching around her waist and fiddling with her belt. Before she knew it, her jeans and panties were ripped down.



 



“Step out of them.” The deep voice came from behind her, and still in her sneakers and white cotton socks, Rachel did as she was told, her bare ass exposed.



 



Graves placed his hands on the small of her back, bending her over and getting her on all fours. The floor was cold against her knees as she looked behind her and waited and watched, wiggling her ass at him.



 



Rachel yelped when Graves crouched down behind her, grabbed her around the waist and launched himself at her, stabbing his cock into her tight pussy. He gave her no time to adjust as he plunged in as far as he could go.



 



She wailed, tossing her head back at the same time, panting heavily and moaning continually as Graves used her, sliding the length of his ridiculous dick in and out of her. Her fingernails scraped at the floor as she screamed, a euphoric look on her face, feeling the huge balls knock against her.



 



His large palms clasped her cheeks securely, and he forced his pelvis back and forth, violently impaling her and screwing her rampantly. The cock rubbing against her g-spot and the feel of the big balls against her was beginning to feel good - really good - as she felt a warmth in her core. She felt the warmth spread to every inch of her body. This penalty was starting to feel more like a gift, and as Graves screwed her, Rachel felt her juices leak as her clit twitched and pulsed uncontrollably.



 



Graves pulled her hair back as he picked up speed, thrusting his hips back and forth, pounding the young woman hard and fast from behind. The walls of Rachel’s pussy clamped down on the throbbing girth like a vice, squeezing it and milking it as the cop ripped into her. A group of carefully and accurately placed open-palmed slaps followed next, raining down onto her fleshy ass, the leathery palm stinging her cheeks, making her whimper and moan. With every forward pump, the cop’s balls whacked her clit, as she felt them tighten up and pulsate. She felt the strong grip on her hips as the cop forcefully started pulling her up and down on the length of his shaft, pumping forward as he did so, banging her as hard as he could. She felt the cock expand inside her as the cop slowed down.



 



Graves gave her clit a reach-around, pumping his dick hard and fast. All of this was too much for her to take – all she desired to do in the first place was go for a carefree drive. As the big hand worked her button, his balls churned and twitched. Rachel came, her juices gushing. Her squirt fired out around the girth, shooting snail-trails all over the floor in sticky spatters.



 



Graves withdrew and lay down on his back, his stiff pole sticking up at the ceiling, twitching invitingly. Rachel knew what was expected of her. She straddled the massive stick, placing her legs either side of him and squatting down, lowering herself slowly and carefully. The cock slid back inside with relative ease, and she began to bounce up and down, squealing as he held onto her waist, guiding her. She slid up until just the tip was inside her before slamming back down, the cop bottoming out in her tight snatch. She rode faster and faster, catching the expression of pure lust on his face before her eyes fluttered closed and she got completely lost in the moment.



 



Pretty soon Graves started to lose control, gripping her around the waist and bellowing as he got ready to empty his sack. He shot a thick, creamy jet of seed deep into Rachel’s young body, laminating her insides. Cum dripped out around the girth and onto the ground as it surged into her, filling her up massively.



 



Rachel slipped off him as soon as he was done, his member dripping. The cop groaned, long and deep. It sounded a little like nails dragging down a blackboard, but she was so exhausted that she couldn’t even flinch.



 



Graves got to his feet and zipped up, as Rachel put her panties and jeans back on. The cop gestured towards the open door of the cell. As incredible as the experience had been, she still wanted to get out of there.



 



 



Back in her apartment, Rachel sat on the edge of the bathtub. She looked down at the test in her hand.



 



“Oh jeez…” she whispered to herself. She had spent the last week unsure of whether she was or not, but now it was time to face the truth and find out. Part of her didn’t want it to be true, because that would mean she was going to get a rude awakening. She wasn’t sure how good she’d be at parenthood. But part of her desperately did want it to be true, because she was broody as hell, and loved the thought of looking after a little one, no matter how much of a challenge it might be. She clutched her stomach and sighed.



 



She closed her eyes and in her mind’s eye saw the big cop’s big cock. She knew the cop didn’t want to just bang her up, but also knock her up. “He meant for this to happen,” she said to herself in the empty bathroom. She stood up, her legs shaking as she took a sip of water.



 



She got in her car, revved up the engine and pulled out. As soon as she was on the highway, she put her foot down, hard. She drove on to find the spot where she had first been pulled over. And if he wasn’t there, she knew where the nearby town was, and the station. She would find him, that she was certain of. There was no way in hell he was going to get away with not paying child support.



 



-----
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T
 o Becky, the whole concept of paying one’s dues was nonsense. She had been an executive assistant for three years now and not once had she gotten the opportunity to move up in the company. It may have been the economy, but no one seemed to move forward. Middle managers were stagnating as much as those on the rungs below. She was coming up on twenty-three and she was sure she was beginning to feel old age settling into her bones already.



 



Her cubicle was situated at the far end of the open office layout. She liked that she had no one to her back and she could survey the rest of the office. After one of the other assistants had quit she had been the first to shove her belongings into this space. It was covered, the bosses couldn’t just peer over one’s shoulder in this location. Not that they would ever catch her slacking off, but, in her mind, there was nothing worse than someone peering at her word processor as she drafted a memo or a news release.



 



The project for the day was a design. She had her work spread across both screens, deftly wielding the design pencil back and forth across the tablet input. When she had learned how the technology worked in school she had thought it was a little like magic, that every time she touched the stylus to the pad she was making magic herself. The logo for the client was really coming together, even if Becky said so herself. There were just a few steps to go. She would need a mock up sooner or later.



 



From her privileged position she had a pretty decent view of the printer in the copy room. Occasionally, someone would shut the door in order to use the spare office phone next to the scanner, but the vast majority of the time it was open and she could see her co-workers standing at the oversized machine as it belched out page after page of copy. It had been an endless stream today. One of the new interns had spent over an hour and a half with a print job that had to have been 3,000 pages. The kid’s troubles had been exacerbated when he had to take the large stack of paper to the long table. He must have forgotten to turn on the collate. Becky felt for him, she’d made that mistake once herself. She really hoped that wasn’t why she was still an executive assistant and not a designer. If the intern kid was any indication, everyone forgot to turn on the collate at least once in their lives.



 



She decided to wait until lunch so that she would have the copy room to herself. She wanted to run the logo through several different options and maybe see what she could do with some manual rendering before scanning it back into digital.



 



The second the minute hand ticked, changing the time on the wall clock from 11:59 to 12:00, the vast majority of the office cleared out. They were headed to the break rooms on the floors below or out into the daylight of the city, pounding their way across the pavement to the promise of a meal.



 



Granola bar in hand, Becky hit print, sending several copies towards the big printer. She got up from her desk, stretching her arms over her head until her spine crackled with release. The design had drawn her in and she hadn’t even realized she’d been hunched over her tools for the entire morning until now. She would need to go to the gym or something after work in order to work the kinks out of her back.



 



She expected the logo to be sitting in the feed tray by the time she had walked into the copy room, but it was empty. Becky looked straight at the panel of the big copier, her heart sinking with the ominous blinking of a red light. A paper jam.
 Wonderful,
 Becky thought, annoyance flowing into her body. There was an unspoken rule in the office - if an unlucky individual found the printer jammed it was up to the finder to remedy the situation. Becky had the sneaking suspicion that someone else had ignored this rule long before she had hit print. Sighing, she pulled off her suit jacket and got down on her hands and knees to pull the front cover off the giant behemoth of a printing device in order to find the source of the jam.



 



It took a good ten minutes and she’d accidentally rubbed her hands up against the ink blotter, smearing her hands with black ink. Just to see, she checked the print queue. Her earlier hunch had been correct - someone over five print jobs ago had denied the rule, as had the subsequent printers who had tried to pass the buck. She rubbed a hand through her hair, completely forgetting about the ink and settled in to wait for her job to come out. So much for having the copy room to herself over lunch.



 



As she leaned against the counter that ran alongside one wall of the room she remembered something. One time she had sent a print to the wrong office on the floor above. There were far fewer people on that floor so the printer was rarely in use. She walked back across the vacant office and went to her computer, trying to remember the print path for that machine.
 Aha!
 There it was. She clicked print and headed for the stairs. Even if everyone came back from lunch it would still be quiet.



 



Her footsteps rang in the echo chamber of the stairwell and for a moment she thought the door to the next floor was locked. She shoved and heard something clunk on the other side. Someone had left a rolling cart too close to the door, but Becky was able to squeeze through the space she managed to create.



 



The offices up here felt sparse. The company employees on this floor often traveled, making deals and sales all over the world. Becky didn’t know very many of them, since they never seemed to be around for the large office parties or events that would occur now and again.



 



In the upstairs print room, her papers were slowly appearing for her at the printer. She picked up the first page and turned around quickly, not realizing until it was too late that someone was standing right behind her. The impact knocked the large man back a step, but sent Becky practically falling onto the printer.



 



“I’m sorry.” Becky said, trying to pick herself up while taking in the man’s big frame and intense look. She recognized the man, and remembered hearing that his name was Jock, although they had never actually spoken before.



 



Trying to make a bad situation better, Becky composed herself, turning away from the man and reaching out to grab the next few pages that had appeared.



 



“You’re not supposed to be up here, y’know.” Said Jock from over her shoulder, his voice sounding deep and stern.



 



Becky was flummoxed for a moment. “Ummm... I know. I just... the printer downstairs was jammed, and...”



 



Suddenly, she felt Jock's strong arms embrace her from behind, comforting and caressing her. Although taken by surprise, Becky moved her head to one side and smiled, thanking Jock for the gesture. She loved being in the moment, experiencing the feeling of being held and hugged without asking. The warmth from Jock’s barrel chest behind her radiated into her back, and she felt tingling excitement creep down her spine.



 



Sensing that Becky was enjoying herself, Jock went one step further and craned his head forward to press his soft lips against the nape of her neck. A pleasurable sigh escaped her lips, as she raised her hand and reached behind her to stroke the back of Jock’s head, encouraging him to continue. Jock seized the opportunity, kissing her neck up and down. He gently tweaked Becky’s nipple through her shirt. His fingers flicked her nipples from left to right causing the cotton to ruffle, and Becky’s deep sigh turned into a low moan as she pressed her hips backwards, pushing her ass into the long hard shape that was forming in Jock’s slacks.



 



Becky turned to face him and leaned against the side on the printer. Jock stepped between her open thighs, reached out and brushed her fringe out of her eyes. Their arms naturally reached around to hold each other as Becky rested her weight against the large machine, inviting him to get closer. Jock's hands wandered, tracing up and down the contours of her slim young body.



 



His hands continued to roam. He undid Becky’s office trousers and pulled them down to just below her butt, revealing her white panties. Jock kissed his way all the way down to the top of her underwear. Holding her trousers with both hands he pulled them all the way down and off, tossing them to the floor. He could feel her warmth radiate as he tenderly kissed her pink thighs, Becky opening her legs further. The bulge in Jock's slacks grew even more, keen to get the young office girl butt naked.



 



He turned her around and slipped down her tight panties. His eyes widened as he got a full view of her pert, cute ass. He reached forward and traced his finger up and down the crack, parting the globes slightly to get a look at the tight, pink hole. He ran the tip of his finger over the hole, softly rubbing it.



 



He slid a big digit into her pussy from behind, and proceeded to finger-bang her. The walls of Becky’s passage gripped him intensely, as she started to rock her hips rhythmically in time with the fingering. Jock withdrew his finger and lifted it to his own lips. A string of see-through love-juice dripped from his lips to the tip of his finger as Becky’s cheeks clenched before him.



 



Abruptly, the door swung open.



 



In walked Dave. Becky’s jaw dropped as she recognized him instantly. She had seen him on a night out at the local bar and had noticed him checking her out repeatedly that evening. He had a dominant presence about him as he entered the room and closed the door behind him. He was similar in stature to Jock with broad shoulders, and straightaway he took off his suit jacket and plonked it down on a chair.



 



“I wasn’t expecting anyone else to walk in here...” Becky said to Jock.



 



“It’s not a problem, is it?” Jock asked her.



 



“Erm... I suppose not,” Becky said. Realizing that her ass was fully exposed to Dave, she blushed, closing her legs in a feeble attempt to hide herself.



 



“Don't be silly, girl,” Jock said. “Dave doesn’t have a problem with this. Do you, Dave?”



 



With her nerves on edge and her arousal heightening, Becky  decided that more than anything she wanted to show Jock a good time, and if Dave was here too, then all the better. Jock unzipped and pulled down his slacks and boxers revealing his huge, hung cock.



 



“Bend over the printer, girl. Big Dave will give you what you need.” Said Jock.



 



Realizing that she probably didn’t have much say in the matter, she bent over the printer, her bare butt cheeks ready and waiting. Jock sat down on a chair, facing her.



 



Becky heard a rummaging from behind her. Dave undid his trousers and dropped them along with his briefs to reveal his member which was, amazingly, even bigger than Jock's.



 



Dave got into position, standing behind Becky and lining up his throbber with her entrance. He pressed himself up against her pussy, and pushed his way inside. He was more than she was used to, and she cried out as her heart pounded with each quickening breath. Seated, Jock’s cock was up in the air while his hand gripped his shaft, rubbing it up and down and watching the action unfold.



 



“He’s a big boy, isn’t he Becky? I bet that feels
 so
 good. How badly do you need it?” Jock's words increased her arousal no end, and she pushed her butt up and out, begging for deeper penetration.



 



Dave didn’t need any more encouragement than that, and he rammed his tool forward, shafting the young office girl with his huge cock. He went balls deep, causing her to yell out loudly as her eyes watered. Totally stretched, she glanced over at Jock, as Dave began to plow in and out of her, steadying himself with his hands on the edge of the printer as he impaled her hard. Jock's eyes were fixed intensely on the pair as Dave’s balls banged against Becky’s cheeks, over and over again.



 



Getting slammed out-of-the-blue was too much for Becky to take and as her tits pressed up against the machine in front of her, she squirted down the length of Dave’s shaft. Her hand accidentally rested on the ‘Start’ button, and before she knew it, Jock was looking at a high-quality print-off of her fleshy cleavage. Withdrawing from her tight snatch, Dave sat down on the office floor with his cock sticking up in the air like a flagpole. Becky got on her hands and knees and opened her mouth, greedily sucking on the big head. She paid special attention to the balls which she sucked intently, one at a time.



 



Unbeknownst to Becky, Jock hopped off his chair. He began to fondle her ass, rubbing her pert cheeks. Her tight pucker winked at him welcomingly as his dick dripped a snail-trail of jizm into her crack. Jock stroked her cheeks and gave her a couple of firm spanks, sending waves of excitement up through her body. As Dave viewed this, his cock twitched in anticipation.



 



“Hey Dave, I think she’s really ready for you now. Ready to go!” Said Jock.



 



Breathing deeply, Dave got up and walked round the back of her, who was still on all fours. He placed a foot either side of her open legs, squatted down and pressed his cock up against her moist anus. Without any warning he pushed into her tight sphincter making her scream out in sweet agony. Jock was right behind, viewing the situation and he got a great view of Dave’s heavy balls bouncing off her as he drilled her repeatedly. Jock reached out and cupped Dave’s balls, giving them that extra bit of attention that he knew the big guy needed.



 



Slowly, Dave withdrew from her ass, with his cock throbbing and eager to shoot. He lay on his back next to Becky, who clambered aboard, letting the thick member enter her pussy. She bounced up and down energetically, eager to satisfy herself again. Seeing her butt cheeks rise and fall, Jock couldn’t help himself, and stroked himself over Becky’s ass, drizzling his pre-cum all over her cheeks as the young office girl rode, hard and fast.



 



Suddenly, the door opened.



 



“Oh god... someone else?!” Gasped Becky.



 



“Don’t worry,” said Jock. “It’s only Gary. I’m sure you’ve seen him around. He’s rather hard to miss.”



 



In walked Gary. He was even taller than Dave and Jock, with tanned skin and a mysterious vibe about him. Viewing the hardcore action that was taking place on the floor, Gary wasted little time in shutting the door behind him and unbuttoning his shirt, revealing his huge chest. He undid his work slacks, which he dropped to the floor along with his red boxers. His cock stood up, erect and foreboding.



 



“Holy fuck!” gasped Becky as she continued to bounce up and down.



 



Gary stepped forward, nudging the huge head of his cock up against Becky’s cheek. Becky instinctively knew what she needed to do. She opened her mouth and moved her head slightly to one side, capturing Gary’s cock between her lips. She sucked on the head thirstily, bobbing her head up and down as she continued to get nailed.



 



Generously, Gary lowered his stance, allowing her to slip more of the meat between her stretched-out lips. From his view-point from below, Dave could see Gary’s crack as his balls hung down, full and ready. Gary bucked his hips back and forth in pendulous motions. Having two of her holes filled at the same time on a normal work day was an experience that was more incredible than anything Becky had anticipated.



 



Suddenly, she felt Dave’s balls tighten beneath her as she heard Jock moan out from over her shoulder. With one more hand-pump, Jock couldn't hold it and he let himself cum, firing his seed all over Becky’s ass cheeks. Dave’s balls drew up and he also shot his load, shooting his cream right up into her pussy. Her lips sucked hungrily on Gary’s huge dick, keen to make him reach the finish line too.



 



Gary cradled his own balls, and he gave a deep, guttural roar as he came, releasing his semen just as Becky took her lips off the head, spraying his load all over her face. She tried to consume as much as she could, but most of it splashed down her front and dripped onto Dave’s face beneath.



 



Jock zipped up as Dave slipped out of Becky, while Gary drained the last drop of his jizz onto the floor.



 



Becky blushed as she licked her lips with a face full of cum, as she knew she had been given an amazing gift. A gift she had always wanted.



 



-----
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N
 ikki scanned the racks at the department store. Word at the office was that there was going to be a promotion, and Nikki planned on getting it. A new suit and some pricy shirts would certainly draw some attention to her. She had been with the company for five years, she was ready for management. She had come to the store on impulse, and knew it was late. She had practically heard the groans of the store employees as she’d headed towards the ladies’ office suits.



 



She gathered an armful of five outfits and went into the dressing room. The dressing room was narrow, five stalls branching off from the hallway. Nikki ducked into the one on the very end, taking the largest space. She took a moment to look at herself in the mirror, taking in her thin frame and trim waist. She ran a hand through her hair and began to unbutton her shirt as she stepped out of her clothes. She draped them over a chair and grabbed the first hanger. She pulled the outfit on, the polyester sliding across her skin. The shirt was dark blue and offset her hair and gray eyes. She pulled on the chocolate brown trousers and examined the effect. She turned back and forth, looking at the cut of the suit. She held the jacket over her shoulder like a runway model.
 Not bad,
 she thought. However, it wasn’t perfect.



 



Nikki began on suit number two, gray trousers and jacket with a black dress shirt. She was halfway out of it when she heard footsteps walking directly down the hallway. Perhaps it was another patron trying on something at the last minute.



 



A loudspeaker crackled to life overhead.
 “The store is closing in ten minutes, please gather your purchases and come to the register.”



 



Nikki sighed, but was determined to try on the remaining three outfits. One of them was going to be right, she was sure of it. She would be crisp and stunning when she accepted her promotion. Besides, she used to work in retail, and knew it was normal to have a few transactions after store closing.



 



The footsteps returned when she was putting on the trousers for suit number three. The sound stopped outside of her dressing room, and fell silent. Nikki kept dressing, forgetting about the footsteps. A throat clearing nearby startled her out of her examination of the way the black pinstripe trousers hugged her thighs and backside. The cough was followed by a knock on the door.



 



“Madam, I’m sorry to interrupt you, but the store has closed. We need you to finish up and leave.” The male voice was filled with the artificial kindness that salespeople adopted with clients. Nikki used to use it herself. The voice was deep and with just the hint of an accent. “Madam?” came the voice again when Nikki didn’t respond.



 



“Could you please give me a few more minutes. I have a really important day at work tomorrow and really need something new. I promise it will be ten minutes, tops.” There was silence outside the door for a moment.



 



“It’s store policy.”



 



“Let me talk to the manager, I’m sure he’d let me stay just a few more minutes.” Nikki pleaded, starting to change into outfit number four. There were only two left to be tried on, after which she would be able to get out of the store.



 



The voice lost the air of kindness it had contained until that point. “I am the manager. My name is Mr Braddock. And the store has closed. My clerks are in the process of shutting down the registers and doing the final inventory. In a few minutes you won’t be able to make any purchases anyway.”



 



Nikki struggled into the shirt, her ire rising. “Come on, please?” she said. “I could really use the break.”



 



The feet outside the door shuffled. Nikki could hear the noise of the shoes on the floor. “Fine. You have until I get back from my rounds. Make sure you are ready to go and I’ll check you out myself.”



 



“Thank you.”



 



The manager walked away leaving Nikki alone once again. She pulled on the final suit and was glad she did. The fawn suit jacket and light blue dress shirt accented her body perfectly. The trousers pulled in all the right places and had the bonus quality of being comfortable. The shirt lit up her eyes and the jacket looked good buttoned and unbuttoned. This was the one. She couldn’t stop looking at her reflection, enjoying the view. She could just hear the vacuum running in the store, and remembered that the manager would be back sometime soon. If she wanted this suit, she needed to hold up her end of the deal and be ready to go by the time the man came back.



 



She began the process of undressing and hanging it up neatly. She wasn’t sure if she would have time to wash it before work so she needed to keep it wrinkle free. She was so intent on her task that she dropped the jacket when knuckles met the door in a commanding knock.



 



“Time’s up.” The manager said.



 



“One minute and I’ll be dressed.” She reached for her clothes, feeling the air conditioning blowing on her bare back. She just needed to change out of the store’s trousers, back into her own and get her shirt on. She heard a jingle of keys, but didn’t think anything of it until the dressing room door flew open.



 



Nikki whirled around, clutching her shirt to her chest, the store trousers sliding down her hips, partially undone. Mr Braddock filled the door, arms crossed against his broad chest.



 



A hint of a frown was on his lips as his eyes scanned Nikki from the top of her head to her toes.



 



With her breasts threatening to spill out from under her bra, Nikki started to feel very self conscious, her recent confidence of her own self image suddenly shattered now that she was half naked. Braddock cocked his head and stared straight at her. Her heart pounded as the man leered at her.



 



She stayed still, glued to the spot, waiting to see what the manager’s next move would be. Braddock glanced around the small changing room and sniffed. He had caught a whiff of something. Something he seemed to like. A lot.



 



Nikki gasped as Braddock clutched her around the waist, grabbed a handful of her hair and flung her, belly-down on the changing room chair.



 



“Wait! What the fuck?!” Nikki wailed, battling and hammering at the manager’s hands, but it was no use, he was far too powerful.



 



Braddock wasn't listening. He ripped off the store trousers that were around her thighs and flung them to the floor. Now just in her thong, bra and socks, Nikki’s pert ass cheeks were clearly visible.



 



Without saying a word, Braddock began caressing her ass. He was doing it in a gradual, deliberate fashion, pushing in continuous motions. She got the impression this wasn’t his first time. He seemed very good at it. She made tiny sighs and yelps. He spotted moisture leaking from between her legs. Her arousal roaring from deep within, Nikki felt her clit throb from under her thong.



 



She was visibly shaking and trembling. She felt the manager’s big hands on her thong, and he tore it off as if it was made out of tissue. The feel of his hands over her smooth cheeks made her squirm. The man wasn’t done yet.



 



Braddock said in a deep, mean voice, “Now... let's really get this party popping!”



 



Nikki buried her face in the soft seat cushion of the chair, trying to process what was happening. But she couldn’t deny how aroused she was, and nor did she want to. Her pussy throbbed and ached with desire. She looked back at the man, towering over her in the small room. Part of her had given up, part of her had surrendered. Part of her
 wanted
 this to happen. Braddock unzipped his black slacks, and reached inside. Nikki knew what was expected of her. It was time to get freaky.



 



Nikki sat back in the chair, facing the big man. Before her was an incredible sight, one that she hadn’t banked on seeing that day. Here was a total hunk, a massively big, treacherously powerful man that could probably rip her tender body of tissue and bone to chunks with little effort, if he wanted to. She decided she’d better do what the man wanted.



 



Braddock clutched her, lifted her up and pulled her closer. She was squished in his muscular arms, feeling lightweight compared to his significant mass. However, there was definitely something about feeling so small that was enticing instead of scary. Captive in his arms there was the vow of security and stability - presuming he didn't squeeze the life out of her. The top button of Braddock’s work shirt was unbuttoned, and as Nikki moved against his barrel chest, she was smitten by the gentleness of his touch and the musky scent that emanated from him. It truly was a tempting and terrific scent, a larger-than-life experience of sexy manliness.



 



Standing tall, Nikki’s head came up to the level of Braddock's chest and for a reason she couldn’t place, she started to rub her face and head over his muscular pecs. From within the beefy chest she listened to a large heart pounding, its rhythmic thumping offering a melodic consistent beat that put her into a trance-like state.



 



Lost in the moment, she felt his heavy hand push down on the top of her head. The manager’s cock and balls were out, swaying free. It was ridiculously big, and very thick. Slightly apprehensively, Nikki’s tongue lapped over the head as she took as much of the gigantic cock into her mouth as she could. Braddock held her hair in his large hands, and directed her further onto his cock. He smacked her ass with one massive, wide palm, encouraging her to do it, and do it well.



 



Looking up into the manager’s eyes, her cheeks went a deep red and she moved her tongue alongside the vein on the bottom of the shaft. Next, her tongue lapped over his mighty balls and the root of his cock. She sucked hard on the balls as he moaned in gratification. She raised her head to get her lips back on the tip, Braddock moving her head up and down by her hair as she suckled intensely.



 



Just as the first trickle of pre-cum oozed into Nikki’s mouth, he shoved her off him. She gazed up at him, as he towered above her ominously.



 



He reached down and gripped both cheeks of her fleshy ass, stopping her from going anywhere. He started to rub her smooth flesh like he was a professional masseuse, before he smacked a hand down dominantly on her ample orbs.



 



With her flesh stinging and still on her hands and knees, Nikki arched her lower back as she raised her ass. She was obviously aroused, as her fingers fondled her erect nipples. Her love-juice trickled down her legs and she sighed deeply. But for each sigh she made, her ass received a hard spank. The manager unrelentingly smacked her bare butt. She groaned and wriggled before him, her ass coated in bright red finger-prints.



 



The manager flipped her around so that her ass was facing him. He crouched down and reached his hand forward. His finger darted out and found her tight pussy from the back. Nikki was getting fingered whilst on all fours in a department store. But she couldn’t deny that it was a great feeling, and she could no longer fight it, and nor did she want to. She widened her thighs as she curved her back more, Braddock's digit serpentine, flicking and exploring her aching hole.



 



The expert touch of his firm finger inside her was having an amazing effect on her. She was almost flooding, her body shuddering.



 



Nikki’s pleasure was so massive in its magnitude that she had nearly lost the strength to speak. She glanced to the side and watched her reflection in the changing room mirror. She saw Braddock line his cock up with her snatch, as she prepared herself for the punishment she was about to receive. She felt a lustful longing. This was the man of her dreams.



 



Holding his cock firmly, Braddock swung it around in circular motions, making it stand to full attention.



 



Nikki was ready and yearning, desperate to be impaled. It was the perfect opportunity for Braddock's huge cock to wedge itself inside. He pressed the head against her pink opening and she sighed, completely willing and hungry.



 



Inch by inch, the massive cock disappeared as Nikki’s pussy consumed it. Braddock began to thrust. He pounded her with a brutal excitement, his beefy thighs opening her thin legs wider as his thick girth stretched her.



 



Stuffed full, Nikki couldn't help but run her hand down her stomach to play with her own frustrated clit. She flicked herself delicately whilst the manager slammed her with gusto.



 



Her moans increased in tempo. They sounded beautifully painful, but he didn’t let up for a second, with no intention of making things easier for her. All the manager cared about was the feel of a tight pussy squeezing his throbbing shaft, as he took great pleasure in nailing the disobedient customer. He was clearly savoring the experience, withdrawing until just the head of his monumental member was inside before pummeling back in, bottoming out.



 



Nikki couldn’t run from the truth – she wanted Braddock to finish deep inside her, to give her what she’d always wanted. Her hand worked her clit as she watched herself getting pounded in the mirror, hypnotized by the carnal sight.



 



She couldn’t help but scream as he rammed her, over and over. She was frantically masturbating, working herself and reaching up to rub and caress the base of Braddock's cock.



 



His cock stayed firmly in her pussy as she fondled the manager’s full sack, letting her fingernails lightly scrape it. The sack was tough and felt meaty, and Nikki knew she could get away with teasing the skin, the feel of a fingernail against his plums making Braddock’s erection rage furiously.



 



She couldn’t believe this was happening, having this big man slam her while she cradled his balls. She writhed on the huge cock, completely skewered, panting and gasping in ragged bursts.



 



Braddock lifted his arms up above his head and shouted, “This is what happens after closing-time, bitch!” It was a triumphant yell of success and satisfaction.



 



Grabbing the ass cheeks in front of him, he continued to spear the young woman on his cock, pumping back and forth. Nikki was a wriggling, groaning fuckdoll. As her hand worked her clit, she began to cum. The sex-smell was everywhere. The walls of her snatch clamped down on the shaft as she came, ruining the carpet with her release.



 



As Braddock gave another roar of pleasure he let loose a violent blast of cum, a hot cannonball of spunk that pushed Nikki off his shaft. She slid across the floor on her front, and hit the mirror on the other side.



 



Fatigued and sated, she leaned the side of her face up against the mirror, her hot breath making it steamy as she panted onto it, watching the manager shake his cock and zip up behind her. Braddock gave a hearty laugh.



 



Catching her breath, she lay there for a good few moments, stunned but not bewildered. She had been successful in making this hunk cum, in satisfying the rampant man and his natural cravings. Standing over her, Braddock looked down at her with a smile, showing his straight white teeth, with a grateful look on his face.



 



He glanced at the clothes that Nikki had hung up. “Don’t forget to leave some dollar bills on the counter on your way out,” he said, before walking out of the room, wandering off down the corridor and into the depths of the store, his keys jangling in his pocket.



 



When she came back down to Earth, Nikki carefully got up. She put her clothes back on and brushed herself down, trying to look presentable. She knew that if she were to get pregnant, she would get through this, with or without Braddock. She was a smart girl, and she would find a way to handle it, even if she had to go it alone.



 



She picked up the store clothes. She was going to need those smart clothes, and the pay rise that they would inevitably bring her.



 



-----









Steamy Erotica Story 1









A
 lot can happen in a week, Emma reflected. She was standing on the top of a cliff overlooking a pine forest. She ran her hand over her belly, a mixture of sadness and pride running through her. She was a beautiful, young lady, her body fit and athletic from years of climbing. Her caramel skin framed against dark, flowing hair, gave her a sexy Mediterranean look. She had always drawn gazes no matter where she went. Getting attention had never been a problem. It just meant she could be very discerning with whom she allowed into her life.



Nobody had interested her before she left for the camp. A mere seven days ago, she hadn’t even experienced sex yet. Tears welled in her brown eyes as she thought back to the innocent teen she had been, riding the bus through to Adventure Camp.



So much had happened since. So much had changed.



Seven days ago, she was sitting alone on the bus seat, peering out the window, daydreaming. She was looking forward to being in a new place, meeting new people, having new adventures. She would never have predicted how big an adventure was awaiting her. Not then, not while she gazed out onto the passing countryside, not even when Scott approached her.



“Excuse me, you’re Emma, right? Is anyone sitting here?”



It took a moment for Emma to come out of her reverie. She gazed up at the smiling man. His wavy hair framed an angular yet soft face. His shoulders were broad and muscular. Even through his T-shirt, she could see that he kept himself in shape. He was pointing to the space on the seat beside her.



“Yes,” she said. “I mean, No.”



Emma paused, putting a hand in front of her eyes in embarrassment. She smiled back at him.



“I mean, yes, I am Emma. And, no, there’s nobody sitting here.”



“Great to meet you, Emma.” He smiled back, extending a hand. “I’m Scott. We’ll be taking the kids climbing together.”



“Oh. Right, Scott. Nice to meet you, too.”



Emma grew up in a family of avid rock climbers, and had spent many of her childhood years scrambling up crags, constantly pushing her body to its limit. When school ended, it only made sense to share her skills and knowledge at the Adventure Camp. After all, her friends were off with their boyfriends, holidaying out of State.



After being confirmed as a camp counselor, she had been introduced to Scott via email. He was twenty-one, two years older than her, and had been a counselor for this camp since he was nineteen as well. She hadn’t seen his picture. All the photos she could find of him were artistic shots that never showed his full face. She had wondered if he was hiding something.



If he was, it certainly wasn’t visible looking at him in person. Her eyes ran over his handsome face, lingering on his defined pecs.
 Nope, definitely no hideous defects here.



“May I sit down?”



“Sure, yes, sorry.” She smiled and shook her head at herself.



Scott smiled again as he sat.



“Thanks. I just wanted to check in with you before we got to camp. I always wished that somebody had made me feel at ease when I was a newbie. So, you know.”



He is sweet,
 Emma thought, and she certainly was grateful that she wasn’t by herself anymore.



“Thank you. Yeah, that’d be great.”



She brushed her hair behind an ear and listened while Scott prattled on about what they would be doing and where the low rated crags were that they’d be taking their first charges to. Most of this information she already knew. Emma was always well prepared and had fired these very questions to the camp administrators as soon as she knew she was selected.



But Scott seemed to have made it his mission to prepare her and she didn’t want to disappoint him. So she let him chat away, her mind focusing to more immediate concerns.



Concerns such as the physically appealing boy that was filling her vision. He really was rather handsome and fit. His tummy was flat and she was certain that she’d be able to count his abs once his shirt came off.



She almost laughed out loud. She’d only just met Scott and already she was thinking of him without his shirt. Maybe this was destiny.



Not destiny in that cloyingly-sweet-horrible-teenage-lovesick way. That just made her want to puke. She saw her friends all head over heels in love and how silly it made them, like being in love meant half your brain fell asleep or something. No, she wasn’t interested in that. She wanted something
 real
 . She wanted to feel like a woman, not a giggly little girl. Maybe it was because she hung out with adults from a young age, camping and climbing with her parents and their friends. Maybe she was just more mature than her schooling friends. Whatever the reason, she always saw relationships in a different, more evolved manner.



Not that she had any boyfriends yet. The guys in school, even the hot ones, just didn’t interest her. They all needed to grow up a bit.



And that just left her frustrated.



Since puberty, as she became aware of her developing body, Emma had been on another mission. A mission to discover her sexuality. Her mom had the talk with her in a strictly biological fashion. The school sex education was just as inadequate. And her friends were even less help. Everything else she had to learn from the Internet.



Thank God for the Internet. She had learned so much, watching videos, finding forums, reading blog post after blog post. She learned how to pleasure herself because there was nobody that she was willing to learn with. Until now it had just been her fingers and her hairbrush. Not that she would say that she wasn’t a virgin anymore. She hadn’t yet pushed her brush inside her beyond the tip. She wanted that first experience to be with a real penis. But she had come close some nights, the excitement and pleasure pulsing in her loins, daring her, begging her to push that brush handle deeper. She had refrained.



She didn’t know how much longer she would hold out though. She had been looking forward to meeting some more experienced and mature men among the camp counselors. And now, as she stared at Scott, sitting inches away from her, his wavy hair bouncing as he talked animatedly, his muscles flexing as he gesticulated with his arms, now it seemed like her wait was over. Scott had already won her heart in the way that he wrote to her. He was intelligent, sensitive and caring. And now that she could actually see him, she was convinced he was the full package. He was what she’d been waiting for.



She flashed a smile at him to show she hadn’t lost interest in his monologue. Then, she adjusted herself on the seat, tucking her legs in under her, just in case the little wet spot between her thighs was starting to show.



 



The rest of the day zoomed by. The bus arrived at the camp late in the afternoon. And with all the unpacking and orientation and arranging sleeping quarters, everything was a blur.



Emma and Scott had spent the rest of the afternoon together getting their gear sorted out, packing their things into their respective bunks and meeting some of the children that had already arrived. The bulk of the kids would arrive the next morning in time for their first climb before the sun got too high.



Scott had disappeared soon before dinner, going off to find some of his old camp friends, leaving Emma to eat by herself. She chatted idly with some of the other counselors but no-one else enticed her. A few hours after arriving, Emma left the meal quarters, tired and looking forward to bed.



There was a bunch of boys playing softball nearby, one team playing with their shirts on, the other without. Scott was fielding, part of the skin’s team. He spotted her and waved. Emma caught herself grinning like a smitten school girl. She’d been right; she counted a solid six pack on his athletic torso.



Her loins warmed immediately. Waving back, she turned and quickly made her way back to her bunk. It was still mostly empty. A few bags lay scattered on the ground, some beds were already slept in, but mostly the bunk was empty.



Emma tore off her shorts and T-shirt and slipped under the covers.



Once covered, she pulled off her panties and bra and dropped them on the side of the bed. Closing her eyes, her hand made its way between her legs, rubbing against her pubic bone, she pushed her palm flat against her body, pushing downwards until her fingers touched the engorged lips of her womanhood.



In her mind, she saw Scott, now fully naked, approaching her. He placed his hands on her waist and pulled her close to him. She smelled his manly musk and it sent ripples through her body. She looked up at him. He gazed back at her, passively, a subtle smile on his face. Then he placed his mouth on hers and kissed her passionately. Emma melted into his arms. She was sure that if he hadn’t been holding her, she would have fallen to the ground. Her legs were weak, a million butterflies swirled in her tummy and a fire burned in her pussy. All external awareness shutdown, leaving only the sensation of his body, the feel of his lips and tongue on her mouth.



Wetness dripped down her inner thighs. In her bed, Emma rubbed one hand against her wet skin before bringing it to her mouth. She licked her fingers, inhaling deeply, the other hand frigging hard against her clit. She grabbed her left breast and squeezed. A moan escaped her mouth.



Scott was squeezing his body against her, sucking on her tongue, his thick, hard penis mashed against her. Her breasts tingled, squashed against his chest. His strong hands rubbed down her back, one of them grabbing her ass. She squealed into his mouth. Scott moved his hips up and down, the head of his cock playing against her vulva.



In her bed, Emma had replaced her fingers with the head of her hairbrush, pressing it against her in time with Scott’s movements in her head.



He pushed hard against her, his tongue wrestling with hers, both hands now on her bum, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh. His hips were thrusting hard against her now, moving faster and faster, the tip of his penis playing against her open pussy.



She wanted him so bad. She squeezed her breasts. She was on fire, panting hard, close to orgasm. She
 wanted
 him in her.



The hairbrush moved into her, poised, ready to be thrust deep into her snatch. She took a deep breath, her eyes closed, waiting, already trembling.



Scott pressed himself hard into her.



The hairbrush moved in her but stopped short. The part of her that was still aware held back. Still, it was enough. The image of Scott’s cock pushed her over the edge. Emma arched her back, still in her bed, still alone, as a wave of pleasure washed over her. With her
 body shaped like a bridge, one hand still squeezing her boob, the other pleasuring her pussy with her hairbrush, she dropped her head back. Her eyes fluttered open momentarily, still glazed with delight.



Her heart skipped a beat. Because there, just on the other side of her bed, someone was watching her.



Emma scrambled in panic around in her bed, pulling the blankets against her naked body. She was fully aware now. She looked out into the room.



It was dark and empty.



There was no sign of anyone. The door was still closed. It looked like nothing was out of the ordinary. Emma breathed heavily from the effort of her orgasm and the scare she had during it. She had a vivid imagination, there was no question about that. Almost every night, Emma closed her eyes and had wild sexual experiences. But those images always remained behind shut eyelids. She was certain that somebody had been watching her.



But who? And where were they now? Maybe I AM just dreaming,
 she thought, forcing herself to laugh.
 Just tired. It was a long trip after all.



Looking around the room once more, Emma untangled the blankets and lay down again. This time when she closed her eyes, she almost instantly fell fast asleep.



 



Hiking through the forest the next day was exciting. She and Scott led a group of ten young grade 7s along the stony path down the cliffs. They had spent the morning instructing the children on how to use the harnesses, tying knots and general safety.



Scott handled most of the instruction. He had a very take-charge attitude when it came down to it and was very good with the kids. They took a liking to him immediately. Emma had to smile at how much more attractive this made him. During their hike, her mind frequently jumped back to their imaginary lovemaking session and she giggled, her pussy twitching happily at the memories.



Scott gave her an odd sideways glance at first but by the time they reached their first crag, he seemed to have accepted her unexpected giggles. In a way, they did make her cuter. He was very chatty again this morning, taking turns talking to her directly and imparting knowledge on their young charges. He was a walking encyclopedia of useful information from what the different rocks were called to what type of foliage to avoid.



Emma knew how to climb and climb well but she didn’t know her granite from her marble, so to speak. She was looking forward to learning so much from Scott during the next few days.



They made it to the first climb, dumped their bags and got all their gear out. While Scott helped the children put on their harnesses and revisit the rope knots lesson, Emma decided to scout out the area. She wanted to see exactly what they were climbing. It was a simple piece of rock angled at about 60 degrees with plenty of hand and footholds. She’d mastered this kind of climb when she was about eight.



Without the need for ropes and belay devices, Emma scrambled up the rock with ease. She made a note of the good holds so that she could guide the children. It was a short climb as well. They wouldn’t get too tired or freak out.



At the top she looked down at Scott and the kids.



“Helloooooooooo.” She called.



Scott looked up and waved before resuming his task of securing a harness. Some of the kids called back up excitedly.



“Hellllooooooooo!”



Suddenly, their expressions changed. They looked scared. A few pointed.



“Look out!” one small boy yelled.



Scott looked up at this and the blood drained from his face.



“Emma!” he called. “Come down! NOW!”



Emma was already moving in position to descend. She looked above her to see what had spooked Scott and the children. She stopped as panic took over and froze her against the rock.



Above her, standing at an angle on the cliff face as though gravity meant nothing, a being watched her. It stood very still, gazing calmly at her with green, slanted eyes. The thing wasn’t clothed. It looked like a naked man, complete with an 8-inch flaccid penis, but its skin was shiny, almost reflective. The shadows and contours of the rock face were mirrored on its body. Its head was oval and reminded her of elves in fantasy movies.



Her mind went back to the image she had seen the previous night.
 Could this be the same person?
 She had only glimpsed the being in the night but the shape seemed to fit. The oval head, the very erect stance, the slim, muscular body.
 Who is this being? WHAT is it?



“Emma!”



Scott’s call broke her reverie. She fought against her panic and shifted her body to climb down. The creature moved as soon as she did, walking calmly and purposefully down the rock until it was right next to her. It reached down and grabbed her wrist. It wasn’t rough but the grip was tight. It was not going to let her leave, that was certain.



The being flexed its legs, and jumped.



Emma felt like she was flying. The creature lifted her easily as it bounded up the rocks away from the children and away from Scott. She felt dazed, the panic dissipated, moving through the air, almost nothing supporting her. The cries of the children faded into the background. There was nothing now; just the wind blowing past her.



She had no idea how quickly they moved nor how far. All at once, the being stopped and lay her against the ground. The feel of the dirt awakened her senses. The panic returned with a vengeance. She screamed and tried to sit up. The creature, still calm and still, softly placed a hand on her forehead. Emma had never felt a sense of peace as deep as this. She felt sedate, collected, one with the world. Loved.



She had never felt so loved.



She looked up, gazing into the face of this creature, this being that cared so much for her. It looked at her, a caring and serene thing. It moved closer to her. Its face moved almost against her own.



She was naked, she realized. Just like the creature. She had no recollection of what happened to her clothes or even if she’d put any on today. She barely remembered hiking the trail. All that mattered right now, in this moment, was that she was in love. And the object of her love pressed itself against her.



Its cock was hard now, erect, pulsing. It pushed against her pussy, rubbing up and down just like she always rubbed herself with her hairbrush. The creature lifted her up against its body, hugging her against him. Emma nuzzled its neck.



She lifted her ass as he squeezed it, raising her above his cock. He stopped moving. Emma opened her eyes and looked into the most loving face she’d ever known. He was waiting for her.



She nodded. She smiled. It was happening.
 This
 was what she came here for.



She felt him enter her, slowly, his schlong filling her up, the tight walls of her pussy clamping against the thick girth. She gasped as the sensation washed over her. This was too much. But she wanted it. She needed it.



He rocked back and forth, thrusting gently but firmly, each thrust taking him deeper. She had never felt this good. He moved faster, drilling harder. Emma squealed. She could feel it building up.



&quot;Oooh,&quot; she moaned, swinging her hips hard against him. &quot;Jesus frickin’ Christ!”



Emma was enjoying this position, but the creature had other plans. He wanted to be as deep as possible. He slid his huge phallus out of her, and lowered her to the ground. Emma watched his erection bob about in front of her face for a moment, before he leaned over, grabbed hold of her hips and flipped her over onto all fours. Her bare, peachy ass jiggled in the cool air, and the creature got to it.



He stood behind her, his feet either side of her, and squatted down, lining up his cock with her inviting, pink pussy. He pressed his shiny cock-head up against Emma’s now fully-slick pussy, gripped her thighs forcefully, and speared her deep, every last inch. Her eyes watered and she gasped in pleasure as the creature bucked his hips, sliding all of his long, thick dong in and out of her.



He nailed her rampantly, pulling her hair back and playfully smacking her peachy orbs, as Emma felt an incredible climax build up inside. She screamed at the top of her lungs as she came, squirting around the wide shaft and splattering the large, full balls behind her. It was a much better orgasm than she’d ever had with her hairbrush and Scott was the furthest thing from her mind.



Her climax only seemed to egg the creature on even more, and he pumped her dominantly, needing to reach his own release. With one final twitch of his nuts the creature came, and jet after jet of hot, sticky goo sprayed into Emma’s fertile young body. She moaned in agonizing passion. And passed out.



 



That had been a week ago. Now she was standing on the top of a cliff overlooking the pine forest. She was naked. Clothes didn’t interest her anymore. She ran her hand over her swollen belly, a mixture of sadness and pride running through her. The creature had left her, naked and alone. Scott and the children had found her soon after and carried her back to camp. She’d lain in bed for a few days, drained from her encounter. She hadn’t felt ill, just tired, and hungry. When her belly grew, she realized where her energy was going.



The creature hadn’t left her completely alone. She would bear his child.
 Their
 child.



She had run away in the dead of the night. Emma wasn’t stupid. She knew they’d want to take her baby away from her. For your own good, they’d say. But she knew better. They were jealous. She’d seen Scott’s face change when he noticed her swelling tummy. She’d seen the other counselors as well. The children. They would never know the love she had found. That agonizing passion she had experienced. Yes, they were jealous and they would take it out on her and her child.



She knew it. So she ran away.



She looked out over the pine forest. He was out there, that beautiful reflective creature. And she would find him. She would bring his child to him.



Emma smiled, the wind blowing her hair wildly, kissing her bare skin. With her hand still holding her belly, she walked on to find him.



 



~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~









Steamy Erotica Story 2









“M
 ichael
 is going to be staying with us for a few months,” said Trish to her daughter Emma, who suddenly started listening intently.



“You mean like a lodger?”



“Yeah. He’s going to have the spare room up at the top of the house.”



19 year old Emma looked out of the window as Michael’s BMW pulled into the driveway. “So mum, why isn’t he still with Mellissa? I mean, what happened?”



“They split. I shouldn’t really be telling anyone, but she ended up cheating on him.”



“Oh, that’s terrible,” said Emma, eying up the tall strong man as he got out of his car. Even though Michael was in his 40’s, Emma still had a crush on him. Now she was of age, a young woman, she felt a wet tingling sensation between her thighs as she perused his muscular torso, rippling underneath his rugby shirt as he walked towards the front door.



“Oh hello, come on in,” said Trish as she opened the door. “The kettle’s just boiled. You remember Emma don’t you?”



“Yes, of course I do,” said Michael in a warm tone. “God, you’ve grown,” as he looked Emma up and down. Ripe, her voluptuous melons jutted out and pressed against the thin fabric of her sweater.



“So, what’s new with you?” asked Trish, purposefully avoiding conversation about Michael’s failed marriage. “I see you’re still playing rugby.”



“Oh yes. Even for an old boy like me, I do still love a good old game of rugger. Ha, it’s something about the mud I think. I’m playing this weekend actually, so it should be a good one.”



“Ok, awesome. Let me show you to your room. It’s at the top of the house.” Emma watched her mother lead Michael up the stairs and eyed up his muscular buttocks through his jeans as he ascended the staircase. Emma checked her phone.
 Hmmm, I’ve got a date with Spencer tonight, I’d better get ready,
 she thought.



Later that night, at Spencer’s apartment, Emma was chilling on his bed. The two were watching a porn movie, again.
 Maybe I should stop dating jocks.



“I’m not sure what it is you like so much about these movies,” said Emma as her wrist quickened.



“There’s just something about the group dynamic that really tantalizes my nut-sacks,” explained Spencer as his breath quickened.



Emma squeezed her delicate hand around his throbbing shaft as she paused for a second near the base, tightening her grip as his full balls swayed gently.



“You like these movies too. Go on, be honest.”



“Of course I like them,” admitted Emma. “But I mean, it’s not very romantic. Sitting on your bed, watching porn.”



“Well, if you’d go all the way with me, I wouldn’t want to watch them all the time.”



“Look, you know I’m not ready. I’ve never
 had
 sex before. And I’m perfectly happy with the way things are going between us. There’s no need to rush things,” she said as her hand increased in pace once more, jacking his tool briskly up the down the erect length.



She was sure Spencer would be able to satisfy her, measuring in at 7 inches. However, what she had said to him was true – she just wasn’t ready yet.



“God, look at that,” gasped Spencer, his eyes transfixed on the screen. A young bleached blonde bimbo was getting banged rotten by a gang of three. One was in her mouth, one was drilling her from behind, while the third guy was slapping his dong across her chops as she reached up and cupped his big full balls.



“That’s so frickin’ hot,” said Spencer, as he felt his orgasm rise up within him. “Don’t stop baby, keep going!”



Emma felt his knob twitch between her clasped fingers, and Spencer erupted, shooting his milk out in front of them, all over the bed-sheets. “Jesus Christ. That was a lot. You must’ve been waiting to do that for a long time.”



“Yeah, all day. That was so good, watching that and getting jacked off. Now, let me return the favor.”



“I’m good for now,” said Emma. She had let Spencer finger-bang her before, but she wasn’t in the mood. The unromantic aspect of watching porn with her boyfriend, when perhaps he could have taken her out to dinner instead, meant that she wasn’t going to give him full access to her cute pussy this evening. She passed him the tissues. “Clean yourself up. Now, let’s watch a normal movie.”



Later that night, back in her room, Emma was getting ready for bed. She brushed her long luscious hair in the dim bedroom light, and wondered what it would be like to have a mature boyfriend. A real man.



Rather strange banging sounds echoed from the room directly above.
 That’s Michael’s room. I wonder what he’s doing.
 It sounded quite odd, it was rhythmical yet powerful, and the bangs were steady. They kept coming, one after the other.
 I hope he’s alright up there… I know he’s stressed out about his cheating ex-wife.



Genuinely worried for his safety, Emma tip-toed up the flight of stairs to the top of the house, just wearing a pair of tight little shorts and a bra, the pitter-patter of her soft feet inaudible as she climbed.



Once outside Michael’s room, the banging became louder. With her mum fast asleep downstairs, Emma lowered her head and peeped through the keyhole. She was in disbelief. Her jaw dropped, as there stood Michael, still dressed in his rugby shirt, but naked from the waist down except for a pair of long white socks. Now she saw what a
 real
 man looked like.



His wide hairy muscular thighs were slightly parted, and his erect cock stuck out in front of him, all 8.5 inches, as his hand gripped his own shaft. He was wanking it excitedly, his balls straining as his big shiny bell-end glistened, his ass lightly resting against a table, thus creating the banging sounds.



Emma couldn’t believe her eyes. Michael’s stick was so big, out-measuring Spencer’s, especially in terms of girth and ball size. His nuts were huge, shaven, and neatly trimmed up above, as he dangled his dong freely between his legs. As he rocked his hips back and forth his dong bobbed about in front of him like a nodding dog on the back of a car seat. Emma couldn’t resist but reach down to dally in her own sacred snatch, poking her slim fingers into her shorts and flicking her burning bean.



Michael closed his eyes, opened his mouth and rolled his head back, and Emma watched entranced as he unloaded his spunky load, shooting his jizz out in front of him onto a strategically-placed towel. He gasped and seemed to look towards the door.
 There’s no way he can see me,
 she thought. She suddenly panicked and hurriedly tip-toed back down the stairs and back into her own room, shutting the door silently behind her.



I can’t believe I just watched him do that. This 40-odd-year-old man in my house jacking his rod. This is too much,
 she thought, as she frigged herself to an ecstatic midnight climax, squirting abundantly onto her duvet.
 I need to get some sleep.



Early next afternoon, Emma awoke. It was Saturday, and as she walked down the stairs she could hear her mother Trish and Michael chatting in the kitchen. “So are you playing rugby today?” asked Trish, showing interest.



“Yeah, it’s just a friendly game, me and a few of the lads. I’m a bit long in the tooth now to be playing for, y’know, a proper local team. It’s just a bit of a laugh. We go and have a few pints afterwards.”



“That sounds lovely,” said Trish encouragingly. “Well, have a good time.”



“I will,” said Michael as he zipped up his bag and headed for the door, passing Emma on the staircase. Emma blushed and looked at her bare toes. “See you later Emma. Have a nice day,” oblivious to what Emma had witnessed the night before.



“Thanks, I will do. Have a good game,” she said as she bounded past him and into the kitchen.



“He’s a nice chap isn’t he?” beamed Trish. “I hope he finds himself a nice woman that’s not going to cheat on him. But for now it’s perfectly fine that he stays here and rents.”



“Yes, he’s a nice guy,” said Emma as she reached for the milk.



“I’ve seen the way you look at him, Emma. He’s too old for you, so please focus your attention somewhere else. He’d off limits,” Trish told her daughter sternly.



“I don’t know what you’re talking about. But whatever.”



In the living room, Emma glanced at the mantelpiece and noticed that a picture of herself had disappeared. It was one that had been taken last year, at age 18. She had always thought that she looked pretty nice in that photo, and wondered why her mum had taken it down. Intending to ask her later, she put it out of her mind.



 



***



 



“I can’t make it tonight,” said Emma, on the phone to Spencer. “I’ve got lots of studying to do.”



“Oh, come on baby. I wanted to watch another gangbang video.”



Emma rolled her eyes. “You and your gangbangs. You’re obsessed! Look, I’m really not interested. I’ve got lots of studying to do, and its far more important that watching silly pornos. So you’ll just have to satisfy yourself.”



She was getting really sick of Spencer’s constant porno-watching and masturbating. He must have been the most unromantic boyfriend in the world. “Look, I’ll see you some other time.”



Emma studied hard that evening in her bedroom. She really got her head down and put pen to paper. After she finished studying, she lay back on her soft comfy bed and she couldn’t help it, but her mind started to wander, and she thought about what she had seen in the room above. Michael was still out with the rugby lads, no doubt drinking himself into a beery-stupor. Emma instinctively traced her hand down her stomach and onto her soft snatch, and her fingers expertly parted her unspoiled labia and began to probe. Her mind raced, thinking about Michael’s big dong being furiously jacked, as she slid her fingers inside. It was tight as hell, but as she pushed two fingers into her virgin pussy, she started to really work herself up, dressed just in her little panties and tight top.



She heard the front door open and boisterous male laughter coming from downstairs.
 He’s home, but who’s he talking to?
 thought Emma. She heard loud plodding footsteps go past her room and up to the lodger’s at the top.
 He’s definitely not alone, but it doesn’t sound like he’s brought a chick home. Must be a couple of the rugby lads.



Trying not to get distracted, Emma continued to frig eagerly. However, a couple of minutes later, she couldn’t help but hear familiar jacking noises, not dissimilar to those she had heard previously. “It can’t be what I’m thinking,” she whispered to herself, and stepped out of her room. Her mum’s door was closed with the light off, and she could see an amber glow coming from upstairs.



She tip-toed up to the lodger’s room once more, and could see that the door was slightly ajar, the light within pouring out and zig-zagging down the stairs. Once near to the door, the noises became louder, it was as if there wasn’t just one wet noise, but as if it was echoing thrice. In the darkness of the landing, she peered her head round the slightly-opened door, and couldn’t believe what she saw. For there was Michael, once again dressed just in his rugby shirt and white socks, his big schlong out in front of him. But, to his left was one of his teammates, a big muscular guy with curly hair, also wearing just a rugby shirt. His enormous prick was in his hands, and Emma guessed it must have measured about 9 &frac14; inches.



To Michael’s right was a third rugby player, a big burley black man, who was even taller than the other two. Amazingly, the black guy outsized the other two in more ways than one, and as Emma eyed up his tool she assumed that his length was nearing 11 inches. She watched in awe as the three guys indulged in a circle-jerk, otherwise known as a game of soggy biscuit, as their three pricks faced each other. Watching unknown to the rugby circle-jerkers, she couldn’t help but wonder why they couldn’t have done this in the shower after the game.
 It’s a bit weird that they came here to do it.
 And then she saw it.



On the floor, at their socked feet, was the missing photo of her.
 Crikey, Michael took it!
 she thought, and was deeply disturbed by this sight. They were jacking off over her pretty features. But then she suddenly felt quite flattered by it, and her hand went down and delved into her panties to play with her aroused pussy. She rubbed her freshly shaven mound vigorously and began to slip her fingers inside, as she crouched by the doorway. The jacking intensified from within, and as she watched the straining sacs tighten, she heard the moans escalate, as the white teammate began to jack with a sense of urgency, his hand a blur, his balls tight as he shot his load downwards onto Emma’s photo. It splashed across her left cheek in a big white gob.



Witnessing this, Michael couldn’t take it anymore, and his nuts tightened up considerably as he ejaculated his seminal fluid which spiraled downwards and splashed Emma’s photo, right on the chin. Emma probed her fingers deep into her frustrated pussy as she perused the big black teammate’s big black nuts, as they too tightened up dramatically. He jacked his enormous snake and spurted his creamy milk, and it gushed downwards like a fountain, splashing the photo, getting Emma’s portrait right in the eye.



Her photo was completely cum-covered, and as the three rugby-jackers squeezed the last bit of jizz out of their softening bells, Emma put her fingers to her mouth to taste her own love-juice.



“Oooh, that was good,” said Michael. “My God, we left the door open.”



Emma sensed that was her cue to get the hell out of dodge, and she jogged her cute ass down the stairs, into her room and shut the door, completely shocked as to what she had just seen. This long-time family friend had actually been having an organized circle-jerk over her face.



Alone in her room, Emma’s phone rang and Spencer’s name flashed up. Ignoring it, she frigged herself to another guilty climax, cumming ecstatically, her pussy pulsating around her index finger as she flicked herself to an amazing orgasm. She just couldn’t stop thinking about those three big dongs upstairs. Spencer didn’t even count. He didn’t even matter.



The next afternoon, as she was getting ready to leave for college, Emma couldn’t help but notice that her picture was back on the mantelpiece. As she stepped closer, she saw that it had smudged stains on it, as if a snail had gone walkabouts.
 Maybe I should tell my mum. On second thought, I’d probably better not.



She left, and when she returned she saw that Michael’s car wasn’t in the driveway. She had stopped off at the store on the way back, and couldn’t wait to get up to her room to try out the new present she had bought for herself. Once in her room, she opened up the brown plastic bag and pulled out the dildo. It was about the same size as Spencer’s, being a virgin she didn’t want to push it. She lay back on her bed and began to rub her fingers up and down the slit of her ready gash before fingering herself, then pressed the head of the dildo up against her womanly folds. She was tight as hell. She closed her eyes, naked except for one of her tight-fitting tops, as the evening light poured in.



She began to push the dildo in inch by inch, the whole time thinking about Michael and his big stiff dong, wanking it furiously. Caught up in the moment, there was suddenly a knock at the bedroom door.
 God, I didn’t lock it because I assumed no one was home,
 she thought.



Without waiting for a reply the door handle turned and the door opened swiftly. There stood Michael. “Damn, I’m sorry. I had no idea. I was just going to see if you knew where your mother was,” he said, his eyes fixed firmly on the dildo in her pussy.



Completely mortified and embarrassed, with the dildo still plunged deep inside her pussy, Emma cried out, “No, I don’t know where she is. Next time you knock, wait for a reply!”



“Sorry, yes I will do.” But he didn’t budge from the doorway, his eyes were still fixed on her gash. Emma was at the point of no return, and as she screwed herself with the toy, she realized this
 was
 what she wanted. The old family friend, that she had lusted after for so long, was watching her, similarly to how she had watched him, and she just couldn’t stop. In fact, her hand speeded up and she continued to really drill herself with the toy, her pussy muscles clamping down around it.



She could tell by the look in Michael’s eyes that this was what
 he
 wanted too, and he was enjoying the view. He was getting the real deal now, not just her photo, and he came and stood near the side of her bed. His crotch level with her face, Emma reached out and stroked the huge bulge in his jeans. “Never mind about the rugby lads today, you’ve got the real thing right here,” she said as she unzipped him.



His boxer shorts bulged ominously as she stroked the erect length through his underwear. Michael didn’t stop her, as she slid the dildo out of her pussy and pulled his jeans and boxers down to his ankles. Stepping out of them, he stood before her, erect and ready.



With it right before her face, Emma sat on the end of her bed and pulled Michael’s foreskin back, revealing his big shiny helmet. She opened her mouth, put her lips on the head and started to suck eagerly, cupping his big shaven balls and rubbing the trimmed hair above. Michael moaned out, encouraging her, putting his hand on the back of her head and pulling her forward onto him. She did a good job of opening her gullet as wide as she could, allowing him to slap his cock right into her mouth, tickling the back of her throat. She almost gagged, but managed not to, and spat a humungous flob onto his knob-head as his balls throbbed between her roaming fingers.



As she looked up into his eyes, he moved his eyes down and towards her snatch. His big strong hands reached down and pressed up between her labia. He frigged her snatch, his fingers feeling firm but forceful. He was a man that knew what he wanted, he was down for
 whatever
 . Michael stepped over and lay himself down on the bed, his huge erection sticking right up at the ceiling, all 8.5 inches. Emma got on top, head to toe, Michael’s strong arms guiding her. She swung her tanned thigh over his face and lowered her crotch onto his mouth. Her firm tits pressed against his toned stomach as she once again found herself face-to-face with his cock, upside down this time, as his tongue darted out and lapped at her soaked-up pussy. His lips expertly suckled the love-juice from her pussy as his bristly chin rubbed against her freshly-shaven mound, his mature tongue flicking her nub from side to side.



Emma opened her mouth wide and once again took the tool as deep as she could, keenly sucking with great gusto. She heard loud footsteps coming down from the top of the house. “But, it can’t be. There was no one here when I came home,” she said into her lip-full of shaft.



“He came in with me. He was just up in my room.”



“Who was?” asked Emma, and as she glanced out of the corner of her eye, she saw the big white curly-haired teammate that had been up in Michael’s room the other night.



“Hi Johnson,” said Michael.



“Hey Michael. I see you’re busy there,” said Johnson as his hand unzipped his own zipper and pulled out his own 9 &frac14; inch schlong, that sprung up to attention rapidly.



Emma enjoyed being the centre of attention, and her tight little starfish puckered up and seemed to entice Johnson to come closer. Johnson lowered his head and stuck out his tongue, lapping at her tiny target as he worked his own rod, leaning over the couple. Emma couldn’t believe she was in a 69er with this stud while getting her bum-hole licked. If only Spencer could see her now. She was thoroughly enjoying herself.



She felt their licking slow down and come to a halt, as Michael’s firm hands lifted her up and off him, and placed her on the bed on her back. He pulled her to the end of the bed so her ass was sticking off the edge, and lined up his erection with her slicked-up pussy. He pressed his bell-end up against her opening as Johnson looked on, masturbating.



“I’ve never done anything like this before,” explained Emma.



“Do you want me to stop?” asked Michael.



“No, I want to feel it inside me. I want to know what it’s like to have a real man penetrate me.”



Michael pushed his bell-end up into her. She had been slightly loosened-up by her dildo play earlier, but it was still a very tight squeeze, and she let out a loud squeal. Reaching round, she grabbed his firm buttocks as he plunged in another inch.
 Oh my gosh.
 And then another. And another. He stuck her with his staff, impaling her balls-deep.



“Fuck,” screamed Emma, in the midst of losing her virginity. “Oh, hang on. Do you have a condom?”



“I don’t,” said Michael.



“Oh ok,” said Emma. And then, “Screw it! Carry on.”



She didn’t want him to stop, and as she opened her mouth to let out another cry, Johnson slapped his bell-end in-between her open lips. Naturally, she sucked on his straining helmet as Michael penetrated her fully, screwing her like a man possessed. He drilled her rampantly, but just as Emma felt an amazing climax boil up within, he withdrew his penis from her pussy, as Johnson simultaneously took his knob out of her mouth.



Michael sat his ass down on the bed and lay back, his pole in need of more attention. Emma clambered on top and straddled him. She had seen this being done many-a-time on Spencer’s porno flicks and couldn’t believe she was actually going to do it. Clambering aboard, she allowed Michael’s big stiff helm right up into her pussy, as his strong hands guided her down on his length. She took every inch deep inside her, his strong hands pulling her up and down his shaft, using her as a wanking device.



Her twin globes jiggled enthusiastically before her, as the ever-ready Johnson slapped his large dong against her titties. Johnson stood astride Michael’s chest, squatted down and placed his knob in-between her knockers. Emma tit-wanked him, sucking his bell every time it popped up through her bouncing boobs.



She heard more loud footsteps coming from the room upstairs. “It can’t be,” slurped Emma onto her mouthful of bell.



She watched in amazement as the big black rugby player she had seen the night before walked in.



“Oh, hi Wayne,” said Michael.



“Hi Michael,” said Wayne in a big deep voice. “I heard a lot of commotion coming from upstairs and wondered what was going on.” He unzipped and pulled out his 11 inch wiener.



Emma’s already-licked and therefore lubed-up starfish winked at him knowingly, as Wayne nudged his enormous bell up against her still-virginal pucker.



“I’m not sure if I’m ready for --” she didn’t have time to finish her sentence as Wayne began to plunge his rod into her butt-hole, making her scream out as pain was mixed with pleasure.



Johnson took his knob out from in-between Emma’s tits and stuck it straight in her mouth. Emma let out a muffled scream, as she was getting triple-fucked hard, having all three of her holed filled. She leaned forward onto her hands and rode Michael like a pony, as Wayne stood behind her, his big black thighs pumping back and forth, his big black nuts slapping up against the big white testicles beneath.



The depravity of losing her virginity in a gangbang was too much for Emma, and her mind flashed back to the porno that she had watched with Spencer, and thought that perhaps she should have stuck with that, as tame as it now seemed. But she was loving every second, and she felt an amazing climax rise up inside her body. She rode it like the crest of a wave, and as it crashed over her, she screamed a muffled scream onto Johnson’s prick-head as she came uncontrollably, spraying her female sex-piss downwards onto Michael’s straining shaft, soaking his trimmed pubes beneath.



Her ring-piece clamped down upon Wayne’s black cock with vice-like force, almost squeezing the life out of it, until his testicles inflated like balloons ready to burst.



Michael lifted Emma off his knob as Wayne withdrew his meat from her pucker, and Johnson took his saliva-wet tool away from her hungry lips. Still on her hands and knees, Emma put her butt in the air, waiting and ready. Facing the centre of the room, Michael got behind her as Wayne and Johnson stood in front. With her snatch now fully soaked-up, Michael grabbed hold of her hips and drilled deep, screwing her doggy-style. With her hands on the edge of the bed, Emma felt like a true animal, like a wild hussy, as she cried out whilst taking it from behind.



The two big cocks in front of her, one white and one black, swayed about right before her face, and she greedily opened her mouth as the two bell-ends got nearer. She sucked on one, then the other, as Wayne and Johnson worked their sticks, simultaneously jacking their huge beasts.



Michael pulled her hair back tightly as the big bells slapped their pre-cum across her face. He banged her mercilessly, ruthlessly, aggressively, her quivering pussy clutching his slick girth as tight as a flea’s chuff, as she felt his large balls tremble behind her. She wanted him to experience the ecstasy she had earlier. She wanted to feel his seed deep inside her. She couldn’t believe this was happening, this old friend of her mother’s. All these images flashed through her mind – the gangbang video, her picture on the mantelpiece, her mother talking to Michael, Michael playing rugby, Michael jacking off over her, her new dildo. All these images swirled around her subconscious like a phallic highlight reel of cherry-popping madness.



Michael cried out as she felt his cock hard as a rock, buried in her snatch. He shot his load, shooting his seminal spray deep. It shot out like a garden hose, spraying his thick creamy white jizz deep inside her fertile body, his sperm swimming valiantly all the way up to her egg.



The two monumental knobs in her face twitched soon after, and Johnson sprayed his milk like a squirt-gun right into Emma’s open mouth and onto her outstretched tongue. She swallowed down as much as she could, just as she saw Wayne’s huge black monster begin to vibrate. He too shot his load, and it shot out like a broken fire hydrant, plastering her right in the face, all over her cheeks. She managed to shut her eyes just in time, as the spooge dripped down her face as onto the floor beneath her. Blindly reaching out one of her hands, she squeezed both their sacs, going from one to the other, as the last drops from their drained nuts drizzled out of their softening snakes.



Michael withdrew, and Emma sat back down against the big comfy pillows, wiping her eyes clean. Her eyes went from the three now-flaccid schlongs and their drained balls, to the pool of spooge on the floor, and down to the cream-pie between her legs as it dripped out onto her bed-sheets.



I’m going to get pregnant for sure,
 she thought. But then she looked admiringly at Michael. She had always fancied him, and if she was going to get pregnant, then she was sure that he would make a great father. His wife had cheated on him, so he was sure to know all about how to have a monogamous relationship. She imagined him being faithful to her. Everything would turn out okay. And if his rugby friends would come around every now and then, she was sure she could accommodate them.



I’ll find a way to make this work,
 she thought, as she looked at Wayne’s big black grapefruits.



 



~~~###~~~









Steamy Erotica Story 3









O
 n holiday in Barbados. Boiling heat, pool parties and shenanigans aplenty. This is exactly what Susie needed before her big upcoming wedding. She didn’t want things to get too crazy though, being an attractive girl in her late twenties the temptation for debauchery was always there, but she loved Jimmy and couldn’t wait to wed him in a couple of weeks back home.



She was on holiday with her friend Megan, just the two of them enjoying a relaxing week unwinding after a hectic stint at their office jobs. A blonde and a brunette, lying on the beach in their bikinis, feeling the sand between their toes and getting a tan – what could be better.



Susie’s relationship with Jimmy had for the most part been good. She knew he had a high sex drive, so she tried to satisfy him in the bedroom as much as she could. Both being young they did indulge in sexual activity regularly, and she tried to be as experimental as possible in the bedroom. They mostly did cowgirl and doggy-style, with the occasional bit of light spanking thrown in there for good measure, which Jimmy seemed to enjoy more than Susie.



There was, however, one thing in the bedroom that Jimmy was always pressuring Susie to do, but she had always refused. She just didn’t get why he liked it so much and wanted to do it so badly. Her front entrance was tight enough, she thought, so there was no way she was going to take it up the back-door. Just the very thought of it made her eyes water – she was a slim attractive girl with not much meat on her, so she was well aware that her back passage was incredibly tight. So tight in fact, that she was sure if she did actually allow Jimmy to make love to her tightest sphincter, he would undoubtedly get a sore cock. He wasn’t the most well-endowed guy on earth (Susie knew this for a fact from her college days) but even so – she was sure her anal tunnel would squeeze his frustrated penis with near-crushing force if he was ever able to get it in.



So, Jimmy seemed to have given up pestering her and got the message that anus-love wasn’t going to happen in their relationship, despite his earlier guilt-tripping pleas of: “If you loved me you’d do it,” and, “It’s supposed to feel good y’know.”



She figured her tight pussy and high sex-drive should be enough to satisfy any man and he was lucky to have her.



After a day sunbathing, attempting to surf and sipping a couple of mojitos on the beach, Susie and Megan headed back to the hotel to grab a shower and a bite to eat and to get out of the sun for a bit.



“I need to Skype Jimmy too,” she told Megan. “I haven’t since I’ve been here and I kind of miss him.”



“Ok cool,” Megan said, smiling. “There’s a lot to occupy you here but I get it – you’re in love!”



Back in their hotel room Susie fired up the laptop and sat on the bed, eager to see her cheeky monkey, while Megan faffed and styled her hair in the open door of the bathroom.



“He’s online!” Susie called out as the screen read: ‘Connecting Call’. She waited excitedly for their webcams to connect; she couldn’t wait to tell her fiancé all about the great little holiday she was having. However, to her utter shock, when his webcam went live it was not Jimmy sitting at the screen but a young female.



Susie’s jaw dropped as she tried to take in what was in front of her. At first she thought there must have been some kind of mix-up, that she had accidentally been connected to someone else’s cam, but there was no doubt that it was Jimmy’s apartment and Jimmy’s chair that this stranger was sitting in. The girl was about the same age as Susie, a redhead and attractive.



“Who… are you?” Susie said, exasperated.



The girl smiled. “I’m Tabitha.”



Susie quickly realized that that answer didn’t help her one bit. “Okay… what are you doing there? Where’s Jimmy?” she inquired, eager to get to the bottom of this.



“Jimmy’s in the shower,” Tabitha said with an evil glint in her eye.



“And
 why
 is he in the shower?!” Susie asked, playing along.



“He’s washing his cock. That’s right. It’s been up my ass all morning so you can’t blame him really,” she said defiantly.



Utter disbelief and anger rose up through Susie’s body. Was this chick serious?! Who the hell was she, why was she with Jimmy, and if this was in fact true how
 dare
 she blatantly talk to her like this. Just as Susie opened her mouth to question this little hussy further, the redhead sarcastically waved goodbye and ended the call, making both webcams go blank.



Even though it felt much longer, this whole call had only lasted a few seconds. Megan had heard everything from the bathroom, and walked out also in disbelief of what had transpired.



“Did that actually just happen?” Megan said, exasperated.



“Unfortunately it did, yes,” Susie answered, tears starting to well in her pretty eyes, and Megan instinctively rushed to sit down on the bed next to her companion, putting her arms around her and comforting her.



“Look, if I’m being honest you’re probably better off without him. I’ve always thought he was a bit of a tool, to tell you the truth. All that beer drinking and rugby. And plus he’s not very pleasing on the eye – I mean, he’s a bit of a porker.”



“I know,” Susie wailed, bursting into tears, “But he was
 my
 porker! I loved him! We’re engaged to be married… what the hell am I going to do?!”



Megan rubbed her hands up and down her friend’s soft tanned back in an attempt to settle her and stop the waterworks. “There there. There there. There’s plenty more fish in the sea. At least you found out now before you tied the knot.”



Susie sobbed as she tried to hold back the tears. “But… she said that he had been making love to her anus. That’s just wrong. I mean, I know he had tried to bugger me up the tulip several times, and I thought it was just because he was a randy sod – I had no
 idea
 he would do it to some little hussy like that. While I’m here on holiday.”



“Well, at least you found out now,” Megan said soothingly, her well-manicured hand dabbing Susie’s tears away with a tissue. “But I don’t agree that anal sex is wrong. Lots of people do it. I mean, me and Bobby used to do it all the time when we were dating. I too have a very tight starfish, but we just used lots of lube and we were good to go. Sometimes he’d lick the target first. It hurts a bit at first – especially when the guy’s got a big weenie – but after a while it starts to feel really good. I think you’d enjoy it!”



“Oh crumbs, Jimmy’s got quite a small willy, but even so I think my back entrance is so narrow that I’m scared it might split me in two,” Susie said, her tears subsiding.



“Don’t be silly!” Megan chuckled, trying to cheer her buddy up. “But I really think you should break up with that twat Jimmy. How dare he do this to you.”



Susie nodded. “Oh yes. There’s no way I could marry him now. Not only because of the betrayal, but there’s no way I could suck his plonker knowing it’s been up that tart’s ass.”



 



That night as they lay in their separate beds Susie couldn’t sleep. The event that had transpired earlier that day was playing heavily on her mind. Every time she shut her eyes all she could picture was that redheaded trick Tabitha, bending over, spreading her tight cheeks and showing her anal hole, inviting the world to penetrate her like the little whore she was.



Even though the act of sodomy scared and repelled Susie in many respects, the brief chat with Tabitha meant that she just couldn’t shake the image of it, and mental pictures of winking starfish haunted her thoughts as she lay there in the dark humid room.



As Megan blissfully slept in the bed next to her, Susie decided that she needed to see this unholy act for herself. It was the only way she was going to make peace with it. She was a sensible girl, and knew that the first step to getting over this ordeal was confronting it head on, so she sat up in bed and grabbed her laptop that was on her bedside table. She opened it, the bright screen casting light on her and throwing shadows across the room.



Being brave but still rather unsure, her trembling fingers did a web search for ‘anal’, and within seconds she was greeted with an enormous assortment of sites depicting the ungodly act in all its guilty glory.



As she clicked on a few videos, she was partially relieved to see that most of them were kind of what she expected – pornstar hunks drilling attractive females between their pert smooth bum-cheeks. As much as she was sure it would hurt, she remembered what Megan had told her about lots of lube, and this helped her to ease the uncomfortable tremors of fear coming from her forbidden entrance.



Then she clicked on one that both confused and enticed her on many different levels. It was two slightly-older milfs in their thirties, both on the bed on all fours. But there wasn’t a man in sight. Instead, these two randy mares were facing away from each other, and were both impaling their bum-holes on a very large double-ended dildo. Their fleshy seats clapped together as they banged against each other rampantly, apparently keen to anally penetrate themselves in this unusual fashion. Susie muted the sound to prevent their pig-like squeals from waking her snoozing holiday companion, but as the eye-opening act continued she couldn’t help slipping her hand beneath the bed sheets to dally in her freshly-shaven pussy.



Here, she guiltily rubbed her swollen nub, her eyes feasting on the crazy onscreen happenings as confusing thoughts and emotions poured through her very being. She rubbed herself to a juddering silent midnight orgasm, before raising her soaked fingers to her lips to lick them clean.



She closed the laptop and her eyes, now feeling herself drifting off to sleep, strangely content and fulfilled.



 



The following evening they went to a pool party, and even though Susie wasn’t keen to mingle with her fellow holiday makers Megan had pretty much dragged her there, insisting that she make the most of her week in the sun despite the revelation that her fiancé was a cheating slimeball.



Susie rolled her eyes as she sipped her vodka-coke through a straw, unimpressed by the many testosterone-fuelled men that wandered past her poolside, perusing her shapely stature whilst attempting to make unnoticed eyes.



It was just too soon after her Jimmy catastrophe to even think about dating another man, not even if it was a rebound fling, she decided. Typically, Megan was enjoying herself, flaunting her feminine wares while simultaneously trying to look coy and demure, a task and a skill she had honed to perfection. One guy had caught her eye in particular – a tall dark-skinned guy. He was about 6ft4 and dressed only in board shorts and flip-flops, his chiseled hairless torso reflecting the neon pool-side lamps as he flirted and chatted to Megan like a kid in a candy store.



Really not being in the party mood, Susie dragged Megan back to the hotel room, but without Susie’s approval Megan had unceremoniously taken back the guy she had been chatting to as well. If Susie wanted to go home early that was fine, Megan figured, but there was no way she was missing out on any holiday fun.



“So, I’m really still not sure about this anal sex act,” Susie revealed to Megan back in the room as she started to remove her make-up.



Megan rolled her eyes. “Oh really?” she asked, withdrawing the huge black member from her mouth as she earnestly cupped his ball-sacks.



“Yeah, I mean… last night I watched a couple of vids while you were asleep. And to be honest… I found it kinda disturbing,” she explained to her friend as Megan tugged on the enormous black shaft, her hand unable to fit all the way around it as her tongue flicked out to lap the first drop of pre-cum from the glistening helmet.



“Look, it’s really nothing to worry about,” Megan said, her voice muffled with a throatful of cock, trying to reassure Susie as quickly as possible so she could focus on the task in hand. “I’m telling you – you just need a bit of lube and the right mind-set and its happy sailing. I’m sure that once you let a guy drill your virginal pucker, you’ll never look back!”



“Hmmm, maybe you’re right,” Susie agreed unsurely as she brushed her hair in the mirror, getting ready for bed. “I’m so confused about the whole thing. Yesterday morning I had my future planned out; it was all so clear. Now it’s so dark and cloudy.”



“There’s nothing wrong with dark,” Megan cheekily argued, as she slapped the monstrous member off her face, bouncing the bell-end from cheek to cheek. “Look, get some rest. I’m sure tomorrow you’ll feel a lot better.”



Susie agreed, and after Megan had milked the 10 inch beast to completion and tried her best to swallow the copious amounts of thick while spunk that was ejaculated down her glugging neck, the pair called it a night and went to bed.



 



The next morning the hot yellow sun shone through the curtains as Susie awoke, glancing over to her still-sleeping next-bed confidant who lay there with dried cum still visible on her partly-covered firm chest. Despite her friend’s advising that things would feel better in the morning, the thought of her stumpy fiancé rogering that ginger tart up the ham flower was still playing heavily on the young woman’s mind.



After flicking herself to a frustrated morning climax, Susie decided to try to give Jimmy one last Skype call – perhaps it had all been a mix-up after all. After their years spent together she figured she should at least allow him to explain himself; perhaps there was a perfectly rational explanation for what happened. Perhaps it was his long lost sister playing a prank for example.



So, Susie opened the laptop and sat back in bed, and clicked to make the video call back home. It rang for what seemed like an eternity, and with her good heart thumping dramatically in her chest Susie was about shut the machine down, when suddenly the webcams were simultaneously connected.



Low and behold, before her was the sight that would both confirm her fiancé’s infidelity and confirm that Tabitha wasn’t his long lost sister. Jimmy’s cat had coincidentally (and unintentionally) stepped on the keyboard, connecting the cams and giving Susie full view of when was happening in his bedroom at that precise moment in time.



For there was Tabitha, bent over Jimmy’s bed, her bum-cheeks parted; with Jimmy behind her, gratuitously plunging his modest pecker into her willing anus. His slightly-overweight beer belly slapping off her lower back as he screwed her anally and determinedly, apparently eager to unload his little load into her wanton dirt-track.



He hadn’t noticed that the cam was on, and continued to pound away as Tabitha turned her redhead to the side and looked Susie dead in the eyes, offering a nasty wink & a smile. Obviously furious, Susie offered her back her middle finger that was still shimmering with her morning dew, before aggressively shutting the lid of her laptop in anger.



“What a twat!” Susie exclaimed, the loudness of her hardened words waking her travel pal, who gave a spunk-wafting yawn before giving her heart-felt condolences but also saying that she told her so.



“Honey, he’s really not worth it,” Megan offered, before adding, “Hey, let’s go to that big pool party tonight – it’ll take your mind off it! Okay?”



Susie nodded, a cheeky smile decorating her pouting lips, “Let’s party hard!”



 



So, night-time came and before they knew it the girls were poolside, drinks in hand and dolled up to the nines in their matching pink & blue bikinis, looking like a million bucks. The poolside area was packed with tons of hot young things – chatting, dancing, water bombing and diving as Run-DMC played loudly on the retro boombox.



The girls were chatting to Matilda, who had been the girls' holiday rep. She was a German woman in her thirties, blonde and voluptuous with a full figure and a pretty face. A real milf.



“Look girlz,” Matilda said with a glint in her green eyes, “Zeez party iz gooden and everyzing, but because it’z ze second to last night I’m having a private leetle party of my own up een my plush apartment. Vy not come up aand join me, no?”



The two girls sucked on their straws and exchanged a look. As usual, Megan was the one to talk first. “Ummm ok. Sounds good!”



As the girls knew, big parties were good, but private parties always had the potential to be great.



“Perfect! Zen I’ll see you up there in twenty minutes, yaah!”



 



Twenty minutes later the girls were climbing the stairs to Matilda’s plush pad, tipsy but sober enough to know they were in for an eventful evening. Stepping past drunk and passed-out bodies along the way they entered the top-floor apartment, the living room occupied by a handful of party-goers, most of which were either passed out or intoxicated.



They crept to her half-open bedroom door and paused in the doorway to peruse the goings-on inside. Low and behold, standing by her double bed was Matilda, but she was not alone. She was with Ronald Donaldson, who had been the tour guide for their week in the sun. He was a man in his 50s, spectacled and average, with a body shape that resembled a dropped trifle. He was also the last person the girls expected to see in such unusual circumstances. For there he was, on all fours on the bed, his snow-white ass-cheeks in the air, getting his erect winky milked downwards by Matilda as if it was a cow’s udder.



Matilda had placed a plastic drink cup beneath his straining member, in an attempt to catch the strings of pre-cum as they drooled down like an ant’s waterfall. She milked earnestly, clasping his average shaft in her grasp, pumping it up and down as hard as she could in a valiant effort to empty his straining sacks, which had tightened up like two furry kiwis.



As the girls watched on in disbelief, Matilda slid a wide finger into his man-hole, her flesh-colored digit disappearing between his ghastly globes. This was too much for the middle-aged divorcee to take, and he shot his load into the cup beneath, filling it to within 1 millimeter of the brim.



The viewing of this depraved act made the girls give a shocked audible gasp, which in turn made Matilda turn her head abruptly and see them in the doorway.



She offered a beaming smile and said, “Oh hi! Glad zoo could make it! Come on in.”



No sooner had they entered the room than Ronald had scurried past them and exited, grabbing his y-fronts as he did so, the embarrassment of being milked in front of two attractive young females too much for him. Matilda’s jeans and knickers were off and with her large chunky thighs and neatly trimmed bush exposed, she said, “It's naughty to spy y’know! Now come and make it up to me!”



She stood with her legs slightly parted, the dark red light of the room giving her white legs a warm glow, motioning to her front and back entrances and inviting the girls to come and enjoy her pleasure centre.



The girls wasted little time in dropping to their knees and burying their faces in Matilda’s adjacent regions – Susie going for the blonde haired flange mound while Megan ashamedly scurried round to the back to explore her plentiful seat. Here, the girls’ inquisitive tongues lapped and explored, eager and excited to please the German milf.



Susie expertly parted the woman’s plump labia with her cute nose, exposing her big button, which she then used her soft tongue to steadily lick; the circular motions of her swirling saliva on the hardened nub making Matilda moan out in pleasure.



Round the back, Megan had parted the huge fleshy planets of the lady’s bum-cheeks to reveal her minute blinking starfish, and here she proceeded to slide her tongue in and out of the happy goal, the sphincter enthused and keen to suck her in further.



It wasn’t long before Matilda came, her heavy but shapely body shaking with huge waves of ecstasy. Her anus clamped down on Megan’s tongue with kung fu grip-like force as she simultaneously squirted into Susie’s open mouth.



Panting and satisfied, Matilda said to the girls, “Right! Now it'z time to reeeeaallly party!”



Susie wiped the squirt from her mouth and watched as Matilda walked over to her closet drawer. She opened the closet drawer and got out a large 7.5 inch flesh-colored dildo. But as the girls looked closer in the dingy light of the holiday rep’s boudoir, they saw that it wasn’t a normal dildo. Oh no. it was attached to a studded black leather harness.



“Jesus, I know what that is!” exclaimed Megan.



“I bet zoo doo!” laughed Matilda, as she strapped-on the mighty beast.



In a playfully dominant way, she grabbed both girls by their long groomed hair and lifted them to their feet, before turning them around and bending them over the bed. She pulled down their brightly colored bikini bottoms revealing their pert tanned ass-cheeks than had really caught the sun the last couple of days.



There both girls lay next to each other, on their fronts, their feet on the ground and their smooth asses in the air, unsure but enthralled as to what was in store for them. They held hands and turned to look at each other as they felt massage oil being poured on their ass-cheeks.



Susie looked at Megan’s lips as they formed an ‘O’ shape, as Megan felt the wide head of the strap-on pressing against her tight pussy. Matilda’s strong hands grabbed both girls’ asses, a cheek in each palm, as she started to push the long plastic length into Megan’s aching snatch, making the young girl cry out as she wriggled to try and take the wide girth.



Matilda slid the entire length deep inside Megan’s burning pussy, all the way to the big plastic balls, and started to fuck her rampantly, steadily sliding the length in and out as Megan’s moans and pants intensified.



Susie felt Megan’s grip on her hand tighten as her pussy tightened around the toy, and Susie felt as though she wanted in on the action and couldn’t wait for her turn. If Jimmy was hoping to play, she’d be damned if she wasn’t going to too!



Megan came hard & good, not squirting fully but soaking the large plastic shaft. Matilda pulled it out and said, “Now it’z your turn, yaaaaaah!”



“Mine?” Susie asked nervously.



“Yes, yourz!” Matilda yelled, pushing the head of the tool up against her tiny winking back entrance.



The bell of the toy had been well-lubricated by her friend’s love-juice, and as it nudged against her asking to be let inside, Susie said, “Oh God but it’s so tight, I’ve never had anything up there before… I don’t know if I can take…”



Before she got a chance to finish her sentence, Matilda had grabbed a hold of her long flowing hair and pulled it back tightly, whilst at the same time gave a sudden forceful thrust of her wide hips, fully impaling Susie on the angry beast. Susie let out a silent gasp, her watering eyes widening as she felt the full length of the plastic instrument penetrate her anal sphincter.



Megan smiled and encouraged, “Just go with it, like I said – it’s not so bad! Just enjoy it!”



Her buddy’s words of enthusiasm filled Susie with hope, and she relaxed her inner bunghole in an attempt to enjoy the anal shafting she was experiencing.



Then it happened – as this randy German bitch pounded her like a piece of meat, Susie found herself really enjoying it, and began rocking her hips back and forth as the toy found her sweet spot and massaged her in her sacred place, making her tight pussy quiver and drip uncontrollably.



Before Susie got a chance to reach down and rub her swollen nub, Matilda pulled the dildo out of her hole. Both girls spun around, unsure of what their holiday rep had in mind, but as they turned they saw her holding a new toy – a 20 inch double ended dildo!



Both girls smiled nervously, unsure what the hell Matilda expected them to do with that enormous monster.



“Get on ze bed! Wid your azzez facing each other! It’z time to bounce!” the harsh German milf instructed forcefully.



So, the girls got on the bed on all fours with their asses facing each other, while Matilda placed the beast in-between them. The girls rested their bald twats against the enormous two bells, awaiting vaginal penetration, when they heard Matilda say, “No! Wrong hole girlz!”



She then placed it at their anal entrances, and squirted copious amounts of lube between their ass-cracks. The girls knew what was expected of them – they pushed backwards, both taking the humungous animal up their tightest passages. They squealed like pigs in unison, and Susie was immediately reminded of the porno video she watched, and couldn’t believe she was living out such a wrong fantasy for real. It was wrong, but God it felt so right!



Both girls bounced off each other, rocking their hips back and forth as their pert oily ass-cheeks clapped together rhythmically, taking 10 inches each of the ridiculously huge member. Their aching pussies dripped as they reached down to rub and satisfy their burning clits, the whole while Matilda shouted words of encouragement and laid playfully light slaps down upon their shiny buttocks.



It wasn’t long before they could feel an amazing orgasm building up inside their bodies, and they came together, their bodies spasming in ecstatic bliss as they squirted around the monster toy’s huge girth, girly ribbons of female juice spraying out and splashing each other’s cheeks, making them wetter still.



Both girls crawled forward on the bed, allowing the double headed toy to slip out of their sore but satisfied bum-holes, dropping onto the bed like an oily angry snake.



Matilda picked up the toy and said, “Now, I’m going to find Ronald… I’m not finished wid him yet!” and with that, disappeared through the door and out of sight.



Megan looked at Susie and smiled, “Wow, that was amazing! See, it’s not so bad is it?”



Susie smiled back, “Are you kidding me?! That was great. What a great holiday that was!”



 



Back home, the climate was cooler but Susie’s desire to experience all life had to offer burned hotter than ever. After a night speed dating she was up in Richard’s penthouse apartment, just hours after meeting him. She knew this was not something she would have done before that sizzling hot holiday.



As Richard bent her over and parted her bum-cheeks he commented, “As tight as a mouse’s ear.”



“Yes, well… I’m pretty new to all this… so go easy on me.”



Susie never looked back. Her journey to womanhood was complete – she was a changed woman!



 



The next rainy Wednesday Jimmy came home from the office, tipsy as usual after having several drinks on his lunch break.



“Honeyyyyy… I’m home!” he yelled, no doubt about to pester Susie to take it up the anus.



However, Susie was nowhere to be seen. As he walked into the bedroom, he froze with horror as the bedroom cupboard opened. Out stepped Winston, Megan’s holiday fling.



Jimmy’s eye’s lowered and they happened upon Winston’s 10 inch black cock. Jimmy was going to experience anal sex after all.



 



<><><>
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D
 r Woolfenstein was ecstatic that it had finally happened. His lifelong dream of constructing the Time Capsule had come true. After all the science degrees he had taken over his 45 years of life on planet Earth, as well as working round the clock, and working with several Nobel Prize winners, he had finally invented a machine that could take him back in time.



He felt incredible. He felt truly proud of himself. The purpose of building the Time Capsule was so that he could travel back and get the sacred artifact that had eluded him his entire career – The Pharaoh’s Sphere. It would finally be in his grasp. As he stood there within the walls of the Time Capsule, he know it wouldn’t be long before the vacuum-sealed door would open and he would set forth into ancient Egypt. The sandy ground and the pyramids were awaiting him.



The Pharaoh’s Sphere was beautiful, luminous green in color, and as he closed his eyes he envisioned it. He could imagine it, as if it was real, as if it was in the palm of his hand. He was so near. So near, and yet so far.



For a middle aged man, Dr Woolfenstein liked to take care of himself. He exercised regularly and had a toned physique. Many of the female scientists at the lab found him attractive, and many-a-lunchtime was spent with his penis inside a wanton female mouth in the restroom. However, they were all too submissive for his liking. He liked his women slightly more dominant in nature. Perhaps it was the contrast of having quite an important job. The thought of being dominated in the bedroom always tantalized Dr Woolfenstein, but he had not taken it upon himself to pursue this.



His hands tapped in the security code, and the Capsule door opened dramatically. He couldn’t wait. As the door opened, Dr Woolfenstein’s eyes widened, for before him was not the sandy ground of Egypt, but instead he was greeted with a gravelly stony floor, big round bounders scattered around, and the occasional knee-high shrub. “Oh my god… what the?!”



It began to dawn on him where he in fact was. He had definitely entered the date he wanted to go to, but the Time Capsule had taken him somewhere completely different. He had gone back, way back, way further than he had intended. His nicely polished shoe stepped out of the Capsule and onto the gravelly ground, as the cool breeze gusted past, making his hair stand on end. Taking his steamed-up spectacles off, he wiped them on his white scientists’ uniform, before placing them back on his nose.



As he perused the area, he couldn’t see anything manmade or human whatsoever, and certainly no pyramids. An uneasy feeling crept from his subconscious down to his gut, where it nestled uncomfortably. Dr Woolfenstein took a deep breath and summoned all of his courage, forcing himself to be brave, forcing himself to explore the nearby area. Having built the Time Capsule himself, he knew that it could only do one time jump every 48 hours. Therefore, he knew that he would be here for at least the next two days. He was damned if he was going to sit in that Capsule and feel hungry, as no food could be stored in the Capsule.



Sleeping in the Time Capsule was an option if he wanted, but he knew that it would be uncomfortable due to its small size. While he was here, he figured he may as well have a look around. Feeling the crunch of the stones beneath his leather shoes, he wandered across the empty wasteland. Seeing that there were some mountainous rocks in the near distance, he decided to head in that direction to explore. After walking for about 15 minutes, he came to the large bounders and clusters of rocks. Walking between them, he saw that there were some small doorways scattered across the rock-face. They were slightly smaller than human height, but nonetheless they appeared to be manmade.
 Perhaps creature made,
 thought Dr Woolfenstein.



Curiosity got the better of him, and he stepped right up to the doorway, ducked his head and peered inside. For a middle-aged man, Dr Woolfenstein still had incredible hearing, and he could hear familiar wet noises echoing from within the depths of the cave. The brave, intelligent scientist entered the craggy entrance, stepping on the little stones, trying to top-toe so as not to draw attention to himself. He stepped onward for what felt like an eternity, and he saw a small light at the end of the tunnel. The light got bigger as he continued on, he could see that it was coming from another small doorway.



Peering in through this second small doorway, his eyes nearly popped out of his head, as he could see a log fire smoldering away in the corner of the cave. His heart nearly jumped out of his mouth, as in the flickering firelight he could see what was going on, the shadows of which were cast across the craggy walls.



Dr Woolfenstein was shocked, for there before him were three cavewomen, their scraggly greasy hair to their shoulders, their skin unwashed, their clothes merely tattered rags. They were barefoot, hairy legged and thick thighed, as they indulged in a threesome of total debauchery. For one cavewoman, the centerpiece of the threesome, was standing with her legs spread, nude from the waist down, whilst the second cavewoman was in front of her on her grubby knees, inquisitively licking the overgrown bushy pussy. Her face burrowed deep in the forest of hair between the chunky thighs.



Behind the threesome centerpiece was the third cavewoman, on her hands and knees with her face between the plentiful cheeks. With her face buried deep in the grubby ass-crack, she licked enthusiastically, her tongue darting in and out of the centerpiece’s anus with great purpose.



As Dr Woolfenstein watched unseen, the first cavewoman began to rock her sturdy hips back and forth, ass-clapping her humungous round butt-cheeks against the face of the bottom-feeder, slapping her across the chops with the wobbly flesh.



In disbelief of the depraved unwashed lesbian scene he was viewing, Dr Woolfenstein uttered one word: “Wow,” which transcended into the cave and echoed off the walls, bouncing around and landing in the waxed-filled ear holes of the three randy beasts. All three cavewomen looked up simultaneously, and stared Dr Woolfenstein straight in the eye. His heart felt like it had turned to stone, and as he spun around to run, the two kneeling cavewomen stood up and all three gave chase, running slightly hunched-over, as their bare feet seemed impervious to the sharp stony floor beneath them.



Dr Woolfenstein ran down the tunnel from which he had come, and as he did so he could see the ominous shadows gaining on him. He was truly terrified, for although they were females, they certainly were not the type of females he was used to dealing with in his professional surroundings. Images flashed through his mind of what these women might want with him, but he sure wasn’t going to stick around and find out if he was right or not. He was pretty certain that they weren’t going to invite him into their cave for a cooked chicken leg.



Once out into the light again, Dr Woolfenstein realized that his worst nightmare had come true, for he had definitely gone way too far back in time. Glancing to his right, he saw that the Time Capsule was some way off – it looked like a little pea on the rocky horizon. Luckily he saw another cave nearby, so took a sharp left, sprinting onwards as he heard the angry grunting of the cavewomen behind him.



Without thinking twice, he ducked his head and entered into the small doorway of the second cave. Once inside he was greeted with three choices. Left, straight ahead, or right. Not knowing which to take, he thought he may as well take the middle option, and headed straight down it. As he embarked along the twisting snaking cave-corridor, he heard the angry growls of the women behind him, echoing as they went down the left fork.
 Thank god for that,
 he thought.



As he continued running, he decided against turning back and heading towards the Time Capsule, as he was quite out of breath, and he figured he may as well have a little rest at the end of this tunnel. As Dr Woolfenstein entered the cave at the end of the tunnel, he was greeted with a sight that made his heart sink down to the pit of his stomach, for there in front of him, was the Leader of the Cavewomen.



There was something strangely enticing about her, almost attractive, even though she was beastly and dirty. Her mop-like hair fell in a tangled web to her shoulders, the greasy ends grazing her shoulder blades. Her tattered rags were covered with what looked like human bodily stains. The rags clothed her humungous breasts and groin area, while her grubby skin was exposed everywhere else. Through the dirt, Dr Woolfenstein could see that her body was toned and muscular. She was in great shape, and standing at 6ft3 she outsized the scientist by a good couple of inches. The now rather trepid scientist found himself intrigued.



As their eyes met, Dr Woolfenstein felt a chemistry between them that he couldn’t quite put his finger on. There was only the two of them in the cave, and the scientist found himself brave enough to attempt to converse with the Leader of the Cavewomen. “Hello. I’m going to be on my way now. Good day. Nice to meet you.”



The monobrow of the strong woman furrowed and a glare of anger crossed her eyes. A growl emitted from her full lips. With the Time Capsule pictured in his mind, Dr Woolfenstein turned around, and figured he’d start off with a slow walk so as not to anger the woman any more. But as soon as the scientist had turned his back to embark on the short trek back to the Capsule, he felt two strong muscular arms around his chest gripping him tightly.



Frozen with terror, not moving, he felt a big strong hand over his mouth. Although he didn’t ask for this, he felt his prick hardening in his underwear, as images of femdom fantasies flashed through his mind like a spinning highlight reel of female power and male humiliation. The ancient Egyptian artifact also flashed through his mind, as he thought of why he was here in the first place. The artifact seemed so far away now – many many years away.



Without any chance to struggle, Dr Woolfenstein was lifted up and carried over to a nearby boulder, and he could see the shadows of the log fire cast across the craggy walls of the sinister cave. His feet were on the floor as he was bent over, and he felt the firm hands of the cavewoman reach round, undo his belt and pull his trousers and boxer-briefs down to his ankles, revealing his toned buttocks.



Dr Woolfenstein felt fully exposed, vulnerable, and at his captor’s mercy. Scared but also very aroused, the scientist’s erect winkie pressed against the boulder before him, and as he closed his eyes he thought that this was exactly the kind of naughty female-led play that he longed for. His ass-cheeks clenched and his nuts tightened, in anticipation of what was about to happen.



The strong hand of the Leader of the Cavewomen smacked down upon Dr Woolfenstein’s taut buttocks with powerful force which caused an echo to vibrate between the rocky walls of the cave. A drop of pre-cum dripped out of the scientist’s bell-end, and the humiliation of what was happening to him sent waves of pleasure down his shaft which landed in his full ball-sacks.



Another slap came down. And another. And another, as the brutal cavewoman mercilessly spanked the scientist’s butt-cheeks with intense enthusiasm as if he was a piece of meat, her prey. The woman loved having this kind of control over the scientist, and she wasn’t going to let him get off lightly. Dr Woolfenstein wondered what the cavewoman had in store for him, what she intended to do. Perhaps he was literally a piece of meat to her, a wild animal. Perhaps he would be roasted on the log fire to his left in a matter of hours.



The woman dropped to her chunky knees, lowered her head, and put her face between the legs of the bent-over scientist. Here, she put her nose right near his tight testicles and took a deep inhale.
 Crikey, she’s sniffing my ball-sacks,
 thought the scientist.



The scientist was starting to feel embarrassed and very uneasy about the situation he was in. The cavewoman with sniffing his ball-sacks like a wild dog. With his back still to her, Dr Woolfenstein felt two strong hands part his butt-cheeks, fully exposing his ass-crack. He felt a finger pressing up against his virginal rosebud and then felt some warm saliva being spat against his ring-piece. The cavewoman’s finger began to probe its way inside his anal passage, inch by inch, until it was all the way inside, all the way to the knuckle. This made his phallus spring up abruptly, as his shaft pressed against the stone before him.



The finger in his butt-hole hurt at first, but as the probing continued and the finger was slid in and out repeatedly, the scientist felt as though his prostate was being massaged. It started to feel good – it started to feel really good. His anus began to welcome the finger, and it sucked it in further, and he felt another finger being pressed against his butt-hole, as the cavewoman pushed two fingers inside. Holding her fingers in the shape of a hand-gun, the woman started to violently butt-screw the scientist with great vigor.



The g-spot rubbing he was experiencing made his winkie ooze pre-cum down on the cold dank floor. The scientist spread his palms and gripped the boulder tightly as he experienced the pleasure / pain sensation of the double-digit probing.



The two wide fingers withdrew from his ass, and the scientist spun around, his erection following him as he turned, bobbing about in the fire light, the flames bouncing off his pre-spooge covered helmet. The cavewoman licked her fingers, sucked on them one at a time.



She pulled her ragged undergarments down, revealing her hair-pie.
 My god, I’ve seen some hairy muffs in my time, but that really takes the cake,
 thought Dr Woolfenstein. The scientist couldn’t believe what he was witnessing – it was the most ridiculously hairy pussy he had ever seen. The three cavegirls that had chased him earlier were hairy, but this was something else. A thick dark triangle of black curly hair grew menacingly, never trimmed. Her full labia hung down, dangling in the stagnant cave air. The scientist couldn’t help but lick his lips as he feasted his eyes.



Lying down on her muscular back, the cavewoman spread her chunky thighs, exposing her full muff to the scientist, inviting him to come closer. Knowing what was expected of him, the brave scientist kicked off his slacks and underwear that were round his ankles, along with his shoes, and treaded his socks over the stony floor, to his captor. Dropping to his knees, he took a deep breath and plunged deep.



With his face buried in the bushy plate, he ate purposefully, munching on the sticky flaps as he lapped his tongue up and down the womanly slit. The fish taco was pungent in smell, and the female scent wafted up his nostrils causing him to gag. However, he was a brave scientist, and he held his breath as he sucked like a lamb reunited with its long-lost mother’s teat. The nub hardened between his lips as the dark curly hair tickled his face. The scientist felt lost in the wild forest, as he indulged in the time-travelling cunnilingus with great gusto.



Dr Woolfenstein felt the strong hand of the cavewoman grab his hair and pull him up and off her. Surprised as to why his licking had been stopped, he glanced up and saw melancholy shadows cast across the cave walls. It suddenly dawned on him what was happening – the other three cavewomen that he been chasing him had found their way into the Leader of the Cavewomen’s cave, and they slowly stepped forward, hunched over and surrounded him.



Still on his knees, the scientist straightened his back as the Leader of the Cavewomen got to her feet. All four females circled him, and as the scientist awaited his fate, he wondered for a moment whether he was going to be sacrificed there and then, or perhaps something worse. He noticed that all four cavewomen were nude from the waist down, their furry quims blatantly exposed. Their grubby fingers traced their way down their toned midsections and they began to dally in their coochie-pies, their dirty digits delving into their most intimate holes, frigging themselves off, masturbating gratuitously, right near the face of the startled scientist.



They frigged long and hard, flicking their burning nubs from side to side as they cried out with ghastly growls. Viewing these four women frig themselves was too much for Dr Woolfenstein to take, and he instinctively reached down, gripped his shaft and began to jack his own tool.



The grunting of the cavewomen got louder, and they began to cum one at a time. The first one delved her fingers deep, pressed her g-spot and withdrew, just as her jet of see-through girly string sprayed out and splashed across the scientist’s glasses. He pulled his spectacles off to wipe them clean, just as the second cavewoman came, and she gushed a thick jet of ectoplasm that squirted out like a hose pipe, blasting the scientist right on his nose. As he shook his head from side to side to get rid of the goo, the third woman came, and she squirted an ancient rope of sex-piss that spun through the air towards  the scientist’s awaiting mouth. He opened as wide as he could, and the voluminous squirt-ribbon flushed down his throat. He gulped hard and fast in an attempt to drink as much as he could, just as the Leader of the Cavewomen stepped up closer, parted her tall legs and crouched down slightly, her ridiculously hairy muff mere inches from his face.



She finger-banged aggressively, all four of her own fingers delving into her snatch, almost fisting herself. Shrieking like a wild boar, she withdrew her hand and ejaculated a bucketful of female love-juice that gushed down onto the scientist’s head, drenching him completely. The potency of the squirt was too much for the valiant scientist to take, and he finished himself off, jacking his rod as he jizzed his load up in the air. It sprayed up like a fountain and decorated the Leader of the Cavewomen’s hairy thighs.



Lifting his scientist’s uniform up, Dr Woolfenstein wiped the sex-goo from his face and smiled at the adventurous women. “That was great. I loved that!”



They couldn’t understand his English, but they smiled back and responded in their own tongue. “Raa Graa Raa Graa Graa. Raa Graa Raa Graa Graa. Raa Graa Raa Graa Graa.”



The scientist could tell that they were happy and pleased, and he really felt as though they had formed a good bond of friendship. In a couple of days he would use his Time Capsule again and travel back, but for now he knew that he would have a nice cozy place to rest.



As all five of them sat down beside the fireplace to cook a roast for dinner, the brave scientist felt truly invigorated. He felt truly alive. Perhaps the time travelling detour was a lucky happening after all.



 



#####
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A
 lice loved these long summers, while her parents were away. Her parents were going on a Caribbean cruise, and she was going to be left alone in the beautiful plush house that she knew so well.



“Hopefully Chuck won’t come round too much,” said Mr Peterson to Alice, as they were getting ready to leave.



“He’s not so bad,” said Mrs Peterson. “I’m sure there are far worse out there.”



“Well, he’s not the most intelligent kid out there. I only want the best for my little girl.”



Alice knew that her father was just being caring, but his stern undertone still made her feel defiant.



“And if the sink keeps dripping, you’re going to have to call the plumber. I’ve left his number on the kitchen table,” said Mr Peterson, as they stood in the utility room. The bright daylight shone in through the window, and out of the corner of her eye, something caught Alice’s attention. For there in the garden, was a big tall black man doing some gardening. His huge muscular arms exposed as he was bare-chested, fiddling with the lawnmower cord. The sun bounced off his hulking frame, and his smooth skin glistened in the sunshine.



Alice’s left eyebrow raised. “Who’s that, Daddy?”



“Oh, that’s Gordon. He’s a local gardener we’ve recently employed. He’ll be doing some work around here while we’re away. Don’t mind him. Had to give him a spare set of keys so he can come in and get the necessary equipment from the cupboard.”



“Oh. Ok. He seems like a nice-enough guy.”



“Yes, he does. He’s a splendid worker. Now, give your Daddy a kiss on the cheek, for the taxi will be here in a minute.”



Alice kissed her father on the cheek. Even though she was now eighteen, she still felt vulnerable sometimes. She needed her father’s guidance in certain aspects of her life.



As she waved her parents goodbye as they drove off in the taxi, she felt excited about what this summer would bring. She would have a good time, that was for sure.



That night at Chuck’s apartment, they were both sitting on his couch. Things had been getting hot and heavy lately. “Are you going to let me go slightly further tonight?” Chuck asked hopefully.



“Look, I think we go far enough as it is,” replied Alice, as she pulled his zipper down and reached into his black boxer-briefs.



“But, we always go to somewhere between second and third base. I just want to go a little bit further this time,” said Chuck persuasively, as he kissed the side of her soft neck.



“But, I’ve never gone that far before, and I’m really not sure that I want to. You should just be grateful with what you’re getting,” she said, as she pulled out his erect cock.



Chuck’s was the first cock that Alice had ever seen in the flesh, and although she didn’t have much to compare it to, she wasn’t majorly impressed by the size. She flicked her thumb over the shiny helmet, rubbing in his pre-cum. Chuck moaned as she reached her hand down, and stroked it up and down the length of his 5.5 inch shaft, teasing the frustrated head.



“Oh baby, please let me make love to you tonight. I’ll use protection.”



“No, not tonight. We haven’t been dating that long, and I’m not about to give up my cherry so easily y’know. You have to prove that you’re committed to me. I mean, I’ve seen the way you look at those other girls, like Sally Johnson. And it worries me. I need to know that you just want me, Chuck.”



“Oh God, I do. I do, I really do!”



He’s just saying that because he wants something,
 thought Alice, as her wrist quickened, tightly gripping the girth of his eager rod and jacking it methodically up and down. For a virgin, she sure gave a good hand-job.



Alice wasn’t sure how much he’d be able to satisfy her anyway, as his balls tightened up and she felt him becoming rock hard in her hand. His pants became louder as he put his hands on her shoulders, encouraging her to continue and do it faster. Alice’s hand sped up until it became a blur, and she wanked him swiftly until he let out an audible gasp, and shot his pent-up load right up in the air like a fountain. Much of it splashed down upon Alice’s working hand, dribbling down her wrist and onto his boxer-briefs.



“God, you made a bit of a mess there, babe,” said Alice, jokingly.



“I really needed to do that. I just wish it could have been inside you.”



“Maybe one day babe. I’m just not ready.”



Later that night, back in her own bed, Alice settled in alone. She’d relieved Chuck, and that was his fun for the night. As she slid her petite body into bed, wearing just a pair of panties and a tight top, she couldn’t help but delve her hand down into her knickers to dally with her freshly-shaven pussy. Her fingers rubbed up and down her sacred slit, and flicked her frustrated little nub from side to side, as her left hand traced over her pert little B-cup breasts, rubbing her erect nipples as she pushed her fingers into her awaiting pussy. Her mind wandered as to what it would be like, if she really let Chuck make love to her. She would give her cherry away eventually, but she just wasn’t ready. As she delved two fingers deep, she imagined it was Chuck’s cock inside her instead of her digits.



Jeez, I’m tight,
 she thought as she frigged herself energetically, the moonlight pouring in across her white bed-sheets.



 



***



 



“It’s going to be another scorcher today,” the voice on the radio said as Alice listened to the weather, pulling her car into the driveway as she arrived home from her day job. She’d taken a job at the local coffee shop, just for a bit of extra holiday cash. All Alice could think about was getting in that fresh shower to cool down.



That’s strange, I thought I’d double locked the front door. Oh well, I’ll be more careful next time,
 as she turned her key.



Walking up the stairs, she felt slightly uneasy, as if she wasn’t the only one there. As she threw down her bag near the bathroom, she could hear familiar squelching noises coming from within.
 What the hell? There’s no way it could be a burglar. I mean, a burglar would just be in and out. What the hell’s going on here?
 she thought as she pushed the bathroom door open.



As she stepped inside, she got the shock of a lifetime. Her eyes widened and her heart jumped into her throat. For there, before her in the shower was Gordon. He was standing sideways with his eyes shut as the water poured down upon him, splashing over his face and down his muscular black body. Frozen on her feet, Alice stared, unsure of what to do. She knew that she should turn around and walk out, but her eyes were transfixed.



Her eyes followed the water as it splashed down his toned stomach, all the way down to his member, which was fully erect. Alice couldn’t believe she was seeing this, but Gordon seemed to be massaging soap into his enormous cock and masturbating it in her family shower.



Alice just couldn’t believe the size of it. It was at least 10 inches. Her mind flashed back to Chuck’s winkie, and as she mentally compared them, there was absolutely no comparison. Gordon’s big black snake stood to attention as he gripped it tightly, rubbing the soapy suds into the rippling flesh of his shaft. It looked like a beast, ominous, his big balls hanging down beneath him. He began to pick up pace and jacked his tool angrily, as if he hadn’t cum in days, eager to reach his impending orgasm.



Almost without thinking, Alice let out a sigh. Gordon turned his head suddenly, locking his big brown eyes with hers. Alice immediately tried to rectify the situation. “Sorry… I didn’t know you were in here… I’ll just be going now.”



A look of slight embarrassment came across his face, as he took his hand off his erection, which sprung up, swaying slightly from left to right as the water splashed off it. “Oh… I’m sorry. I was just gardening and I just really needed a shower… it was so hot. Your father gave me the keys.”



“Oh, it’s ok, there’s no need to explain. I understand,” said Alice blushing as she turned speedily, her petite frame vanishing through the doorway.



She went to her room, shut the door and sat on her bed.
 My God, I can’t believe I just saw that,
 her mind racing, for she now knew what a real man looked like. Alice spend the rest of the day trying not to think about what she had seen, trying to clear her mind of it, but it just kept haunting her like a big serpentine animal. A beast that she was quite worried about, but also quite wanted to see again. That night, as she closed her eyes she didn’t think about Chuck. She was thinking about something else entirely.



The next afternoon, as she walked down the steps of her front porch, Alice saw Gordon in the front garden, potting some plants. He had another big black man with him, of a similar stature. Bowing her head and trying not to make eye contact, Alice walked past him. “Morning.”



“Hi there Alice,” said Gordon in a friendly tone, as if completely ignoring the fact that she had seen him stark naked. “This is Desmond. He’ll just be helping me out with the gardening.”



“Ok. Sure. No worries,” said Alice, not wanting to get drawn into conversation, as she was already late for work. She got in her car and drove away, feeling embarrassed, the images of Gordon still flicking through her mind like a black & white movie reel.



After work, as she walked up the front porch, Gordon and Desmond were nowhere in sight.
 That’s a relief,
 thought Alice, as she didn’t want any more awkward encounters. There was no one in the shower room either, and relieved, she had a nice warm shower, fully soaping up her petite body, tweaking her perky nipples, then getting rid of the little bit of stubble on her mound. Freshly shaven, she admired her plump pussy in the mirror as she toweled off, drying her washed hair and brushing it back.



Fully dry in her bedroom, the thought that she had just showered in the same place that Gordon had jacked his meaty staff sent shivers of excitement up and down her spine, as her pussy began to quiver uncontrollably. She eyed her top bedside drawer, for she knew what was inside it. She pulled out her 6 inch dildo.
 This is nowhere near as big as Gordon’s but it’ll have to do.
 Still virginal, she occasionally did like to experiment with her toy. It was realistic-looking, fleshy pink with a smooth shaft and plastic balls. She threw on a top, and apart from a pair of socks, she was still nude from the waist down as she lay back on her bed. She rested on the comfy pillows, spread her milk-white thighs and began to trace her fingers up and down the opening of her eager gash. She began to prod the dildo up against her burning nub, the juices flowing from her special place, then she pressed the dildo up between the delicate folds of her pussy.



Alice closed her eyes and began to push the dildo in, inch by inch, as she did so the only thing on her mind was Gordon in the shower. His strong hand on his enormous girth, his muscular arm furiously jacking his tremendous tool as the soapy suds splashed off it. She couldn’t help thinking about him, and wished that the smaller dildo inside her was in fact his huge member, drilling her intensely. But if she wasn’t going to give it up to Chuck there was no way she was going to give it up to some stranger. This was just a fantasy, that was all, just her imagination running wild.



As she slid the dildo in and out of her incredibly tight opening, her pussy muscles squeezing it gently, she opened her eyes. The window was reflected in her bedroom mirror before her, her heart beat faster and faster, for there up the ladder was a black face staring at her through the window, reflected. It was Gordon.



What the hell is he doing? He was supposed to be doing the gardening. Why is he up a ladder, looking through my bedroom window?



His eyes were locked firmly on the dildo inside her.



As their eyes met, Alice couldn’t believe that Gordon was watching her, just as she’d watched him the day before. She felt an orgasm begin to build up inside her, and she hurriedly pulled the dildo out from her pulsating snatch, and ashamedly got to her feet, covering up her lady parts with her hands as she hopped over to the window to draw the curtains.



“I’m sorry,” said Gordon through the pane. “Your father just told me to do a bit of decorating on the outside of the house here. I didn’t mean to startle you, lady.”



“It's ok,” said Alice, as she whipped the curtains closed before him.



Blushing  a crimson red, she put the toy back in her drawer, her unreached climax still burning, repressed and unable to surface.
 I’ve got to just put this out of my mind. I’ve got a date tonight with Chuck,
 thought Alice.



Later that evening, Alice was all dolled-up in a little mini skirt, heels and a top. She was ready for her date with Chuck, her petite body looking prim and ready. There was no way she was going to let Chuck go all the way tonight.
 No way. Not just yet.



As she was pouring herself a drink, she heard a knock at the door.
 That’ll be Chuck,
 she thought,
 here to pick me up.
 She opened the door with a beaming smile, and said, “Hey sexy!” But as she did so she was greeted not by her pasty jock of a boyfriend, but instead by a huge shadowy black shape. Gordon stood at the door.



“Hi there. I just forgot my paint from earlier. It’s in the cupboard there. I would’ve used my key but I didn’t want to startle you.”



“Oh, it’s fine,” said a blushing Alice as she stepped to the side. “Come on in,” trying to pretend that they had never seen each other in the buff. “Help yourself.”



“Ok ma’am, I won’t take long. Gotta be on my way soon.”



“Sure,” she said as she shut the door behind him.



She opened the walk-in cupboard door for him and switched on the light. She stood with her back to the cupboard door, holding it open, allowing Gordon to walk past to take what he needed. Just as he did so, his sizeable frame brushed against her pert little titties, and the sensation on her erect nipples sent little waves of pleasure down her body that nestled in her tingling bud.



She couldn’t help feeling slightly turned-on, being in such a confined space with this big hunk of a man, and as she looked at him she couldn’t help picturing him naked again. “That’s a little bit too low for me. I can’t reach down and get that, as there’s not enough room. Would you be a darlin’ and pick up that tin for me?”



“Yes, sure,” said Alice, crouching to her knees to pick up the paint. Just as she did so she realized that Gordon was getting a right eyeful of her pert tush. Her skirt rose up slightly, revealing the bottom half of her plentiful seat, her white thong riding up between the twin globes of her cheeks.



Before she had time to stand and adjust her skirt, she felt two big strong hands on her butt-cheeks, startling her.



“I didn’t mean to touch you, I was just steadying you there.”



Alice suddenly felt rather worried but very aroused, and she actually liked the sensation of his big strong hands upon the soft material of her skirt. She stood up, turned around and as she looked into his big brown eyes she saw that it was no mistake – he really
 did
 mean to touch her. Glancing down, looking at the huge bulge in his jeans, she knew what was under there, as she had seen it firsthand.



This was so naughty, but she had a burning desire to do it. She instinctively reached out and caressed the bulge in his jeans. She undid his belt, undid his top button, unzipped his zipper, and pulled his jeans down. He was wearing a pair of black boxer shorts, and his member strained within its harness, menacingly. As she pulled down his boxer shorts, his cock sprung up and down like a diving board, semi-erect.



“Do you want to touch it? Don’t be scared,” said Gordon in a kind tone. Alice reached out her hand and grabbed his wide shaft. She couldn’t believe her hand was finally on it, she’d fantasized about it for the last 24 hours, but now it was finally happening. She pulled his meat up and down, pulling his foreskin back, revealing his big black bell-end that shone in the cupboard light. Her other hand reached down and cupped his balls which felt as full as two cantaloupes. She gently squeezed them, and as she did so his prick sprung to attention, the fully erect 10 inches.



“God, that feels so good. You’ve been wanting to do that for a while haven’t you?” Alice smiled up at him. “You want to do more than just touch it?” asked Gordon, hinting. Alice nodded her head, and dropped to her knees. She knew what needed to be done.



She opened her mouth and her soft pink tongue darted out, curiously lapping the pre-cum from the eye of the beast. It tasted salty and sweet, unlike anything she’d ever tasted before, as she’d never put a willy in her mouth. The big bell pressed against her lips, asking to be let in. She opened her full lips and struggled to get the head in her mouth. She sucked on it like an ice-lolly, her saliva mixing with the pre-cum to make the helmet extremely shiny, whilst her hand worked the full girth.



Her hand struggled to get all the way around the shaft because of the sheer width of the throbbing organ, so she had to jack him half-handed, whilst her other hand worked his full testicles. Gordon emitted a low-humming moan that echoed and bounced between the cupboard walls, as he placed his strong hand down and petted her on the top of the head encouragingly. Alice continued to suck on the bell, and Gordon stepped forward slightly, thrusting his tool towards her open mouth, attempting to try to make her take it.



She opened as wide as she could and allowed the bell-end to enter her mouth. It was unlike anything she’d ever experienced. She didn’t just have a real penis in her mouth, but she had a
 big
 black man’s cock in her mouth.



Once she had the head inside her mouth, she found it quite easy to take another couple of inches, as she bravely bobbed her head up and down on his enormous length. Only a couple of inches in and Alice was already almost gagging, she couldn’t believe that she was taking this huge thing inside her mouth. Neither could Gordon, as he looked down at her, smiling, his brow furrowed in pleasure as his knob was getting well and truly sucked.



She took it out of her mouth to gasp for air, and no sooner had she done so than Gordon slapped his erect cock off her cheek. Slightly taken aback by having such a stiff stick smacked against her cheek, Alice looked up at him inquisitively, just as Gordon slapped it off her other cheek.



What is he doing?!
 she thought. But she was enjoying it, as Gordon was now using the momentum of his hips as he swung them from left to right, slapping his huge rod off her cheeks one at a time, making an audible ‘thwack’. The pre-cum now shiny on her milk-white cheeks, Alice looked up and opened her mouth, desperately trying to get the beast back within her lips. She moved her head from side to side, chasing it, as if bobbing for apples, but Gordon kept swinging his hips, slapping his snake off her pale chops. Eventually, with a bit of perseverance, Alice managed to catch the humungous bell-end between her jaws, and chowed down on it resolutely, sucking on the swollen helm for all she was worth. She reached down again to squeeze the frustrated testicle-sacs which heaved as the huge member screwed her pretty face.



“That’s so good! But now I wanna taste you,” he said, and with that placed his hands on her slim waist and lifted her up, his strength so great that he carried her with ease over to the kitchen table, where he placed her down on her firm tushie. He kicked off his jeans and boxers, and stood there just in his grubby work-boots and lumberjack shirt, his black steed-like thighs shimmering, the muscles on them rippling as his huge member swayed about before him.



Alice sat back, rested on her hands and opened her thighs widely, her mini-skirt riding up exposing her thong. Before she knew it Gordon was on his knees, his face level with her burning snatch. His strong wide fingers pulled her panties to one side exposing her neat little pussy, her lips tucked away, virginal.



With her panties to one side Alice looked down in disbelief. She couldn’t believe that the gardener that she’d only known for two days was about to do this to her, but her clitty burned with need, as his long serpentine pink tongue snaked out and slithered towards her. It began to nudge up against her burning little bud which tingled uncontrollably as he began to lick the folds of her womanly slit. His large tongue delved deep inside her, and unbelievably it felt about the same size as her dildo. But much better, much softer, and more loving as he probed into her forbidden hole.



The muscles of her flange clamped down upon it and drew it in further, sucking him in. Gordon responded in kind by rocking his head back and forwards like a woodpecker to an oak tree, as he vigorously tongue-fucked her juiced-up snatch. Alice reached down and grabbed his large skull as he rocked back and forth, poking his tongue in all the way to his large white teeth and back out again.



“That’s amazing!” cried Alice, her wet snatch dripping down onto the kitchen table, where her mother had served her Sunday roast for so many years. Feeling slightly guilty, Alice looked into Gordon’s eyes.



“You taste so good!”



“Jesus, don’t stop!”



“Oh, I’m not going to stop. I’m not going to stop at all!”



He picked her up, slung her over his shoulder like a fireman, and carried her up the stairs with ease into her bedroom, where he put her down onto the bed, on her back. She didn’t want to lose it with that loser Chuck, so maybe this was the best thing for her. She was so confused, but she didn’t have time to think as Gordon came down upon her. She reached up and massaged his muscular chest through his shirt, which she unbuttoned, and ran her fingers up and down his smooth muscular body.



Alice tossed his shirt on the floor, as Gordon’s hands ripped down her white thong, which was tossed on top of his shirt. Before she knew it, her mini-skirt was off and she was nude from the waist down.



Gordon was just in his leather work boots, his enormous rigid cock desperate to find something to satisfy it, bouncing off his abs. With her aching bald pussy fully exposed to him and her legs wide, Gordon lowered himself onto her. He lined up his mammoth beast with her impossibly tight pussy, and began to press the head up against her secret opening.



Alice new that this
 was
 what she wanted, but he wasn’t wearing any protection. “Do you have a condom?” asked Alice, panting.



“No, I don’t. I don’t really carry them around with me. I’m not that kinda guy.”



“Damn.” Alice needed this black animal inside her, filling her up as soon as possible. There was no time to waste. “Fuck it,” she said, giving Gordon the go-ahead.



Gordon didn’t waste any time. With her juiced-up virginal pussy right before him, he once again pressed his gigantic bell-end up against her excruciatingly tight flower, and Alice screamed out, holding onto his taut buttocks that clenched underneath her fingertips.



Gordon thrust as much of the length as he could inside her, spearing her. Alice cried out in a pleasure & pain combination, her hands running up from his butt-cheeks to his muscular back, holding onto him tightly as Gordon began to slowly and rhythmically drill his immense organ in and out of her. The walls of her pussy clamped down on his girth with vice-like force, and as Gordon’s balls tightened his eyes winced and watered, as he too felt a pleasure & pain combination.



Alice screamed out again in ecstatic bliss as she felt what it was like to be drilled, not only by a man but by a huge man, as this rampant stud began to buck his hips like a wild animal, grunting loudly as he thrust in and out of her.



This is just too good!
 Alice didn’t know what to think – her mind was blank, she was experiencing it fully, caught up in the moment. As she felt him totally inside her, filling her up, she felt at one, she felt whole, like a full person. Now she knew how it felt to be
 truly
 alive.



Gordon withdrew his phallus, and as it exited her with an audible ‘pop’, Alice instantly felt empty, as she longed for it to be inside her again, and she looked at him with desire in her eyes. He grabbed hold of her slim waist with both hands and flipped her over onto her knees. He pressed down on the small of her back, encouraging her to arch her back, and she did so, parting her legs and sticking her pert little ass up in the air, fully exposed. Her starfish winked at him invitingly, as the pink of her no-longer-virgin pussy enticed him further.



I’ll save her pucker for another day,
 thought Gordon.



Gordon kneeled between her legs, and once again lined up his mighty rod with her eager puss, as he started to push himself into her once more. This time he slid in a lot more easily, and the muscles of her pussy welcomed him in lovingly. His hands went all the way from her tight ass-cheeks to her long flowing locks, and he pulled them back tightly, the traction of her hair being pulled back causing her to arch her back further as he screwed her purposefully.



It feels so good to be man-handled by a real man.
 She opened her eyes and glanced up at the window. It was night-time and through the dark she could see a black face, staring in at them, watching them, the eyes white and illuminated.



“Who’s that?!” called out Alice. No sooner had she asked the question, than she knew the answer. It was Desmond, up the ladder that Gordon had put there earlier. She was facing the window on all fours, and although she was blushing that she had been caught mid-shag, she was also extremely aroused and at the point of no return.



The window was unlocked and Alice watched in amazement as Desmond opened the window, and called out, “Sorry to disturb you. Hope you don’t mind?”



Alice surprised herself when she said, gasping, “We don’t mind at all.”



Gordon seemed surprisingly unashamed that his friend was watching him penetrate a young chick, in fact he seemed rather proud of his conquest, as Desmond swung one of his big legs over the sill and entered the room.



Desmond wasted little time in unzipping and dropping his slacks and boxers to his ankles. Alice’s mouth watered as she feasted her eyes on his dick, for almost unbelievably, he was even bigger than Gordon, measuring in at a ridiculous 12 inches. It sprung to attention keenly, and Alice found herself wanting this stupendous monster inside her too. She was loving getting penetrated by Gordon, but longed for Desmond to be inside her also.



She licked her lips as Desmond got on the bed on his knees, in front of her, lining up his vast member with her open mouth. Alice sucked on his bell-end like a baby deer to its long-lost mother’s teat. The helmet was huge, and she stretched her mouth fully in a humble attempt to try and gobble as much as she could. Desmond helped her by thrusting his hips forward and spearing her young throat. Alice mumbled into her throat-full of cock, and realizing it was way too much for her, Desmond pulled out allowing Alice much-needed oxygen.



He pressed his bell-end up against her cheek, and she playfully moved her head to one side to run her mouth up and down his rippling shaft, wanking him with her mouth as Gordon burrowed deeper from behind. Alice was in heaven. Not only was she getting pounded hard, but she was also pleasuring another big penis with her mouth at the same time. She felt like a wanton hussy, like a true bitch in heat, and she was loving every second.



What a way to lose your virginity,
 Alice thought. She felt Gordon’s big black balls slapping against her hard little clit, as she moved her mouth to suckle on the huge nuts before her. She sucked fervently on Desmond’s almost-bursting sac, and as she groaned into her face-full of testicles, she felt an amazing climax rumble up through her body.



Her whole body shook with intense waves of pleasure, as she squealed in blissful heaven. It was unlike anything she had
 ever
 experienced, and she squirted wildly down the black shaft, soaking the big black balls behind her, and Gordon’s muscular thighs. She felt his strong hands on her ass, her quivering walls gripping his girth as his balls tightened against her.



Oh God, he’s not going to pull out!
 Thought Alice, and then she thought,
 But I don’t want him to pull out… I want him to experience an amazing orgasm… the ecstatic feeling that I just have… I want him to feel incredible pleasure inside of me,
 as she heard a low gravelly moan coming from over her shoulder.



Gordon pumped in and out of her, mercilessly spearing her. He couldn’t take it anymore, and there was no time to pull out. Pulling out didn’t even cross his mind as he pumped his fertile baby-making seed deep into her allowing tunnel. He shot a voluminous load of thick white creamy spunk that sprayed out like a garden hose, filling her up entirely. Alice reached between her legs and gently caressed his vibrating testes, squeezing the sac with her skinny white fingers in an earnest effort to release every last drop from his unloading nuts.



He shot every last bit, and as his sperm swam, blindly but determinedly attempting to reach their egg destination, Alice felt the stick between her lips begin to twitch. She ran her tongue up and down the veined python, and reached up before her to cup the big black grapefruits as they tightened-up dramatically.



She held the rigid serpent head-on and looked deep into its soulless eye as she felt it pulse and throb between her fingertips. Desmond cried out like a wolf, as he ejaculated his seminal fluids right into Alice’s open mouth. She stuck out her tongue as he shot a rope of jizz that spurted out like a fire hydrant, blasting her in the face. Alice tried to gobble as fast as she possibly could, to try to consume the ridiculous load, but a lot of it ran down her chin and splashed against her perky clothed tits, and onto the bed-sheets beneath her.



Her curious fingers stroked the 12 inch black pole as Desmond released the last drop of his seed onto her tongue, just as Gordon withdrew, leaving her with a full cream-pie. Alice felt truly full-up, truly admired, truly loved. She didn’t know what the future held, and if she were to get pregnant, she would make it work, she would find a way. Gordon was an attractive man and she had no doubt that his offspring would be cute too. She just had to find a way to explain it to her parents. And as for Chuck…



Oh Jesus! Chuck!
 She’d completely forgotten about her date with him. Realizing that she wouldn’t have heard the doorbell from all the way up in her bedroom, Alice looked up at the window. And there, up the ladder, she saw a pale white face.



With fear and worry in his eyes, Chuck had just witnessed her getting spit-roasted and impregnated by two big guys, and he felt more than a little bit inadequate.



Alice loved these long summers, while her parents were away.
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T
 yler genuinely felt great as he sped down the empty motorway. Even though he had split from Chloe he felt positive about what the future held, when suddenly a flash of light shot out of the sky and hit the road right before him, causing him to steer left abruptly. His car rolled down a hill, and into the forest next to the road.



Thank God I’m not upside down,
 he thought to himself. Distraught, he knew he was not injured in any way, apart from a few minor scratches. He opened the bent door and stepped out of his ruined automobile.



He saw the meteorite. It was huge, smoking. Stepping nearer, he saw that there was a hole in the side of it, as if someone, or something, had broken out.



Hearing footsteps behind him, he spun round to see a woman jogging through the trees.
 Why go for a jog in this remote part of the woods?
 Thought Tyler to himself. Only catching a glimpse of her for a moment, he saw that she was strong, toned, and a similar age to himself. Tyler knew that he needed to ask for help, and it was either that or go back up to the road and put his thumb in the air. He didn’t fancy his chances hitchhiking, so running after this stranger seemed like a better option.



She was out of sight but he headed after her, hopping over logs and past trees, his muscular physique rippling as he bounded along like a young steed through the dark green forest. He ran for what seemed like an eternity, but it was in fact about 10 minutes. Getting hot, a bead of sweat dripped down his chest.



As the woods became denser still, he thought:
 Why am I going this far in? There could be anyone here… maybe some sort of psycho killer with an axe, eager to jump out and cut me up.
 But he chuckled to himself. He had seen way too many scary flicks, and his fears and thoughts were going too far.



Little did he know that what he would encounter would be way more extreme than any horror movie he had ever watched.



He saw that he was about to come to an opening in the forest. Although his legs were getting tired and becoming weaker, this was the first time since the unfortunate crash that he felt positive, because through the trees ahead he could hear human breathing and murmurings. He stepped into the opening, and his eyes widened, for there before him was the woman that he’d been chasing. But she was not just standing there, relaxing and having a break from her jog.



The woman was on fours, with her ass in the air. And behind her, she was not being made love to by a man. But by a huge, three-headed dragon.



“Oh my God!” screamed Tyler loudly, his cheeks turning crimson. As the dragon looked at him with all three of its heads, the middle head gave him a devilish smile. The woman seemed to be really enjoying herself, her head rolled back, and she shrieked out in pleasure with every hip-thrust of the creature. Her clothes were torn, her jeans pulled down but still on, and her leather boots dug into the muddy ground beneath.



Although he didn’t want to admit it to himself, Tyler was enjoying watching. It was like a horror movie / porn flick rolled into one. Tyler was a man of the world, and this girl was a lot hotter than his slut of an ex, Chloe, that he’d spent the last six months with.



As Tyler looked into the Dragon’s eyes he saw that they were a deep, burning purple. His soul was impaled with terror as he locked eyes with this creature. They shone like burning embers, and the monster smiled at him, opening its left mouth to emit a disturbing growl. Whatever this thing was, it sure wasn’t from this dimension.



While this monster was penetrating the woman, it was screaming and shrieking louder and louder. Tyler stood there, dead in his tracks, mortified.



The creature’s scaly hands grabbed the woman’s ass which was as firm as a beach-ball. One of its hands reached out and grabbed her long, silky hair, gripped it tightly and pulled it back while it continued to penetrate her with a methodical, rhythmic thrusting motion. It seemed as though this creature was on Viagra.



The dragon began to examine every part of the woman’s body, its long muscular arms reaching down to molest her melonous breasts that swung beneath her, then feeling up and down her thighs, before giving her ass a playful slap. The clap of the creature’s hand rippled her bum-flesh, so hard that a nut-eating squirrel in a nearby bush got a bit of a scare and jumped away.



The creature was absolutely loving this and enjoying every inch of her body, as if the only reason for this female’s existence was just to satisfy his huge dragon penis. There was no way this girl could escape, even if she wanted to. Her destiny was just to stay there on all fours and get royally shafted. No man on earth, not even muscular Tyler would be able to overpower this monster. The woman was getting her pussy impaled by this scaly-balled animal from another dimension, but she could not
 deny
 the pleasure he was given her, and her screams testified this, as she reached down to rub her own clitty.



Whilst viewing this amazing scene, Tyler’s mind wondered, and he thought about his own sexual fantasies. If he was being totally honest, he’d never really been into kinky sex, or dominant or submissive stuff, or even voyeurism. He’d been dating that skanky slut Chloe for quite some time -- a girl that he thought that he had loved, a girl that he thought that he would eventually marry. But he had found out that she had been cheating. And as he looked on, he found himself becoming unusually turned-on by this out-of-this-world scene of lust, and felt extremely aroused. Although he was straight, he wouldn’t have minded joining in to create a powerful threesome. Perhaps he could help the dragon in spit-roasting this girl, but he felt embarrassed to admit that to himself.



The woman looked up at Tyler, and as they made eye contact, they caught a look of lust and terror in each other’s eyes. The woman turned her head, and asked the creature, “Where are you from?”



The creature’s right head replied in a loud, grizzly voice, “I don’t answer questions like that. I just want to penetrate you!”



The creature went from kneeling, to being on the flat of its feet, towering over her with his chest pressed up against her back, the whole while pounding away. Tyler realized that he had seen this position in porn flicks many times. It was ‘up and over’ style, a variation of doggy position. The woman was completely overpowered and encapsulated by the huge hulking frame of the dragon. His muscular arms wrapped around her mid-section, and as he stood up he lifted her up off the ground with little effort.



Tyler could now really see the size of the monster. He was enormous. He must’ve been about 10 feet tall, his muscles rippling underneath his scales, which covered every inch of his body. He also got a good look at the woman and saw that she was a very attractive lady. She was actually slightly older than Tyler, in her mid-thirties. She seemed to just be a normal person that had found herself in this remarkable predicament.



The dragon stood up completely straight, holding the woman, and withdrew his dong from her pussy. The enormous girth of his monster-dick still stiff and in need of more action. The dragon tore the girl’s top and bra off to expose her naked melons and flat stomach. Her fleshy twin orbs jiggled as sunlight shone down through the gaps in the forest trees. With her jeans lying on the floor beneath her, there she hung, completely naked and at the creature’s mercy. The only items of clothing that remained on her body were her long white socks.



Tyler was completely astonished by all of this, and he had temporarily forgotten about the possible impending jeopardy that he and the woman may end up facing. He found himself feeling encouragement towards the dragon, almost psychically
 willing
 it to carry on with its ghastly acts. He was curious about what it was going to do next, however frightening.



Tyler knew that he was not in a rational frame of mind, as if something deep within him had altered. Maybe it was the shock of the situation that he was in, or the monster’s burning eyes that penetrated his inner core. The woman’s ripped stomach muscles were visible as she inhaled every deep breath, and the veins in her neck pulsed as she dangled in the dragon’s paws, defenseless.



Tyler’s arousal grew and grew, while he felt his penis growing in his boxer shorts, and he felt rather ashamed that this was happening. His eyes landed on the woman’s quivering pussy. She looked down at her own naked body, and then looked up at Tyler. Under the unusual circumstances, Tyler knew that the woman had no reason to feel humiliated or ashamed about all of this. There was
 nothing
 to be embarrassed about -- it wasn’t her fault.



She dangled there, completely in the buff, in the afternoon light of the forest, her arms restrained, her legs parted, her freshly-shaven pussy exposed. She obviously worked-out regularly, being muscular but still feminine.



Tyler watched on as the monster’s long fingers reached between the woman’s parted thighs and began to caress her nook, causing her pussy to juice-up. She must have been enjoying it, caught up in the moment, as her pussy-juice seemed to be implying that it
 wanted
 this to happen. Tyler noticed how pretty her pussy was, it really filled him with desire. It was so neat, her labia tucked away below her hardening nub. Something about her clit hypnotized Tyler -- it was just the right size, not too big, not too small, about the size of a pea, and as the creature’s long finger circled it it glistened deliciously.



Tyler reluctantly thought to himself that he wished he could feel that pussy, run his hands over it, do what the dragon was doing. He envied the dragon for a moment. The dragon caressed her flange with no finesse, no pause and absolutely no regard for the woman’s feelings. The hand molested every inch of her taught skin, up and down the length of her frame, almost as if the woman was getting a thorough spa massage, something that some people pay good money for.



The woman’s eyes caught Tyler’s as they made eye-contact again, and without speaking, they knew that they mutually wished that it was Tyler caressing her naked flesh instead of this three-headed creature. As Tyler watched, he felt amazingly, that this creature was now not only interested in its own gratification, but it was really trying to give the woman pleasure. Its large hands gripped and groped, and it seemed to be trying to figure things out about the human body, trying to figure out about where women like to be touched.
 This is a nice change,
 thought Tyler.
 Maybe he’s not so selfish. Maybe he truly wants to find out about human biology and wants to help this woman achieve an orgasm.



With her snatch now soaking, the creature held her by the wrists and outstretched her arms. He held her in front of him, and there she hung, as if crucified. Her heart beat loudly in her chest as the dragon’s eyes burnt brightly behind. The lust between Tyler and the woman grew, until strangely Tyler thought he actually felt love.



The dragon was about to do something drastic. Its schlong now hardened even more, to its ridiculous full length. It seemed to be at least 15 inches, with big scaly nuts, which looked like oversized grapefruits as they hung beneath him menacingly. Its cock sprang up like a snake between the woman’s legs, but instead of going to the front where her welcoming pussy waited, it edged its way towards the back.



She looked at Tyler with a look of acceptance, as if she knew what was going to become of her. The dragon was slowly but persistently pushing its knob up into the woman’s butt-crack. The juice from her pussy had dripped down in-between her butt-cheeks and lubricated it. She had felt embarrassed before -- being screwed by a being from another planet, stripped off, getting massaged and having her bean flicked, all in front of a young man that she’d never met. But now, this was even more embarrassing, as anal penetration was about to happen by a huge dragon-dick whilst suspended off the air in a crucifix position.



Tyler felt the woman’s pain, for now she was perhaps being used in a way she didn’t really want to be. Even though Tyler was straight, he wished for a moment that the dragon would take
 him
 instead, to give this woman a chance to escape. He wanted to tell her that he admired her, that he really felt bad for her and respected her for dealing with this so well. She was now going to get such a hard drilling.



The woman’s eyes were shut but every few moments they would open to reveal a look of sorrow that made Tyler want to shout out at the thing and say, “Take me! I’m all yours!”



Amazingly, Tyler began to realize that it wasn’t shame or pain that the woman was now feeling, but it was in fact intense pleasure. Maybe it was the dragon’s rhythmic pumping of its hips, or the feeling of being dominated, or the fact that she was being watched at the same time, but this sexy young lady was really loving taking it in the butt-hole. The slow penetrative love-making of the dragon-penis was having an incredible effect on her pussy, which was now so wet that it looked as slick as a honey pot. She moaned and writhed, caught up, loving it. The dragon had her outstretched and started to move her around and around in circular motions during the anal screwing, as if she were a new car in a showroom and he was showing her off.



The enormous serpentine dragon-dick slipped out of her butt, and seesawed about in mid-air as if it had a mind of its own. The dragon pushed the woman up close to Tyler on the floor. So close that their faces were almost touching. He could smell her womanly scent, and sat down on the forest floor. The dragon lowered her down to Tyler’s level on the ground until they were both face to face, their eyes locked intensely. They began to mutually kiss, softly at first, then with increased passion, their youthful pouting lips touching in a lustful lip-lock that made a bird on a nearby branch stop to peruse the beautiful moment.



Incredibly they felt gratitude towards the dragon for letting them touch. The woman wanted more than just a kiss, and the dragon could sense this. While holding the woman with one hand it whipped its tail down and struck the razor-sharp edge across Tyler’s tight t-shirt, cutting the material open. His t-shirt fell to the floor in tattered rags, exposing his firm pecs. The huge dragon hand grabbed Tyler’s jeans and ripped them down in one motion. His boxer shorts were discarded to the side, and his erect dong stuck up in the air.



As he sat there, with the rags of his clothes all around him, both humans were in anticipation about what was going to happen. The woman’s eyes checked-out Tyler’s fit body, similarly to how Tyler had admired her beforehand. She saw the dragon’s hand reach out in front of her and firmly pinch Tyler’s nipples, one at a time. This was something Tyler didn’t really like, but he didn’t do it so hard that it hurt. He did it with enough pressure that his nips hardened, so hard that they could cut glass.



Tyler’s entire body tingled with desire, for now he knew what it was like to be watched by a perfect stranger. He was being examined, like he was a piece of meat, as if his only use was to be a sex object. The mammoth length of the dragon-dick slithered out and headed towards the woman’s legs and towards Tyler. He knew that it would be his turn next. He was about to experience what it’s like to be drilled by a monster dick.



The woman looked into Tyler’s eyes as if to let him know that he had nothing to worry about, everything was going to be okay. Tyler took solace in her reassuring look, but as the enormous head delved down underneath Tyler’s balls and close to his tight pucker, it stopped dead, as if it had changed its mind. The mammoth dragon schlong snaked its way towards the woman’s soaked-up pussy and slipped itself inside, 9 inches deep. As the dragon thrust in and out, Tyler witnessed the huge testicles throb dramatically. The dragon shot its load, and all three heads opened their mouths and howled out at the same time, as the dragon ejaculated its spooge deep inside the woman’s body. The spooge pumped out and blindly swam towards her fertile egg. The potent seed kept coming and coming, swimming, impregnating her. The dragon didn’t know about birth control, and the woman was not on the pill. The dragon withdrew its schlong, as the cream-pie escaped her pussy and dripped onto the forest floor. The dragon’s eyes burnt more brightly, more purple than ever before, and he grabbed the woman by both ankles, and turned her upside down, dangling her, her long hair grazing the mud. He proceeded to put her on top of Tyler, head to toe, so the pair had no choice but to be facially smothered by each other’s groins.



The dragon encouraged her by holding her there and forcing this upside-down 69 position. The couple did what any young couple would do. Their tongues darted out and began to lick and suckle at each other’s frustrated sexual organs. It was a beautiful sight. A baby deer ran through the trees and saw what was going on -- Tyler slurping down the dragon cream-pie from the woman’s pussy while the woman was heatedly sucking Tyler’s wiener.



The dragon must’ve found this very arousing, for whilst the young couple gave each other oral pleasure, his long creature-dick was stiff again and aimed straight at them. He’d been watching intently, almost with a human mind. The three heads waved around and snaked in the air while the big scaly beast-balls tightened up. The dragon worked its own rod in circular motions, pumping it, and with one furious growl it shot its load, spurting his thick dragon-spunk again, all over the pair, soaking them in his goo. They got completely covered.



As Tyler’s tongue lapped at her clit, she came uncontrollably, gushing down into Tyler’s open mouth. This caused her to clamp down harder on Tyler’s cock and she sucked him with great enthusiasm. She cupped his full balls and Tyler too felt an amazing orgasm rise up. He shot his load, spunked his seed deep into the woman’s mouth, and she glugged down every drop.



If someone would have strolled past at this precise moment, they would have gotten quite a surprise. A young couple, lying head to toe, being held there by a very tall three-headed dragon, moaning as they came together, whilst the long dragon-dick shot sticky goo all over them. But, no one did walk by.



The dragon let go of them, gave his willy one last shake to expel the last drop of spooge, and then bounded off, disappearing through the trees of the forest.



The young couple sat up, breathing heavily, their arms intertwined, softly kissing each other. They smiled, and the woman said to Tyler, “Hi, I’m Madison.”



Tyler smiled back and introduced himself.



As they gazed at each other, they couldn’t help themselves. But this time, they made love their own way, the way
 they
 wanted to. They made love as evening descended on forest, filling it with a beautiful blue light. They screwed, they banged, they humped like animals.



The pair ended up dating steady, and they even ended up renting a flat. They got a small cat, and they called him Peter. He had purple eyes. Through Madison’s pregnancy, the pair didn’t know what the future held. But one thing was for sure, they had each other.



 



----------
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T
 he Orc King was upset that he had to leave the kingdom of Amalow. He didn’t have a choice in the matter. He was forced to leave. His people had turned on him. He decided that Hampstead Heath was as good a place as any to make his home.



It was another typical Saturday lurking within the trees for Laurence Barlin. Laurence Barlin knew how to flash, and he already knew who would be his next victims this afternoon. The college girls sat by a big wide tree drinking tonic water and carelessly engaging in chatter. Their pretty faces, silky hair and trendy garments made Laurence Barlin’s mouth water, while his intentions swirled around in his mind. He stepped nearer, dressed just in his long dirty Mackintosh and muddy white plimsolls, chuckling to himself as he neared his prey.



“I’m really not sure if he’s the
 one
 for me. Should I date him?” Jen Porter asked her group of girlfriends as she flicked her luscious hair back.



“You
 so
 should. He’s definitely the one for you,” said red-haired beauty Chrissie Robson.



A dark shadow appeared on the grass before the girls. They turned their heads and looked, and there was Laurence Barlin. He didn’t waste any time introducing himself. He undid his dirty Mac and pulled it open, exposing his flabby white body. His erect below-average-sized prick stood up, eager.



“Jesus Christ! What the hell do you think you’re doing? Get
 away
 !” screamed Jen Porter.



Laurence Barlin didn’t listen. This was exactly the reaction he wanted. His proud weenie swung from left to right, and it was only when Chrissie Robson’s spring water splashed right in his face that he stopped smiling.



“Get
 lost
 ! Move away from us!” The girls’ voices yelled in unison.



Laurence Barlin glanced sheepishly at the floor, did up his Mac and ran off, disappearing between the trees. He had achieved his goal. These young, attractive girls were repulsed.



 



In a similar fashion to how Laurence Barlin had been staring at the girls,
 he
 was now being stared at. And he was about to experience what it was like to be the prey. Just when he was about to hide behind his favorite row of bushes, an ominous dark shadow dropped over his plimsolls. The unsightly flasher looked to the side, and saw that standing right next to him, was a big orc, naked except for the leather loincloth covering his groin.



The Orc King moved his garment to one side revealing his huge 11 inch schlong, which swayed ominously. Laurence Barlin’s eyes widened with fear. Gasping, his eyes went from the orc’s podgy face, down to his muscular pecs, down to his chubby belly, and all the way down to his ridiculously long phallus. Laurence Barlin turned to run, but the orc grabbed him, wrapping both his arms around him in a tight embrace. Undoing his Mac from the front, Laurence Barlin managed to get free and ran as fast as he could, the orc getting a view of his snow-white ass as he galloped off between the dense trees.



 



Behind the next row of bushes, merely a few feet away, was a young mother. She was on all fours, her breasts out and lactating, wobbling in the afternoon breeze. Behind her was a skateboarder, still clothed, his knee-pads and elbow-pads still on, his skateboard nearby. His face was burrowed between the plentiful orbs of the attractive female.



With her knickers round her ankles and her short skirt hitched, this young single mum craved some much-needed attention, and her fingers reached down to play with her freshly-shaven pussy. A dark shadow cast its way down on her melonous breasts.



As she looked up and her jaw dropped in terror, for there standing before her was the large green orc. The Orc King knelt down and started to milk her full breasts like a dairymaid. His strong fingers gripped her erect nipples tightly, causing strings of milk to splash down onto the park floor. Meanwhile, the skateboarder traced his tongue all the way from her welcoming nook, up to her delicate pucker, and he probed his tongue inside. With his face buried between her ass-cheeks, he was unaware of the medieval milking that was occurring mere inches away.



The skateboarder took his face out from between the twin cheeks for a breath of fresh air, and he saw a sight so terrifying that his heart nearly jumped out of his mouth. The woody in his baggy jeans withered as he looked at the orc’s podgy face. He stood up, grabbed his skateboard and sprinted off through the trees, leaving The Orc King and the woman alone.



“I’m going to be the king of Hampstead Heath. And I’m going to make you my queen,” declared The Orc King, pompously.



He pulled down his leather loincloth and the woman’s eyes lit up when she saw his enormous phallus, which stood at full mast, yo-yoing up and down. The young mum only had one thing on her mind. She crawled forward, opened her mouth and placed her lips on the orc’s throbbing shaft. The size of the schlong meant that she was unable to take all of it in her mouth. So, she suckled the pulsing helmet with her lips, the wide girth rippling in her hand whilst she jacked the green length.



The Orc King directed his schlong towards her mammary glands. The woman sat up straight, and obediently took the rod between her fleshy boobs, bouncing herself up and down, performing an energetic tit-wank.



Pressing her tits together, her lactating nipples sprayed droplets of milk in random tangents that trickled down to his big, full nuts. Instinctively, the young mum reached down again to caress her fresh snatch, and she frigged herself whilst lowering her head to suck her own milk from the green plums. Groaning into her mouthful of testicles she flicked her bean until she came, gushing a pungent liquid downwards onto the park grass.



The Orc King’s nuts strained. He needed to relieve himself, but selfishly, as soon as the woman had reached her own climax, fear struck her again. She quickly stood to her feet, pulled up her thong, had one last look at the orc’s flabby belly, and ran off, disappearing between the bushes.



Frustrated, The Orc King covered himself up under his leather loin cloth once more.
 I guess she’s not going to be my queen,
 he thought solemnly, and plodded off through the next row of trees.



 



A few yards away, in a nearby part of the Heath, Derek James looked down at his own 6.5 inch penis whilst he held it and jacked it. He looked to his left at the 7.5 incher, to his right at the 6 &frac14; incher, and straight ahead of him at the 9 incher. He’d been in some dodgy circle-jerk situations previously, but he was thoroughly enjoying how this one was turning out.



The four young circle-jerkers worked their poles excitedly, their nuts churning whilst their wrists sped-up. Not distracted by the twittering birds, they were keen to unload. As Derek James’ hand became a blur, a sinister cucumber-shaped shadow fell upon his helm. Looking up, his eyebrows raised, for there, joining in the group-jerk was The Orc King.



The Orc King smiled. “You can be my foot-soldiers,” he said pretentiously as he pulled his leather loincloth to the side. “
 Yes
 . You can be my right-hand men.”



Terrified, the men were at a point of no return. They contemplated running, but as their balls twitched they realized there was only one immediate option. Derek James glanced to his left and to his right at the two schlongs being worked, and as the speed increased, the orc joined them, working his 11 inch dong with a sense of purpose.



The wieners on either side of Derek James spurted their creamy goo, ejaculating their spunk which spiraled downwards onto the floor, their jizz blindly swimming between the blades of grass. The 9 incher opposite gave one final throb before ejaculating its spooge, the cream shooting out and covering Derek James’ jean turn-ups.



The three men ran off abruptly into the bushes, zipping themselves up, simultaneously embarrassed and petrified whilst Derek James looked into the orc’s deep black eyes. His soul was mortified and his erection shriveled whilst the orc’s enormous phallus pointed straight towards him.



“Oh God… time for me to go,” muttered Derek James, turning around and running off, leaving the Orc King to masturbate alone.



The Orc King took his hand off his knob, and with his balls still full and desperate to unload, he walked further into the tree-covered Heath.



 



He walked for several more minutes before stopping, a twig breaking under his strong, bare foot. The smell of diesel sifted through the air and up into his wide nostrils. The orc crept up behind a bush and watched something that was even fairly extreme by his standards. For there, in the next opening of trees, were a gang of diesel dykes.



Sitting on a large tree stump was the first lezzy, her fat thighs parted as wide as they could be, her buckled boots up on the stump, while her unshaven pussy rustled in the wind. The second dyke had a shaved head and was bent over on her knees, intensely licking the first lesbian’s exposed muff, making loud, wet noises as she did so. The second lesbian’s studded belt was on the floor, her skinny jeans and knickers down by her knees, and there behind her stood the leader, the third diesel dyke.



The leader’s mohicanned head stood tall, whilst her scorpion tattoo snaked up underneath her wife-beater vest. She was fully clothed, and around her waist she was strapped-on with a 10 inch purple toy, complete with huge plastic balls. She was screwing the kneeling lesbian in front of her, thrusting her hips back and forth like an animal, sliding every inch of the dildo into the quivering flange of the pie-eating lez.



The first dyke looked up and caught the orc standing there by a tree. “Look girls! There’s a total pervert in a Halloween costume staring at us.”



“That doesn’t surprise me,” said the lesbian leader coldly, turning her head and seeing the orc leering there. She turned to her biker buds, wrinkled up her nose and said, “Let’s teach this perverted
 bastard
 a thing or two. I’m clearly strapped-on, and I bet I’m packing more than
 he
 is. You got the rope, Reese?”



Reese nodded, as the strap-on slid out of her tight coose. She wiped Regan’s love-juice from her lips and answered, “Yeah. I’ve got the ropes Alexis, right here.”



Regan got up, and whispered, “Oh my God, what a sex-case. We’re lesbians, but that doesn’t mean that we’re not opposed to a bit of --”



“Hey!” called out Alexis the lesbian leader, interrupting her gang-member. “Step forth. We’ve got something for you.”



The orc did as he was asked, and stepped out from under the looming trees. Quickly tying the rope around his hands, Alexis walked him over to a firm birch tree. The orc played along. Alexis tied his hands up around the tree, so he was facing the tree with his back to the dykes. They pulled down his leather loin cloth exposing his muscular green ass. Reese snapped a nearby rattan bamboo-stick and stood behind the orc. “This is what you deserve, you monster. If you want to perv on us, you’re going to get a
 good
 spanking.”



Shrieking, she caned down the rattan stick upon The Orc King’s cheeks, making a ‘thwack’ so loud that a bird on a tree above got a bit of a fright and flew away.



Reese again smacked down the stick, caning him.



“Go on, go on. Do it
 more
 ,” encouraged Alexis, her hand cupping her own big plastic balls. Again Reese brought down the cane upon the orc’s buttocks, smacking him at a perfect diagonal angle whilst Regan watched on, tightening the ropes around his wrists.



The orc gave an ominous laugh and said, “Oh, this is good practice for when you girls become my henchmen. The henchmen of my new kingdom!”



“God, this guy’s completely sick in the head,” noted Alexis, stroking her own plastic shaft.



The Orc King let out a furious cry and drew his elbows backwards, breaking the rope as if it were a daisy-chain. He spun around quickly, his 11 inch phallus swinging after him, impressive and pining.



“Goddammit!” Regan yelled with a terrified expression on her face. The orc grabbed Reese and Regan by the back of their heads and pulled them onto the floor before him. He pushed their faces into his exposed nuts, forcing his testicles into their mouths. They sucked his full cantaloupes, before their hot, wet tongues flicked out to lick his mammoth girth. His shiny bell bounced about in front of them, pointing straight at their leader.



With their mouths partially-full of orc-shaft, the two kneeling lesbians gasped for some fresh air, while The Orc King stared at Alexis menacingly with his deep, black eyes. With a fearful heart, Alexis removed her hand from her plastic tool and motioned to another clearing between the trees. “Let's make a move, girls,” she whispered.



The Orc King pushed the two kneeling dykes away, discarding them like leftover takeout, and pushed them down, face-first into the Heath floor. He walked over to the dyke leader with his enormous penis in his hand. The orc still hadn’t shot his wad all afternoon, and he was going to get what he wanted, if it was the last thing he did.



With her mohicanned head and unpretty features, the dyke leader reminded the orc of the Queen of Amalow, who he missed dearly. Sensing that she’d better the hell out of dodge, Alexis spun to get away, but just as she did so, she felt the orc’s large brute-like hands on her leather belt. They pulled her jeans and big panties down in one motion, the orc expertly removing them whilst keeping her strap-on in place. He yanked her over to the tree stump.



He bent her over while she was still strapped, her always-stiff plastic prick pressed up against the wood. “There’s no way you’re going to --”



With her fully juiced-up pussy exposed underneath the fleshy globes of her butt, the orc couldn’t resist the welcoming pink lurking behind the ring of trimmed pussy, and he pressed his orc-dong up against her. His pre-cum and her juiced-up coose made things easier, and he slid himself a couple of inches in.



Alexis cried out, and the orc couldn’t help himself. He ploughed nuts-deep, all the way in, and drilled her with every inch. Alexis’s pussy walls clamped down incredibly hard, and she gripped onto the wood in front of her. The lesbian leader looked back and smiled. “Yes, I’m a dyke. But I’m actually enjoying this… don’t stop!”



The Orc King wasn’t going to stop. He had found his new queen. He speared his enormous schlong in and out of her pulsating coose, pumping her intensely whilst Reese and Regan stared on in disbelief. He drilled away, grabbing hold of her punky-hair as he did so. Alexis squealed like a wild pig, and she came, squirting down his orc-shaft and coating his balls with her fluid.



“I think I’ve found my queen! I’ve found my Orc Queen!”



He picked up a ridiculous pace while Reese got behind his parted legs to lick his nuts from behind. They tensed-up in her mouth, the ivory of her teeth brushing up against his scrotal-sack, and The Orc King finally shot his load, pumping rope after rope, spurt after spurt, deep into Alexis’s fertile body. He filled her womb with his orc-seed, which kept cumming while Reese’s luscious lips suckled his nuts almost-dry.



The orc-semen swam sightlessly towards Alexis’s fertile egg. She was his queen, and his potent sperm were going to make an orc baby. The sperm only had one way to go. They knew their direction. They knew their purpose, and they were going to reach their goal.



The Orc King withdrew his dong and Alexis spun around, knelt down and gently squeezed his throbbing nuts, as he shot his last spurt into her mouth. It shot out like a garden sprinkler, spraying into her gaping gob and ruining her gothic lipstick.



With his nuts finally empty, The Orc King squeezed the last drop onto the newly-straight Alexis’s awaiting tongue, whilst Reese and Regan crawled up on their knees either side, keen for some orc-snowballing fun. Regan lay on her back and Alexis spat a gob-full of orc-jizz into her open mouth. Regan got to her knees as Reese lay down, and spat the monster-seed into Reese’s open mouth. Reese got to her knees, rocked her head back and blew a big spunk-bubble, before turning her head to the right and spitting the spooge onto Alexis’s purple strap-on, varnishing the ribbed shaft.



 



The orc had found his new kingdom, and his day had turned out to be a very good one. With his green grapefruits emptied, The Orc King waved goodbye to his new found countrymen. “I’ll see you at the castle at the top of Hampstead Heath. I’m going to go and find someone to build it for me.”



“Ummm, okay then. Or maybe we’ll just see you here next weekend?” offered Alexis.



The Orc King nodded his head in agreement. Alexis gave him a knowing smile and the girls all waved him off, as he plodded his large feet along the grassy ground and disappeared through the gap in the trees, his pendulous dong swinging behind him. “Sure, I’ll see you soon. We’ve got a baby to raise!”



 



~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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T
 here was something about horror movies that always got Jessica moist between the thighs. Perhaps it was the imaginary thrill of being chased by a masked man holding a blade, or a big hairy werewolf bouncing through the forest eager to devour a young maiden, or perhaps it was the dark macabre atmosphere during a vampire bite scene.



Whatever the context, she just knew that she thoroughly enjoyed watching these movies. Being a college girl with long blonde flowing hair, full melon-like breasts and a big tight bubble butt, she had no problem scoring with the boys; in fact she had to pretty much fight them off during her lunch breaks. The whole rugby team apparently wanted to drill her, and had tried to on many occasions. And although she was quite partial to a rather large penis, ultimately she was waiting for the perfect man – therefore she didn't want to sleep around too much.



One night in a university dorm room she was a lying in bed watching another movie. This time it was a thriller, the kind where the plain-clothed cop has to solve an incredibly obvious case while there’s a subplot of him banging his secretary. Jessica was enjoying it, her eyes glued to the screen as she snuggled under the duvet. She glanced over to the picture on the wall of her roommate Alice. Just looking at the picture made her smile, as they had become quite good friends over the past year. Alice was out that night at the local bar, and Jessica's mind wandered as to what exactly Alice was up to that precise moment.
 No doubt sucking on a bell-end in the toilets
 , Jessica thought.



This year they had enjoyed watching movies together. They were quite different in appearance, Alice being Gothic by dress code, with straight dark hair and cat-eyed makeup. She was definitely striking in appearance and an attractive girl, in a very different way to Jessica.



She glanced back to the screen and continued to watch the movie. Although she wished Alice was there with her, she still loved watching movies on her own. The reason why she was not out partying and sharing the bell-end sucking antics with her roommate, was because she had been out partying hard the night before and really needed this downtime.



As the movie neared its end she started to feel sleepy, and although she did try to fight it she felt her eyelids becoming heavy. Her eyes closed momentarily, but she was quick to open them again as she hated falling asleep before the end credits.



Jessica opened her eyes to view the screen, and her heart nearly jumped out of her chest. What was on the screen was not the thriller she had just been watching, but was something completely different.
 What the hell is this?



It was some weird sci-fi flick. Not even a modern sci-fi flick - it was black-and-white and grainy in quality as if it had been filmed years ago. Figuring that she must've drifted off for an hour or two when she closed her eyes without realizing it, she was slightly annoyed but figured worse things have happened. Rubbing her eyes, she carried on checking out the new movie that was on the screen.



This is actually pretty good
 , she thought to herself. On-screen little green Martians were meandering about, walking down from their flying saucer and walking up to a desolate house. There was something slightly eerie and creepy about the movie, not in a scary way but there was something slightly sinister about it. Jessica watched for a few minutes longer before starting to feel herself getting sleepy again.



This time she was aware that she was drifting off, as the squeaky voices of the meandering Martians almost acting as a soft lullaby in her ears. She willingly allowed herself to drift into a deep sleep, an enjoyable slumber - as she felt some incredible dreams seeping into her subconscious.



 



***



 



She started dreaming about the rugby team finally getting their grubby hands on her, grabbing her arms her legs with the absolute intention of having their wicked way with her. This thought made her panties wet as an otter’s pocket, as although she had resisted them on many occasions in real life she knew how eager they were to give her a forceful shafting.



She felt the hands very tightly on her wrists and ankles, almost too tightly, as if it was real. Still asleep, she began thrashing from left to the right, as their grip actually started to hurt her. Her subconscious knew she was dreaming, but it just felt so real. So very real that she wanted out of this dream straightway.



Waking herself up, she came to the horrific realization that the restraints on her limbs was not a figment of her imagination at all. It wasn't the rugby team - instead she was terrified to her very core when she saw that there were in fact green tentacles wrapped around her wrists and ankles. They had tied her to the bed posts, so she was completely bound and unable to get up.



The bed covers got pulled off abruptly, and there she lay, just dressed in her knickers and a tight top that accentuated her ripe melons. Glancing down to the bottom of the bed, she saw where the tentacles were coming from. Not dissimilar to the Martians in the movie she just watched, there was a green man standing at the bottom of her bed, staring at her. He was quite small in stature but very muscular, and Jessica couldn’t help but lower her eyes to get a good look at his six-pack abs.
 I've never seen green abs before
 , Jessica thought to herself.



The alien’s tentacles were coming out of the sides of his body, in a similar fashion to an octopus, and were next to his normal shaped green arms.



“What the hell are you doing to me?” Jessica enquired. But the alien gave no answer, just stared blankly with his tiny black eyes.



Her eyes lowered again, realizing that the alien was not clothed and perused his nether regions.
 Well, at least he's not going to do much damage with that thing
 , she thought to herself as she noticed that he had a very small willy. So small, in fact that it couldn’t have been more than 1.5 inches long. Wondering whether maybe getting gang banged by the rugby team would actually be a far better way to spend the evening, she still knew she was in quite a sticky predicament. Her wrists were tightly bound, so there was no way she was going be able to break the kung fu-like grip of the alien tentacles.



Even though the alien didn't have pupils in his eyes, she could sense that his eyes were lowering and looking at her white panties. Finding this quite arousing, she felt a little bead of juice drip down her puffy labia. She was shaven fully, and the soft material of her underwear against her smooth vaginal mound send little waves of pleasure down her arms and legs. Even though the alien had a little penis, he still seemed very interested in her as he continued to stare. Although not wanting to admit it to herself, she started to get quite turned on by the whole experience.



A fourth green tentacle extended from the alien’s midsection and coiled around the hem of her knickers. The knickers tore easily as the tentacle tugged downwards, and Jessica's eyes widened further as she realized she was completely naked from the waist down, legs spread, with shaven flange fully exposed to her uninvited guest.



Knowing that if the alien did try and screw her with his tiny penis she would barely feel it, she wondered what he had in mind. Her question was about to be answered, as the alien leaned forward over the edge of the bed and opened his little mouth. His mouth made a toothless ‘O’ shape and out popped his long bright pink tongue. The pink of his tongue was in stark contrast to his green skin, and amazingly looked slightly human although much longer and pointed at the tip.



As the Green man's neck extended, his tongue snaked forward and began to eagerly lap at Jessica’s exposed womanhood. He licked up and down the length of her lady slit in a valiant attempt to consume all of her pre-squirt love juice. It had been a while since Jessica had been licked so expertly, and given the very unusual circumstances she was genuinely impressed with the tongue technique of this strange outer space chap. She moaned encouragingly, as the long pink alien tongue flicked her hard little nub from left to right before delving deep into her wanton pussy.



Once inside, he tongue fucked her rampantly, bobbing his head up and down like a nodding dog on the back seat of a car. His round green chin bounced off her aching gash as his little green nose nudged her frustrated clit. Jessica found herself wanting more, as her inner vaginal muscles sucked the bright pink tongue in as deeply as possible with each delving motion. Almost shocking herself with her own desire Jessica started moaning, “Oh yeah, green alien man! Oh yeah baby, harder baby!”



This didn’t change the pace of the alien man's tongue spearing, as he continued to melodically drill her soaked snatch, swinging his bright pink tongue in and out like a pendulum. It wasn't long before Jessica felt an amazing orgasm build up inside her body. Her body started to shake with intense waves of pleasure as the ecstatic climax shot through her. Her body spasmed, squirting wildly around the extended muscle and spraying copious amounts of female sex-piss into the green alien’s blank expressionless face.



Withdrawing his tongue, the alien seemed to like it as he began to lick his face round and round in a circular motion in an apparently sincere attempt to drink every last drop of the female ejaculate. Completely spent, Jessica lay there panting, deeply satisfied by the tremendous orgasm but still rather uneasy about her uninvited guest. The tentacles around her limbs withdrew, setting her free and she lay on the bed rubbing her wrists and ankles in an effort to get the blood flowing again.



Before she even had a chance to ask the alien's name, his tentacles flew back into his torso and he leapt out of the window like a stallion, into the depths of the night. Now very sleepy after her juddering climax Jessica found herself drifting off once more, strangely content.



 



***



 



As she awoke the next morning she looked to her left and saw that Alice had come back in the early hours of the night and was sleeping soundly in her bed. Jessica noticed that Alice's lipstick was slightly smeared, and there was no mystery as to why. Jessica's mind raced back to the events of last night, and she was still unsure as to whether it had actually happened or whether perhaps it was a strange dream after all. Perhaps watching that strange black-and-white movie about the Martians was also a dream. It all felt so blurry and unclear to her, so she decided to keep it to herself and decided she wouldn’t even tell Alice when she awoke.



As Alice slept, Jessica couldn't help but reach down and dally with her still tingling flange. With the vivid image of her uninvited guest playing heavily on her mind, she inserted two fingers inside herself to indulge in a gentle self-probing. She achieved a juddering morning climax as she pictured her mysterious midnight tongue fucker, being sure to smother her moans and cum silently as Alice snoozed on.



Later that day in the college canteen, Jessica was predictably approached by Dan, the resident rugby stud. Rarely a lunch break went by when Dan didn’t get his 9 inch throbber sucked by any eager freshman slut, so he genuinely felt that Jessica should be grateful for the attention. However, knowing that she was the hottest girl in a 10 mile radius of the University, she could be as picky as she wanted to be. And on that afternoon her thoughts were with someone else.



“Look, I'm really not interested.” Jessica batted her eyelids and looked away. She was high maintenance and she knew it - in fact she was proud of it.



“Wow, suit yourself.” Dan shrugged and walked off to try and use his manly charms on someone else. Just as he left, Alice walked in dressed in her typical Gothic getup.



“Hey, I didn't see you leave this morning. I slept pretty heavily. That it was a pretty heavy night last night,” said Alice through her black lipstick.



“Yeah I guessed that, but I bet you managed to lighten the load. I didn't hear you come in last night - you didn’t by any chance see anything strange around campus last night did you?” Jessica took a sip of her coffee.



Alice shook her head. “No, well no stranger than usual. Why do you ask?”



“No reason… maybe I’ve just being a little bit overtired lately.”



“Don't be tired - I was going to ask you if you wanted to go to the bar tonight. I'm sure there's some shenanigans to be had.”



“I'm actually shattered so going to have an early one, but tomorrow night I’m up for partying as per usual.”



“Okay cool,” the Goth said, and the two went about their day.



 



***



 



That night, Jessica was watching another movie - a horror movie this time. Her favorite. It was a realistic slasher, and although it was clear who the killer was from the outset it was still very exciting. She left the window open as it was a hot evening and also on the off-chance that her mysterious visitor might stop by.



Just as the end credits ran, she felt herself drifting off. Once again she started dreaming, but this time the dream was extremely obscure, and involved swimming in the ocean with big luminous glowing fish. The fish weren't threatening in any way, they just wanted to brush their fins against her smooth pert buttocks.



Again she was abruptly awoken a couple of hours later, but this time it was not by any green tentacles as these were not in sight. It was by a bright green glowing neon light that illuminated the dorm room fully. Jessica opened her eyes widely, and looked to the bottom of the bed where there again stood the green alien man. His tentacles were not poking out from his body, and Jessica was intrigued as to where this neon light was shining from. As her eyes gazed downwards she saw that the bright neon light was shining from between his legs. Her eyes perused his 1.5 incher and saw that although his weenie was green it was not neon and shining. So there was only one answer for it - the light was shining out of his bunghole.



Indeed, the alien man turned around revealing his tight green buttocks. Jessica smiled, and felt no fear, as she rather enjoyed looking at his tight firm ass cheeks. The little alien man was not shy, and he bent over, spreading his bum cheeks wide with his hands. The neon light shone bright out of his winking green starfish, and Jessica had to duck to the left in order to avoid its blinding glare.



Instinctively, Jessica knew what had to be done. She went over to Alice's bedside drawer, and of course Alice was nowhere to be seen as she was out partying the night away. She got out Alice’s 8 inch strap-on black cock and attached the harness securely around her slim toned waist. As she turned around, the plastic cock swung graciously with her and she was pleased to see that the alien man was still bent over, but this time bent over the bed.



Pouring a generous amount of lube on the black bell-end, Jessica walked over to her mysterious midnight lover and proceeded to grab his hips firmly - the neon light shining bright on the black bell as she neared it to the minute target. The lube worked a treat as she nudged the big shiny helmet up against his alien ring piece. The little green man let out a high-pitched squeal as Jessica thrust her hips forward and plunged the monstrous tool 2 inches deep into his inviting pucker.



She couldn't believe this was happening. She was screwing an alien up the backdoor and she was loving every second of it. She plunged a further 5 inches deep, and as the alien let out another squeal of encouragement, Jessica knew that this outer space sex fiend wanted it black-balls deep. So, she plunged the entire 8 inches inside his glowing anal rectum. The big black balls banged against his little green nuts furiously as she indulged in intergalactic sodomy of the most intense kind.



Jessica was really picking up quite a pace, buggering with a furious rhythm, when out of the corner of her eye she saw the door open. In walked out the Alice, gothed-up to the nines, returning from her night on the town. Alice stopped dead in the doorway, in absolute shock of what she was witnessing. This made Jessica breathe a deep sigh of relief, for now she knew that she was not dreaming and it was in fact really happening.



Fuelled with vodka, Alice closed the door behind her and walked up to the unlikely pair. “Jesus, what's going on here? He doesn't look like your usual type!”



“I know, I didn’t think he was my usual type either, but there’s just something about him that really gets me going!”



“So, this was what you were referring to when you asked if I had noticed anything strange going on,” Alice said, dropping her knickers in a flash and ripping off her skirt to reveal her neatly trimmed snatch.



Perching her pert snow-white buttocks on the bed, Alice spread her legs in an inviting manner. The alien wasted no time in opening his mouth, and extended his long tongue which snaked out inquisitively. He lapped up and down the length of Alice’s neat and tidy fur-pie whilst simultaneously still receiving the black dildo shafting of a lifetime. Alice grabbed the green bugger by the back of his bald head and encouragingly pulled him further towards her burning love-hole.



With his mouth-muscle fully erect, the green man lovingly probed his unfeasibly large bright pink tongue in and out of Alice’s burning muff. Alice reached down and determinedly rubbed her aching nub from side to side, flicking her bean for all it was worth in an eager attempt to reach her pending orgasm. The depraved sight of her roommate anally shafting an alien whilst the alien was tongue-penetrating her snatch was too much for Alice to take, and she came loudly and wildly, squirting strings of female see-through love-piss into the alien’s awaiting face. The alien closed his eyes slightly too late in an attempt to shelter his black retinas from the girlie ectoplasm, and as a result received gobs of ejaculate ribbons straight into his eyes.



He stopped licking abruptly, withdrawing his head from the spasming flange, and fervently flicked his tongue upwards to lick his eyes clean. Seeing it as her cue to withdraw, Jessica stepped backwards, allowing the huge phallus to reappear out of the tight alien anus. She un-strapped herself, discarding the always-hard plastic rod onto the rug like last week's Sunday papers.



Jessica placed one foot on the bed with the other securely weighted on the floor. Knickerless, she motioned for her roommate and their new-found fuck-buddy to enjoy her pleasure centre, front and back. Alice wasted little time in dropping to her knees and plunging her face firmly against Jessica's awaiting bald snatch. Jessica responded in kind, encouragingly moaning while her protruding labia opened invitingly as the Goth began to eat hungrily. The little green man seemed visibly excited by this lesbian act of intense cunnilingus and his little winkie stuck up like a pickled gherkin. Scurrying around to the back of Jessica, the alien psychically knew what was expected of him as he nudged his green features in-between the round fleshy seat of the attractive female’s rear-end. His little green hands parted her large buttocks to reveal her tiny blinking starfish.



Out came the long pink alien tongue once more, and without any warning delved deep inside Jessica's tight sphincter, which began sucking his tongue in further as it clamped down with vice-like force. The alien was chin deep in the young lady’s rear-box, and as he began to tongue-drill her secret entrance, Alice was round the other side suckling lovingly on Jessica's lady-lips and flicking her cute nose over her glistening hooded clitty.



“Oh my God, this is amazing! Much better than anything Dan and his gang of goons could ever offer,” Jessica squealed, swaying her hips back and forth like a rocking horse, greatly enjoying the amazingly sensual double-tongue fucking. The alien felt her clamping starfish gripping tighter, and as Jessica squealed she grabbed a clump of Alice's black dyed hair and let an amazing ecstatic climax rip through her body, all the way from her toes to the top of her head. She shrieked and rolled her head upwards, screaming like a wolf as she orgasmed uncontrollably, gushing a voluminous load of girlie love-juice into her roommate’s face, ruining her makeup. A black droplet of mascara dripped down and bounced off Alice’s pierced left nipple as she eagerly continued lapping at the orgasming pussy as it came in multiple waves. The orgasm from her quivering flower sent vibrational tremors backwards towards her tight rectum making the alien's head vibrate like a hummingbird.



The midnight Martian pulled his head back, withdrawing his tongue from the warm pucker, which made an audible pop as it was set free. Knowing that Jessica's flange was totally satisfied, Alice pulled her head back slightly. This allowed the alien to slip his tongue all the way from behind Jessica, between her legs to the front. Here, he consumed her soaking juices that were still saturated in the folds of her womanhood.



Jessica sat back on the bed completely satisfied, and witnessed the alien and Alice exchange her love-juice between them, dripping the still luke-warm liquid from mouth-to-mouth and blowing squirt bubbles. They looked like two naughty creatures of the night as they kissed and gush-swapped, the alien crouching on his knees and illuminating the room once more by his neon green butt-hole. Jessica knew that she had found an evening activity far better than any movie.



“Are we going to get a visit tomorrow night too?” Jessica asked, cheekily. As the alien blankly blinked at her, she knew the answer. It was going to be a fun last semester.



 



###









Steamy Erotica Story 9









I
 applied my lipstick as I waited for Marie to finish filling the trunk with her stuff. We were heading back to my parents’ house for Thanksgiving. Marie’s parents were traveling across Europe and I couldn’t leave my roommate on the deserted campus for Thanksgiving.



She hopped into the passenger seat, her vanilla perfume teasing my nostrils. Her long, curly, dark hair and slim figure with tanned skin regularly drew the eyes of the boys on campus. Although with my sleek blond bob, peaches-and-cream skin and generous curves, I wasn’t short of a few admirers myself.



We had clicked instantly from the very first day and I’d been so relieved after hearing some horror stories of incompatible roommates. We shared the same sense of humor, and bubbly outgoing personalities. Plus, we both had a solid appreciation of the opposite sex. Marie was a little more outgoing in that respect. I’d dated a few guys but was still looking for that perfect male specimen to give up my cherry to.  I wasn’t waiting for marriage or anything - just someone that I could trust to show me the time of my life and not a drunken fumble in a dorm room or backseat.



I wasn’t a prude - far from it - and I’d discovered plenty of ways to be sexually satisfied without actual penetration. Marie found it hilarious that I was ‘saving myself’ and kept telling me that I didn’t know what I was missing. I just wanted it to be memorable, and enjoyable the first time. I didn’t want to waste it on some dumb guy who would ruin the experience for me. Something inside me just told me that I would know the right guy when I met him.



“So is Dan going home for Thanksgiving?” I asked. Dan was Marie’s latest conquest, a muscular Adonis on a football scholarship.



“I think so,” she said, “But I dumped him yesterday. He’s too… vanilla for me.”



“Seriously?” I asked. “But he’s so hot. How vanilla, exactly?” I was curious now. I didn’t imagine a guy like Dan would be shy.



“Well, my biggest fantasy is to have a threesome with another woman. It was my new year’s resolution this year, but the year’s nearly out so I’m running out of time. I asked him about it and he freaked out.”



“Oh,” I said, not sure what else to say.



She continued. “So now, I need to find another guy and a woman before the New Year.”



“Are you propositioning me?”  I asked, in mock shock. The thought of getting naked and sweaty with Marie and a stranger had my panties getting damp already.



She laughed, “No not really. Besides, we’d need a man to make it three anyway. Any hotties in your town?”



I thought of the boys back home. None of them were particularly appealing, and most of the good ones moved as far away as fast as possible once they graduated high school.



“No, all the men in the town are either really unattractive or already taken.”



“Hell, I don’t care if they have a girlfriend,” Marie said, “I want a one-nighter, not a relationship!”



I hit her playfully in the arm, “Marie! I can’t believe you are such a home-wrecking slut!”



She laughed. “Sometimes the more forbidden the sex, the better it is.”



My mouth hung open as I stared at her. I feigned shock, but my body was heating up at the idea of illicit sex, and my nipples strained against my lay bra, stiffening with desire. I shifted in my seat, suddenly very aware of the vibrations of the old car as it thrummed lightly against my most intimate place. My wet panties clung to me, and I was relieved to spot the old cinema building on the outskirts of town that announced how close we were to home.



 



When we arrived at my parents’ house, I was hoping for a chance to take a cool shower, but Mom was having none of it. She fussed and clucked over me and Marie, showing Marie to the guest room and insisting that we sit down and have some iced tea before we unpacked. I sipped at the tea, grateful that my arousal was ebbing although my panties were still soaked through.



“Dale will be home soon too. It will be lovely to have a house full again,” my Mom said as she poured us both another glass of tea. When she went out to check how my stepfather was doing fixing a broken dining chair, Marie leaned over.



“Is your stepbrother hot?” she smiled at me.



“God, Marie is that all you think about? No, he’s not hot,” I said, remembering the pale, lanky teenage boy who had left for college in California a few days before I headed off to Texas. Dale was always quiet and studious, and he never brought his friends round to the house. We were the same age, but he went to a different school over the other side of town. He never transferred when his Dad moved in with my mom when we were both thirteen.



He was so nerdy and awkward, and I used to take great pleasure in teasing him about not having a girlfriend. Sometimes I’d even flirt a little with him, testing out my female advantage with him. On a few occasions I could have sworn I’d seen him getting excited about it, but he always slunk off to his room before I could really tell.



The front door opened, and a voice that was deeper than I remembered called out, “Mom, Dad? I’m home.”



Marie looked at me. “Dale?” she asked. I nodded back, confused by the deep, rich sound of the voice. It was Dale, but not quite how I remembered.



The owner of the voice appeared in the kitchen doorway and Marie nearly fell off her chair. I was just as startled. The pale, lanky teenager was gone and in his place was a Greek God of a man. His sandy hair set off his amber eyes, that were as rich and deep as a glass of the finest whisky.  The Californian sun had kissed his skin to golden perfection, and I blushed as I wondered if it was an all-over tan. He had always been tall at six feet four inches, but now his body had widened in all the right places to fit that frame. His shoulders were wide and strong, his shirt fitted just enough to hint at the delicious hardness of the muscular body underneath.



“Hey, sis!” He smiled, and came over for a hug. I did my best to smile nonchalantly as he wrapped me in a bear hug, and the hardness of his body pressed against the softness of mine had my pussy throbbing again with forbidden lust.



As soon as he released me, Marie was at his side, peering up at him through her long, thick eyelashes. “Hi, I’m Marie,” she said, in her best come-on voice and I was shocked at the jealousy that coursed through me at the idea of the two of them together.



“Hi Marie,” he said, looking unsure whether to hug her, and then deciding on shaking her hand. I smiled to myself, pleased at his choice. After Dale had gone in search of Mom and Dad, Marie looked at me.



“You said he wasn’t hot! That is the finest man I have seen in my life,” she said, her eyes hungry.



“He wasn’t,” I insisted. “Looks like he’s all grown up. Come on, let’s go and unpack before dinner.”



While I was unpacking, there was a knock at my door.



“Come in,” I yelled. It was Marie. She sat on my bed as I unpacked, looking around my childhood room - complete with stuffed toys and a pink comforter.



“So,” she finally said. “Your brother is really hot.”



“I suppose so,” I said, trying to hide my annoyance. Marie studied my face intently.



“So, I’m going to hit on him at dinner,” she said, matter-of-factly. I tried to stop my annoyance from reaching my face. I nodded, as if she’d just told me she was going to the library or something.



“And then we’re both going to fuck him,” she added, in the same tone.



“What!” I spluttered, “He’s my brother!” I protested, even as that familiar throbbing between my legs began.



“He’s your stepbrother,” she said. “And I can see you want to. Your nipples could cut glass.” She nodded at my chest, where my nipples were pushing against the fabric of my shirt. “And I bet you’re wet just thinking about it,” she said. She wasn’t wrong, and hearing my forbidden desires spoken out loud made me even hotter.



“Think about it,” she said. “I could get to have my fantasy, and you could finally get to pop your cherry. Now that would be something to give thanks for.” She grinned, wickedly, and I nodded, slowly, considering the idea.



“Ok.” I said, but how do we convince him? Marie explained her plan, and I listened, carefully.



 



At dinner, Marie sat next to Dale, and I sat opposite him. Marie was wearing a black dress, cut low at the front to show off her perky breasts. I had on my best jeans, that hugged me in all the right places, and a red blouse that wasn’t very low in front, but was tight against my generous curves and emphasized my figure.



I could see Dale looking at my chest whenever he thought I wasn’t watching. We made polite family chit-chat throughout dinner, with Mom and Dad asking us all about college, and our plans for Christmas. As we were eating, Dale jumped slightly, making a yelping sound.



“Are you ok honey?” asked Mom, obviously concerned.



“Umm, yes,” Dale stammered. “I just got a little bit of potato stuck in my throat,” he said, blushing.



“Oh no! Here,” I said, leaning over the table so far that he could see down my shirt, “Have some water.” I filled his glass from the jug, trying not to smile. I knew that Marie was rubbing her foot against his leg. I stifled another smile when Marie’s hand disappeared under the table and Dale’s blush deepened.



After dinner, we sat together in the lounge for a while, until Marie said she was tired, and went up to bed. She smiled at Dale before she went, and it was only fifteen minutes before he made his excuses and went to bed.



I waited another fifteen or so minutes myself, before kissing my Mom and stepfather on the cheek and saying I was going to bed too.  I crept up the stairs, stomach churning in anticipation. When I reached my bedroom door, I paused, listening for voices.



“What if Lucy comes upstairs? This is her room.” I heard my brother’s voice, low and husky.



“What if she does?” said Marie



“She’ll find us… you know,” he said, his voice a little more urgent now.



“Maybe she’ll want to play too,” said Marie, teasingly. I put my hand on the door and opened it just a crack, very slowly so that it didn’t make a sound. Through the crack I could see Dale, naked, his muscular back to me and his head back slightly. Marie was crouched between his legs, her small hands pumping his cock expertly. I licked my lips at the sight of his cock. Long and thick, with a bulbous head. My, he really had grown. My pussy tingled with anticipation, and I slid a hand down the front of my jeans, rubbing gently at my hardened nub and trying to hold in my gasps of pleasure.



“Would you like that?” asked Marie. “If Lucy joined us? Would you enjoy fucking your sister?”



Dale groaned, his cock twitching in Marie’s grasp, and a silvery drop of pre-cum escaped from the head of his cock. I licked my lips again, imagining the musky taste of it.



“I… I… Yes, oh god yes I want to fuck her,” He gasped, bucking his hips as Marie pumped his cock.



I opened the door more now, and crept into the room as quietly as I could, closing the door gently behind me. I slipped off my clothes while Dale still had his back to me, and moved over to the bed. Marie smiled, and stood up when she saw me.



“Don’t stop,” said Dale, pleadingly. Then he noticed me, and his eyes widened. I’d thought his cock was already hard, but at the sight of me it twitched and stiffened further, until it stood like a steel rod between his legs, still glistening with pre-cum. I got to my knees and took it into my mouth, running my tongue against the smooth head. The taste of him was delicious, musky and salty and I craved more. His hands touched the back of my head, gently encouraging my mouth further along his dick. I moaned in pleasure as I felt Marie’s small hands gently part my slickened folds and my pussy clenched against the fingers that she inserted into me.



Dale’s cock was so long and thick that I wasn’t sure I could get it all into my mouth. It stretched my mouth to its limits as I felt it touch the back of my throat. My pussy throbbed and clenched tighter around Marie’s fingers as I imagined my brother’s cock stretching my pussy, filling me completely.



Dale’s breathing was coming harder and faster now, and I removed his dick from my mouth and pushed him back until he was lying on the bed. I straddled him, my pussy hovering just inches above his cock.



“If I let you fuck me, you’ll be the first one to put his cock in my tight little pussy,” I told him. “Will you be worth it?”



“Yes,” he moaned, his hands reaching out and gripping my hips, guiding me down onto his enormous shaft. Marie settled in my chair, legs splayed and her fingers working her pussy furiously. Watching her hands move against her dark pink folds heightened my arousal, and I allowed Dale to guide me onto his cock, my quivering slit parting easily for him as he impaled me.



I felt a sharp pain as I lowered onto him and I gasped. “Are you ok?” He asked, stroking my hair.



“Oh, god, yes,” I said, letting my body slide down him until he was buried in me to the hilt, the exquisite fullness was almost enough to push me over the edge.



“You’re so tight,” he murmured, as he thrust slowly. Each thrust sent a wave of pleasure through me that was like nothing I had ever experienced. Sweat beaded on both our bodies as we bucked and thrust together, moving closer towards climax. We writhed and pushed and pulled each other into euphoria as I rode, responding to each other’s excitement.



Abruptly, Dale pulled me off him and spun me around. I was crudely bent over on the bed, on all fours, truly in heat, my no longer virgin pussy winking at my brother. With the soles of his feet firmly on the mattress, Dale squatted down behind me. His massive dick pressed against me, but this time from the back. This new angle let him plunge in even deeper, the head rubbing my g-spot just right, until my frustrated pussy oozed love juice onto the bed beneath us. Heavy balls banged against my clit, as his cock filled and fucked me perfectly.



I groaned and felt shrill injections of excitement bounce inside me. Dale was certainly enjoying himself, a vacuum-like pressure around his girth that gripped his cock as snug as a spandex glove.



Marie looked on as the two of us created an amazing energy, and sensed that she could lend a helping hand, or a helping tongue. She crawled round to the back of Dale, outstretched her neck and started to lick and suck on my brother’s balls from behind. I was still getting pounded hard, and Dale’s steady pumps meant acquiring the stud’s balls in her mouth was quite a challenge. But with a good bit of timing and a little bit of luck she managed to capture the bouncing orbs inside her cute mouth, and away she sucked.



Suddenly he stopped pounding me, and I cried out in dismay.



“We’re not using any protection,” he said, “Are you taking any contraceptives?”



“No,” I gasped, “And I don’t care. I want to feel your hot cum inside of me Dale. Fill your little sister up with your cream.”



He groaned, a deep, guttural sound, and thrust again, harder than before. He pulled my hair back tightly and I felt his cock throb and jerk inside me. Marie’s teeth against Dale’s sack was the finishing touch, this sudden thrill raising the temperature to new heights.



My pussy squeezed and milked him, ready for his load. I felt a magnificent sensation, a racing surge of jizz that sprayed inside me like a hosepipe, filling me up. The force inside me was extreme, a spurting hammering rush of seed that flowed into my fertile body, coating my insides. I felt the hot sperm filling me up, warming me up. It felt great inside me. I came moments later, squirting down the shaft and splattering the bedsheets.



The sperm blindly made their way, swimming inside me. They only had one way to go, and they knew their destination. They made their way there as Marie removed her lips from the emptied sack and my brother dismounted, withdrawing his softening dick.



I sat down on my ass, opened my legs and looked down to admire the cream-pie as it trickled. “Jesus. You really knocked me up. Good and hard.”



Marie sat back down on the chair and let out a little cry as her fingers plunged into her wetness. I collapsed against Dale’s strong chest and watched her as she came, her pussy flooding her hands with her sweet juice.



“Happy Thanksgiving, brother,” I whispered, as I started to think of what exactly I could give him for Christmas…



 



----------
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 H
 oly smoke!” She couldn’t believe that the thing had actually worked! After twelve years of research and building it, her expertise and a team of scientists working round the clock, Angelica was now living proof that it was in fact possible.



She stood in the Time Pod, deeply proud of herself and excited about what awaited her when she opened the vacuum-sealed door of the contraption. She had lost her husband years ago – he had been taken from her way too soon. College sweethearts that had just gotten married, about to enjoy the rest of their lives together. But now she could finally see him again and relive her fondest – and wildest times – the very thought of his firm hand on her fleshy seat making her mind race as the memories of kinky times past ran through her subconscious like a delicious stream.



She shut her eyes and his vivid image was clear as day, it was as if he had never died. He was a jock in college, but a nice jock – he could have had any girl he wanted, and regularly did satisfy many of the cheerleader team before he had started dating Angelica. He had been completely monogamous and faithful to her from the moment they first touched – his dick was for her and her only.



It was such a cruel twist that he had been taken from her, but now, after what felt like an eternity of longing, she was going to embrace him again.



At 35, Angelica still looked great, although she did wonder whether she’d still be attractive to him. She had done everything in her power to keep her voluptuous body as trim as possible, those late nights sweating it out at her home gym after working on the Pod all day had sure paid off. Her scientist uniform snugly clinging to her large full breasts and her wide shapely hips as she stood there, about to open the door - she knew that she had obviously aged since her mid-twenties, but in a good way, she thought. She certainly had a plethora of guys lining up willing to date – and desperate to screw – her, but she had resisted all of their charms, for she was waiting for Jack, her sweetheart, the man she had lost her virginity to.



She opened her eyes, removed her steamed-up spectacles from her cute nose and wiped them on her scientist’s whites before perching them back on their resting place, her green eyes now open and alert, her pale complexion taught with her black hair tied back in a bun. She’d glam up when she saw Jack again, that was for sure, but for now she would work her magic in her work clothes - something she had inadvertently done on many occasions as the oodles of geeky scientists at the lab had proved by needing to relieve themselves in the men’s room with a quick lunchtime hand-job after a morning trying not to leer at Angelica’s straining cleavage.



Her well-manicured fingers punched in the security door key-code and she waited, her body patient but her heart anxious and excited, her freshly-shaven pussy moistening beneath her white thong. She visualized the door opening before her and Jack being right there on their front porch, just how she had programmed the Time Pod, and she couldn’t wait.



 



***



 



The door slid open, loudly clicking and whirring as it did so, and she was greeted not with the sight that she had expected to see and hoped for, but instead with quite the opposite. For there were no picket fences, well-groomed bushes, perfectly painted colorful houses, or any other familiar scenes of the suburbs, but instead she was greeted by large boulders, gravelly ground and the occasionally scattered bare tree. “Where the hell?!”



Nervous and confused, in disbelief, Angelica stepped out of the Time Pod as the creeping realization of where the goddam machine had actually taken her was beginning to dawn on her. There was no hint of modern life anywhere, and certainly no hint of Jack.



Her black leather boots touched the stony floor, the cool wind causing her nipples to stand to attention, proud as they jutted into the white cotton of their constricting garment. Looking around, there was nothing familiar in sight at all – not one house, not one street, not even one human. A dark sinking feeling grew in her gut as the horrendous thought of being truly alone and truly lost, started to sneak into her soul.



Bravely and determinedly, she drew a deep breath of the cold air; she puffed out her heaving chest, held her head high and started to walk – reassuring herself that there must be someone around here somewhere. Knowing that the Pod could only achieve one Time Jump per 24 hours (she built it after all) – she didn’t have much choice but to stay here in this desolate place for the time being. If the worst came to the worst and there truly was nothing here, she’d just sleep in the Pod – although she really wasn’t keen on that idea because it was only just spacious enough for a human to stand, if she was going to sleep there she’d have to sleep sitting up.



After walking for about ten minutes across the baron wasteland, Angelica came across a cluster of large rocks and boulders. She walked a little nearer and discovered that there were several openings in the rocky surroundings, slightly lower than doorway height but nonetheless leading somewhere. Too dim to see inside from where she stood, she stepped nearer and peered inside the craggy opening in an attempt to discover what was inside and who, if anyone, had made the makeshift doorways.



As she peered she could hear strange slurping noises coming from deep within. Curious, the feisty scientist lowered her head and stepped inside, treading softy, trying to mask the audible crunch her heavy boots made on the scattered pebbles. Turning a corner in the dank tunnel, she peered round the stony corner and her eyes widened as she could see a burning log fire. Her heart raced as through the flickering shadows of the cave walls she made out what was going on – it was a scene that shocked her to her very core!



There were four cavewomen, their hair shaggy and long, their clothes tattered rags, barefoot and legs unshaven. One was lying on her back, legs spread, with another crouched between her thick thighs, head bobbing and eagerly lapping at the full hairy bush of the never-groomed snatch. Here, she licked earnestly whilst on all fours, with another cavewoman behind her also on all fours, her neck outstretched and her tongue darting out in an eager attempt to poke the awaiting anus of the second cavewoman. Here, she licked enthusiastically, her wet tongue probing the tiny starfish. Whilst the first woman was on her back having her bushy plate eaten, a fourth cavewoman was straddling her face, squatting down like a powerlifter, lowering her also-hairy pussy-pie onto the awaiting mouth and tongue of the orgy centerpiece who responded in kind by keenly licking the lowered pussy with a sense of urgency.



Shocked at this time-travelling discovery of wanton all-female orgy lust, Angelica stepped one step closer, her steel-cap breaking a small rock beneath her and causing a crunching echo to vibrate into the depths of the cave and the unwashed eardrums of the four sex-feasting women.



All four women looked up, their simple-minded expressions mixed with a dumb-founded look of surprise and anger, their furrowing mono-brows lowering. The anus licking cavewoman spoke first whilst locking eyes with the beautiful scientist. “Ooga booga. Ooga booga.”



Never forgetting her manners, Angelica responded. “Oh, sorry to have disturbed you. I’ll be on my way. Please, continue!”



About to leave and sprint out of there to the safety of the Time Pod Angelica turned and ran, when out of the corner of her eye she caught glimpse of the four beastly females getting to their feet. As she sprinted down the twisting snaking cave entrance with the bright light of day ahead of her she could hear the four giving chase, grunting like savages as they set barefoot after their uninvited visitor.



She was unsure what they wanted, but she sure wasn’t going to stick around to find out. Angelica picked up speed, the taught white fabric of her uniform stretching to the point of tearing as it strained across the globes of her buttocks.



 



***



 



Once out of the cave and into daylight, the four women started gaining on her, their bare feet impervious to the unforgiving stony floor as they continued to give chase. Realizing that her Pod was some way off, Angelica spotted another cave ahead of her, and not wanting to give these crazed woman a hint to the whereabouts of her Pod, she decided to head straight into the unknown opening of the newfound cave.



No sooner had she ran inside than she was greeted with a choice, as the narrow winding corridors split into two directions - left or right.



“Left is best, but right is right,” she whispered to herself out of breath, realizing that her choice was no clearer now. So, she chose the right-handed fork, hearing the confused murmurings of the cavewomen behind her choosing the left fork.



Out of breath and panicked, Angelica saw a sight that terrified her to her very soul. There, in the depths of the dank cave, was the Queen of the Cave. Although she was grubby and disheveled, there was something strangely attractive about her. Her long tangled hair fell down in a mop, the split-ends grazing the tops of her bare shoulders. Her clothes were made up of rags, covering her full round breasts and groin area. She was grubby, but through the dirt Angelica could clearly make out her well-defined muscles that represented her clear strength.



The Queen of the Cave was tall for a woman, about 6ft1, and as they locked eyes Angelica found herself strangely drawn to her; there was a stagnant electricity in the air. With no one else in this particular part of the cave, Angelica summoned the bravery within her to ask the Queen of the Cave of her whereabouts. “Excuse me, but I was wondering if you could tell me where I am please? I seem to have lost my way.”



The Queen of the Cave’s previous expression of thoughtfulness was dramatically replaced with stupor, as her eyebrows lowered and her bottom lip protruded. “Ooga booga. Ooga booga.”



Jesus, I’m really not going to get any sense out of anyone around here. I’m off to the Time Pod
 , Angelica thought, and with that, turned her back to the Queen of the Cave and began to walk away.



No sooner had she turned and began to walk than she heard footsteps on the stone floor behind her, and a strong hand reached round and covered her mouth. Frozen still and unable to scream, Angelica stood there motionless as the Queen of the Cave grabbed her, wrapping her strong arms around her.



Flashbacks of Jack spun through her mind as she was reminded of how she ended up here in the first place, and the unbelievable contrast of her intentions of meeting Jack again and her current situation of being here in this cavewoman’s grasp struck her. Before she knew it she was dragged to a nearby boulder that was situated in the centre of the cave.



Her shadow was thrown up upon the craggy grey walls of her ancient surroundings by the small log fire that burned away in the far corner, the red ashes glowing ominously. The Queen of the Cave was strong, and she bent Angelica over the boulder, pulling up her scientist’s uniform, revealing the snow-white fleshy mounds of her buttocks that shimmered in the firelight like two smooth globes.



Angelica was shocked, frightened, but as she closed her eyes she also felt deeply aroused, for this was the kind of rough, kinky play that Jack and her had partaken in many years ago before his untimely demise. She felt her butt-cheeks clench up and she pictured Jack - she knew what was coming and welcomed it.



The Queen of the Cave’s hand struck down upon Angelica’s ass-cheeks with great force; her open-palmed slap causing the smooth flesh of her perfect ass to ripple like a skimmed pebble and creating an audible ‘thwack’ to echo and rebound off the cave walls.



Feeling her warm snatch starting to juice-up, Angelica pictured Jack, his strong manly hand spanking her like a naughty schoolgirl, making her feel humiliated but also loved and special as they played their naughty games.



‘Thwack’ - another slap came down hard and fast. Angelica felt her pussy moistening up greatly as another slap came down, and another, and another - the brutal cavewoman was spanking her for all she was worth! Angelica wondered briefly if this was a regular thing for the Queen of the Cave – perhaps this is what she did to her wild animals before roasting them on the fire and eating them, or perhaps this is what she did to the other cavewomen.



The spanking stopped, and Angelica opened her eyes in anticipation of what was next. She felt two strong hands on her white thong, and it was pulled down over the tremendous planets of her buttocks that tingled with post-spanked pleasurable sensations. Her ass-cheeks were now bare, exposed like a flasher in the woods for anyone to see, the red flames of the burning fire showing the pink hand-prints that were starting to appear on the uncovered flesh.



Angelica felt her pussy fully exposed, ready and willing to be touched, as the Queen of the Cave lowered her head and put her nose to the exposed plump labia. ‘Sniff sniff. Sniff sniff.’



Angelica turned her head slightly and with a feeling of mild embarrassment realized that the cavewoman was sniffing her wet snatch, as if trying to get a really good smell of Angelica’s womanly scent. Looking straight ahead Angelica felt a strong finger brush up against her opening, spreading her lips and beginning to probe its way inside. Her hardening nub glistened and ached as the finger prodded her with no finesse at all, like she was a piece of meat in a butcher’s shop.



Parting her legs further, her knees grinding on the stony floor, Angelica allowed the finger all the way inside, her love-tunnel clamping down and sucking the finger in as deep as she could. She felt another finger joining it, and both fingers started to probe her, her juices coating the Neanderthal digits.  Her pussy juiced-up greatly, and she felt a third finger, and whilst emitting a deep moan Angelica felt a forth finger joining them.



The Queen of the Cave had all four of her fingers sliding in and out of Angelica’s wanton hole at once. She closed her eyes once more as the cavewoman added her thumb to the mix, and as Angelica found herself getting fisted by this ancient sex-fiend she imagined Jack, his strong muscular frame behind her, his wide-girthed cock penetrating her aggressively, but lovingly. Her slick pussy relaxed fully and allowed the hand inside all the way, up to the wrist.



It’s a good job watches hadn’t been invented yet
 , she thought, now moaning loudly and fully enjoying the full-fisted drilling she was receiving. She unbuttoned the front of her uniform and allowed her ripe melons to spill out onto the cold rock before her. The penetrating hand withdrew, leaving her feeling empty and keen for more. Turning round, she saw that the Queen of the Cave was licking her hand, really trying to consume the love-juice that covered her man-sized digits, and tasting every last bit of her.



Looking down, Angelica noticed that the Queen of the Cave had removed her ragged underwear, and was crouching there in the dim light. Half nude from the waist down, Angelica’s eyes widened as they took in the amazingly hairy muff of her captor – the cave-girls in the previous cave were hairy, but this was something on a whole other level. It was a pussy so bushy that Angelica had to do a double-take to make sure the cavewoman wasn’t wearing black knickers. Thick dark curly hair went up almost as high as her belly-button and formed an ominous dark triangle; the luscious labia of the woman were faintly visible through the forest, and it was in stark contrast to the freshly-shaven snatch of the beautiful scientist.



The Queen of the Cave lay down on her back, and instinctively Angelica knew what was expected of her. Not only did she feel it was expected of her, but she
 wanted
 to do it; it had been quite some time since she’d experienced anything as horny as this, and she wanted it just as badly as the simple-minded female brute. Clambering aboard, Angelica swung her generous thigh over the face of the lying cave woman, and lowered herself down head-to-toe onto her. Both tongues simultaneously darted out and lapped at their respective targets - the Queen of the Cave having an easy job of locating Angelica’s soaking gash as it was completely bare and exposed - her long strong tongue lapping greedily up and down the slick slit.



Angelica, on the other hand, had a slightly more difficult task. With both hands on the gravelly floor to support her weight, she had the job of locating the ancient hole with just her face – and it wasn’t so easy. Holding her breath, she plunged deep, her face completely consumed by the curly dense bush of the pubic plate. She rummaged around, almost unable to breath for a moment, her nose guiding her to the fishy target. She got lost in the forest, but her strong sense of smell helped her out and it wasn’t long before she found the hairy cup, and began to lick purposefully.



Both women were intertwined in a time-travelling bundle of eager licking and lapping, their arms and legs caressing and drawing each other nearer as they lay there, keenly tongue-flicking each other’s burning little nubs.



Just as Angelica felt her looming orgasm boil within her, she felt the strong hands of the Queen of the Cave push her upwards and off. Slightly surprised, Angelica was unsure of why their mutual oral exploring had been cut short. As the shadows on the walls multiplied, it became clear that they were not alone in the cave any more. Looking around, she realized that the other cavewomen from the first cave had found their way, and suddenly a dark feeling crept up from Angelica’s tummy and into her heart. The Queen of the Cave was not fighting the other women away and protecting her territory but instead was inviting them in as if she knew them, and had been expecting them.



Crouching on her knees in the middle of the dank flickering cave, Angelica awaited her impending fate while the cavewomen circled her, and started to wish that she’d never tried to travel back in time to see Jack; perhaps she should have been grateful and happy to have the memories.



The Queen of the Cave stood up and joined the four smaller cavewomen, and as Angelica looked up at them she could see that their rags were off too as they all stood there naked from the waist down, their hairy muffs fully exposed. Their grubby hands traced down their hungry stomachs to their furry quims, and began to rummage in their fur-pies, apparently eager to frig themselves in front of their guest.



Their fingers delved deeper as they self-prodded eagerly, sliding their unwashed digits in and out, masturbating furiously and flicking their swollen clits as they cried out in animalistic passion. The sight was greatly arousing to Angelica, who had always dreamed of being the centerpiece of a male jock bukkake, but as she perused these randy women she found herself feeling as though she was in her own personal paradise.



Loving the feeling of being frigged over by these grunting hairy mares, Angelica reached down and started to dally in her own wanton snatch, eager to flick herself off and reach her own climax. The view of Angelica masturbating egged the cave women on more, who now started to really frig themselves rampantly, sliding their fingers deep inside to pleasure their magical spots. It wasn’t long before their grunts turned to loud moans and shrieks as the four smaller women came within seconds of each other, wildly squirting thick ropes of female ejaculate into Angelica’s awaiting face and open mouth.



The first string of sex-piss got Angelica on the nose, and as it dripped off onto her outstretched tongue the second squirt hit her straight in the left eye, partially blinding her momentarily. She shook her head in an attempt to shake off the warm goo just as the third squirt got her right in the face, blasting her with sticky love-juice. Then the forth came just as Angelica opened her mouth for air, and squirted straight into her open mouth. She swallowed fast in a good attempt to consume as much as she could, but a lot of it overflowed from her lips and splashed onto her melonous cleavage.



The sheer power of the forth squirt and Angelica’s persistent frigging of her own pussy was too much for her, and she found herself finally reaching her own orgasm, cumming wildly as she thrashed her hips back and forth, grazing her knees on the stony floor.



She opened her eyes, and through her face-full of female ectoplasm she saw before her the Queen of the Cave. Legs wide apart and her hairy bush right near to Angelica’s awaiting face, the Queen frigged herself furiously, desperate to expel her Neanderthal-goo. She frigged hard and fast, her fingers slipping in and out, rubbing her g-spot, flicking her bean from left to right – and then she came.



Opening her mouth and crying out like a jackal, the Queen of the Cave withdrew her fingers from her bushy plate and released a bucketful of squirt so thick and voluminous that the other cave women felt slightly inadequate in comparison. It shot out like a cannonball of cum, a bucketful of see-through juice, right into Angelica’s face, splashing all around her, with little bits spraying off and splashing the viewing circle of cavewomen.



Angelica sat there for a moment, her eyes closed, allowing the full facial she had received to drip down her face and onto her lap. After a couple of seconds she was able to wipe the remaining squirt away from her eyes, and open them, blinking as her vision recovered and a warm smile decorated her soaked lips.



“Ooga booga,” she said to her new found friends. They responded warmly, playfully dancing about on the spot and clapping their hands in joy.



“Ooga booga! Ooga booga!” The five cave woman said, agreeing with the brave female scientist. Angelica rose to her feet and joined in the clapping and dancing, as all six woman skipped around the fire and sang in unison. “Ooga booga! Ooga booga! Ooga booga! Ooga booga!”



For that moment Angelica completely forgot about Jack and her whole purpose of time travel in the first place. She was completely caught up in the moment - perhaps it was the potency of the female squirt, but she felt truly happy and alive. She would return to her Time Pod tomorrow and journey home, but as the sun set over the stony surroundings, she knew she had a nice warm place to crash, and a furry pillow on which to lay her head that night.



 



###
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N
 obody actually breaks up anymore,
 Jessica Halley thought as she turned the key in her Jeep and slid out into the hot parking lot. Tommy was an idiot, sure, but he’d been her idiot for a minute there. They’d gone out in groups for about a month before they first hooked up. Nothing too serious, just a lot of making out, but eventually Tommy asked her to get dinner on a night when everyone else bailed. Suddenly they’d seemed monogamous. Jess was still a virgin, sure, but she wasn’t a prude. Her preservation of that last barrier wasn’t for lack of desire, she just hadn’t seen the need to rush it. She was more than capable of taking matters into her own hand, so to speak, and her imagination was a fertile ground full of dark fantasies. The internet helped too. She’d gotten into the habit of curling up most nights before bed with her laptop and a favorite site pulled up. Her fetishes changed, but the commonality was kink in general. If she saw something that caught her eye, whether because she didn’t know the term or the picture looked crazy, she’d stop and click. Sometimes it was a warm tingle, sometimes it was a pass. The net result, though, was a good girl with a naughty set of fantasies.



She’d always been a little research-obsessive. Hell, the Jeep she’d gotten as a graduation gift from her mom had been a year of research into exactly what vehicle would be perfect for her needs. Her college choice, though close to home, was meticulously checked against comparable programs. Even Tommy was vetted. His sister Lyndsay was a friend, and Jess had been strongly considering letting Tommy be the one to finally take her flower. Any teen boy would have had a high sex drive, but Jess knew from Lyndsay that he’d been a little bit of a weird kid. She’d started to plan out a mind-blowing little weekend for her and Tom, full of some of what she thought of as her ‘less-kinkies’. She had hoped maybe eventually, he’d let her explore some of her wilder ideas.



Instead, they lasted about a month, just long enough for their friends to start considering them an expected pair. Then, just like they had rolled into coupledom without much discussion, they rolled back out. Jessica had heard that Tommy had been hanging out with some bitch named Brittney. A few soap opera phone calls later, and it was confirmed. Her Tommy - who had assured her he would wait, that they would go at her pace - had been tiding himself over by fucking some whore who probably wouldn’t want to do half the stuff Jessica wanted to try. Eventually. Boys, she decided, were dumber than shit.



Jess was glad she wasn’t the kind of girl who cried over these things. It made it easier to call Tommy out on his indiscretion. He never even denied it. Tommy who had been: “Oh no, babe, I want this to be perfect for you, you guide me,” was now: “A man’s got needs, babe.” She had nearly thrown her cell across the room then, but controlled herself until he said, “So I guess I’ll call you sometime. Talk to you later,” and hung up. No closure, no ‘we’re done’ break up speech. He just downgraded her from monogamous relationship to acquaintance in one tossed-off phrase. She gripped her phone until her knuckles were white. She was mad at Brittney, mad at Tommy, mad at relationships in general. Mad at herself, for putting importance on virginity and honesty in relationships when nobody else did. For holding out for some perfect space where she could trust and try things. If there just wasn’t going to be trust in relationships (at least until the guy matured, if that even happened), she’d have to come up with another way to get her itches scratched. She laughed a surprising snort at the irony of Tommy dumping her for some whore when, if he knew half the things she thought of when she was alone in the bath, he’d be knocking down her door to be part of it.



Her new cell rang, and she thought for a second maybe it was him. No tears, but her anger was still at a boiling point. Embarrassment and rejection are a potent mix in a young girl.



It was her mom on the phone. Jess answered as she fished for the apartment key on her ring. “What’s up, mom?”



“Hey gurl.” Her mom’s insistence on being besties had irked her as a kid, but now that Jessica was college age, it was becoming a more tolerable friendship. “How you doing today? Tommy call?”



“Yeah... I mean no. He hasn’t called. I’m fine.”



“Well, I’ll say it again. It’s his loss.”



“Mom, seriously, stop. I don’t want to do this right now.”



Her mother moved from concerned to exasperated without missing a beat. “You need to move on from that idiot. Tommy’s just like all the boys your age. I remember. They’ve got one thing on their minds...”



“Sex, mom. I know. No offense, but it’s on my mind too!”



“You’re still a virgin though, right?”



“Jesus, mom. Yes. That’s why Tommy went with that skank.”



“Jessica, listen to me. You are a grown woman in control of your body. If you want to have sex --”



“Mom, please.”



“If you want to have sex, you do it. But on
 your
 terms. Opening your legs just to make a man stay is not a plan. Sex is an empowerment.”



“Oh my fucking god, mom!”



“I’m just saying, you can do better.”



“So could you. Steve’s fucking worthless.”



“Hey, I’m not trying to keep him, he just stays. Besides, Steve may not be the sharpest tool in the shed, but he’s amusing and harmless. I figure I’ll get a lawyer and wind this down in the next year. I just want to make sure I’ve got my ducks in a row.” Steve had been her mom’s midlife crisis marriage. Jessica’s father, rest his soul, had died in a car accident when she was three. It had just been the girls for years after that, but when Jessica reached 16 and started driving herself and working a part-time job, her mom had finally ventured back out into dating. She was still a catch, not yet 40. She went out on the prowl and found Steve, a lean and muscular contractor who worked on a neighbor’s pool. After a few afternoons flirting across the fence, Ms. Halley had invited him over for a glass of wine one evening. Things lead to the bedroom and before Jessica knew what was happening Steve had moved in. Wedding bells rang. It was a whirlwind, but mom was happy for a while. Three years later, and the shine had worn off.



“Mom, he’s the dumbest adult I know. For real. I don’t see why you don’t divorce him.”



Her mom paused and let out a long sigh. She was smoking again, Jess could hear it. “Yeah. I know. But he’s my problem, I’ll deal with him in my own time.” Another exhale.



“Mom, are you having a cigarette?”



“What?” There was a scramble on the other end of the phone more suited to a teen than a mother and Jessica shook her head silently.



“Come on, Mom. I thought you’d quit.”



“Oh hush,” her mom replied.



Jessica crooked the phone in her neck and started to move the laundry hamper off her bed. “Alright mom, kill yourself if you want. I’ve got to wash some clothes. Talk later?”



“Sure, honey. Hang in there. Tommy’s an idiot.”



“So is Steve, mom.”



“Yeah. We’re a pair.” She could hear the smile through the phone.



“Love you, mom.”



“You too.”



 



Jessica laid the phone down and loaded up the washing machine. Soap added, she cranked the dial to heavy wash and started back toward the living room when she heard a noise, like a
 ‘Fssssssshhhhhh’
 behind her. She turned and saw a growing pool of water from under the washing machine. Quickly, she ran back and turned the water cutoffs, then opened the lid. All the clothes were soaked, still slimed with detergent and weighing a ton. “Fuck!” she yelled, and kicked the side of the machine with one sneakered foot.



She started to pull the clothes out of the wash. They weighed a ton, heavy from waterlog. She dropped the pile back into the machine with a gloop and went to the bathroom to rinse the slick soapy film from her hands. She hit redial on the most recent number in her phone. “Mom?” she said when the line connected.



“You okay?”



“Yeah, stupid damn washing machine just started leaking all over the floor. It’s coming out from underneath, looks like I didn’t housebreak it or something.”



“You did the cutoffs?”



“No Mom, I’m watching it flood the house. Is that bad?” Jessica waited a beat. “Of course I did the cutoffs. I know that part, at least. What do I do with these clothes, though? I don’t want to start pulling them out of the machine with no plan.”



“Put them in a plastic garbage bag and use the machine at the house. Steve’s there, maybe he can follow you back to your place once you get that load in and see what’s wrong with yours. You will need to finish the wash on those, though. Dried soap is itchy.”



“Okay, Mom, thanks.” Jessica hung up the phone and sat it down on the dryer, then went and got a black plastic garbage bag. She filled it with the wet clothes and had to drag the clammy, plastic lump to the door and out to the car. It was a miracle it didn’t tear on the way to the car. Getting it in the trunk was nearly impossible. For a moment, she thought she’d thrown out her back trying to hurl it up into the car. Finally, she got it in, and stood a moment sweating from the exertion.



Jessica’s Mom’s house was a decent sized suburban tract home, similar to all the others in the neighborhood but distinctly not the same color as any house within four on either side. Builder-planned individuality in a cookie-cutter neighborhood. Not that Jessica’s apartment was in any way unique, but she enjoyed the novel difference from the life she grew up with. She parked in the driveway and gave a cursory knock on the door before opening it with her key. “Steve?” she yelled. “It’s Jess. Get decent!” She stepped into the house. Steve was getting up from the living room couch hastily, his hand still touching the laptop he’d just closed. Jessica smiled, thinking she’d caught him with his pants down, literally.



“Hey, Jess. What’cha know?” Steve really was an okay guy, personality-wise. You could have a great time making bullshit conversation with him about a variety of subjects, just as long as those subjects weren’t about chores left undone, or the money he owed you.



“My washing machine died. Pissing water all over the floor. I turned it all off, but I’m stuck with a load of soaked, soapy clothes. Mom said I could use the one here to finish it out.”



“Sure, that’s fine.”



Jessica grimaced a little, annoyed at Steve’s habit of giving permission for stuff that wasn’t in any way his call.



“Listen, Steve...” Jessica put on her most cajoling voice. “I about popped a blood vessel trying to get that bag of wet stuff into the Jeep. Any way you could lug it in for me?” Steve looked at her a moment as if flipping through a mental file of potential excuses before giving up in the face of a pouty-lipped 19 year old. He shrugged and headed out the door. Jess pushed the clicker on her keyring and popped the trunk remotely. While Steve was outside fighting with the bag of clothes, Jessica sat on the couch and opened the laptop. Logged out but still onscreen was the window for an online poker site. No game was going currently, but Jessica couldn’t help but notice all the ‘join game’ buttons were ghosted out and unavailable, and the ‘credited dollars’ amount in the upper corner of the screen was red and in parenthesis. It didn’t take an accountant to see that Steve had lost some serious green. She was clicking into the account page for more details when he came back in the front door, banging around as he dragged the bag.



“Jesus, you weren’t kidding! You...” He said, then turned to see her in the living room. His voice died before he could start his next statement. Jessica looked up. All the blood was gone out of Steve’s face and he dropped the neck of the garbage bag. “Listen, Jess, I can explain.”



“Explain what? You’re a shitty poker player. Like, extremely shitty. It’s not like it’s hard to understand. You suck at this.” She glared at him and his eyes dropped to the floor. She’d never seen Steve completely cowed before, and was surprised that she liked it. She shifted her hips on the couch and her inner muscles clenched, pleasurably. “Does Mom know about this?”



“God no. Please, you can’t tell her.”



Jessica closed the laptop and stood.



“I can’t? And why not? Why the fuck...” She was on a roll now. There was a chance she was yelling at more men than just Steve, but he was the one at fault in front of her and so he caught the brunt of her day’s disappointments. “Why the fuck would I show you more loyalty than my mom?”



“It’s all in my name. I swear, I’m not trying to saddle her with any of this. I can get out of the hole, I just have to get back enough to get credited in...”



“Listen to yourself. You can’t dig your way out of a hole. Christ.” Jessica crossed over to where Steve stood rooted to the carpet, just inside the living room. The bag of clothes still sat in the tile foyer. She stood in front of him and he finally met her eyes again. She was a foot shorter than him, but the dynamic was almost like a drill sergeant to a recruit. “You married my mom, and we’re in a shared property state, dipshit. That means that no matter how good your intentions, you’ve put her on the hook for half that debt.” She let the reality of that statement sink in for him. “You understand? She’s now fucked. Her credit is fucked. You did that. God, you are a stupid, stupid twat. What does she see in you?”



“I’m
 so
 sorry, Jessica. Please, I’ll fix it. Don’t tell. Please. I do love your mom. I’m such a fuck up, though. I’ll... I’ll get out of her life.” The dejection and sadness in his voice was pathetic. She could hear him walking himself to a mental place where he could just give up, and she cut him off.



“You’re goddamn right you’ll fix it.” Her cutoff shorts were skimpy enough that the pockets showed out the bottoms. Tommy had loved them, constantly handsy whenever she had them on. She assumed they probably had the same effect on skeevy losers like Steve. She turned and put a hand on her hip, musing. She could feel his eyes involuntarily drop to her ass and she smiled cruelly, facing away from him. “You’re going to pay back every dime of that money to that site, and whatever you need to do to keep it off collections. You’re going to do it without letting mom know anything about this.”



“And if I do that, you won’t tell her either?”



“No. If you do that, I won’t tell.” She was shocked at how much she enjoyed having a man under her thumb. She wished it was Tommy, but Steve was a decent second. She smiled with an idea. “As for what will keep me from talking... I’ll let you know the toll on that. For now, go sit down on the couch and don’t you dare open that fucking laptop. I’m going to start my laundry and think about this. You wait here.” She started to drag the heavy sack down the hall to the washing machine. “I swear to god, if you so much as move off that couch...” She headed down the hall, leaving the punishment to his imagination.



Once Jessica was around the hallway corner and into the laundry room, she let loose with giggles. Her hand went to her mouth to keep the sound low and she had to stop dragging the bag a moment. She couldn’t believe how good she felt taking out all that frustration yelling at Steve. She let her other hand find her crotch. The giggles subsided, gave way to a slower wave of pleasure as her hand popped the button on her shorts and found her sex. She was already wet. Her fingers were in her mouth and she bit down lightly as she pressed her other hand into her labia, the heel of her palm against her pelvic bone. Her middle finger slid easily inside and she shut her eyes, riding the crest of each slip and flick. Taking her hand out, she looked at the slick glisten of her fingers. She touched her hand with her tongue, then licked up the digit. The taste was something she’d grown to like, but from the first time she did it the dirty shiver from something as naughty as licking her own juices had set off fireworks in her panties. She wondered just how wet she’d be after real sex, what it would look like, how it would taste.
 Tommy,
 she thought,
 you are the dumbest boy in the world.



She puckered her lips around her finger and sucked her dew from her skin, then dragged the bag the rest of the way to the laundry room and loaded the soap-wet laundry into the machine. She turned the machine on, figuring the already applied detergent was enough for the job, and headed back down the hall to make sure Steve was still being a good boy.



“Steve?” She sing-songed his name from around the corner as she entered the room. He was still sitting exactly where she’d left him. He was actually sitting on his hands, and she smiled at his schoolboy look. His tacky, constantly-worn gym shorts, one among so many reasons he was a loser, betrayed an obvious stiffy. Jessica narrowed her eyes at him from across the living room. She looked at the clock.
 Should I?
 She thought.
 Would my mom understand?
 She thought about the financial damage Steve had done, and his cowering threat to run from responsibility. Then she looked at his hard on, and the eager way he seemed to want her to do something. Something maybe he couldn’t ask for.
 Well,
 she thought,
 if coercing Steve gets mom loose from him, why can’t it also satisfy my needs?



She picked up the laptop and moved it over next to her purse as she addressed him. “I’ll take that with me. You won’t need it. You’ll give me cash, a little every day, and I’ll make sure it gets to your account. Wouldn’t want you being able to just surf around the web. Obviously, you’re a very... bad... boy.” She turned toward him and sat on the couch, so close on the cushion that his leg touched hers. Their combined weight sloped them into each other, and she leaned in closer. His breathing got short and quick. She whispered into his ear, “My mom cheats on you, Steve. Did you know that?”



“N...no.”



Of course he doesn’t,
 she thought,
 since I have no idea whether mom has ever ‘stepped out’.
 “Well, she has. She did it after she found out that you cheated.” Steve turned toward her, almost bringing their lips together. It was cute watching him try to have personal space, leaning away without feeling allowed to really change his seating position. Jessica felt herself getting wet again at the power she wielded.



“She... she knows?”



Jessica tried to conceal her shock. She wondered if mom suspected he’d fucked around.



“She will now, you dumb fuck. Anything else you want to confess?” She went for it, dropping her hand to his still-raging hard-on. He jumped at her touch. “Do you ever think about me, for instance?” For just a moment, she wondered if it was possible to give a reasonably healthy adult man a heart attack purely through arousal. Steve began to sputter. She thought he was about to cry, trapped here in his crashed-down world by his sexually vicious step-daughter.



“Shhh.... shhhh.” She reassured him and slowly moved her hand around on his dick. “My boyfriend just broke up with me, Steve. Well, not really broke-up, because boys are chicken-shit little creatures. I think you’d agree, right?” She tightened her grip on his manhood and he nodded quickly. “Right. So it’s really his loss, I know. I mean,
 really
 his loss. You see, Steve, I may not have had full on sex just yet...” Steve’s dick twitched in her hand at the news that she was a virgin, and for a moment she thought he might cum right there in his shorts. “I may be a virgin, but that doesn’t mean I haven’t put some thought into it. There’s a lot I want to try.” She undid her button again, one hand on Steve through his shorts and one hand inside her own. She pulled her hand back out and put her finger into Steve’s mouth, tightening her grip on his cock to what she assumed was a painful but cum-restrictive degree. “Mmmm... good Steve. Yesss... I thought about it, and I think it’s unfair that I have to go find some new idiot my age, get to a point of trust, hope he’ll do the things I’ve fantasized about, when I know he’ll just be another dopey college boy who’ll run at the first sign of an easier lay.” She rubbed lazily on her sex as she spoke. Steve’s eyes were transfixed on his fabric-hid dick and her manicured hand. “So why not just take a man I know is already an idiot? At least I know I can trust you, kind of. You burn me, refuse me, or even just piss me off, Steve, and I’ll destroy your life. Okay?” There was a chirp in her voice that was terrifying in the way only young, attractive girls can be to older men. He nodded, pathetic in his submission to her. “Good.” She released her death-grip from his dick and he audibly sighed. “Now strip for me.”



He looked at her for the briefest of moments in disbelief, then remembered her threats and jumped to his feet. He nervously stepped away from the couch and began a slow and awful herky-jerky approximation of a strip-tease.  “Oh god, stop it.” He froze, mid hip-thrust, his shorts around his ankles. His dick jutted forward, revealed like some absurd divining rod. “Just get naked and stand with your arms to your side. How long does that thing stay hard?” Steve removed the rest of his clothes and shrugged. Pre-cum leaked freely from the tip, a thin drool-string was heading toward the floor on a geologic timescale. Jessica cupped her hand under it and scooped up the drop, then licked her hand. It was different than her own taste, she noted. She said so to Steve, then wiped a little from his dickhead onto her finger and put it to his lips. Wincing, he stood rigid as she wiped it on his lips. “Oh, sit down then, you baby. It’s just your own cum. You’ve never been curious?” She could see the answer was no, but watching him squirm was too delicious. He sat down next to her on the couch.
 Thank goodness for leather,
 she thought as his bare ass hit the nonporous seating. She stood up and shimmied her jean shorts down to the ground. Stepping out of them with one foot, she spread her legs and stood powerfully before Steve, who was again sitting on his hands. She cocked her head to the side. “You like being submissive a little, don’t you Steve?” He blushed a yes. “Does my mom... no, on second thought, don’t answer that.” She removed her panties and straddled him with her knees on either side. One hand clutched the soaked cloth of her underwear and the other guided his slick cock to her pussylips. Steve started to make a weak protest but Jessica closed her eyes, sitting down onto his cock and feeling each inch of his warm flesh against the inside of her pussy. She was glad she was so wet. She’d felt Tommy through his jeans enough to know Steve was a big boy. She carefully paced her rise and fall on his shaft, exploring the different sensations, the parts he could touch and the parts he couldn’t. She was already planning her next time, with someone different, when he broke her rhythmic reverie.



“I’m... going to... cum... protection...” Steve managed to say.



“Shhhh...” she replied, stuffing the panties into his mouth and falling down onto his dick harder, rocking her hips forward and back as she did so. Quickly, she found her spot and began chasing her own orgasm.



He spit out the panties and they fell into their churning, joined hips below. Jessica didn’t notice. “No, but... I’m... cumming... what if you get... pregnant...” She flailed a hand at him, quick anger rising at the distraction of his whining voice during her moment.



Her hand found his neck and she put her fingers around him.



“Shut. Up.” She moaned, and kicked her hips at an angle again. Steve came.



His body froze and Jessica knew that must be the moment for him. Her pleasure had been a tilting rollercoaster, peaks and valleys of ongoing orgasm while they fucked, but now she felt each spurt of warmth flooding into her for the first time. By the third or fourth stroke after his freeze, she could hear the slop of their juices as their skin hit together. She put her hand down there and raised off him. Steve laid back against the seat of the couch, worn and spent. Cum flowed out of Jessica’s pussy and into her cupped hand, she ran a finger up the trench of her lips, the stickiness dragging trails across her skin.
 So much more dirty than just playing with myself,
 she thought. She tentatively put her hand to her lips and licked the icing from her palm and fingers. Steve’s eyes were fixed on her, and he involuntarily touched himself again at the sight. She wiped his cum on her lips and kissed him on the cheek. “Better hope you’re sterile, my little Stevie. Otherwise, I really will fucking own you.” She laughed, a disturbing thing that shook Steve’s nerves even as it caused his dick to betray him with arousal. Jessica began to put her shorts back on. 



She stood at the front door and undid the lock. “Change my laundry to the dryer when it’s done, would you? Then you can bring it over, maybe take a look at my washer.” She smiled. Steve was a pale and sweaty thing, naked in the living room. “It gets everything all wet. I think I’ll need your tool again, if we’re going to do another load.” She grinned at her puns, and pointed at the panties on the couch beside him. “Hand wash those and bring them with.” And with that, she bounced out the front door.



A few minutes later, the washing machine buzzer sounded. Startled, Steve began frantically gathering up the living room. He caught sight of himself in the hallway mirror, disheveled. His wife would be home any minute, and all he could think of was not disappointing her holy terror of a daughter. He could still smell her sex on him and started the shower running. It had been the worst day of his adult life, easily.



Out loud, he mumbled, “So why am I still so turned on?”



 



~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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T
 he first time he walked through the door and into their kitchen, Alice had been making a cake. It was her friend's birthday, and she had icing on her cheek where the beaters had whipped it up into the air.



&quot;Hey there, little missy,&quot; he said, smiling. &quot;You've got something there.&quot;



His thumb, warm and firm, had brushed the icing off. He'd sucked it off his skin while she'd watched, eyes wide and silent.



&quot;Oh, Sean, the room is just this way,&quot; Alice's mother had said, and he'd left the kitchen, leaving her standing there, staring after him.



He knew she liked him, Alice was certain.



He kept catching her staring at him. The worst thing was, she couldn't stop, even when he smiled knowingly at her. He never mentioned anything to her mother, which was good, because otherwise her mother would have thrown him out right away.



Her mother, as much as Alice loved her, was far too over-protective. Anytime she'd even mentioned a passing interest in anyone, her mother had shut it down, saying she had to wait until she was older.



&quot;Not under my roof,&quot; she always said, and Alice despaired of ever meeting anyone or finally losing her thrice-cursed virginity.



It wasn't even that she wanted a relationship now, she just wanted it gone. But her mother was always watching, never letting her have any boys over, or letting her stay out past a certain time. It was just getting ridiculous at this point. She had just turned nineteen, for heaven's sake, which was old enough for anything. But she still lived under her mother's roof, and her mother was very strict on the matter.



Until Uncle Dan's friend Sean came to stay with them.



He'd gone to university with her uncle back when they were both just her age, and had been friends all this time. He'd been in her life at one point or another, all her life. It wasn't until now that she realized just how attractive he was.



She wasn't even sure he'd even been really attractive until now. He was one of those people that matured into their good looks, and now at 35, he was very easy on the eyes. He had green eyes, an uncommon shade of emerald, bright and clever. His dark hair that hung over his brow that he brushed back smoothly also made her heart skip, wanting to push her fingers through it.



&quot;Now don't bother Sean, you hear me?&quot; her mother said. &quot;He's staying with us until he finds a place in the city. So don't bother him.&quot;



She and her mother lived in a more rural area. There was a big soccer field right behind their house, and Sean asked if it was alright if he invited some of his friends down to play soccer sometimes on weekends. Her mother had agreed, even going so far as to tell Sean to invite his friends over for dinner afterward.



All these years waiting to be able to invite a boy over herself, and Sean gets permission to invite over five of his friends?



Not that Alice complained. Six guys hanging around her house in full view for her to admire, even in the presence of her overbearing mother. A dream come true as far as she was concerned. If they were all as hot as Sean, that was just fine with her. She couldn't wait until Saturday.



&quot;Hey, look over her, little miss,&quot; Sean said.



Alice liked it when he called her &quot;little miss,&quot; and turned, smiling.



&quot;Perfect.&quot;



There was a click as he snapped a picture of her on his phone. &quot;You don't mind, do you?&quot;



&quot;No,&quot; Alice said, smiling and twirling a strand of her hair around her finger. &quot;Go ahead and do what you like with it.&quot;



He smiled back and promised he would.



Saturday was all she'd dreamed and more. Sean's friends showed up, parking their cars up and down the rural road. They were all lean and muscled, regular sports making them sleek and fit. Alice went down to watch them, and Alice's mother not only let her, she gave her a pitcher of lemonade and some plastic cups to take down with her.



&quot;Much obliged, little miss,&quot; Sean said, wiping his sweaty face on his shirt, which gave her a tantalizing glimpse of his toned stomach.



They were playing shirts and skins, which was nice. Sean, sadly, was one of the shirts. But his friends were all equally attractive, so that was fine with her. Maybe she'd get a glimpse of Sean later, but right now, she had the best seat in the house to see athletic men run around half-naked. She didn't much care one way or the other about soccer, but the players were all very fine.



They did come over for dinner, and her mother had actually made enough for all of them. Alice had no idea why her mother was okay with Sean but not okay with her having even one male friend over. It was her mother's mistake thinking that just because Sean was a family friend that she wouldn't want him. How wrong of her.



Later, Sean took his friends down to the basement to have a beer and watch a movie. Her mother went upstairs to bed, leaving Alice to sneak downstairs to see what they were doing.



It was dark, and at first it was hard to see where she was going. But the glow of the TV lead her down the stairs to where Sean and his friends were. She could hear them all, making strange panting noises.



That's when she saw it.



They weren’t watching some stupid action movie or sports like Alice thought they would be. They weren't even watching porn, which is what she suspected next.



They were watching a slideshow of pictures of
 her
 .



Suddenly, she realized why Sean had kept taking pictures of her the week before.



There was no music on, just slide after slide of pictures of her doing normal things, like baking or reading, or just listening to music.



The panting noise she'd heard was accompanied by slick, rhythmic noises. Now that her eyes were adjusting, she could see them, hands moving in their laps, the gestures obvious. They were touching themselves to pictures of her. She felt a throb low in her stomach at the thought. She felt a bit powerful, standing there while these men all touched themselves while thinking of her.



Even Sean was. She picked him out, able to tell which shadow he was just by the outline against the glare of the TV.



&quot;Alice,&quot; he groaned, pumping himself hard in his fist.



Alice could barely breathe as she watched him stroke faster and faster until his hand was a blur in his lap, tugging himself until he gasped and shuddered. He panted as he came, head tilted back against the back of the couch. He went lax, and while some of his friends were still jerking off in the dark, he got to his feet.



She came out of her enraptured daze and hurried silently up the stairs. He couldn't catch her, not yet.



Alice had a plan.



Her first step was to borrow Sean's phone while he was outside working out. He went for a jog every day for about an hour, which was plenty of time to put her plan in action.



She had a total of one outfit that her mother would term as &quot;risqué&quot; and that most people would just call &quot;slutty.&quot; She'd worn it for their school's drama production of Chicago and kept it afterwards. It was something form-fitting, black, and half see-through in places with fishnet tights. Her mother had allowed it then, because it was for something &quot;artsy.&quot;



Once she'd finished getting dressed up, she did her makeup, with wide, smoky eyes and dark-stained lips. She drew the curtains over the window to keep out the summer sun and turned on a lamp somewhere to make shadows in the room. Then, she proceeded to take pictures of herself in various provocative positions.



She made sure to get a good shot of her cleavage, shifting this way and that to find a better angle. It was hard with a camera phone, but she thought she looked pretty good in them. She replaced Sean's phone and then went on to her next part of the plan: her mother.



Getting rid of her mother was a simple matter, really. It was just that she'd never had a plan before now to actually use that to her advantage. All she had to do was talk to Mrs. Robinson. Mrs. Robinson was her mother's rival on the community events council, and they'd been competing for years over who could come up with the best Midsummer's eve party.



Her mother had come up with a great idea this year. All she needed to do was mention her mother's plan to Mrs. Robinson, watch as Mrs. Robinson either tried to steal it or top it, and her mother would be out late, battling her rival for the good of the community.



It wasn't even hard. Her mother told her to reheat the leftover casserole, because she was going to be home late, and Alice knew she'd succeeded.



Now all she had to do was lie in wait for Sean.



When she got home, the first thing she noticed was that there were cars in the driveway again.
 Sean's friends must be over to play soccer again.
 And probably to jerk off to her photos. She'd left them there for Sean, so that she could seduce him, but what if the other guys saw them, too?



It was quiet, and when she checked out back for them, the field was empty. So was the kitchen, and upstairs in Sean's room. No one was there.



Unless they were in the basement.



She went down, careful not to make a noise on the steps. It was dark again, and this time she was prepared to see her photos on the TV screen. Alice could hear them pleasuring themselves and felt herself blushing. They obviously enjoyed her photos.



She was suddenly blinded as the lights flicked on.



&quot;Look who has finally joined us.&quot;



Sean was watching her, hand on the light switch.



&quot;Come in,&quot; he said.



She slowly walked into the room. None of the other men did anything except watch as she came to a halt in front of Sean. Sean looked her up and down.



&quot;No sexy outfit for us today,&quot; he asked, voice husky. &quot;I can work with that.&quot;



&quot;What do you want?&quot; Alice asked.



&quot;Oh, no, little miss. The real question is: what do
 you
 want?&quot;



&quot;Me?&quot; asked Alice. &quot;But it's not about me.&quot;



&quot;Wrong!&quot; Sean said. &quot;It's all about you. You're the one who's been watching me all this time, checking me out, leaving me sexy pictures. You want me.&quot;



&quot;I...&quot;



&quot;You want me so bad,&quot; Sean said. &quot;And I'm willing to give it to you, if you want. But you've got to say yes, right now.&quot;



&quot;I - &quot;



&quot;Now or never, Alice. Do you want me or not?&quot;



&quot;Yes!&quot; Alice cried, making a decision on the spot. This is what she'd wanted, after all.



&quot;I knew it,&quot; Sean said, and he crowded her against the nearby futon, draping himself over her. His body was solid and warm against her, and he smelled of grass and sweat from playing soccer earlier. &quot;You're a virgin, aren't you, Alice?&quot;



&quot;Yes,&quot; she said, panting slightly as he traced her ear with his tongue.



&quot;And you want me to take care of that for you.&quot;



&quot;Yes!&quot; she gasped as his mouth followed her jaw down to her neck and sucked a kiss into the soft skin next to her pulse-point.



&quot;I think we shall. Boys?&quot;



The futon moved underneath her, rearranging from a couch into a bed. She tumbled backward onto the mattress, and Sean straddled her lap. He claimed her mouth hotly, pressing into her with his tongue and then moving down. While he moved down, two of the men, one blond, one dark climbed onto the futon and started removing her shirt. Once it was off, the blond started kissing her face and neck. The other guy got busy trying to remove her bra.



She was so distracted by them that she didn't realize that Sean was unbuttoning her jeans and easing them off over her hips until he applied his tongue to her clit right through her panties.



&quot;Oh!&quot; she cried as he mouthed at her, getting her panties wet.



He pulled her panties aside and slid a finger inside her, rubbing against her sweet-spot, making her arch her back.



At the same time, the blond man started kissing her, and the dark haired guy cupped her breasts and lapped at one, pert nipple. Alice panted and squirmed as she received pleasure from all sides. Sean took her panties off and tossed them on the floor behind him. He spread her legs and licked her, his tongue delving into her and tasting her.



&quot;Sean!&quot; she gasped. &quot;Oh, Sean, fuck.&quot;



The dark haired man licked and sucked at one of her nipples, then switched over to the other.



The blond man pulled his pants down, revealing his thick, hard cock. Alice stared at it, then reached out to feel its silky, hard length. He let her explore it with her hands before bringing it close to her face. She licked at it as best she could from her position. And then, Sean slipped two fingers into her at the same time as licking her clit. She screamed as he fucked her with his fingers.



&quot;Hey there little miss, ready for more yet?&quot;



&quot;Yes, yes, yes,&quot; she panted.



&quot;Here it comes,&quot; he said.



He got his own jeans off, and revealed his own cock. It was just as thick and hard as the one she was licking. Sean hitched her legs up over his hips and drove in deeply in one thrust.



&quot;Oh, fuck,&quot; she said again as she felt him filling her up.



That's what she'd wanted, feeling something hot and hard up inside her. She was so wet with pleasure and lust that he slid in and out easily.



&quot;Harder,&quot; she begged, wanting him in deeper.



&quot;Don't forget to pay attention to my boys.&quot;



As Sean thrust into her, drawing out little mewls of pleasure from her, the dark haired man straddled her face and lowered his balls over her mouth. Getting the message, she opened her mouth and let him lower his balls past her lips. She licked and sucked at them, and reached around to get a hand on his dick. She stroked him, and heard him groan up above her.



Meanwhile, the blond was straddling her waist and was pressing her breasts together and rubbing his cock in between them. She was so overcome with pleasure, that at first, Alice didn't realize he had squirted lube in between her breasts and then started rubbing his cock between them.



&quot;Oh, god, Alice!&quot; the blond man gasped, and then came all over her breasts.



She felt his hot cum dripping all over her breasts. And then, she felt someone lapping at her breasts again, licking it all off. She moaned and buried her fingers in their hair.



&quot;Time to switch it up a bit,&quot; Sean said.



The balls she'd been sucking pulled away, and Sean pulled out of her. She groaned, feeling empty and bereft.



&quot;Don't worry, little miss, I'll be back inside you in just a moment.&quot;



He helped her turn over, onto her hands and knees.



&quot;There you are little missy. Take it from me, and suck on that.&quot;



Before she could ask where, when or who, Sean drove back into her. She gasped and groaned, because this angle was hitting all the best spots. Another cock appeared in front of her, and she licked it, trying to fit it in her mouth while she was pounded from behind.



Suddenly, Sean groaned and clutched at her hips, trembling against her.



And then he filled her with streams of thick, hot cum, emptying himself into her. It was such a good feeling that Alice moaned.



&quot;Who's next?&quot;



And then Sean was replaced by someone else. His cock was thicker than Sean's, and stretched her even more. She gasped, but as he moved, she soon adjusted to his girth. Inside, she was slick with Sean's cum, and it made everything smooth and easy.



It wasn't long before he too was groaning into her ear, his chest pressed up against her back, and shooting his spunk inside her. She was going to be so full of cum. She could feel it dribbling down her thighs, spilling out all over her.



Another two had their go with her, until she was loose and pliant. She hadn't cum yet, but it was almost satisfied, feeling all of the cum filling her up.



&quot;You're a good girl,&quot; Sean said. &quot;Taking so many cocks like that, aren't you little missy. Did you like that?&quot;



&quot;Yes,&quot; she said, in a daze of pleasure.



&quot;Good. As a reward for being such a good girl, I'm going to make you cum so hard.&quot;



He put his mouth over her and lapped at her swollen clit, sucking and rubbing slickly. It felt so good after that pounding earlier, and she arched and moaned, hands grabbing his hair.



&quot;That's a girl, you hang on there, just like that. I'll make you cum.&quot;



His tongue was inside her, lapping up all of the juices. His fingers were in her too now. It was all too much, and without warning, she arched up hard, head tilted back, mouth open as she keened. Her climax overtook her, toppling her over the edge. She spasmed again and again as Sean worked her through it.



Sean waited until she had finished cumming and stroked her hair.



&quot;You did good, little miss. And I'll tell you what.&quot;



&quot;What,&quot; Alice managed to gasp.



&quot;Me and the boys will be playing soccer again next Saturday. What do you say?&quot;



&quot;Perfect,&quot; said Alice.



 



#####
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H
 er fingers slowly trailed themselves down her chest, down her stomach and rested on her crotch. As if possessed, her fingers slid inside herself.



Amanda was doing what any normal Eighteen-year-old would do, when horny and alone. She was masturbating. Her love juice began to flow. She started to finger-bang herself, quickening the pace, penetrating her snatch as deep as she could.



A gush of warm and sticky juice shot out onto her hand as she entered the final stage, achieving an amazing climax.



“Okay, I’m here!” someone called out.



Amanda gasped. She pulled her hand away from her pussy, cleaned herself up with a nearby tissue, threw on her clothes and tried to look normal, surfing through her social feed.



“Yeah, hi, Mel,” Amanda mumbled when her best friend appeared in the doorway, hundreds of shopping bags in hands.



“What have you been up to in here?” Mel said boldly, walking around the room.



“Nothing much,” Amanda said, still panting a little.



Mel turned around, eyeing her best friend knowingly.



“You… masturbated?” she asked.



Interwoven patches of tomato red quickly spilled into Amanda’s cheeks.



“Yeah… maybe I did,” Amanda replied.



Mel put down the shopping bags and stood next to her.



“Wow, I’m impressed. You should give Paul a taste of what he’s in store for this weekend,” Mel said, gesticulating as she pranced around the room, stopping to strike sexy poses.



Amanda agreed and took out her smartphone. She stripped to her panties and her laced bra, and began snapping various poses.



“Damn, I look good,” Amanda said.



Her luscious brown hair lightly brushed the tops of her breasts. Her big blue doe eyes were enough to attract any man, and her lips were worth dying for. Or so she thought.



“Post it. Send it on Snapchat or something,” said Mel. “They disappear after like 3 seconds if you need them to, so don’t worry,” she added quickly after she saw Amanda’s face become concerned.



Amanda pondered it for a while, weighing up the pros and cons. Finally, she opened her Snapchat app and sent them to her boyfriend.



“There. I sent it, you happy?” Amanda said.



Mel took her phone and looked at who she had sent it to.



“Who’s
 that
 ?” Mel suddenly said.



“Who’s who?” Amanda looked at the name her friend was pointing to. “Oh damn!”



Amanda stood up and paced around the room in her underwear, throwing in at least one expletive for every two coherent words she voiced.



“Amanda, who
 is
 that?” Mel asked, her voice low and serious.



She turned around and heaved one of the biggest sighs of her life. She was in deep trouble and had dug herself a hole she might not be able to get out of. Why did she even agree to this, to this sexting thing.



“That’s… my stepdad. I’m in some deep stuff.”



 



After Amanda revealed the terrible news, Mel begun to add to her anxiousness. Since Amanda didn’t want Mel to make the situation even more stressful than it already was, she asked Mel to leave, but promised she would call. She never said when she would call, and was left to be harassed by numerous text messages from her best friend as she put on her clothes to hide the evidence of what had happened:



 



Are you okay?



Did he get mad?



What happened?



Get back to me!



It’s all my fault.



 



Amanda was about to type a reply when she heard her mom’s husband, Luke, calling up the stairs.



“Hey, Amanda, come downstairs. I’ve got something to show you,” she heard the deep voice say.



She was a bundle of nerves as she bounded down the stairs two by two, and was greeted by the sight of him and his ridiculously good-looking smile.



Luke was in his mid-forties, and was very easy on the eyes. With a mop of dark brown hair, beautiful almond shaped eyes and a cupid bow mouth it was no small wonder how Amanda’s mother had fallen in love with him. But he was handsome on the outside and a fearsome beast on the inside. Amanda’s heart leapt into her throat as she walked towards him.



“Hi, Luke,” she squeaked timidly.



“Come here, Amanda. I’ve got something to show you,” he repeated, as if he was trying to lure her.



Amanda took the bait. She wanted to get out of this hole as soon as possible. Biting her lip, she followed him into the living room and sat on the couch when he motioned for her to sit. She folded her hands across her lap, palms facing upward. Luke held a steady gaze with her until she blinked and let out a shaky exhale. He proceeded to take out his phone. Amanda knew what was going to follow and she squeezed her eyes shut, as if she would not suffer what was to inevitably follow.



“You sent me about five, or six… pretty racy photos, Amanda,” Luke said.



She opened her eyes. She noticed that he had screenshotted all of them. Amanda felt like cursing Snapchat.



“It was a mistake --” she began to say.



Luke put up his hand for silence, and she gave it. She felt like a submissive bitch.



“I’ll have to tell your mother about this. She won’t be very pleased, will she?” Luke said.



Amanda gripped her knees fiercely.



“Please don’t tell my mom. She’ll… she’ll kill me,” she stammered, feeling the sting of salty tears line up the edge of her eyes.



She lowered her head so that Luke couldn’t see her tears.



“I won’t tell her if you do one thing for me,” Luke said.



Like all the erotic stories she read, she knew what she should say.



I’ll do anything,
 said all the teen girls who were about to get touched or penetrated.
 Just don’t tell my mom.



“And what’s that one thing?” she asked.



Luke said nothing. Instead, he discarded his phone and scooted closer to her on the couch. Inhaling sharply, Amanda instinctively backed away until she hit the arm of the couch, and could no longer go further. She could feel his breath on her neck as he loomed on all fours over her, trapped underneath his body. Then she felt something hard, like a plastic torch, across her snatch, trapped only by the soft fabric of his trousers.



Damn, damn, damn,
 she chanted inside her head.



She was getting aroused, and she was getting aroused quite quickly.



“You’re a very beautiful girl, Amanda,” Luke whispered, his breath slowly fluttering across her skin.



Her nerves stretched to a new height she had never touched before. The hot, sticky liquid began to clump in her panties.



“It’s such a shame that I have to give you punishment.”



He moved up closer to her and gazed into her blue eyes. With him at such a close distance, she could stare at nothing but his eyes, the irises pulsing slowly with an intensity she would rather not feel. She saw his eyes move to focus on her mouth and she stopped breathing momentarily.



“You’ll have to do as I say if your mother isn’t going to find out.”



Luke leaned down and as Amanda felt the urge to scream rise up from her throat, Luke’s soft lips connected with hers and his tongue encouraged hers to dance with his. She struggled to return the kiss, but struggled to break the kiss. She tried to pull at his arms, but his arms collapsed and held her body even closer to his. The kiss grew stronger and her struggles became weaker. Never in her lifetime would she imagine that Luke had the sweet breath of a man she fantasized about marrying. There was peppermint, lemon and something else that was Luke, which made the kiss even more passionate. Slowly, she began returning the kiss, her arms folding themselves onto his back.



He broke the kiss first, gasping for air. He resumed his intense gaze and forced her to sit up and on his knee. He felt the heat of her pussy rise on his knee. His erection grew as she whimpered, afraid for the next bout of ‘punishment’. As if for safety, she gripped his shoulders for support. She watched one of his hands warily as he raised it and brought it down hard, spanking the flesh of her behind. She gasped, feeling shamed for the action had further aroused her loins. Her fingers dug further into his back as he repeatedly smacked down on the same cheek, leaving a sensuous tingling sensation that spread throughout her entire body.



“Never make the same mistake twice,” Luke whispered huskily down her neck.



Amanda elicited a moan as his breath made brief contact with the skin of her neck, sending wisps of electric shocks down her arms and chest.



“I won’t… I promise,” she gasped.



His hands slid up her back and slid back down, gripping both cheeks with a primal lust. She yelped, and he pulled her towards him so that she was sitting directly in his lap.



“Take it off,” he growled.



Amanda’s fingers paused at her chest, wondering if this was what Luke wanted.



“Take it off,” he repeated.



She fumbled with the buttons until she reached the last one. Almost as if intentionally, Amanda slid it off her pearly white shoulders. She briefly heard the shirt hit the floor before she realized Luke’s fingers had gone around her chest to the clasps of her bra, no longer able to withstand the suspense which was driving him mad. She awkwardly fiddled with the buttons of his shirt, unsure of what to do. Her fingers left his shirt half unbuttoned as his hot mouth connected with her nipples and she threw her head back, throwing out a small scream of surprise. His fingers slid down her slim stomach and to her skirt, where he rushed to pull it down to reveal the final barrier guarding her tight, wet pussy.



“Oh my god,” Amanda breathed, her ample breasts at attention and feeling on fire.



“You’re so wet,” Luke groaned lustily, his fingers pulling down her panties.



After her panties were off, the fingers of one hand madly dashed towards her pussy, sticking them in deeper than her fingers would ever reach. Amanda screamed as she began rocking back and forth, desperately attempting to ride herself to an orgasm, but Luke stopped. Uttering a growl of frustration, she continued to grind against his crotch.



“Amanda, stop it. You’re still on punishment.”



Her irregular breathing became shallow pants as she waited for Luke. The whole time, they maintained eye contact, his eyes flaming with unspeakably bestial lust.



“You’re so beautiful and I want you right now,” he said, stroking his already hard prick.



Amanda’s eyes widened as she saw the size of his cock. She was a virgin. She couldn’t do it. She just wanted to ride herself to an orgasm on a man.



“No, no, no, I can’t do this. I’m just a virgin,” she squeaked as she backed away from him.



Luke lunged at her and pulled her down to the ground with him.



“You’re still on punishment, bitch. And I like the position we’re in. You’ll be a good fuck ‘cause you’re a virgin,” Luke said, breathing heavily. “Amanda, when you’re on punishment, you have to fight through it, okay? And if your mother isn’t going to find out, you might as well do as I say, right?”



His fingers kept pushing around inside her, but stopped abruptly when one hand closed around her throat. It was Luke’s intention to cut off her air – it made for a good orgasm. She struggled to retain air as Luke drove her to a peak of orgasm. Once she started shaking, his hand left her throat. He waited patiently as she fought through one of her best orgasms before lining his cock up with the opening of her pussy. She felt something bulbous and hard pressing against her opening. She closed her eyes and braced herself for the pain that was to inevitably follow.



“Open your eyes, Amanda,” Luke said.



She did as he said. His face was directly over hers, once again holding an intense gaze battle with her. She felt her eyes instinctively widen as the bulbous and hard thing broke past the opening of her pussy. Her scream of pain was brutally cut off by his lips crashing down on hers, forcing her into a fiercely passionate kiss. As she tried hard to focus on becoming intoxicated again with his kiss, she could not stop thinking about the number of inches that were slowly making their way to her hymen. Once it made contact, Amanda broke the kiss.



The intactness of her hymen was instantly shattered beyond repair as his length drove deeper into her. Once again, the scream was cut off by his insane and lusty kiss. She screamed into his mouth as he moaned into hers, no longer caring that her V-card had been tossed away. Slowly, he began pumping back and forth into her.



“I’m so glad that you’re a virgin,” he puffed. “Your hips are pushing back. What can this be, Amanda?” Without any consideration for stopping, he continued to thrust into her at a medium pace. It was a while before the pain waned and lust retook her body.



“Please…” Amanda begged.



“Please what?” Luke huffed.



“Please go faster,” she moaned.



A moan left her throat every time he drove deep into her. Now that his pace quickened, she began to gasp, pant and let out occasional small screams.



“Oh god!”



“Luke, please, please, oh my god,” Amanda panted.



“You’re… so… tight, and I love it!”



He pushed against her even faster. Amanda’s moans slowly escalated into screams of pure pleasure as every cell in her body began to vibrate with an oncoming orgasm.



“Luke!” she screamed, her fingers grabbing the nape of his neck.



Without warning, a hot and foreign liquid began coursing through her, filling her up from where she had never been filled up before. She screamed, her body violently shaking as it went through one last orgasm.



“What the fuck is that?” she shouted, feeling something go horribly wrong.



“It’s my cum, dumb bitch! Tell me you’re on the pill!”



“I’m not, you asshole! Why didn’t you say you were cumming?”



Luke’s hardness began to soften. She curled up in a fetal position, unable to face Luke. Her pussy throbbed with immeasurable pleasure as she felt Luke lay a hand on her shoulder. She scrambled to get away from him and managed to get as far as the wall. In her haste, she turned around to slap his face, but instead met with his lips once again.



Jesus, Luke, you love kissing me… and my mother is your wife…



Her ferocity with his kisses began to tire as she fumbled to stroke his length to get him hard again. Luke mauled at her breasts, continuing to assault her lips.



“Damn, Amanda… will you forgive me?” he said against her lips.



She groaned into his mouth as his hands left her breasts to massage her clit.



“I can’t…” she trailed off as her focus was shifted to his now rehardening cock.



His fingers began crawling to her ass again, but only this time, it was not to spank her. He reached behind and caressed the red marks he had left on her cheeks.



“Please… forgive me. I just… I just want to make love to you,” he said.



The words sounded so sweet in her ears. As she opened her eyes to stare into Luke’s, her heart was struck by a lightning bolt of pain as she realized that she was falling in love with the very man she used to despise.



As if agreeing to his proposal, she pulled at his cock to guide it to her opening again.



“All I want is to make love, sweet girl,” he whispered.



“I think…” Amanda trailed off.



She wanted to think about what she wanted to say, but was so lost in the foggy mist of lust that she nearly lost her train of thought.



“Amanda, what is it?” Luke persisted.



Amanda took his face in his hands and lightly pressed her lips against his, before moving so that her lips were close to his ear. She thought of what she wanted to say to the man. She needed to say it
 now
 , before she made love to him again. Taking a breath of air, she readied herself for the words that were about to spill from her mouth.



“I think I’m falling in love with you.”



 



~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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“I
 can’t believe you’re making me move in with him,” said Becky as she zipped up her suitcase.



“Look, I really don’t have a choice in the matter,” said her mother Annabel sternly. “You’re going to university next year anyway, so it won’t be forever. Now, stop complaining and hurry up. We need to hit the road soon.”



“But, it’s not moving to a different city I have a problem with. It’s just that I don’t want to move in with that twat,” argued Becky.



“Don’t use such language about Robert, he’s a lovely man. I thought you’d want me to be happy and find someone new.”



“I do, but --”



“But nothing. Now, zip the case, zip your mouth, and let’s get going.”



He is a twat,
 thought Becky.
 And my mum is a twat for dating him. She hasn’t known him that long, and already she’s moving in? Why has she got to drag me there? I don’t want to live with Robert… he’s such a douche-lord.



After an hour’s drive they pulled up into the long driveway in front of Robert’s big plush house. “Well at least he’s got money,” said Becky.



“Don’t be so cynical.”



As 42 year old Robert opened the door, Becky laid her eyes on him.
 Hmmm, maybe he’s not so bad after all.
 The petite 18 year old scanned her eyes from the muscular chest beneath his top, down his toned abdomen, and they rested on the large bulge in his jeans.



“Hey, it’s my two favorite girls,” said Robert in a friendly manner. “Come on in, I’ve got some icy drinks ready for you.”



Annabel turned to her daughter and smiled, encouragingly.



Robert showed Becky to her room. “Now, if there’s anything you need, just let me know.” Then, turning his head to look at her as he walked out of the room, “
 Anything
 at all.”



“Erm… I’ll be fine. Thanks,” said Becky.
 He is being extra nice.



Robert closed the door behind him and as Becky began to unpack, she couldn’t help wondering what Robert’s intentions were.



She admired her 6 inch vibrator for a moment and placed it in the top bedside drawer. Still a virgin, she sure knew how to get herself off, and her tight little shaved pussy occasionally got a good self-drilling. She had had steady boyfriends back home, but this was a new town, and she knew that she was going to have to satisfy herself for a while. She was ready to lose it with her current boyfriend Trev, but their relationship was now going to be a long distance one apparently, thanks to her mother. As long as the timing was right, she was sure that she
 would
 want to lose it with Trev, but she was in no rush.



For the next 24 hours, everything seemed to be going smoothly. Becky started to think that perhaps it wasn’t so bad here, and in a few months she’d be off to university anyway. So that occupied her thoughts as she pictured being there and all nice new people she’d meet.



That evening at dinner, Annabel poured Robert a glass of wine. “I’m going over to Samantha’s tonight. My old friend who lives nearby. She’s having a little Bridge party. You don’t mind if I leave you here, do you pumpkin?”



“Of course not. I’m 18 now,” said Becky. “I don’t need you to hold my hand.”



“Ok, good. What are you two going to be doing then?” asked Annabel warmly.



“I’m just going to be watching a movie. You’re welcome to join me Becky, or you can just do your own thing,” said Robert.



After dinner, Becky was in her room and heard the front door slam. Glancing out her window she saw her mother leave and get into her car.
 Hmmm, I want to chat to Trev. I need to get my cell phone charger from downstairs.



As Becky headed down the wide carpeted staircase, she heard strange slapping noises coming from the living room. Knowing that Robert was watching a film in there, she was unsure of what type of movie he was watching. She was heading towards the kitchen where her charger was, but as she tip-toed past the living room her ears pricked up, as she couldn’t help but hear the noises increasing in tempo. Curiosity got the better of her, and she sneaked up to the ajar door and poked her cute features around the gap to peruse what was happening inside. Low and behold, inside was a sight that made Becky’s eyes widen and her jaw drop, as there, sitting on the coach, was Robert, watching a porno movie.



He was unzipped, his jeans and boxer shorts around his ankles as his erect cock stuck straight up in the air, pointing towards the ceiling. He gripped it firmly and was working it rhythmically as he watched the onscreen happenings. Robert hadn’t seen her yet, as he was sitting side-on, staring at the screen, transfixed. And Becky’s eyes were fixed firmly on his rigid tool, which was remarkably huge. She had seen the bulge in his jeans, but it was in fact much bigger than she had imagined. Becky guessed that it was at least 9.5 inches, with big shaved balls and trimmed up above. He worked his rod rampantly, jacking it, while his other hand cupped his full nuts, as he squeezed them gently.



Becky thought back to Trev, and how she had sucked him off many-a-time. However, his knob was only about 6 inches, similar to her dildo. As she feasted her eyes on this beast, she knew that she had been missing out. Becky instinctively traced her hand down her smooth slim stomach and into her jeans. But just as her fingertips got past the hem of her thong, she saw Robert’s balls tighten further. He closed his eyes, rolled his head back and let out a moan as the onscreen debauchery heated up.



For on the screen were two big horny guys, drilling a young chick from either end, spit-roasting her, impaling her on their huge rods. Robert shot his load, spurting his thick white spunk upwards as his ball-cupping hand moved to his top and lifted it up, exposing his toned abs, and he shot his creamy milk all over his stomach. Becky’s mouth watered as she feasted her eyes on his orgasmic moment. She couldn’t believe how much spooge he had ejaculated, it was a bucketful that just kept coming, spraying on his stomach. It dripped down and pooled at the base of his thick pulsating stick, then trickled down his drained nuts.



God, I can’t believe how much there is there,
 thought Becky.
 He could probably impregnate a whole freshman class with that load.



He opened his eyes, and Becky withdrew her delving hand before it got to her panties and quickly got out of the doorway, remembering to get her charger from the kitchen. She quickly but softly padded her dainty feet back up the stairs and into her bedroom where she shut the door firmly behind her. With her mind racing, she couldn’t believe what she had witnessed. She tried to shake it, but she just couldn’t.



Is my mother not good enough for him? They’re about the same age, he must find her attractive. I guess it’s only porn so it’s not that bad,
 she thought, comforting herself.
 Worse things happen, at least he’s not cheating on her or anything.



Becky got on her bed, and dimmed the lights. She closed her eyes and thought of Trev. With her phone charging up, she made the call.



“It's great to hear your voice,” she said.



“It’s great to hear your voice too,” said Trev.



“I’ve been thinking about you loads.”



“Oh really?”



“Yeah, really.”



“I can’t wait to see you again. I mean, we were getting so close to y’know… and then you just upped and left.”



“I know. I’m sorry. But it’s not my fault. I didn’t have a choice… my mother…”



“I know, you don’t need to explain,” said Trev soothingly.



Still aroused, Becky couldn’t help but undo her jeans and reach down into her soft cotton underwear. Her hand ran over her freshly shaven pussy, and she delved her fingers over her slit, paying special attention to her delicate little nub. Her juiced-up snatch now even wetter after hearing Trev’s voice.



“Oh, it’s so good to speak to you,” said Trev.



“It’s
 so
 good,” agreed Becky.



“God, I feel like unzipping.”



“Go ahead,” said Becky playfully. And as the two youngsters had phone sex, Becky could hear Trev’s 6 incher being jacked on the other end of the line, but the whole time she was thinking of Robert’s 9.5 incher downstairs, and wishing that
 that
 was on the other end of the phone. Or in her hand. Or mouth. Her mind raced.



She frigged herself to a juddering sticky climax, her panties and jeans in a heap on the floor as she squirted wildly, drenching the bed-sheets and panting into the phone. Trev came too, erupting a gooey load, covering his hand and ruining his carpet.



Perhaps this long-distance relationship can last,
 thought Becky. “I’ll speak to you soon,” she said, as she bid him farewell.



The next morning over breakfast, Becky tried not to look as Robert poured his milk all over his cornflakes.
 I think I’m done with this yoghurt,
 thought Becky, as she chucked it in the bin half-eaten. “I’m just going out for a bit, mum.”



“Ok fine,” said Annabel, sipping her black coffee.



“See you in a bit,” said Robert, completely unaware that Becky had seen his straining sacs the night before.



Becky went for a jog around the block, and she worked up quite a sweat. Her pert little titties bounced up and down in her sports bra as her erect nipples poked against the thin cotton of her tight-fitting top. When she returned to the house, she was pleased to be able to make herself an icy drink in the kitchen. With no one else around, she made her way up the stairs to take a cool shower.



She stripped off, admiring her perky tits in the mirror, before stepping into the shower and soaping up her milky white skin. The water splashed down upon her, cleansing her, cleaning her, as she washed herself. She let the water pour over her face as she flicked her head back, letting it run down her long silky hair. She foamed up her pussy, and took a razor to it, getting rid of the little bit of stubble.



Freshly shaven, Becky couldn’t help but think once more of what she had witnessed the night before. As she washed her peachy pussy, her hand couldn’t help but rub her burning clit. She began to work it, one leg up on the side of the shower tiles as she worked up quite a lather, massaging the soapy suds into her bald virgin pussy.



Taking the shower-head off the hoister, she pointed it up towards her pussy. She turned the jet up to full-blast, and aimed it directly at her pussy, where it sprayed out in a healthy jet of warm thick water, splashing against her hairless pussy and hardened little nub. The sensation of the water sent waves of pleasure up her body, and she stood there with her eyes shut, enjoying the feeling, her legs parted.



She began to feel her pulse race and her blood flush, as her cheeks reddened. While standing there with her eyes closed, she felt an amazing orgasm build up inside her. She hadn’t had a climax like this since Trev had tongue-fucked her and made her squirt all over his face, but that was months ago. As this orgasm built up, she heard the door open.



I’m sure I locked it,
 she thought, as her eyes opened. She saw the door open, and…



Oh my God. There’s Robert.



He was standing there with a look of disbelief on his face, but also with a hint of desire in his eyes. “Oh damn, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt --”



“Oh Jesus Christ! You could’ve at least knocked first.”



“I’m sorry. I thought it was your mother in here,” he explained, “as she never locks the door.”



“Well it’s not her, it’s me,” said Becky, exasperated, covering up her lady-parts as she desperately clutched for a dry towel.



“Apologies once again. I didn’t see anything anyway,” he said sincerely, turning and walking out.



Becky wasn’t sure if she believed him, as she
 had
 been fully naked, legs spread and masturbating with the shower-head when he walked in. So, he
 must
 have seen her.
 God, at least we’re even now,
 thought Becky.
 I’ve seen him and he’s seen me. Hmmm. I guess that’s karma for you.



Very embarrassed, she stepped out of the shower, dried herself off and wrapped herself in a towel. As she went into her bedroom to get dressed, she shut the door behind her, making sure to lock it this time.
 God, this is unbelievable. He saw my tight little pussy. And what’s more, he saw me masturbating. Christ, this is mortifying,
 she thought as her hand opened her top bedside drawer.
 There’s only one way I can solve this.



Needing to quench her burning frustration, Becky pulled out her dildo.
 This’ll have to do.
 She sat back on her bed, her slim white thighs spread wide as she pushed the head of the dildo up against her aching folds. She closed her eyes, breathing deeply. Trev didn’t even cross her mind. She was thinking of Robert the entire time as she plunged the 6 inches deep, screwing herself purposefully, as she finally reached a powerful afternoon climax.



Across the hall, in the master bedroom, Robert got to his knees. “I just hope she’s ok,” said Annabel, as she ruffled Robert's hair.



“Oh, I’m sure she’ll be fine,” said Robert as he suckled on her luscious labia, stroking his fingers up and down her trimmed pussy.



“I’m not sure. I just worry about her sometimes,” said Annabel, her breath quickening.



“Look, she’ll be fine,” spluttered Robert reassuringly, as his strong tongue probed her wanton snatch. As he delved his tongue in and out and suckled on her middle-aged flaps, he couldn’t help but think about what he had seen in the shower earlier, and wondered what Becky was doing in her bedroom.



That night at dinner, it wasn’t just Becky that was avoiding eye-contact this time, as Robert looked down at his roast chicken leg. Annabel poured Robert a glass of wine. “It's another Bridge night tonight, so I’ll be out. But I won’t be home too late. Are you two going to be ok without me?”



“Yes of course, you don’t have keep asking that,” said Robert. “We’ll be fine.”



“Yeah mum, we’ll be fine,” said Becky, blushing.



“Ok. It’s good to see you two are getting on so well,” said Annabel. The pair both took a mouthful of food, avoiding having to respond.



After Annabel had left, Robert entered the living room to watch one of his favorite flicks, and was startled to see Becky sitting on the coach, wearing a pair of skimpy shorts and one of her cute little tops.



“I didn’t mean to --”



Becky cut him off. “Hey, you’re going to have to stop apologizing around here. It’s your house, y’know.”
 He’s really not a twat at all,
 she thought to herself.
 He’s actually a really nice guy.



“Of course, yes, silly me. Let’s just be adults about this,” said Robert.



“Yeah, let’s be adults,” said Becky.



Robert sat down next to her on the coach, and they began to watch a western movie that was on the telly. “Oh, we can watch one of
 your
 movies if you want,” said Becky, raising her eyebrow, looking at him.



“What do you mean, one of
 my
 movies? You mean like… um… Star Trek?”



“No, not Star Trek… I mean, one of the movies you were watching the other night. I liked that. Let’s watch one of those.”



Robert stared at her for a second, unsure if he had heard her correctly.
 She must have overheard, that’s all.
 “You mean one of
 those
 movies?”



“Yes. One of
 those
 movies.”



Becky couldn’t believe this was happening, and neither could Robert. As they watched the onscreen goings-on of this random wanton hussy giving a big prick a blowjob, Becky’s quivering flange began to get wet, as she glanced to her right and saw the bulge in Robert’s jeans growing to astronomic proportions. She knew what was underneath his jeans, and he knew what was underneath her skimpy little shorts.



“Man, he’s got a big one,” said Becky, “but I know you’ve got an even bigger one.”



“How do you know that?” asked Robert, not arguing with her statement. He thought back, and realized that she must have not
 just
 overheard him watching the porno, but
 seen
 him watching it too.



“Well. It’s not just this stash of DVDs that I know you have. I’ve seen you, y’know.”



“God.. you haven’t…” Robert was now feeling the embarrassment.



They locked eyes, and in that moment, they knew that there was no going back. They leaned in and kissed passionately, Becky’s soft teen lips pressing up against Robert’s mature mouth, as their arms reached out and caressed each other.



Becky reached down and unzipped his jeans. This is what she’d been dreaming of, what she
 wanted
 to do. As she pulled them down, the bulge in his boxers did not disappoint. She pulled his boxers down, and his monumental prick sprung up to attention, glistening in the dim living room light.



“See… I knew you were bigger than that guy!”



“Becky… when I saw you in the shower…”



“I know. You don’t need to explain,” said Becky, as she got in-between his legs, dropped to her knees and lined up his erect tool with her tight mouth. The foreskin naturally contracted, fully revealing his big shiny bell-end. Her mouth watered, she opened wide, and similarly to the onscreen porn she began to suck on the throbbing head.



Robert being such a big boy, and Becky not used to blowing different knobs, she had a bit of a struggle to get it in-between her chops. But she managed to, and began to take it like a pro, sucking on his shaft for all she was worth. With her lips encasing his pulsing beast, she reached down to grab his aching testicles, and admired how full they felt in her hands. Obviously the cunnilingus Robert had performed earlier had not been reciprocated.



Becky’s hand wrapped around the shaft and she jacked the tool rhythmically, mirroring the porn flick. Robert looked down and couldn’t believe his luck, as this hot little 18 year old was giving him an amazing handjob-blowjob combination. His bell-end began to ooze pre-cum as Becky outstretched her tongue and allowed it to drip into her mouth. Robert grabbed her by the head, encouraging her to suck further, which she did. She took the whole thing in her mouth, deep-throated it, gagged on it, and squeezed his smooth balls. She took it out, slapped it against her cheeks, feeling his pre-cum against her face.



Robert looked down at her as Becky looked up into his eyes. “Let’s take this upstairs,” he said.



No sooner had they got into the master bedroom than Robert was pulling off her clothes. He ripped off her skimpy little top. She was bra-less underneath, her perky tits wobbling like firm jelly. He got to his knees and ripped off her tiny little hot-pants, revealing her white thong.



“Robert, I’ve never…
 done
 anything like this. I’m a virgin.”



“Well, maybe not for much longer,” said Robert as he pulled down her thong, uncovering her smooth tight pussy.



Robert was still naked form the waist down, his erect 9.5 incher bobbing about in front of him as he rose to his feet. Becky pulled off his t-shirt, revealing his muscular toned torso, and the two fell on the big double bed together intertwined. He pulled her to the end of the bed, letting her fleshy tush hang off the edge. He spread her milky white legs wide. In exactly the same position that he had licked the furry muff earlier, he was now looking at a completely bald little pussy. He outstretched his tongue, licking up and down the folds of her delicate slit, her pussy lips tucked away neatly, unspoiled. He delved his tongue in as deep as he could and his long manly muscle reached Becky in places she’d only dreamed of. He pulled it out and flicked it from left to right over her burning little bud, sending waves of excitement all over her body, creating little goosebumps on her forearms.



“That feels so gooood!”



“It tastes so good, baby! It tastes so…
 fresh
 ,” said Robert as he got to his feet, his enormous erection swinging about in front of him from left to right, his big shaven balls tightening up dramatically, his scrotal sac full, needing to shoot, his cock desperate for some real attention.



He grabbed the young girl by the back of her head and slapped his cock from cheek to cheek vigorously, brushing his big bell-end up between her lips, pressing up against her face. She could smell his sex, needed his meat, and she reached out and cupped his big balls while tracing a finger down underneath his nuts, down to his ass-crack where she stroked his backdoor.



“You’re a naughty one!”



“Yes, I am! I’m a naughty one for a virgin.”



Robert grabbed her and pushed her back down into the comfy pillows. He forcefully spread her legs wide, and lined up his throbbing member with her fully juiced-up snatch. He pushed his big helmet up against her tight flange. As it winced, he slid his bell-end up into her snatch, and in it popped.



The next inch followed. And the next inch, and the next inch, as he shafted the whole 9.5 inches deep inside her slick virginal pussy. The walls of her pussy clamped down upon his girth with incredible force, as her tunnel sucked him deeper and deeper inside.



“Oh fuck,” said Becky as she looked up into his eyes. “What about a condom?”



“There’s one in my wallet over there.”



Well, at least he’s being a gentleman about it,
 thought Becky, then looked at him and thought,
 I don’t want him to stop, I want to feel him inside me, I want to feel his seed.
 “There’s no time for that,” said Becky, “don’t stop. Carry on. Do me. Drill me! Like a bitch in heat.”



Robert didn’t need to asked twice, and thrust in and out. His muscular toned buttocks plowing up and down as he impaled her fully on his erect staff. Becky felt like she was going to be split in two, but she loved the sensation, giving her pleasures she’d never known as his big bell-end rubbed up against her g-spot.



Her mind went blank, she forgot about everything. She forget where she was, who she was, she even forgot her name. All she knew was that she was there, in that moment, being
 fucked
 , and loving every second of it.



Just as Becky felt an amazing climax build up inside her body, she felt the enormous member being slid out of her tight snatch and heard the audible ‘pop’. She looked down at her gaping flange and the dripping phallus before her, wet with her own love-juice. The cheeky glint in Robert’s eye told her that he was now
 really
 going to give her a good old shafting.



He grabbed her by her slim waist and flipped her over onto her hands and knees. Like the good little hussy that she now was, she crawled over to the centre of the bed. With her face near the pillow, she raised her tight little ass in the air, her starfish winking tauntingly. Robert needed to get back inside her flower, so he put his strong manly hands back on her taut ass-cheeks and began to plunge in once more. He slid in more easily this time, every inch, balls deep, and he penetrated her, sliding in and out, pulling back on her hair, slapping her ass.



The image of the porno downstairs flashed through Becky’s mind as she was spanked by this older man, his strong hands slapping her fleshy cheeks. She looked up, and couldn’t believe her eyes, as there before her attached to the wall, was an 8 inch black dildo.
 God, my mum’s a kinky bitch,
 thought Becky.



But she didn’t have time to think for long, as Robert withdrew his cock and said, “You liked seeing that black cock in that movie? Well there’s a big plastic black cock for you. Turn around, show me what you can do.”



Becky did as she was told. She turned around, and backed her ass up, pressing her flange up against the big black bell-end, allowing it to slip into her now incredibly slick box, as she impaled herself on the toy. She began to bounce off it, her lady-juice dripping down onto the pillow beneath her. Robert crawled forward on his knees, and with his huge member in front of Becky’s face, she couldn’t resist but open her mouth and suck her own love-juice off his tool, whilst simultaneously screwing herself on the dildo.



As she was getting spit-roasted, she just couldn’t believe that she was in such a naughty situation. With Robert’s monstrous stick inside her mouth, it wasn’t long before Becky felt her pent-up orgasm finally begin to surface. Her body shook with intense waves of ecstatic pleasure, and she came wildly, squirting love-juice backwards right down the black shaft, coating the big black plastic balls, drenching the wall behind her and dripping down, soaking the pillow beneath her.



“Fuck, that was a lot of squirt!” said Robert with his straining penis in her mouth. “Well, my balls are still full and I need to shoot my load.” He lay back on the bed, his dick pointing up to the heavens.



Becky spread her thighs and straddled him, allowing his massive member to enter her once more. It was obviously the first time she had ever ridden dick, but she took to it like a duck to water, having horse ridden previously. She rode the large knob up and down, caressing Robert’s firm pecs as she did so. Her fully soaked-up snatch made a satisfying squelching noise with every bounce, and Robert reached up to tweak her hard light-pink nipples as Becky rode him like a racehorse, faster and faster.



She felt his balls twitch beneath her, and Robert began to moan, his sac tightening up drastically. He shot his load, thick creamy spunk spurting into Becky’s fertile teen body, coating her insides. She felt his hot sperm filling her up, warming her up. It felt great inside her.



The sperm blindly made their way, swimming. They only had one way to go, and that was towards Becky’s egg, and they made their way there as she dismounted the softening phallus.



Sitting on her firm ass, she opened her legs and looked down to admire her cream-pie. “Jesus. I think I might be in a bit of trouble,” she said cheekily.



“I’m sure we’ll get through this,” said Robert with his empty ball-sacs in his hand.



Becky took solace in his valiant attempt to comfort her, and she knew she would get through this, with or without her mother’s blessing. She was a strong girl. If she
 did
 happen to get pregnant, then she
 would
 find a way to deal with it. At least Robert had money. He’d be able to take care of her.



But perhaps this wasn’t going to be the last time that they would make love. If Becky was going to be living here, she really wouldn’t mind getting more load-fulls of his salty seed on a nightly basis. And if she was going to have a fat tummy and fat milky tits while she did it, then so be it. She was sure her mother could easily go and find another guy to live with.



Screw university.



 



~~~###~~~
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I
 t was the smell that got to her.



Erin definitely would have passed by the shop if it hadn't been for the sweet, earthy smell emanating from the shop's open door, propped open with a large flower pot. It didn't seem like anything special at first glance. It was a narrow shop, squeezed in between two bigger buildings on the lower decks of Space Station Atlantic. Dimly lit and hardly noticeable, it looked as if no one else was even paying attention to it.



But that smell.



She felt her mouth watering, and licked her plush bottom lip absentmindedly. She had to figure out what it was. She felt like she needed to find it. It was an imperative urge in the back of her mind, and before she knew what was happening, she was already walking toward the shop.



She entered the shop, and it was as if she'd entered an entirely new world. Behind her, she could still faintly hear the noise from the street outside, but the store was quiet. The air was thick with the scent of earth and pollen, but Erin could still follow the smell that had brought her inside. It cut through everything to find her.



She followed it, brushing past thick bushes and waving aside flowering vines. This place was more like a jungle than a shop. And what a strange jungle it was. She couldn't recognize half of the plants she was passing.



Which was strange, because she was a biologist, working on a thesis in botany. If anyone should recognize these plants, it should be her.



Still, no need to be arrogant. Her specialization was Terran botany, after all. Plenty of new and strange plants out there from the far reaches of the galaxy.



Normally, she'd feel like a kid in a candy shop with all these new plants to identify. But that smell kept urging her onward, past all the exotic flowers and plants in her path. How far did this shop go back? She still hadn't found the source of the intoxicating smell yet.



The smell didn't get any stronger, but she somehow knew when she was close. She almost didn't see it among all the other plants.



&quot;You're a twisty one,&quot; she murmured, stopping and stroking the base.



The plant seemed to quiver at her touch, and she jerked her hand back. Plants didn't normally move, not unless they were carnivorous. Who knew what alien plants ate? The plant itself was certainly interesting. It twined over and around itself, tendrils clinging together and spiraling up, while the long ends hung down in a cascade. She nudged one of the tendrils with her hand, and it curled around the tip of her finger.



There was a sharp prick, and Erin cried out. It had bitten her.



She looked at her finger, and there was a little puncture on her fingertip. It wasn't bleeding at all, and when she put it in her mouth to suck at the wound, she tasted something sweet and sharp. It tasted a bit like sap, but sweeter. Her mouth watered suddenly, and she licked her lips.



She found the tendril that had done the biting and poked it again. It nudged her back, but didn't jab her again.



&quot;Oi, what are you doing?&quot; came a voice behind her.



She spun around and found herself face to face with a Umarian. Umarians didn't especially like humans that much, but Erin didn't much care about that, as long as this particular one would let her buy the plant.



&quot;How much is it?&quot; she asked, turning back to the plant and petting at the twisting stem again.



She hadn't imagined it. The plant shivered again when she touched it.



&quot;Oh,&quot; the Umarian said. &quot;That's... that's never happened before.&quot;



&quot;What?&quot; she asked.



&quot;It's matured in the presence of a human,&quot; the Umarian said. &quot;They usually don't.&quot;



&quot;Can I buy it?&quot; she asked.



&quot;It's not for sale.&quot;



&quot;I must have it,&quot; Erin pleaded. &quot;I have to, you don't understand…&quot;



&quot;Oh, I understand, probably more than you do,&quot; said the Umarian knowingly. &quot;Yes, you can take it home. But I'm warning you now that this could have unintended consequences for you.&quot;



&quot;Yes, fine,&quot; Erin said sharply.



&quot;Sign this waiver form.&quot;



Erin did without a second thought. She didn't even read it. She picked the pot up and carried it out of the shop. It didn't occur to her until she was almost home that she should’ve asked what it ate. Terran plants usually subsisted on sunlight, water, and the earth's nutrients, but that didn't mean that all plants were happy with that type of sustenance.



Erin decided that she would figure it out when she got home.



She got a call from her friend Kristen on the way home and answered the call, even though Kristen could go on for absolutely hours. She was in a hurry, and Kristen was slowing her down.



&quot;Hello?&quot;



&quot;Oh hi!&quot; Kristen trilled. &quot;You remember that me and Wes are coming over tomorrow night, right?&quot;



&quot;Yeah, sure.&quot;



&quot;Okay, good, I don't want to walk in on you again, like that one time,&quot; Kristen said, chuckling.



&quot;That was
 one
 time,&quot; Erin said, rolling her eyes. &quot;I'll see you tomorrow.&quot;



&quot;Ooh, someone's in a hurry. Are you getting laid tonight?&quot;



&quot;No,&quot; Erin said. &quot;Bye Kristen.&quot;



&quot;Fine, bye, I know when to take a hint.&quot;



Kristen hung up just as Erin got home, which was good. Because even though she said she wasn't getting laid, that didn't mean she didn't need a little alone time to herself now and again. And for some reason, she felt really horny right now. The feeling had been growing stronger and stronger since she left the plant shop. She needed some relief.



She barely managed to put the plant down before she was sprawled out on her bed and putting her hand up her skirt. She didn't even get her panties off, just stuck two fingers past the fabric. She was already wet, and her panties were soaked. What was up with her? She didn't normally need it this bad.



She stroked inside herself with two fingers, enjoying the sensation, and opened her long legs wide. She spread the fluid up to her clit and teased at it until she was gasping. She wanted something inside her, she ached with the
 need
 for it.



She grabbed a dildo from her bedside table and pushed it inside herself. She didn't need any lube, being so wet. As she slid it in and out and arched her back up, she thought she saw the plant move. She stopped for a second, but it must have been her imagination.



She fucked herself with the dildo and rubbed at her clit until she went over the edge, crying out and spasming on the bed.



As she was washing her hands off in the bathroom, she looked over at the plant, and she could swear that it was bigger than the last time she saw it.



Throughout the rest of the afternoon, she washed the dishes, did the laundry and watched her favorite show. Every time she looked back at the plant, it seemed like it was bigger than the last time.



Finally, she walked over to examine it.



It was much bigger. It was almost her height now, and its tendrils were thicker. She touched one, and it seemed to pulse in her hand. She stroked it a little, and it seemed to shiver a bit. She suddenly found that her hand was sticky, as if it had emitted sap in response to her touch.



She licked the sap off, liking how it tasted, and went back to watching her show.



Just before she turned off the light, she went over to the plant and measured herself against it. It was definitely taller than her now. Extraordinary. She turned off the light and got into bed, determined to find out what kind of plant it was the next day.



 



Erin groggily stirred from her sleepy slumber, wondering what had woken her up. She slowly began to be aware that there was something touching her, and that her covers were drawn all the way back. Something was touching her ankles, stroking at them and curling around them.



She sat up hurriedly, and froze as she realized that it was the plant. It had somehow moved itself to the foot of her bed, and its tendrils were winding around her ankles. She waited to see what it would do, curious. The plant circled up her calves, stroking experimentally at her skin. When it got to her knees, it began to spread her legs. As it wound its way up to her thighs, it spread them further.



&quot;Oh,&quot; Erin said, feeling her groin start to throb.



Two tendrils snaked out, touching at her flat belly and her breasts. One pressed at one of her nipples, and she gasped as it leaked a little sap onto her. Trailing back down, one tendril caressed her inner thighs. The other one pressed at her already-wet entrance, and started to push itself inside.



&quot;Oh!&quot; she cried, louder this time.



The tendril began to swell inside her. It gently rocked, seemingly imitating her previous motions with the dildo. The other tendril found her swollen clit and began rubbing it.



&quot;Oh, fuck!&quot; Erin cried, clenching the bedsheets in her hands. &quot;God, yes.&quot;



The plant took her words as encouragement, and it fucked her steadily until she came hard, clenching around it and gushing all over her bedsheets. It drew away a little, and Erin sank back, drowsy. Finally, she fell back asleep, sated.



The next day when she woke up, the plant was back in the corner where it had started the night. Her sheets were still soaked, and the plant itself was much bigger. Erin thought it was strange, but she must have dreamed what had happened the night before.
 Plants don’t reproduce like animals, right?



She looked at the bed and decided she needed to do even more laundry. And clean the house – she'd almost forgotten that Kristen and Wes were coming over. At least she enjoyed cooking, so that wouldn't feel like such a chore.



By the time Kristen and Wes showed up, the house was sparkling and dinner was almost ready.



The first thing that Kristen said when she opened the door was, &quot;What's that smell?&quot;



&quot;Coq au vin,&quot; replied Erin.



&quot;No, that
 sweet
 smell,&quot; Wes said. &quot;It smells good.&quot;



Erin almost didn't know what they were talking about until she remembered the plant. Kirsten and Wes marveled at it, having the same pre-occupation with its tendrils that she'd had.



&quot;It's rather big,&quot; Kristen said in a soft voice.



&quot;It grew pretty fast,&quot; Erin said. &quot;Come on, dinner's ready.&quot;



They all ate, played some board games and relaxed with a bottle of wine, chatting. By the time they finished the bottle, it was getting late.



&quot;It's fine, just stay the night,&quot; Erin said, laughing. &quot;It'll be just like old times at uni, right?&quot;



&quot;Bed-sharing and passing out?&quot; Kristen replied giggling. &quot;Sounds good to me.&quot;



&quot;Can we all fit on this bed?&quot; Wes asked.



&quot;We have fitted on smaller beds,&quot; Erin reminded him. &quot;Come on, pile on!&quot;



With a lot of laughing and rearranging, they all got settled onto Erin's bed. It really
 was
 just like old times – as soon as they were settled, Wes and Kristen fell right to sleep. Just as Erin was drifting off, she could swear she saw the plant shiver.



 



She woke up disorientated. She felt like she was hanging in the air, facedown. She blinked and felt several strands of hair hanging down in front of her eyes, but the room was dark.



As her mind raced, she heard a sharp gasp.



&quot;Kristen?&quot; she asked.



&quot;Erin,&quot; Kristen replied. &quot;What's going on?&quot;



&quot;It's the plant!&quot; Wes yelled. &quot;We're all tangled up in the plant!&quot;



&quot;Lights on!&quot; Erin said, and the lights flooded on, showing her immediately that the plant had them all entangled.



&quot;How do we get out?&quot; Wes asked.



&quot;No idea, these vines are strong,&quot; Erin answered.



&quot;Oh, something's touching me!&quot; Kristen said suddenly.



&quot;What?&quot; Erin asked.



&quot;Oh! It's touching my nipples! And my –&quot;



Erin felt one of the tendrils running down her back and caressing her ass. It tugged down her panties and nudged curiously at her back entrance, but bypassed that for her already moist pussy. She groaned as it eased itself inside, deciding that she was just going to go with what was happening.



She must not have been dreaming after all.



Kristen was making breathy little moans from behind her. Erin twisted a little and saw that Kristen was knicker-less, and was trussed up like the chicken she'd made for dinner. She had a tendril moving in and out of her pussy. The tendril made a little shivery movement every time it pushed in, almost as if it was also getting pleasure from being inside her.



&quot;Oh, Jeez,&quot; Wes said from her other side. &quot;Oh, that's... that's very...&quot;



He let out a moan, and Erin turned to her other side to see the plant was pushing into Wes' ass, which was slick with some sort of fluid. His boxer shorts lay on the ground beneath him. The tendril was oozing sap and using it as lube so that it could push into him. Wes made another little cry and pushed back up onto the tendril as it worked its way deeper.



The tendril inside Erin pushed in harder, as if annoyed that she wasn't paying it enough attention. She gasped as the plant kept up its punishing rhythm. Erin moaned again, openly letting her sounds of pleasure fill the room.



Suddenly, she felt a nudge at her mouth.



The plant was pushing a tendril at her lips, and she instinctively opened them to let it in. The tendril was already slick with sap, which was bittersweet. Her mouth filled with saliva, and she swallowed around the girth, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked. She felt the tendril spasm as she licked at it.



&quot;Oh, oh Jeez!&quot; Wes was still crying out as the plant fucked him in earnest.



A quick glance confirmed to Erin that the plant was curling around the hard length of his cock and brushing at his balls. Wes' face was contorted with pleasure, and the next moment, he cried out and came all over the floor in splatters. The tendril withdrew, but kept him captured.



A moment later, Erin heard Kristen moaning from the other side.



She swiveled her head to see Kristen no longer had a tendril inside her, but it was rubbing over her slick labia and hard clit. Her cries got higher and louder until she was writhing in mid-air, the plant's arms barely keeping her in place. As Erin watched, the tendril drew away a little, thin strings of sap still connecting them. Kristen let out a frustrated noise of disappointment, and the tendril resumed its stroking. The tendril did this several more times until Kristen was sobbing with need.



When the tendril finally let her climax, she was screaming so loudly that Erin wondered if her neighbors could hear her. She trembled almost violently through her orgasm, before laying completely relaxed in the plant’s embrace.



Erin realized it was her turn next. She was the main event.



The tendril in her mouth drew out and pushed back in again. Erin's jaw was sore, stretched around the throbbing girth. She could feel the plant pulsing against her tongue. She sucked, tonguing it as it quivered.



The other tendril had slowed its movements, pushing in and out of her in a drawn out, shivery motion.  Erin felt the touch of another plant arm against the front of her mound, but it didn't rub at her clit. It took Erin a moment to realize that she was meant to grind against it. She pushed forward with her hips and felt her clit rub against the arm's slick surface. When she pushed her hips forward again, she felt a rush of pleasure as the tendril inside her swelled.



She realized how quiet it was apart from her muffled moans and panting. Kristen and Wes were watching her with bated breath as the plant pleasured her.



The thought of being watched made her insides throb with want, and she mewled, pushing back against the plant arm inside her, and rubbing against the other tendril to get friction on her clit.



The plant started getting more and more frantic as it pushed inside her, jerking as if it was experiencing as much pleasure as she was. The plant shivered again, started shaking and swelled. She groaned, ground once more against it and felt it hit a soft spot inside her. She moaned around the tendril in her mouth and came, her inner walls clenching around the thick girth with vice-like force.



All at once, the plant pulsed, and she felt a gush of warm sap fill her mouth and her pussy. She sucked hard on the tendril, and it shuddered, pulsing again and again. When it was over, she could feel sap dripping down her thighs. The plant arms retreated, and Erin licked her mouth clean.



The plant deposited them all back on the bed and withdrew back to the corner once more.



It felt like there was something strange inside Erin’s stomach.



&quot;I think I'm pregnant,&quot; she said dazedly, rubbing at her belly.



&quot;Impossible,&quot; Wes said weakly from where he was lying beside her, nursing his sore ass.



&quot;She's doing that glowing thing that pregnant people do,&quot; Kristen said sleepily.



&quot;She can't be pregnant,&quot; Wes said stubbornly.



&quot;Just go to sleep, and we'll worry about it in the morning.&quot;



There was silence for a moment or so.



Erin said, &quot;So, anyone feel like popping around next week?&quot;



They didn't say no.



 



~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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R
 ock music was turned up loud, her shades were on and Samantha genuinely felt happy as she sped down the country road. Even though she had split from Ricky, she was feeling positive about the future when suddenly a rabbit ran out into the road in front of her. It stopped and looked up at her.
 Does this cute fluff ball have a death wish or something?
 Instinctively she steered to avoid it (she was a vegetarian after all). Her car went off the road and she went tumbling off the lane, downhill, and into a forest.



“At least my car is the right way up,” she whispered to herself. She was shaken, but realising she was unharmed apart from a few scratches and marks that would no doubt turn to bruises, she opened the door and stepped out.



Her car was a wreck. It was then that she heard footsteps behind her, and she spun around to see a man slowing running through the trees past her. It was almost as if he was going for a jog.
 Why go for a jog in these remote woods? How bizarre,
 she thought. She only caught a glimpse of him for a brief moment, but she saw that he was tall, strong, muscular, and around the same young-ish age as herself. She knew she needed to ask for help, it was either that or stand by the side of the road with her thumb in the air and wait hours for someone who might or might not be a psycho killer in a truck to pick her up. Chasing after this stranger seemed a better option, she thought. So she jogged after him.



He was out of sight but she headed after him, as quick as she could. She hopped over logs and past trees, her beautiful blonde hair tied back in a ponytail, as her firm real boobs bounced underneath her dark green boob-tube. Her designer ripped jeans (that were now genuinely ripped in places) offered just the right amount of flexibility for her toned long legs to pick up quite a pace. All those squats in the gym had paid off - she felt like a female horse.



She ran for what seemed like a lifetime, but was in fact about 5 minutes. Samantha was getting quite heated and hot with all this exercise – a bead of sweat dripped down her ass-crack and into her thong.



As the woodland became denser and more remote she thought to herself,
 God, why am I going this deep in? There might be a deranged inbred cannibal lurking in the shadows, eager to jump out and pounce on me.
 But then she chuckled to herself and decided she must have seen too many horror movies and was letting her imagination run wild. Little did she know that what she would encounter was far, far more extreme than what the boundaries of her imagination allowed.



She saw she was about to come across an opening in the forest, and although her legs were jelly and she was anxious, this was the first time since the crash that she felt a feeling of relief. For there, through the couple of trees ahead, she could hear human murmuring and commotion. She walked into the small opening in the forest, and was taken aback in shock, for there in front of her was the man. But he was not standing there, taking a breather from his run, but in fact he was on his knees – making love to a woman.



The woman was on all fours, ass in the air, as this stud of a man was making love to her from behind. Samantha immediately felt embarrassed that she had interrupted them. Perhaps he had been jogging to get back to the picnic site where he and his girlfriend were spending the afternoon.



“Sorry!” Samantha exclaimed loudly, her cheeks turning red. But as the man looked up and gave a mischievous smile, she realised there was no blanket or anything resembling a picnic anywhere in sight. Perhaps this man had never met this woman he was making love to before. Perhaps he had been running through the woods, following her scent, and was now fucking her with merciless passion. Whatever it was, the woman seemed to be enjoying it, as her head rolled back and she squealed with ecstasy with every pelvic thrust. Her clothes were torn, her jeans pulled down but still on, her knee high boots digging into the muddy woodland ground.



He had dark straight hair, and she could see that it was nicely groomed. He was wearing blue jeans, obviously unzipped, a white t-shirt and a leather jacket. Even through the cotton Samantha could see that his chest was muscular, as if he was carved out of stone.



As much as she didn’t want to admit it to herself, Samantha was aroused by viewing this scene of uncontrollable lust. It was like a live action porn flick right before her very eyes. She was a woman of the world after all, and this buck was way hotter than that skinny dork of a boyfriend she’d spent the past year with.



His delay in responding made her think that perhaps she had made a terrible mistake following him here; perhaps she should have tried to hitchhike after all.
 This is weird - who the hell just shags someone while a stranger watches, with no hint of stopping in embarrassment?



As Samantha looked into his eyes she realised that they were red. Deep burning red. Her very soul was impaled by terror as she locked eyes with this guy’s red eyes. They glowed like burning coals as he smiled at her, opened his mouth and omitted a disturbing growl. Whatever he, it, was - it wasn’t human.



The man shifted into beast form before her very eyes. Dark brown fur with streaks of white sprouted from all over his skin, as he grew massively in stature, bursting out of his clothes as they fell away from him in tattered shreds. All the while, still penetrating the other female, who was now screaming louder than ever as this man-beast impaled her rampantly. His questionable purpose filled Samantha with dread as she stood motionless, petrified.



The beast’s hands grabbed the woman’s ass which was round and firm as a peach. One of its big strong hands reached out and grabbed a hold of her long wavy brunette hair and pulled it back tightly as it continued to pound her with a fast hard rhythm. This beast was like a machine.



Then the man-beast started to inspect every inch of her body, it’s long muscular arms reaching down to fondle her large firm breasts that were swinging under her top from side to side, then feeling up and down her thighs, then giving her ass a hard smack – so hard that some birds in a nearby tree flew away in fright as the loud clap of his palm against her rippling bum-flesh echoed through the forest. The beast was certainly enjoying himself, and enjoying every inch of her body, as if this female’s only purpose, her very existence, was to satisfy his huge frustrated demon dick. Escape was not an option. Her fate was to stay on all fours and take it – there was no man on Earth that could overpower this fiend. This woman was getting vaginally drilled by a hairy-balled monster from another world, but she could not deny the pleasure it was giving her as her screams of ecstasy proved.



As she was viewing this Samantha pondered over her own sexual desires, and was brutally honest with herself – she had never really been into submissive or dominant sex, or voyeurism for that matter. But then again, she had been dating a pencil-necked nerd for quite some time, a pencil-necked nerd that she thought she loved, and thought she would spend the rest of her life with, until she had found out that he was cheating. But as she looked on she found herself becoming weirdly aroused by this demonic scene of lust, and felt suddenly extremely turned on, and wouldn’t have minded being overpowered herself. She felt embarrassed to admit this to herself, but it was the truth.



The brunette woman looked up at Samantha and they caught the look of enjoyment and worry in each other’s eyes, before turning her head and asking the beast, “Why are you doing this?”



To which, the beast replied in a voice as loud as a hundred men, “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I just want to fuck you!”



At this point the beast went from kneeling to being on the flat of his feet, leaning over with his chest pressed against her back, the whole time still screwing the bouncy brunette. Samantha believed she had seen this position in a porn flick once, she recalled it being referred to as ‘up & over’. The brunette was overshadowed, enveloped, completely taken over by this colossal figure.



His arms were wrapped around her waist, and as he started to stand up he lifted her off the ground with him. Now Samantha could truly see the real size of his stature – he was huge. He must have been at least 9 foot tall, muscles rippling underneath that thick brown fur that covered every inch of his body. She could also get a really good look at the woman, and saw that she was very attractive indeed. She was a bit older than Samantha, probably in her mid-30s, with a very pretty girl-next-door-look. Just an everyday woman that had somehow found herself in an incredible situation. Even though Samantha had always considered herself straight, she thought to herself that this busty brunette was pretty hot.



The beast stood up straight, holding the woman as if she was light as a feather, and withdrew his penis from her red-raw womanly opening, the huge length of his beast-prick still erect and craving more attention.



He tore her top and bra off to expose her naked breasts and stomach. Her gorgeous smooth breasts wobbled and shimmered like two full mounds of jelly, jiggling up and down as the light shone down through the trees and bounced off them. Her jeans were now completely off, and her bare body was completely exposed. The only item of clothing that remained was her long leather boots.



As shocked as Samantha was by all of this, she had momentarily forgotten about the possible peril herself and the brunette may be facing, and found herself feeling encouragement towards the beast, almost willing him on to do his dastardly deeds and anticipating the outcome, however obscene.



Samantha realized she was not thinking rationally or normally at this moment, as if something deep within her had changed. Perhaps it was the shock of the situation or the creature’s burning red eyes that penetrated her very soul, almost hypnotizing her.



The brunette was lean and toned, and her abdominal muscles were visible with every panting breath, as the veins in her neck pulsed while she dangled in his clutches, helpless and at his absolute mercy. Samantha’s excitement grew and grew while viewing this, a feeling she felt very ashamed of.



Samantha’s eyes landed on the woman’s vaginal mound. The woman looked down at her own nakedness, then at Samantha in complete worry. Under the circumstances, Samantha felt that the woman had totally no reason to feel ashamed or humiliated. She had
 nothing
 to be embarrassed about.



She hung in front of Samantha completely nude in broad daylight, arms restrained, legs dangling and parted, neatly trimmed dark pubic hair rustling in the light breeze. Her body was incredible – a right gym bunny. Feminine muscles straining while suspended in the air. She had smooth skin and bright green eyes.



Samantha had always considered herself straight. Well, she had a couple of brief encounters with other girls while at college, but she knew that lots of girls had a bit of fun when they went away to college. It was the perfect time for any young woman to enjoy herself and set her clitty free. But when she looked up at this genuine beauty her heart skipped a beat and she felt sexual attraction like never before.



The long beastly fingers reached between the brunette’s legs and started to massage her vaginal opening, in a surprisingly gentle and loving manor, making her pussy wet with female love juice. Whatever emotions the brunette was feeling, her body was telling her that she was enjoying this sensation; she was caught up in this moment and wanting, willing it to continue.



Right then Samantha started to notice how pretty her pussy was. She has never thought much of other women’s private parts, but this one really filled her with intrigue. Neatly maintained, full luscious lips and a protruding glistening love-button. Something about her love-button mesmerized Samantha, it was just the right size, and as the fiend’s long finger circled it its excitement grew.



The brunette was a thing of beauty. Samantha reluctantly admitted to herself she wished she could feel that pussy, run her hands over it, and do just what the beast was doing. She almost envied him. He explored her womanhood with no pause, no remorse and absolutely no shame. The hand caressed and rubbed every inch of her naked flesh, up and down the length of her body, almost as if the woman was getting a full body massage – some people would actually pay good money for a massage as intense and thorough as this. The lady’s eyes caught each other’s gaze once more, and their eyes told a thousand words, mutually wishing it was Samantha that was caressing her naked flesh instead of this vile obtrusive fiend.



As strange as it sounds, as Samantha looked at this crazy sight, she felt a bizarre vibe that this monster was now not only interested in its own gratification, but instead was interested in giving pleasure. As his hands fondled, massaged and groped, he seemed to be trying to figure out how it felt to be truly human, how a female would appreciate being touched and caressed. This made a nice momentary change, Samantha thought - maybe he’s not so selfish, maybe he truly wants to give us pleasure we’ve never known and make us cum with uncontrollable lust.



The creature’s hands were definitely having a positive effect on the brunette, because she was getting wetter and wetter. It was then that the beast held her by the wrists and outstretched her arms. He held her in front of him, and she hung there, helpless in crucifixion. Her heart beating loudly in her chest as the beast’s eyes burnt brightly behind her.



It was at this second that the lust between the women grew to what felt like a feeling of love. It was also the time when, perhaps, the fiend would take things a bit too far.



The monster’s penis now grew once more to its ridiculous full length, as big as a man’s arm, with testicles that were as big as two cantaloupes swinging in a hammock. It rose up, serpentine, between her legs, but instead of going to the front where her welcoming opening waited, it moved towards the back. The brunette looked at Samantha with a look of knowing, as if she knew what was going to happen before Samantha did.



The beast was slowly but persistently pushing his penis up into the woman’s ass. She had felt humiliated beforehand – being made love to by a shifting man-beast from another dimension, being stripped off, getting a full body massage and having her clitoris flicked – all in front of a girl she’d never met before. However, now something slightly more embarrassing was happening – she was getting anally penetrated by a monster dick while suspended off the air in a crucifix pose.



Samantha felt uncomfortable for her – for now she was perhaps being violated in a way she didn’t want. Samantha wished for a moment that the beast would take her instead to give this woman a break. She wanted to tell her that she admired her, respected her and felt bad for her that she was getting such a drilling. For the most part the brunette’s eyes were shut but every few moments she would open them to reveal a look of innocence that made Samantha want to say to the beast, “Stop! Take me instead.”



Then something rather extraordinary happened.



Samantha started to realise that it wasn’t embarrassment or agony that this woman was feeling – it was intense pleasure instead. Maybe it was the beast’s rhythmic movements, or the feeling of being overpowered, or the voyeuristic aspect of being watched, but this sexy milf was really enjoying taking it in the ass. The slow loving penetration of this monster dick was having an amazing effect on her flange which was now glistening like amber nectar in the subtle afternoon light.



She moaned and writhed around, really caught up in the moment and enjoying herself. The fiend had her outstretched in front of him during the anal penetration, as if he had just won the play-offs and was proudly showing off his shiny trophy.



The huge snakelike beast-cock then slipped out of her tight bunghole and bobbed about in the air, almost having a mind of its own, momentarily satisfied.



The beast pushed the woman up close to Samantha, so close that their faces were almost touching, so close that Samantha could smell the scent of sex on her, so close that it made Samantha take a couple of steps back and sit down on the dry mud of the forest floor, looking up at the spectacle before her. He lowered her down to Samantha’s level on the ground until both women were face to face, their eyes locked. Instinctively, they began to mutually kiss each other, softly at first, and then more passionately, their perfect female tongues intertwined in an amazing lip-lock that made a passing squirrel look up and ponder the tender moment. It was thing of beauty, and at that moment they felt gratitude towards the beast for allowing them this moment of contact.



However, the women wanted more than just a kiss, and the beast felt this between them. While clutching the brunette with one hand, he took one long finger and struck downwards with the razor-sharp fingernail across Samantha’s tight-fitting top, cutting the cotton open, cutting through her bra, and letting her gorgeous full boobs spring free from their harness. The huge hairy hand then tore her jeans and panties off in one fell swoop, her panties tossed to the side, her love-juice clearly visible on the underwear fabric as they lay on the floor next to them.



Both women’s bodies were now shaking in anticipation and uncontrollable lust. The brunette’s eyes scaling Samantha’s young body, just how Samantha had admired her beforehand - excited, nervous and in deep lust.



The brunette watched as the beast-hand reached out in front of her, firmly squeezing Samantha’s big fleshy tits one at a time, not so hard that it hurt but with enough pressure that her nipples hardened as if it were the dead of winter. Samantha’s entire body tingled with excitement, for now she felt what it was like to be watched, to be viewed by a stranger. All the while being examined as if she were a sex object and this was her only use.



As the serpentine length of the fiend’s penis snaked out and dove between the brunette’s legs towards Samantha, she knew that it would be her turn next. She was about to experience being drilled by the monster cock. The brunette looked into Samantha’s eyes as if to let her know it was going to be okay – it would feel good and she had nothing to worry about.



But as the enormous head protruded close to the opening of her lady-hole, it stopped as if it had a change of heart. The beast’s eyes burnt brighter than ever as he grabbed the brunette by both ankles and dangled her upside down, her long chestnut brown locks grazing the ground. He then proceeded to put her on top of Samantha, head to groin, so these women had no choice but to be facially smothered in each other’s sex. The beast held her there, forcing this upside-down position of lust. The girls did what felt natural – their warm soft tongues darted out and began to lick each other’s wet frustrated vaginas.



It was a thing of beauty. A mother bird in the tree above tweeted as she fed her young ones in their nest, while down below these beautiful women were eagerly lapping at each other’s love-holes, the beast’s strong hands firmly holding them together, intertwined in this forced bundle of passionate licking.



This was pretty far from normal oral sex. Given the circumstances, this was
 very
 far from normal oral sex.



The beast-fiend must have found this very exciting, because while the girls lapped at each other’s fuck-slots, his excited monster penis was aimed at them, as if it had been watching intently with a mind separate from the beast. His big hairy beast balls began to tighten up, and with one furious moan the beast closed his eyes and ejaculated his seminal demon fluid all over the girls, covering them in his seed.



They weren’t completely drenched, but they certainly did get a good soaking. Soon after this they both came, hard and fast, and drank each other’s love-juice with great gusto.



If someone would have walked past at this point they might have got quite a shock: two attractive naked females laying head-to-toe, being held there by a very tall hairy monster, moaning as they came in tandem, while a long demon dick cum-covered them. However, no one did walk by.



The beast let go, transformed back into man form, looked a little bit unsure of what had just happened, covered his willy up and ran off into the depths of the woods.



The girls turned the right way up, and lay there panting in each other’s arms, softly kissing each other’s lips.



They smiled, and the brunette said, “Hi, I’m Rebecca. I’ve got a strap-on in my bag… if you’re interested.”



Samantha was interested – and they made love like wild ponies as the sun came down and blue evening light filled the forest. This time they made love exactly how they wanted to.



 



They ended up dating and renting an apartment together. They even got a small fury dog and named him Barnaby. He had red eyes.



They managed to get him house trained.



 



<><><>
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H
 e couldn’t believe he was watching her in her underwear.



“This is what wet dreams are made of,” Sebastian whispered to himself under his breath as he guiltily peered through the peephole. With one eye shut and the other opened as wide as he could get it, he pressed his sweaty palms against the cold painted walls of the male locker room.



Through the peephole in the adjacent girls locker room was Taylor Tittsworth, the very girl he had had a crush on for the entire first semester at college, the girl that he was sure lots of guys had a crush on, and yet there she was, getting changed after netball practice. His guilt quickly changed to desire as he felt a stirring in his slacks, his virginal blue balls felt full to bursting in his y-fronts.



“God, she really is hot as hell,” he murmured, feeling the warmth of his own breath. She hadn’t even noticed him for the entire three months they had shared a lecture hall. He wondered if she even knew he existed; as he pondered that thought further he was absolutely sure she didn’t know he existed. She was way too busy blowing jocks and generally being the popular party girl.



“What a bitch. But God, what a hot bitch.”



She was 5ft9, with a tight toned body and long flowing golden hair. A real beauty with fleshy C cup tits and a perfect round bubble butt. His one open eye widened further as she reached round to her back and unhooked her bra, allowing her fleshy globes to breathe and jiggle freely.



“Oh ferrrk…” Sebastian mumbled to himself, his hard-on now raging in his pants. What he couldn’t believe though, was that Taylor was not alone. No, the entire netball team was there. The team was a mixed-bag looks wise, but being a virgin at college Sebastian knew he wasn’t in a position to be picky – at this point any hole was a goal. Among the team was Sandra Johnston, Taylor’s BBF and also a little hottie in her own right. Darker and paler than Taylor, Sandra had a pretty face and big brown eyes.



A bead of frustrated sweat dripped down from his anxious brow as Sebastian peeped in awe as Sandra also unhooked her bra and bared her perky little titties in front of the entire female team. There they stood by their lockers, topless visions of stuck-up beauty, giggling and engaging in meaningless girly conversation, wearing only their skimpy thongs that rode up between their peachy ass-cracks.



The other girls were getting changed too, bras were being unhooked and flung down on the metal benches as steam from the hot showers began to waft through the room, momentarily obscuring Sebastian’s perverted gaze. Semi-nude female bodies walked past as they went about their business of changing, showering and chatting, unbeknownst that they were being spied on by an average-looking onlooker.



This was all too much for Sebastian to take, and almost subconsciously he reached his hand down to his ankle-swinging slacks and unzipped the rusty fly. Here, he dilly-dallied momentarily before placing his cold sweaty hand inside his y-fronts, pulled his desperate erection out and allowed it to spring free and stand to attention.



He began to masturbate habitually, stroking the straining girth of his inquisitive tool, not noticing the drop of pre-cum as it dripped down and splashed the cap of his Doc Martin boots. His erection stiffened further, for he was about to witness something that he never would have imagined in his wildest fantasies.



He leered on, and watched in disbelief as Taylor Tittsworth casually bent over, placed her well-manicured hands on either side of her pink thong, and slipped it down over her tanned smooth buttocks. There she was, completely nude, the girl he'd been wet-dreaming and wanking about for the past several months. Amazingly, Sandra Johnston seemed very interested in Taylor’s nether regions, as Sebastian witnessed her glancing down and apparently commenting on Taylor’s freshly-shaven snatch.



Her snatch was indeed clean-shaven and totally bald. There was no protrusion of labia as everything was neatly tucked away. In a natural manner Taylor traced her hand down her flat stomach to her perfect tight puss, and started to rub her vaginal slit in full view of Sandra and all the other girls in the room.



“This… is… frickin’ unbelievable!” Sebastian said to himself, his voice trembling with excitement as the speed of his masturbatory strokes increased dramatically. He was now really spanking his monkey, flogging the dolphin for all he was worth, greedily feasting his deviant eye on the one thing that occupied his daily thoughts, knowing he could die happy having perused this beautiful occurrence.



As the frustrated freckly virgin wanked steadily, so did the beautiful blonde on the other side of the wall, her hand now rubbing her quivering pussy up and down, while she placed one foot on the bench to expose her wanton gash to her interested classmate. Moments later Sandra’s black thong was off and she was mirroring her best bud, revealing her similarly shaven (but milk-white) flange to her teammate, flicking her skinny fingers over her swollen little nub and smiling gratuitously.



“I’m… gonna… cum…” Sebastian panted in the empty room, and then, “No… no… I’m not gonna cum. Have to save it. Need to hold onto this load as long as I can.”



It was almost as though he was giving himself a prep-talk, convincing himself not to shoot his milk too soon – knowing how lucky he was to be watching, he wanted to make it last and savor every moment of this incredible sight. He pulled his foreskin back and allowed his bell-end to press against the ice-cold wall, the soothing coolness of the dry paint temporarily halting his aching testicles from ejaculating all over the place.



What he was about to witness next would really put his aching nuts to the test as he cupped them in a desperate attempt to restrain the spooge from flowing. For right before his depraved eye Sandra leant forward and kissed Taylor on the lips - not just a peck but a lingering and passionate (but tongue-less) kiss, their soft lips merging, Sandra’s pale skin in deep contrast to that of her tanned companion.



“You’ve got to be kidding me…”



As their mouths wandered so did their hands, as the young females began to simultaneously reach down and rub each other’s bald coozes, eager to touch each other where the other had been touching herself. Here they rubbed each other’s swollen nubs, their legs parted, their tongues now outstretched and intertwined, humming softly as they indulged in uninhibited girl-on-girl love.



They raised their fingers to their pouting mouths, and enthusiastically sucked the see-thru love-juice from their own hands. Sandra then lay on her back on the changing bench, raised her knees and opened her legs widely, motioning to invite Taylor to climb aboard and take things further.



Taylor did just that, and climbed atop her inviting chum head to toe, Sandra’s arms outstretching to welcome her and engulf her, as her neck outstretched to greet her dripping slit. Here, the girls partook in a 69 position that could only be described as steamy; their hot bodies wrapped around each other as their darting tongues earnestly lapped at each other’s burning coozes.



“Feeeerrrrrkkkkkkk...” was all Sebastian could muster at this point, his gormless bottom lip quivering in shock, his shiny helmet bobbing around in front of him and slapping against the wall to make audible ‘thwacks’.



Sandra’s tongue licked and lapped faster and faster, her expert pointy flicks caressing Taylor’s angry rosebud with such vigor that it wasn’t long before the blonde was moaning like an animal into her friend’s love-hole, eager to reach her inevitable climax. And this she did, cumming hard & good, moaning loudly while pressing her womanhood onto Sandra’s mouth beneath.



Apparently satisfied but eager for more action, Taylor dismounted her milk-white steed and assumed the position on her knees on the floor, brushing her now-damp golden locks away from her pretty face. The other girls had been watching (and enjoying) the upside-down act of love and had gathered around to form a circle. All now naked, they stepped closer to their blonde queen, presenting their horny holes to her. Sandra got up from her lying position and joined them; all girls circling Taylor, all of them clean-shaven down below. All of them, that was,
 except
 for Barbara Braithwaite, and as the unseen onlooker peeped on, Sebastian instantly understood why she had the nickname Barbara Bush. For it was not because of her right-wing political views, but because she had a full hairy muff – her vaginal mound was the opposite of smooth, it was covered with thick dark hair so bushy that Sebastian had to blink to be sure she was not wearing black knickers.



But indeed she was not, and as Barbara reached down to rub her randy hedge, the other girls followed suit, and all began rubbing their smooth slits, eager to satisfy themselves and orgasm in front of their kneeling heroine.



“Unnnnnnnnnnngggghhhh…” Words escaped Sebastian this time, as this was truly an out-of-this-world sight. An all-female circle-jerk, surrounding his biggest crush.



Their self-rubbings intensified and the gang furiously rubbed themselves close to Taylor’s face, who had opened her mouth in a keen attempt to encourage her classmates. They obliged, and furiously rubbed and fingered their wet purses, moaning in unison as they neared their looming climax.



The masturbating gang reached their impending orgasm, and one at a time they came, shooting girly ribbons of female love-juice through the air and over Taylor’s beautiful face, soaking her in their luke-warm squirt. They moaned in unison as their see-thru liquid flowed, showering and covering her in an amazing lesbian facial.



As they continued to run their tingling nubs in post-orgasmic bliss, Sebastian looked on as he realized they had all cum – all except one. For the only girl yet to squirt was Barbara Bush, who was furiously rubbing her bushy mound in an attempt to reach her climax. She straddled Taylor’s face with her legs parted wide, as Taylor crouched beneath her with her mouth agape, ready to take all that Barbara had to give. Barbara moaned like a wolf and slid two long fingers inside her hairy forest opening, before cumming wildly; her body shaking as she squirted copious amounts of love-juice into Taylor’s awaiting pie-hole.



Taylor gulped fast and quick to try to keep up with the amazingly high-volume of squirt, but it kept coming and poured down like the Niagara falls, emptying a bucket-load onto Taylor’s face. Much of the ejaculation spilled from the young girl’s pretty lips and splashed down onto her pert breasts, plastering her pointy nips that protruded like razor sharp bullets.



The unexpected viewing of this insane group bukkake sent Sebastian over the edge, and he speedily pumped his frustrated shaft with furious vigor, eager to unload his own hot seed all over the wall in front of him. He angrily jacked away, when he felt a firm hand on his shoulder.



In absolute shock, he spun around, his throbbing member swinging round too, and to Sebastian’s absolute horror he had been caught red handed – by Mrs Augusta Kleidenspoorg!



Mrs Kleidenspoorg was the netball team’s coach, and aesthetically was the complete opposite of the pretty young things Sebastian had been masturbating over. A podgy woman in her forties, Augusta’s greasy ginger hair hung down like damp curtains, framing her always-rosy cheeks like a caricature of ugly. Her physique was rotund and shapeless like a sack of potatoes, with tits like spaniel’s ears that were hoisted up in a sports bra two sizes too big for her. Her netball coach’s uniform was baggy and poorly-fitted, her wide stance supported by her big leather army boots.



Sebastian had seen her around campus, and had always chuckled to himself when he had witnessed her shout at her team. She was the last person he expected to see here in the men’s changing room – what on earth was she doing in here?! He figured she must have overheard his perverted groans as he masturbated, unaware of the audible volume he was emitting.



He saw the anger in her pale blue pixel eyes, and she glanced down and stared at his still-erect penis that was bobbing about in front of him aimlessly like a headless chicken.



Shocked and deeply embarrassed, he said, “What the…” but no sooner had those two words passed his lips than she grabbed a hold of his left ear with her clammy meaty paw and twisted at almost all the way round, causing the hapless wanker to cry out in pain as she marched him over to the centre of the room.



Her strong arms turned him around and before he could say ‘dominant’, his slacks had been ripped down along with his skid-marked y-fronts. Mrs Kleidenspoorg bent him over the cold metal changing bench, and Sebastian allowed this – seemingly in such shock and so turned-on that perhaps part of him wanted this to happen.



But Mrs Kleidenspoorg was a powerful lady, and even if he had resisted Sebastian wouldn’t have had much say in the matter, for her sausage-like fingers tightly gripped his erect member from behind. She steadily and firmly began tugging his frustrated tool downwards, milking it like a cow’s teat, as if trying to extract the milk from her newly found animal slave.



His testicles tightened and his puny body juddered as this nasty bitch pumped his penis enthusiastically and forcefully, milking him for all he was worth. Just as Sebastian thought he had reached the end of this ordeal and was sure he was about to shoot his milk, Mrs Kleidenspoorg suddenly stopped her strokes, and grasped his shaft was clamp-like force. Whilst tightly gripping his aching member, she licked the palm of her other hand, and brought it down with great force upon his exposed pale ass-cheeks, with a smack so loud he was sure the entire university would hear.



“
 This
 is what you get for being a very naughty boy!” she bellowed behind him, as she again brought her hand down firmly on his snow-white rear. He winced in pain as she continued to spank him faster and faster, the whole while gripping his perverse plonker with near-painful force.



Just as he thought she was taking this way too far and was about to complain, her spanking stopped, and she also released her grasp on his genitals. He looked over his shoulder to try to figure out what this enraged woman had in store for him, and his eyes widened as he saw her take out a big plastic cock from her satchel.



But it wasn’t an ordinary dildo; it was attached to a leather harness. The toy itself was about 8 inches long, flesh-colored and realistic looking, with a veiny shaft and big plastic balls.



“Jeeezus…” Sebastian murmured, as he watched her strap that thing on, still fully clothed in her netball coach’s uniform. She parted his ass-cheeks and spat on his tiny fearful bunghole, before pressing the large bell of the monstrous toy up against his anal opening.



“Now
 this
 is what you get for spying on my girls!” Mrs Kleidenspoorg bellowed, and without warning plunged the entire toy up his tightest sphincter, so deep that he felt the plastic balls bang against his.



Her sweaty mitts clasped his bum cheeks firmly, and she thrust her hips back and forth, violently impaling his anus and fucking him rampantly. At first it hurt – it hurt a lot. But then something strange happened. The friction of the shiny bell massaging his inner prostate and the combined tantalization of the big balls against his was starting to feel good – really good!



This punishment (if that’s what it was intended to be), was starting to feel more like a present, and as Augusta made love to his anal bum-hole Sebastian felt his rigid shaft drip pre-cum as it twitched and strained uncontrollably.



However, just as he was starting to enjoy himself (any hole was a goal, he reminded himself, even his own at this point), he heard the door of the male changing room open behind him. It was the entire netball team!



They had obviously overhead the rampant love scene coming from the adjacent locker room and come in to see what all the commotion was about. So, to Sebastian’s utter horror and discomfort there he was – getting anally shafted by the nasty Mrs Kleidenspoorg, whilst the hot young girls of the netball team surrounded him and watched intently, just as he had watched them.



The pleasure he had been feeling soon turned back to embarrassment, as he looked up and saw Taylor Tittsworth right before him, looking into his eyes with curious pleasure at the pegging scene going on in front of her. Next to her was Sandra Johnston and Barbara Bush, also perusing the situation.



All of this was proving too much for poor Sebastian to take – all he wanted to do in the first place was to get a closer look at his college crush. He hadn’t asked for this. As the dildo slid in and out of his back-door his balls tightened further and his cock gave one final twitch, and he ejaculated – shooting his full load. His spunk shot out like a squirt gun, and jetted through the air, hitting Taylor right in her eye.



Strangely, Sebastian now felt quite content, for he had achieved something he had wanted to do for a long time. Something that many guys had wanted to do. Albeit in an unconventional manner, he had cum in Taylor Tittsworth’s eye.



 



<><><>
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M
 arie had been driving for a major part of the day. She was on the verge of consuming all the food she had and was running on the last few milliliters of fuel left in her tank. She heaved a large sigh of relief as she saw a rickety old signpost point in a northerly direction, stating: ‘Dary Town, 1 km’. As her car rumbled along the highway, small jagged roofs began to decorate the horizon as the sun shone down upon their glinting tiles. Eager to refill her tank and restock her supplies, she pushed down on the accelerator, arriving on the outskirts of the town.



However, she slowed down when she noticed something eerie about Dary Town, her car crawling along the dirt roads. As she peered out of the window, incredibly buxom women staggered around the town, a glazed look in their eyes as they stared at her car. Marie immediately felt embarrassed and hugged herself closer to the steering wheel. She was nowhere near a C-cup and would never consider getting cosmetic surgery. Feeling embarrassed, she sped up a little, on the lookout for a petrol station. Several black hoses latched onto hooks with a booth holding them up caught her eye. She pulled up next to a booth and jumped out of her car to fill up.



While the fuel was being swallowed by her tank, Marie briefly wondered about the women she had seen. Sure, she had seen women in her life who had much larger breasts than her, but the whole town’s population of women seemed to own a pair of very ample breasts. Speaking of the town’s population, where were the men? Ever since she had entered Dary Town, she had not seen one man.



“Maybe they’re all just in their homes?” Marie wondered out loud.



Then why are the women out on the streets?



Marie disconnected the pipe from her tank and put it back on the booth. She fished out some money from her wallet to pay for fuel and food. She was half-expecting to see a man behind the counter, but was instead surprised to see another buxom woman with the same glazed look in her eyes. Feeling the atmosphere of awkwardness intensify, she walked around the store picking up packets and packets of junk to replenish her food supply. When she stepped up to the counter, the buxom woman took her money and gave her a receipt for the food and fuel.



“Where are the men?” Marie suddenly blurted.



The cashier looked at her as if Marie had not been standing there all that time. The glazed look in her eyes remained as her eyes penetrated Marie.



“Don’t go into the barn,” the cashier murmured.



“I’m sorry, what?”



Marie was confused.
 What barn?



“Just don’t go into the barn, okay?”  The cashier said, her voice pleading, her eyes glazed.



Marie said nothing as she scooped up her items and left the cashier. When she looked back, the woman had begun to grab at her own breasts. Mortified, Marie rushed out of the convenience store and into the safety of her car. She locked up her windows and doors and dumped her new food supply all over the shotgun seat. Panting heavily, she fished out her keys and was about to turn the ignition to leave when a sudden tingling feeling overcame her hands. The key was quickly forgotten.



She watched in horror as her hands began to move as if of their own accord, her hands pulling her shirt over her head and unclasping her bra. Her breathing sped up as her hands made contact with her breasts, pinching and squeezing. Marie didn’t mean to moan – her body was reacting positively.



Her hands quickly left her breasts as they moved to tug at the shorts and panties that guarded what men called ‘Paradise’. She felt her panties clump together with the fluid that was mass producing itself. She nearly cried out in relief and torture as her fingers entered herself, pushing as if searching for something. She bucked into her own hands, quickly catching a wave of pleasure and riding it until she reached a world-shaking orgasm.



“Jesus, what am I doing?” Marie asked herself out loud as she came back into reality.



Still naked, she pulled away from the petrol station and began to search for the barn inadvertently. She drove around, meeting the glazed gazes of buxom women who turned to watch her car bumble past. Worried that they were judging her breasts, she drove faster and turned corners at a faster pace. The buildings around her all looked the same until she turned one last corner and an old disused wooden barn greeted her eyes.



“So this is the barn she was talking about?” Marie said to herself.



She began drooling, and felt globules of saliva spatter her thigh as she stared at the barn in front of her. Marie got out of the car and instantly felt the cool breeze kiss her lips down there, and the rest of the breeze follow to sweep across her skin. Naked, save for her shoes, she walked towards the barn, her bubble butt swaying in the air. Her eyes were fixated on the barn, wondering what was inside that had possibly made the town the way it was.



The closer she neared to the barn, the bigger her breasts began to swell. Surprised, she looked down and saw that her breasts could fill more than just a C cup bra. Happily shocked, she began to run towards the door and threw it open. Light spilled inside and Marie saw dust particles begin to dance as she passed the threshold of the barn and cast her eyes around. There seemed to be no one around here until her eyes landed upon the human being lying at her feet, face down. It appeared to be a male, and she watched him for a while, admiring the smoothness of his buttocks until he flipped himself onto his back and opened his eyes. His eyes were of a deep violet, his lips a blood red. Suddenly, the barn door slammed itself shut, leaving her in darkness. She turned around to tug at the door, but suddenly she felt a hand clutch her arm. Screaming, she was brought down by the strange man and flailed her arms and legs around before she realized that she was now on the pile of hay on the ground. Panting, she looked into the glowing deep violet eyes that stared back at her. Slowly she was overcome with a strange lust and desire to feel the man driving into her. Pools of liquid formed beneath her pussy as she waited for the man to move.



Wordlessly, she felt his warm fingers slide roughly into her pussy. Her snatch sucked hungrily on the fingers of the man. She grunted as she pushed back onto him, needing to be satisfied. His fingers just weren’t long enough.



“Go deeper, please,” she screamed as her desire for satisfying sex overcame her logical senses.



The man removed his fingers. Instead of obeying her command, he began mauling at her swollen breasts. He roughly scratched at her breasts, tweaking at her nipples and making them ferociously hard. Marie screamed again when his mouth began sucking on a large breast. It was a miraculous feat; her breasts had swollen to beyond a D cup; yet his whole mouth could accommodate a breast. It was an amazing feeling that she cherished, until she felt a second mouth accommodating her other cold breast.



“Who the hell is that?” she yelled.



No one responded as two mouths sucked on her voluptuous tits. She made no complaint as both of her breasts were serviced. Miraculously, creamy goodness flowed from her luscious melons, and both men gulped down the nourishing protein-filled milk with gusto. She began to scream again, begging for a cock to be in her.



Someone picked her up and pinned her against a wall. Two hands continued to assault her breasts as someone else’s cock began driving hard and fast up her vaginal walls. A finger was continuously pressing her stimulation button. The amount of pleasurable service she was getting from her breasts and from her pussy was overwhelming. At first it began with small moans, grunts and screams. As the cock in her seemed to drill her impossibly fast, she was stunned into silence, her mouth open wide in an O shape.



Then, as quickly as it happened, the cock pulled out of her and she was thrown onto the hay. She landed in a heap, but felt herself being dragged across the scratchy hay.



“Hey, what are you doing?” she asked.



Again, no one responded as someone sat her up into a sitting position. A long tool shoved itself down her throat as she felt the pre-cum of the cock drip onto her tongue. Marie eagerly sucked as the cock shoved itself repeatedly into her throat. Someone else was still servicing her breasts; only this time a cock thrust itself repeatedly between her breasts as she held them. Her pussy burned with both pain and incessant need as she felt the cocks continually assault her.



Just as she thought it would never end, somebody threw her back into the hay and somebody else repositioned her such that she was on all fours. Somebody mounted her and began the same impossibly fast drilling speed. Her breasts bounced back and forth painfully as the force of the impact was too much to bear. Somebody turned on the lights and she turned around to see the violet-eyed man grunting to himself.



“Okay, fun’s over,” a voice announced.



Marie looked up to find the source of the voice, and was surprised to find no one else in the barn, but the man who was still pumping into her. She was also surprised to see a whole row of strange mechanical cows mooing and stomping their feet in front of her. The man behind her suddenly stopped pumping.



She further studied the cows and realized that there were two long upright sticks attached to them. Her eyes widened as she neared her orgasm but was sorely disappointed by the man dismounting.



“Please let me get to my high,” she begged.



The man said nothing as he shoved a cowboy hat onto her head and tied a thick length of rope around her neck. The rest of the rope extended such that it found a place between her breasts and was tied across her stomach. Effortlessly, the man suddenly lifted her and placed her on top of one of the sticks.



“You’ll get to your high soon,” the deep voice said over what appeared to be an intercom.



Marie whimpered as she felt highly uncomfortable with a stick up her anal hole. She was getting no pleasure from either the man or the cow and began to scream in frustration.



“Be patient, bitch,” the voice said.



Her breasts swelled a little as the sticks seemed to come alive. They began to vibrate at a slow pace within her. She elicited a scream that spoke of pain and pleasure, her hips bucking a little back and forth.



The vibration speed picked up along with her high, coming close to an orgasm. Just as she was about to cum, she was pulled off the cow and was re-mounted by the man in the barn, who had been watching her with an intense gaze. The man had also been about to cum, his breathing becoming shorter and Marie felt his nuts swell with more ferocity that she had ever known before.



She screamed as they both came together, his seed gushing into her, her body convulsing in pure pleasure. Marie collapsed onto the floor as the excess seed flowed out of her. Her last memory of the barn was of someone cleaning up the mess her pussy left behind.



 



-----



 



Marie woke up in her car, fully clothed and her newly replenished food supplies still on the shotgun seat. She looked out of the windshield and saw no barn but a boring plateau of the sea of swaying yellow grass. Had the barn been a dream? She had cum on her own hands and had probably fallen asleep at the wheel. She looked down at her breasts, and saw that they were still the embarrassingly small mounds that barely stood out under her shirt. Frowning, she started up the engine and turned around, heading out of Dary Town. She continued on her journey.



Along the highway, she kept thinking about what had transpired in the barn. It had been so amazing for her. She swore that her snatch still tingled from the rough penetration she had received. Somewhere along the highway, there was a small path that she turned onto, and it was here that she stopped the car. She tugged her shorts and panties down once again, unsure of whether whatever had happened in the barn had happened for sure.



She felt around her pussy with her fingers, finding no trace of the seed that had once been dripping down her thighs. Her pussy tingled slightly with pain and pleasure, but she could not remember if it was from what had happened in the barn, or what had happened when she was still at the petrol station. Concerned but unable to find any more clues, she tugged her panties and shorts on, and pulled out of the small path, continuing on her way to a new life in a new city.



 



-----



 



One month later, in a rundown bedroom.



“Oh my god Marcus, you’re so good!” Marie panted, her hips thrusting back and forth in time with his pumps.



“You’re really tight, too… oh baby!” he cried, pumping even faster in her as he held her small, pert breasts.



They continued to ferociously fuck each other in this manner for at least another two hours before they both came at the same time, her growling and him groaning and his seed gushing forth into her. The bed springs stopped creaking.



“You’re a really good fuck, Marie,” Marcus puffed.



“We were making love, but still fucking each other,” Marie quipped, stroking his softening cock.



Marcus turned onto his side and propped himself up on his elbow, facing Marie. His soft blue eyes stared into Marie’s own brown orbs, his eyes shining with admiration and lust.



“Can you take a pregnancy test?” he asked her.



Marie laughed.



“I’ve only fucked you what, like three times this week. I won’t have gotten pregnant, stupid.”



Marie continued to smile until he roughly grabbed her wrist and pushed her down. Her eyes looked down at his cock, and saw that he had re-hardened.



“Take one,” he said, lustily.



“Playing bondage games now, are we?” she said teasingly as he grabbed both of her wrists and forced them above her head.



He said nothing as he licked at her nipples, his tongue flicking in and out at them like they were his last food source on Earth. Marie groaned, and they engaged in rough sex all over again.



In the morning, Marie woke up early and went to the drugstore, grabbing a pregnancy test kit. Instead of heading back to Marcus’s, she went back to her own house. For some reason, she was nervous. What Marcus had said bothered her intensely. Sure, they had only started having sex with each other this week, but it was possible that he may have gotten her pregnant. But it was only one week…



Marie sat at her desk, holding her stomach with one hand.
 I could not have gotten pregnant in the span of one week, right?
 She had not been with anybody else before Marcus for about two years. Whatever had happened in the strange barn in Dary Town, it had only been a dream.



She took the test.



She was pregnant.



“What the fuck!? I’m pregnant?” Marie shrieked.



She jumped up and held her stomach with both her hands, the pregnancy test kit clattering to the floor.



How could Marcus impregnated me in the span of one week? Is it even possible?
 Afraid for her and her new baby’s safety, she turned off her phone and packed some essentials before leaving her house and driving out of the city. She drove around aimlessly before she left the outskirts of the city and began heading out on the dirt highway road to find Dary Town again. She had to know—had she been impregnated by the strange man with the deep violet eyes?



All the time on the drive, she was scared. She felt that the man in the barn had been the one to impregnate her, but she wasn’t sure. She was hoping that it was Marcus who had impregnated her, but a nagging feeling inside her gut told her that it had been the man with the violet eyes. As she passed a signpost saying ‘Dary Town, 200 meters’, she accelerated and drove around the small town, looking for the same barn. After a few minutes, she found it. Rushing out of her car, she threw open the barn door and was greeted again by the man lying at her feet face down like he had been one month ago. As she looked around the barn, she saw that there were no cows. Instead, a huge four poster bed stood ominously in the centre.



The man slowly rose to his feet and Marie’s mouth and throat dried as she saw that he was holding a large, realistic-looking plastic dildo in one hand and a tranny-porn DVD in the other. A bottle of massage oil was protruding from his hip pocket.



Things were about to get wild.



 



~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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S
 ince Annabel had her baby, her sex life had dwindled to say the least. Mark, her husband, still made love to her, but much less regularly. It went from being pretty much every day to being more like once every three weeks. The positions that used to be adventurous just turned into missionary, when it used to be loads of doggy and reverse cowgirl.



For a woman in her mid-30s Annabel was in great shape. She didn't have to work too hard for it as she was naturally curvaceous with a flat stomach. The extra hours that she did put in in the gym definitely paid off, and she loved the feeling of being checked out by random guys that she passed in the street. The one big difference in her body since she had her baby was that her breasts were much larger, and they were of course still full of milk as she was still breastfeeding at least once a day. In fact, her breasts were so full of milk that she had to get rid of her excess milk herself. But they still looked great - being large and firm with huge nipples that stuck out like pink bullets. Not only did they look great but they were also extra sensitive and extremely sensual to the touch.



But there was something about Mark's reaction to them that pissed her off slightly. He didn't seem interested in the slightest, almost to the point where he would complain about them showing through her clothing. Mark wasn’t a big ‘nipple guy’. He would always leave early for work whilst Annabel stayed home with the baby. This wouldn't be forever as she would go back to work in a couple of months, but for now she was enjoying being a stay home mum and nurturing her young one.



Every morning the milkman would stop by. He was a nice guy, and they would always have a chat. Annabel couldn't help but notice that his eyes would wander down towards her large breasts. His eyes would always be on them, and Annabel couldn't really fault him as her nipples always did seem to be standing up and showing as she rarely wore a bra. Something slightly embarrassing would happen to Annabel on occasion, and that was that her breasts would ooze milk, to the point where there would be to damp patches on her thin T-shirt.



One morning when talking to the milkman, she glanced down at her own breasts where his eyes were gazing, and embarrassingly she noticed the wet patches.



“I’m sorry… I have too much,” Annabel try to explain.



“There's no need to explain”, the milkman said, “it’s my lucky day.” He smiled. Just then the baby wailed out, so Annabel said goodbye to the milkman and said that she would see him tomorrow.



Just when the baby was settled, Annabel felt an arousing sensation overcome her body. She felt so good and turned-on that the milkman had commented on her lactating tits. She changed her slightly wet T-shirt and as she did so she caught a glimpse of her reflection in the window. Her nipples seemed larger than ever, sticking out like two pointed pink arrows. She gently caressed them with her fingers and as she traced her hand up and down the contours of her full breasts her nipples became harder still.



The milk began to leak from her nipples and run down the circular contours of her round breasts. Annabel kept rubbing and squeezing her big tits, her hands becoming wet and white as the milk leaked down in-between her fingers, as she felt an erotic sensation creeping down and culminating in her hardening nub. She was at the point of no return. Her hand instinctively went down, undid her jeans and delved into her white panties, and she began to play with her aching pussy.



Her pussy was already juicing up but the added lubrication of the milk on her fingers was giving her amazing pleasure as she flicked her bean from side to side. Her other hand was still up on her right breast. The combination of her lactating tit and her masturbating hand made her body shake with intense waves of pleasure. She tugged her nipples harder, sending little jets of white milk out onto the carpet below, as her hand furiously dallied with her tight snatch. Her panties were becoming not just wet but soaked with her pre-squirt love juice, and she began moaning and crying out while she sent herself over the edge - achieving a juddering, slightly guilty orgasm as the image of the milkman flashed through her mind. She lifted her fingers to her lips and tasted her amber nectar, and she was surprised at how sweet and nice the combination tasted. After a cool, refreshing shower she had to get rid of what was left in her tits by squirting it down the plughole.



In bed later on that night, Mark was reading the papers. Annabel tried to discuss their sex life (or lack thereof) but Mark didn't seem interested. “At least we still have sex”, he told her.



Yeah but how often
 , Annabel thought as she turned her back to him and shut her eyes. A mischievous smile decorated her lips, as she knew that her thoughts and emotions ran so much deeper than anything Mark could ever comprehend.



 



The next day Mark went to the office as usual and Annabel couldn't help but feel slightly annoyed and sexually frustrated. The baby was sleeping soundly in his crib having his afternoon nap, and she changed into a tight fitting top that with one size too small, bra-less. She decided against wearing jeans, and put on a short skirt instead, over a black thong. She smiled, as she liked the way the simple act of just changing her clothes changed her emotions.



Gazing into the mirror she really liked what she saw, as her full breasts pressed aggressively against the tight restraint of the material. Her stomach looked flat and her nipples looked angry.
 The milkman is a bit late today
 . No sooner had she thought the thought than she heard the bell ring. She jogged down the stairs, her voluptuous breasts bouncing and jiggling enthusiastically. She knew that the milkman always viewed her as a sexy woman and not just a baby making machine.



She answered the door, and the pair exchanged pleasantries. Feeling brave, Annabel asked something that she’d never asked before. “Would you like to come in for a coffee?”



The milkman looked at her almost in disbelief, and paused for a second. “Sure, that would be great.”



She breathed a deep sigh of relief, as the feeling of rejection would have been far worse for her to take than the slight guilt she may be feeling. After all, they were just going to have a coffee, that was all. She just needed a bit of company, but perhaps she was asking for trouble.



In the kitchen, the coffee had brewed and as Annabel poured she asked, “Milk?”



“Absolutely”, replied the milkman. “I’ll have mine squeezed.”



Annabel felt her cheeks becoming red at his remark, and even more so given that he was glancing down at her melonous tits. With every intake of breath her breasts seemed to inflate further.



“You said you have excess milk?” He asked.



“Yes, that's right.” Her excitement grew, and naturally her milk started to leak out.



“Let me see”, the milkman asked, purposefully. “Let me see your milk, please.”



She was unsure how to react at this point - her mind was saying no, but her frustrated coochie with saying yes.



“Well?” he asked again, even more directly. Annabel lifted her tight top up over her full breasts and the material sat peacefully atop the globe-like spheres.



“Wow,” he said. “They are truly remarkable. Amazing breasts. And they look full enough to fill my whole milk float.”



The milkman stepped towards her and reaching down he cupped her left breast. Shivers of excitement flew down Annabel's spine and she glanced up nervously, looking into his eyes.



“How do they taste?” he asked.



“Well, it's hard to explain. Why not try some yourself?” And then, feeling brave, “straight from the cow’s udder.”



The masculine milkman lent down and outstretched his neck. He opened his mouth and out darted his long tongue, which inquisitively flicked her nipple from left to right. Her breathing deepened, as she perused what this randy milkman was doing. His lips opened and he gently started to suckle on her erect nipple, and she suddenly remembered how great it felt to have a grown man sucking on her fleshy globes.



“Delicious,” he complimented, and Annabel could sense that the milkman had much more in mind the just the gentle sucking, as his mouth now tightened around her hard nipple, greedily slurping.



“I want to milk you,” he said in a demanding tone. “Don't worry, I'm a pro.”



Annabel outstretched her arms, as he pulled the top up and over her head, letting her full breasts sway freely. Seizing the moment, Annabel dropped her skirt to her feet and stepped out of it, now completely naked apart from her black thong. Knowing what needed to be done, Annabel got on her knees, then got on all fours like a wild animal.
 God, I need a milking
 , Annabel thought,
 and this is just the man for the job
 .



He went over to the cupboard and got out a tall thin glass before placing it under her heaving bosoms. She knew that this felt so naughty, so wrong and yet so right. The milkman kneeled next to her and reached out, holding her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. He proceeded to pull downwards on her erect nipple, and naturally the milk started to flow, squirting down in voluminous ribbons into the awaiting glass. Annabel thought twice about this, and wondered if maybe she should stop him, but the tingling in her juiced-up flange was preventing her. She was actually loving this.



“That's it, good girl,” the milkman said, and she couldn't help but feel that he was referring to a human cow. With one hand still firmly milking her left breast, his other hand reached round the back and felt between her buttocks. He began to grip and caress her ass-cheeks, playfully squeezing them as she felt her pussy wetting further against the cotton of her underwear. His hand grabbed hold of the thin material and he pulled it down to her knees, as she kneeled there ready and waiting like a bitch in heat.



His fingers traced their way round the front to her awaiting flower, and his index finger delved inside her puffy labia. His milking hand moved to her right tit, and he proceeded to milk rhythmically. The milk from that tit started to flow too, and the milkman aimed slightly to the left so it would get the glass. It was a valiant attempt, but quite a lot missed and splashed against the tiled kitchen floor. The sensation of being fingered and milked simultaneously was almost too much for Annabel to take and she bit her lip in an earnest effort to prevent herself from cumming.



Just as she thought she couldn't take any more, the milkman withdrew his finger from her soaking gash and crawled round behind her. She heard his trousers unzip and felt the smooth end of his bell press against her round rump. Although Annabel couldn't see his penis from her vantage point, she could absolutely feel that he was larger than average, and certainly a lot larger than Mark. She spread her legs and arched her back further, welcoming the rigid tool to penetrate her. Without any warning, the milkman plunged his rampant rod deep inside her welcoming love-tunnel, balls deep. In extreme ecstatic bliss, Annabel screamed out as her natural juices enveloped the milkman's probing phallus.



Leaning forward, the milkman reached around and cupped both her full fleshy tits, squeezing them and flicking the nipples with his fingers. Once again the milk began to flow, as his rod remained balls deep inside her. This time he wasn't aiming as this would have been too hard a task, but instead he milked down furiously in a sober attempt to release all the white fluid from the fleshy melons. Annabel couldn't help herself from cumming and she cried out wildly, squirting backwards all the way down his shaft, soaking his balls and splashing against his hairy thighs. The tight grip of her vaginal sphincter clamped down with orgasmic force against his rigid shaft and the milkman moaned out in a pleasure/pain combination as his balls tightened.



“Wait,” Annabel instructed to the milkman. “Don’t shoot your load yet.”



“Oh, I won't. Don't you worry about that. My balls are ready but I can hold on.” And with that he withdrew his penis from her still spasming pussy and pressed his bell-end up against her inviting bum-hole.



“God you’re tight,” he said, referring to her anal pucker. “Let's do something about that.”



Getting on his hands and knees in a similar fashion to how Annabel was, he pressed his face up in-between her bum-cheeks. Using his milky fingers, he parted her fleshy globes revealing her tight winking starfish. Still wet with milk residue on the tip, his tongue flicked out and began to purposefully tongue-fuck her tightest sphincter. He bobbed his head up and down as if bobbing for apples, gently slipping his tongue further and further into her awaiting anus. Her pucker welcomed him encouragingly, and began to almost suck his tongue into her backdoor. The walls of her rectum clamped down on his probing muscle as he rampantly tongued her in the bunghole.



“God that feels great,” Annabel shrieked, fully enjoying the anal tongue probing by the rampant milkman. She reached down and instinctively started to play with her still-soaked gash, tracing her finger up and down the folds of her labia and playfully touching her still burning clit.



The milkman withdrew his tongue from her tight pucker and started to push his throbbing bell-end against her now-ready back entrance. This time his bell-end slid in easily, popping in just past the helmet. The milkman got two inches further as Annabel shrieked in pain at the penetration, but also extremely aroused and still furiously rubbing her tingling pussy. Without any warning, he plunged balls deep inside her tight sphincter as he grabbed her hips, squeezing her fleshy mounds as he rocked his hips back and forth, his balls tightening further as he impaled her anus fully.



Annabel supported her weight on her elbows and squeezed her own tits as she began to milk her own nipples. Her melons squirted copious amounts of thick creamy milk all over the kitchen floor, creating small puddles of white.



“Get up on your feet,” Annabel instructed, now taking charge. The milkman didn't have to be asked twice as he rose to his feet. Standing either side of her parted legs, while still impaling her fully, he screwed her ‘up & over’.  He gripped onto her long flowing hair as he bounced his balls off her ass, making an audible slap. She was being ridden like an animal, with her hair pulled back, whilst squirting creamy milk and being anally drilled by this rampant man. Her big fleshy ass-cheeks jiggled as he buggered her deeply, and she felt his shaven nuts tighten - so tight that she could sense he was close to exploding.



“Wait stop, don't come in me, I’ve got a better idea,” and with that she felt the milkman withdraw from her violated tulip. As the pair got to their feet, she pushed him down onto the kitchen counter so he was sitting atop the surface, his feet dangling beneath him and his erect penis sticking up in the air. This was the first time she had full sight of his cock, and she admired how magnificent it was. It was 8.5 inches in length, thick, with a big shiny purple bell, and big manly balls.



She stood between his legs and leaned in, allowing his huge member to be enveloped between her fleshy bosoms. When he was snugly tucked inside, she began to bounce, massaging her huge breasts up-and-down the length of his shaft, wanking him with her tits. Milk was still trickling from her nipples, and the fleshy globes of her melons were shiny with the white residue. This applied great lubrication to the erect member, as his foreskin was pulled up-and-down over his big purple bell-end, and she admired the pre-cum beginning to ooze out of his helmet-slit.



Annabel was doing half squats in a sincere attempt to release the seminal fluid from the milkman's frustrated ball sacks. This was too much for him to take, and he moaned out loudly as he came, ejaculating his spunky jizz right up in the air like a fountain. It splashed down in creamy ribbons, soaking her tits and mixing with the milk. Craning her neck down, she opened her mouth and sucked the remaining spurts of cum from his ejaculating knob, slurping it down enthusiastically.



“Crikey, that was good,” she told him as she squeezed the last drops of post-cum out of his now-becoming-flaccid member and stroking his drained nuts. “You’d better go… but that was great. Really fun.”



Fully satisfied, the milkman put on his boxers and trousers. He unscrewed the cap from one of his glass milk bottles and placed it under one of Annabel’s nipples. Tugging firmly, he squeezed a jet of her milk into the bottle, filling it almost to the brim. “Cheers. This is for your neighbors. See you tomorrow.” He headed for the door as they exchanged a smile.



Annabel made her way to the bathroom, where she poured hot water into the sink and sprayed some hand soap in there to create a lather. She lovingly soaped up her tits, the foam of the soap getting rid of the milk and spunk combination. The act of watching her soapy breasts in the bathroom mirror and the clear memory of the encounter she just experienced was turning her on again. Wiping away the soapy bubbles she could see that her nipples were still swollen and in need of more attention.



“Jesus, I'm insatiable,” she said to herself. “Like, God. I’m an animal.” Her hand reached down and started to touch her still horny pussy, as she longed to be fucked again. Her fingers delved inside and expertly massaged her aching g-spot, and it wasn't long before she came again, squirting wildly downwards and drenching the insides of her thighs.



Now, back to motherhood. I've been such a dirty cow.



 



###
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O
 ne day while pumping her tits, Cindy felt her pussy getting wet. She began stroking her mound inside her panties, and then worked her way down to her lips, parting them slightly so she could get at her swollen clit. She circled her finger around her clit and threw her head back as the sensation of her tits being pumped sent a tingle through her entire body.



She continued fingering her wet pussy as the pump sucked more and more of her creamy delight. She removed the pump for a second and her lactating nipple squirted milk out, which she caught in her hand and rubbed all over her soaking wet pussy. This made her body contract and her pussy muscles tighten as her orgasm rushed through her, making her shudder and shiver. Her pussy was now doing some pumping of its own, shooting juices out of her gaping hole. Cindy turned off the pump and lay back, catching her breath for a second or two.



Once Cindy had recovered she took the freshly pumped milk and made some of her famous cookies. Everyone loved them but this time Cindy thought they might taste extra special as she had never pumped her tits while having an orgasm before. Cindy baked the cookies and soon had them out front and ready to sell. The first person to come over was her next door neighbor Luke. Luke was 19 years old and about 6 foot tall with a very muscular body, short mousy hair and light green eyes.



“Hi Cindy, they look nice,” he said with a smile.



“Thanks Luke, what about my cookies though?” Cindy asked, laughing out loud.



“Ha ha, very funny,” Luke replied as he felt his cheeks beginning to blush.



Cindy loved to tease and Luke was always a little nervous and awkward around her. She couldn’t help herself.



“Could you watch my cookies while I get a drink, Luke?” she asked.



“Sure, no problem Cindy.” Luke replied.



“Would you like a drink?”



“No thanks,” Luke said.



As Cindy walked towards the house she did the best ass-wiggle she could and as she neared the house she stopped and bent over, pretending to pick something up, knowing full well Luke was watching. She only had a short skirt on so as she bent over it rose up slightly and Luke could see her sexy white panties and the bulge of her pussy lips between her legs. Cindy held that position for a few seconds but long enough for Luke to get a
 good
 look. Luke could feel his cock tingle as he admired this older woman’s sexy ass and pussy. He looked round nervously to make sure no one had seen him ogling her.



Cindy went to the house, got a drink and returned.



“Thanks Luke, I appreciate that. Here, have a cookie on me,” she said as she handed him one of her creamy cookies.



“Thanks Cindy,” Luke said as he took it from her hand and took a bite.



“Nice?” Cindy enquired.



“Wow, that is amazing. It has such a nice taste, what do you put in them?” Luke asked curiously.



“Well, all the usual stuff. But there is one secret ingredient,” Cindy told him with a sneaky smile.



“What is it?”



“I can’t tell you or it won’t be a secret, will it. I’m going to bake some very special cakes later today Luke, and I would like you to taste them and let me know what you think,” she told him.



“Sure Cindy.”



“Oh good, you sure you won’t be busy with some girl?” she asked giving him a big smile.



“Oh no, no girls for me.”



“A good looking boy like you must have the girls throwing themselves at you,” she teased.



“Errr, no not really,” Luke replied as he blushed again.



“I don’t believe that,” Cindy said as she nudged him gently.



“I’ve got to go Cindy, let me know about the cakes later,” he said as he hurried off.



“Okay sexy,” Cindy said laughing to herself.



Cindy stayed outside for a few hours chatting to people and selling her naughty little cookies. Once she had sold them all she packed up and went back into the house to get to work on her ‘special’ cakes. She had a nice hot bath then went into the bedroom to begin extracting more of her secret ingredient. This time she decided to use the hand pump as it wasn’t so hard on her nipples. Cindy sat on the bed totally naked and got the pump ready. She placed the soft suction part of the pump over her left nipple, covering her areola, and began to gently pump her breast.



The pump had a large suction part that was attached to a clear jar for capturing the milk and there was a handle attached. When pressed, it sucked on the nipple.



Cindy loved to watch the milk fill the jar and it always turned her on. As she sat there gently pumping her tit, she heard a lawn mower start up. She had the window open and it was a bit loud for her, so she stood to close the window. She looked out and saw Luke cutting his parents’ lawn. He looked quite hot as he pushed the mower, his arms flexing. Cindy watched him for a bit and started to imagine what he would  looked like naked, and whether he had a big cock or not. She felt a bit bad as he was only 19 years old, but she couldn’t help herself as she stood there naked, watching the young man from her window.



Cindy closed the window and returned to the bed to continue milking herself. She couldn’t stop thinking about Luke, and as she closed her eyes she started thinking of him sucking on her tits, tasting her hot, creamy milk as he rubbed his hard cock against her pussy. She imagined her wet pussy engulfing his cock and letting it slide deep inside her as it throbbed and fucked her. She thought of taking his cock in her mouth and sucking him gently, feeling every vein fill with blood, making his cock rock hard.



Cindy could feel her pussy flooding with her juices as she thought about Luke’s cock in her mouth, so she put the pump to her pussy and pumped it as hard as she could. She moaned out loud from the intense feeling the pump gave her as it sucked on her engorged clit. Within seconds she began writhing about as her pussy pumped her juices into the jar, mixing it in with her breast milk.



“Fuck!” she shouted, as her pussy pulsated and throbbed with every suck of the pump.



Cindy stopped pumping, but her pussy was now doing its own pumping as more and more of her juices filled the jar. After a few moments, Cindy went limp and let out a big sigh as she relaxed and let her orgasm wash over her. She twitched slightly as her muscles settled, and as soon as it was over she felt a little bit naughty for having such thoughts about Luke.



But, he is a man. A young man, but still a man. So nothing I’ve done nothing wrong,
 she thought



 



Later that day, Cindy decided to bake her ‘special’ cakes, but this batch would be even more special. Because she planned to use the milk from her breasts mixed with the cum from her pussy. She prepared the ingredients then added the ‘special’ milk, and whisked the mixture until it was ready to be made into cakes. She made about 6 small cakes, not wanting to make too many in case they didn’t taste too good. She lay the mixtures out onto a tray and placed them into the oven. Once they were ready, she removed them and left them to cool down. While they were cooling she ran a bath, got freshened up and changed into her sexy little blue dress and high heels. She was going to invite Luke over to taste the cakes and wanted to look hot for him. She sent Luke a text asking him if he still wanted to taste her new cakes, and told him to pop over when he was ready.



About an hour later there was a knock on the door. Cindy opened the door and there was Luke, all clean and fresh after showering.



“Hello Luke,” Cindy said with a sexy smile.



“Hi Cindy,” Luke replied, thinking how hot she looked in her figure-hugging dress and high heels.



“Come in,” Cindy said invitingly, stepping aside to allow Luke to pass.



As Luke walked past, Cindy brushed her tits against his arm.



“Oops. Sorry Luke,” she said as she giggled.



“That’s okay, Cindy,” he replied, not wanting to make a big deal out of it.



“Take a seat, Luke. Do you want a drink? I’ve got a beer in the fridge if you’d like one.”



“Sure Cindy. A beer would be good.”



“Okay. Make yourself at home and I’ll get us a drink,” she said, turning to go to the kitchen and wiggling her ass as she went.



Luke looked around nervously and he noticed a picture on the cabinet. It was Cindy when she was younger and in a bikini. She looked
 amazing
 . It was a white two-piece bikini and she was wearing matching white shoes. She was tanned and very fit. Her tits didn’t look much different—in fact she didn’t look that different at all. Her tits and ass were as fit then as they were now, she just looked a bit younger in the face. Luke stared at the picture, thinking rude thoughts. He was thinking about sucking her tits and sniffing her pussy.



“Luke, Luke, Luke!” Cindy shouted.



Luke jumped slightly, woken from his daydream. “Sorry Cindy. I was miles away.”



“What were you thinking about?” she asked.



“Oh, nothing really,” he replied, not wanting to tell her he was thinking about sucking her tits.



“Here’s your beer,” she said as she handed him an ice-cold bottle.



“Thanks Cindy. I need this. I was cutting my parents lawn and it was really hot.”



“Yes, I saw you. You
 were
 pretty hot,” she said as she winked at him.



“Oh. Errrm. Thanks,” Luke said, blushing again.



They chatted for a while about nothing in particular. Cindy asked Luke to come into the kitchen to taste her cakes. Cindy led the way, jiggling her ass nicely for Luke as he followed behind. Cindy got to where the cakes where on the side and turned to face Luke. She picked one of the cakes up and asked him to try it.



As Luke went to take it from her she moved her hand away and said, “Let me try it first.” Cindy stared into Luke’s eyes as she slowly raised the cake to her mouth, opening it slowly as she let the cake touch her lips before nibbling a little piece. “You wanna taste?”



Luke moved closer so he could get a bit of the cake and Cindy held it for him as his mouth opened and took a bite. “Wow. That is
 good
 , Cindy.”



“Shhh, don’t talk with your mouth full,” she said, putting her index finger against his lips.



Luke swallowed his bite and said, “It is amazing, Cindy. Whatever your secret ingredient is, it works. You could make a fortune with it.”



“I’m not sure I would be allowed,” she said, smiling cheekily.



“Oh… is it some family secret that you can’t pass on?” he asked curiously.



“No, it’s not that at all, Luke.”



“Oh. Okay.”



“Are you not interested to know what it is?” she asked.



“Of course, but I figured you wouldn’t tell me.”



“I want you to know, Luke.”



“Okay, what is it?” he asked.



“It’s special milk,” she told him as she touched her breasts.



“What, like goat’s milk?”



“Not quite goats, no,” she said, touching her breasts again.



“Okay, I don’t know. What it is then?”



“Oh, come on Luke, it’s
 my
 milk,” she told him as she ran a finger down his chest.



“What, you mean…”



“Yes, Luke. Milk from my breasts.”



Luke was a bit shocked but he also found it exciting. The thought of drinking milk from those gorgeous tits made his cock tingle as it began to swell.



“I use my milk for all my baking, but this is
 even
 more special, Luke. I also added some pussy juice to it,” she said as she licked her lips.



“Pussy juice?”



“Yes. Surely you have tasted pussy juice before?”



Luke wasn’t sure if she was just trying to make him blush again or if she was telling the truth, but just hearing her talk like that made his cock stiffen in his shorts.



“No, I have never tasted pussy juice,” Luke admitted, trying his best not to go red.



“Wow! That surprises me, Luke,” she said as she moved closer to him.



Cindy held Luke’s hand and ran it over her right breast, letting him feel how big and firm they were before slowly moving his hand down over her hips and up the front of her dress. She had no bra and no panties on, and as she moved his hand towards her pussy he could feel the little tuft of hair. She guided his hand down onto her smooth pussy lips, and he could feel the warmth coming from them. She parted her lips and pushed his fingers into her damp hole.



“Hmmm. That feels nice, Luke,” she said as she removed his fingers and put them up to his mouth.



“Lick them,” she instructed.



Luke licked her fingers and could taste her pussy. She pushed her fingers gently into his mouth and let him suck her juices off.



“I watched you today in the garden, and you made me so hot. I had to suck my pussy with my pump. Thinking of you made me cum hard,” she told him as she put her hand onto his hard cock and rubbed it through his pants.



“Wow, you are hard,” she said with a smile.



Cindy began massaging his cock through his pants and as she did Luke shuddered as his cock throbbed. He had never had a woman touch his cock before and it felt amazing. He thought he was going to cum already, but didn’t really care. Cindy unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor, she stepped out of it and kicked it to one side. She looked incredible standing there in nothing but her high heels. Cindy undid Luke’s belt and shorts and pulled them down as she went into a crouched position, pulling his boxers down too. His cock popped out like a Jack-In-The-Box. It was huge, 8 inches long and very thick. Cindy kissed the tip and ran her tongue around the head, making Luke shiver with delight. She kissed it softly then opened her mouth and slowly lowered her head down the rock-hard shaft. She expertly sucked him, and as she squeezed his balls she felt his pre-cum in her mouth and knew he was getting close. She pulled her lips from his cock and held it tight at the base as it throbbed and twitched in her hand, sending a stream of hot cum over her tits. Cindy jerked his cock, making it squirt more and more cum over her, until it finally stopped. She kissed the tip and licked the last drops of cum off.



“That was quick, Luke,” she said .



“That was amazing, Cindy. I have never had a woman suck my cock before and couldn’t help myself,” he said, sounding slightly embarrassed.



“Don’t worry, Luke. I’m sure you will last longer next time.”



“Next time?” has asked keenly.



“Yes. After you have sucked my tits for me and licked my hot, wet slit,” she told him as she hopped up on the side and spread her legs.



“Kiss me between my legs,” she told him as she tweaked her nipples.



Luke bent over and got his head between her legs. He could smell her pussy and could see it was slightly moist. He had watched enough porn films, so he had a bit of an idea what to do. He kissed her pussy lips, put a tongue inside and licked her gently. Cindy held his head and opened her legs as wide as she could.



“Lick me, Luke. Lick my clit.”



Luke started circling his tongue round her pussy, not quite sure where her clit was. But as soon as he hit it, Cindy let out a moan so he knew he was there. He concentrated on that area, and as Cindy got wetter and wetter her clit got fatter. He could feel it on his tongue. He licked and sucked her clit making her moan even louder.



“Finger fuck me, Luke,” Cindy said through her heavy breathing.



Luke put a finger inside her and could feel how hot and wet she was.



“Two fingers Luke, finger-bang me hard,” she told him.



Luke pushed two fingers into her gaping pussy and started jamming them in harder and deeper, as he continued sucking and licking her clit. Cindy began gyrating and grinding down onto his fingers to get them as deep as she could, her pink hole now awash with her juices. Luke’s cock was rock-hard again so he decided to stick it in her. As he pulled his fingers out, her pussy shot a load of juice out, soaking his cock. Luke moved towards her, pushing the tip of his cock into her opening. Cindy wrapped her legs round his ass and started pulling him into her. His cock felt so big and hard, Cindy screamed as it went deeper and deeper, spreading her pussy wider and wider, filling her up. He grabbed her tits and kneaded them, tweaking her nipples and turning them like radio dials, sending a shiver down her spine. He started sucking on her tits and as he did, he felt the hot, sweet milk fill his mouth. It tasted so good.



“I want you to fuck me from behind, Luke,” she told him as she pushed him away so she could stand.



Cindy lay on the side with her tits pushed down and her ass in the air. Luke held his cock tight, and slid it back into her wanton hole. As he fucked her, he could feel her juices running onto his cock and balls. Cindy put her right hand between her legs and stroked his nuts before working on her clit. Luke rammed his cock into her as deep as he could, and as he did so Cindy used her left hand to pull her ass-cheeks apart, allowing him to get every inch of his hot cock inside. Cindy pushed back hard onto his cock as she started to shake and quiver, her body felt like it was on fire as her orgasm grew inside.



Luke felt her pussy muscles grip his cock and Cindy started to shout, “Fuck, fuck, I’m cumming Luke… fuck me
 harder
 !”



Luke thrust his cock in and out of her like a jack hammer, pounding her tight hole faster and deeper than before, his balls slapping against her ass. Cindy screamed again and this time he could feel her cum squirting all over his schlong. The thought of this and looking down at her gorgeous ass bouncing against him soon had his grapefruits ready to explode. He gripped her ass-cheeks and held his cock deep inside. He could feel her muscles still contracting against his cock, and that left him no choice but to pump another load of his hot, sticky cum inside her. He held that position, as his cock pumped more and more of his hot seed into her gorgeous, spasming, wet pussy. After what seemed like an age Luke’s cock stopped cumming. He fell onto Cindy and just lay on her back for a few moments as his body returned to normal.



“That was great, Luke. And you certainly lasted longer that time. You made me cum first.”



“Thank you, Cindy. That was my first time, but you’re so sexy that it will probably be my best,” he said warmly.



 



Luke didn’t see much of Cindy for a couple of months. He was busy, and she didn’t seem to be selling much. He still thought of that day, and sometimes jerked himself off about it. After about 4 months, Luke bumped into Cindy. She looked different.



“Hi, Luke.”



“Hi Cindy. I’ve not seen you for a long time. I often think of you though.”



“Oh, I have thought a lot about you, Luke. Believe me,” she said.



“Oh… in a good way I hope?” he asked.



“Oh yes. Always in a good way. In fact, I think of you every day when I look in the mirror,” Cindy told him as she put both hands around her belly.



“What the fuck… are you pregnant?”



“Yes Luke. That’s what happens when you empty your sack into a woman,” Cindy said as she laughed.



“Oh shit, really… you saying it’s mine?” Luke asked, sounding worried.



“Yes Luke, it’s yours. But don’t worry I don’t expect anything from you.”



“But…”



“Don’t worry Luke, it’s fine. This is why I haven’t been doing much lately. I have a different bun in my oven now,” she said as she walked off laughing loudly.



 



That was the last time Luke saw her. She moved away a few days later. Luke did wonder what happened to her and the baby but was also glad he didn’t get tied down. Luke would always have fond memories of the day a hot sexy milf took his virginity, and he was right—he still has not had any better.



But he is still trying.



 



-----------
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T
 he coach pulled over by the side of the road so we could stretch our legs and eat our sandwiches. These college class trips were always fun; they were a good opportunity for us to bond as a class. It was the second semester of my first year at college – being an (apparently) attractive young female there were lots of opportunities for me to ‘get with’ pretty much any guy I wanted. But I didn’t want a guy. I really fancied Lexie, who was in my class and also on this trip.



Lexie, however, didn’t seem that interested in me – she seemed far too interested in those fall-balled jocks that were always making her laugh and giving her lots of attention. Everyone was meandering and chatting, when I decided to walk down the side of the bank to get away from them for a moment. I was going to come straight back - I didn’t want to witness Brad leeching all over Lexie, when I knew in my heart of hearts she’d be a lot better off with me. I walked down the side of the bank, down a path, and into the forest.



It felt like I had only been walking for about five minutes, but it must have been a bit longer, because when I looked behind me the coach party was completely out of sight, and I was surrounded by the large trees of the woods. I know it sounds silly, but it was almost as if the forest had eaten me up and consumed me. Not wanting to be away from my party for too long, I decided to head back. It was almost dark after all.



So, I turned around and headed back the way I came – at least, I thought it was the way I came. I followed the path back for the same length of time, but the path just never seemed to end. It went on and on, until the path seemed to have gone around in a big circle and I was back to where I was – it even seemed as though I’d passed the same huge oak tree twice.



Starting to get slightly anxious that perhaps I had lost my way, I picked up speed in my strides, attempting make my way back before dusk fell. I checked my cell phone but there was no reception – I guess the coach had driven out to quite a remote part of the countryside. I’m usually quite a chilled sort of girl - quite relaxed and not much fazes me, but I was actually starting to almost panic. I was almost speed walking, frantic to find a clearing out of these damn woods. That was when I saw them.



Sitting there, on the stump of a large oak tree, were two girls. They were about the same age as me, both pretty with long flowing hair, but they were dressed quite differently. They weren’t wearing modern fashionable clothes, but were instead dressed as if they were out of some kind of medieval movie or something – I know it sounds crazy, but that’s what they looked like. Anyway, they hadn’t seen me yet as they were a little way off, and as I stopped and watched them I was both intrigued and aroused when I saw they had their arms around each other in an embrace. Not only that, but they started to lean in, and I almost couldn’t believe what I was witnessing when they started mutually kissing – on the lips.



They exchanged what looked like soft tender kisses, as if they knew each other very well, and were perhaps in a loving monogamous relationship. Their hands reached up to caress each other’s soft pale faces, gently stroking each other’s cheeks as they embraced.



Not wanting to be seen - both because I didn’t want to disturb them and also I wanted to feast my eyes more on this beautiful sight - I crept a little closer on tip-toes. My eyes were locked straight ahead and I didn’t see a large twig on the floor. My foot snapped it loudly.



Both girls simultaneously turned their heads and looked straight at me - I could feel their peering eyes piercing me like arrows, looking into my very soul.



I stood there, unsure, in an eye lock with these two girls for what felt like an eternity. That was when it happened.



The trees came alive. I felt both my wrists being touched as the vines of the surrounding trees wrapped their way around both my wrists at the same time, tightly gripping me and coiling round my arms like serpentine creatures. I shrieked and looked around in horror, trying to make out what the hell was going on, when the long bendy branches reached out and joined the vines, wrapping round my wrists and pulling me from both directions. I tried to struggle but their power was immense. They started to lift me up off the ground, so high that I looked down and saw that my feet were dangling a few inches off the muddy forest floor.



The branches grabbed my ankles, mirroring the actions of the ones before them, tightly gripping my ankles and pulling my legs slightly apart, helping to suspend me off the ground. There I was, floating in bondage, helpless and alone. An image of Christ’s crucifixion flashed through my confused mind as I looked up at the two girls. They hadn’t moved – they were both still sitting there, watching me intently, apparently completely un-shocked by the fact that the trees were attacking me.



They stood up and slowly walked over to me, as if I was a science experiment and they were going to inspect me. As they got closer I could see that they were in fact very beautiful – their clear complexions were pale and as smooth as porcelain, with no sign of make-up or cosmetics on their snow-white faces. As they got close and viewed me I’m slightly ashamed to say that I started to get aroused – there was something about being perused by these beautiful creatures while restrained and helpless that excited me. I was really starting to enjoy my very unusual predicament.



Just as I felt a bead of love-juice trickle from my pussy, I felt another long vine reach between my legs and snake its way to the front of my jeans. Here, it expertly undid the top button of my Levi’s, more skilful than any lover I’d had previously. As the girls watched on it undid the next button, and the next, until my jeans were open and my white thong was exposed. It pulled downwards and tugged my jeans down to my knees. The girls were standing right before me and peering at my underwear. Looking at their eyes I was certain they were staring right at the small wet patch that had transpired in the last few seconds of the ordeal.



The same vine that had pulled my jeans down recoiled for a second, before creeping behind me, so I was unable to see it. It lashed out suddenly, whipping my ass-cheeks hard and firmly - so hard that it made me scream. The force of the lash was so extreme that the thin cotton of my underwear split right down the middle, and they fell to the floor beneath me. So there I was – my female wares completely exposed to my onlookers as I hung there in the forest.



My pussy is neat and tidy – bald on the sides with a thin strip of hair that goes up the middle, and I felt relieved that I had maintained it so well, now that I found myself in this embarrassing situation. The branches tugged my jeans off, over my black leather boots and discarded them on the floor. The branches lowered me to the ground and unraveled, letting go of me. I was momentarily thankful as it appeared that I was free.



I was about to turn and run, but as quick as a panther the girls reached out and grabbed an arm each, holding me tightly. I was captured.



“Wha… what are you doing with me?” I asked, unsure of whether I actually wanted to know the answer. Perhaps it would be easier if I didn’t know my fate. But they responded to me in stereo, their voices doubling up to give an eerie low-registered answer.



“We are taking you to our queen. The Queen of the Forest. She has been expecting you.” And with that, they forcefully frogmarched me deeper and deeper into the dense woods.



I was quite scared. I mean, I was naked except for my tight-fitted top and my knee-high boots – my lower body was completely on show. Plus, I was being manhandled and basically dragged off to an unknown place by two weird girls I had never met before, in a forest that seemed to be living and breathing. My snatch quivered and sweetened in anticipation of what awaited me.



 



***



 



We eventually came to a clearing in the woods, and within the clearing was an old wooden hut. It was a very large hut, enough to house a few people, but was too small and wooden to be considered a house. The girls stopped, their hands still clenched and gripping my arms tightly. My eyes widened as I watched the front door of the hut open slowly, and out stepped a figure that was both beautiful yet filled me with fear.



She was a mature woman, of forty-something. Her features were weathered but pretty, her long dark hair framing her high cheek bones, above which were her piercing green eyes. She was dressed in a maroon robe with a gold trim. Although it
 looked
 like she might have got her robe from a second-hand costume shop, she still looked very important and powerful in it. She locked eyes with me, and as a slight smirk decorated her full red lips, I felt as though she was looking into my soul. She knew my very wants and desires.



She undid her robe and pulled it apart, exposing her full voluptuous breasts that were tightly encapsulated in a pointed bra. Her hips were so wide that they were almost as thick as the tree trunks that surrounded us. And there, between her legs, standing upright and proud was her large strap-on cock.



It was about 8 inches long, its black shaft running up to its round head. It had balls – big black balls – that hung down like two large plastic spheres. The harness was brown leather and studded, and I wondered briefly if this strong woman had killed an animal herself in order to make the leather harness that snugly fitted around her waist.



“Who… are you?” I asked nervously, although I already knew the answer.



“I, young lady, am The Queen of the Forest,” she said with authority, her deep voice disturbing a bird on an overhead branch and making it fly away.



I watched in disbelief, as out through the hut door behind her walked four more women. They were very similar in appearance to the two girls that were still restraining me. They all had slightly different hair color but were dressed almost the same, and they had the same strange blank expressions on their pretty faces.



I’d slept with guys before - but never really enjoyed it much. But I was yet to have my first girl-on-girl experience. The Queen of the Forest eyed me up and down and instructed to her female army, “Get her in place. It’s time.”



And with that, the two girls on either side of me marched me over to a nearby tree stump and bent me over it. Their hands were lightly restraining me, and I thought if I really struggled there was a chance I could break their grip and try running away, but to be honest I was actually quite enjoying myself and I was also feeling quite exhausted by this whole experience. So I just lay there, bent over the tree stump on my tummy, awaiting my fate.



I heard heavy footsteps behind me and I pictured little clouds of dust erupting from the floor as she neared me. I felt two firm hands on my round ass, and with my eyes open and looking straight ahead, I felt the head of the plastic toy being pressed up against my wanton snatch.



I relaxed, and The Queen of the Forest slid the large strap-on inch by inch, deep inside my self-lubricated pussy. It felt great, and my pussy clamped down on the shiny plastic with loving force, sucking the toy deep inside me, so deep that I could feel the large plastic balls against my tingling nub. She began thrusting her powerful hips back and forth, really fucking me deeply and expertly, spearing me on the huge black rod.



Night had fallen, and as I was being fucked in the forest the four girls who were not standing at my side had lit candles that were placed in long candle holders. As they stuck them in the ground around me I could see by flickering candlelight that the tree stump was in the middle of a large star-shape that had been constructed by loose twigs. All six girls started chanting and humming in a language I could not understand, and I wondered for a moment whether they were planning to sacrifice me - perhaps I was going to be the victim of an insane pagan ritual or something.



The amazing feeling of the large dildo in my tight pussy meant that I disregarded this thought – the feeling of being fucked by The Queen of the Forest was so good that at this point I didn’t care. I just wanted her to fuck me good and hard, and not stop fucking me till I reached my impending climax.



And climax I did – hard. As her thrusts intensified so did my panting and moaning. The girls’ humming in my ears and the flickering candles lighting up the star of sacrifice were all too much for me to take. I came. An amazing orgasm shot through my body as I squirted around the wide girth of the huge toy, my womanly juices splashing behind me, soaking the big black balls and the maroon robe of the Queen.



She left it in me for a moment, before withdrawing it, inch by inch, leaving my burning snatch sore but satisfied. The girls had stopped holding me, and all six girls began skipping around me, dancing along the star of twigs, their moving shadows casting dramatic imagery upon the forest floor.



Expecting it to be over and to be set free now that she had had her wicked way with me, I began to try to stand upright, when I felt her strong palm on the small of my back, pushing me down. She was not finished with me yet. Oh no.



She pushed the bell of the beastly sex-toy - that was soaked with my juices - up against my petrified ass that winked in fear at the prospect of penetration, especially by an enormous black rod like this. But I gritted my teeth as The Queen of the Forest persistently continued pushing the instrument against my minute hole, determined to be let inside. I guess a part of me wanted this too, for I allowed the mighty Queen to slide into my back-door. She was only in an inch deep when I let out an audible gasp, the painful feeling of anal intrusion almost too much for me to fathom, but she continued thrusting as the girls continued dancing and skipping, and she slid that beast into me – balls deep.



The girls all held hands and started skipping round me in a circle, while their chanting got louder and intensified, and I started to feel really special. I felt wanted. Loved.



It wasn’t long before I felt another incredible orgasm build up inside my panting body, and as the phallic monster drilled me like a hapless hussy the black balls slapped my clit hard, and my orgasm shot through me, making my body shake with intense waves of pleasure.



The Queen of the Forest pulled out of my ass and said in a commanding tone, “Sit, my child. The circle is almost complete.”



“Yes, it’s time for the sacred dousing,” all six girls said in unison, their voices echoing. I sat up on the tree stump, the cold wood cooling down my sore ass, and as I looked around me at the circle of girls I could see that they were all wearing what could only be described as sheepskin shin-pads. Their panties were off and their freshly-shaven pussies were exposed, the nippy forest breeze rustling the trees around us.



They all reached down to dally with their snatches, their pale fingers expertly masturbating their neat little nubs. I couldn’t believe I was watching this – as bizarre as it was, this was a dream come true. I couldn’t believe I was watching six beautiful young women masturbating right in front of me. The Queen of the Forest seemed to be doing some kind of spiritual Riverdance, skipping back and forth between the candlesticks, speaking backwards in tongues while her enormous black member bobbed about in front of her like an angry serpent.



The girls parted their legs further as their rubbing intensified, squatting down slightly so that they could plunge their probing fingers into their moist coozes, eager to frig themselves to completion.



And frig themselves to completion they did, as all six girls came one after the other within seconds of each other, shooting copious amounts of squirt wildly in my direction, soaking my face and drenching me entirely in their love-juice. I opened my mouth as wide as I could in an attempt to taste and consume as much of the see-thru liquid as I could, my tongue earnestly lapping the air as jet after jet of lady-jizz shot at me in girly ribbons as if being fired out of six water pistols.



I felt special, as they had all cum just for me - I had been the missing part of the puzzle and had helped to complete their sacred circle. But The Queen of the Forest had not quite finished with me yet. Not quite.



She walked into the centre of the circle and stepped up onto the tree trunk where I sat. Here, she placed a foot either side of me and as I looked up I could see she was still wearing the mighty black cock. However, the harness was crotch-less, and my inquisitive eyes shone with wonder as I saw that her womanly mound was on show. She was not a bald eagle like her army – she had a full hairy pussy, a pubic mound as dense as the forest that contained us. She frigged herself with a sense of urgency, eager to expel her inner liquid onto me.



And she did just that, shrieking like a wolf up at the full moon as she squirted a bucket-load down onto my up-looking face, getting it right in my eyes, over my nose, and into my open mouth. I spluttered and coughed as I gasped for air, feeling briefly like I might truly drown in the waterfall, but luckily I caught my breath and inhaled deep and fast, filling my lungs with the cool forest air.



I scooped the goo from my eyes and looked up at my new Queen, in anticipation of what she was going to say. She smiled down at me with a knowing smile and said, “The circle is now complete. Until we meet again, good child.”



With that, I got up, dried my face on a nearby leaf and walked off into the woods the way I had come. I glanced back and could see that their party was continuing into the night, as the candles burnt on and their singing got fainter.



Although I was alone in the dark forest, I no longer felt any fear, for I knew the presence of the amazing female I had gotten close to was with me, looking over me and guiding me.



I must have only walked for about five minutes when I came across my jeans on the forest floor in a heap. I put them on, knickerless. I walked for about ten minutes more when the forest seemed to open up and become clearer, and I realized I was heading out the way I came, as if the forest was allowing me to leave, giving me permission to continue with my life.



I could hear familiar voices and I stepped out of the forest, onto the side of the road. The dark evening air amazingly seemed to instantly get lighter, as if it was early evening again. The class coach was right there, and all my classmates and teachers were chatting and boarding the coach, apparently completely oblivious that I had been missing. Maybe I hadn’t been gone that long after all. So I didn’t even tell them where I’d been, I just sat on the coach, next to Lexie.



As the coach pulled out, Brad leered over Lexie’s seat in an attempt to chat to her and make her laugh. I didn’t care. I didn’t feel jealous. I just smiled to myself. For I knew that I had had an experience far more amazing than anything my classmates could offer.



 



<><><>
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J
 enny and Penelope had been friends for years. They were pretty close, and had become even closer since Jenny had discovered that her husband Raymond had been cheating on her. After several years of what she thought was a happy marriage she had discovered his infidelity, and it had hurt her greatly, but she was so thankful that she could always rely on Penelope to offer words of wisdom and encourage her in her time of need.



So this planned road trip was exactly what Jenny needed. It was just her and Penelope, on the road, on their way to the beach to enjoy a nice relaxing vacation. Exactly what Jenny needed to clear her mind and hopefully find a guy to have a holiday fling with. If Raymond was going to sleep around, Jenny was perfectly entitled to have a bit of fun of her own. It had been a long time since she had been ‘flung’, so to speak.



Whilst on the road, the girls needed to visit the restroom.



“What,
 this
 place?” asked Jenny.



“Yeah, this one’s just as good as the next place,” replied Penelope.



“But… it looks so scummy. And dirty.”



“That’s ok. We’re only going to stop for a minute.”



The two girls pulled up, and entered the restroom. Once inside, Penelope nodded her head in agreement. It was indeed a pretty scummy restroom. Graffiti decorated the walls and the girls’ eyes widened as they noticed that there were several holes in the wall. The men’s restroom was on the other side.



“Are those what I think they are?” asked Jenny, after both girls had finished urinating.



“Yes,” answered Penelope, expecting Jenny to be disgusted and want to leave.



“God. Well, do they actually do it?”



“Well, yes I think they do.”



Jenny seemed intrigued. “How do we get them to come out.”



“We have to bang on the wall three times.” And then, blushing, “That’s just what I’ve heard.”



“Ok, let’s give this a go,” decided Jenny, bravely.



*KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK*



Jenny banged on the door, and to her amazement, after about ten seconds a flaccid penis dangled through one of the four inch-wide holes.



“God, I can’t believe that.”



“Well, this’ll be the perfect opportunity to get back at Raymond,” said Penelope encouragingly. “I know we’re not even at the beach yet, but a bird in hand, so to speak.”



So, Jenny reached out and started to caress the flaccid member, stroking it up and down rhythmically. It responded in kind and started to grow in length. It stood to attention at an erect 7 inches. It was uncircumcised and the foreskin contracted naturally to Jenny’s soft womanly touch.



“Oh my God, he’s quite a big boy,” said Penelope.



Aroused that her friend was watching her stroke the member, Jenny continued to masturbate it, grasping it firmly and rubbing her hand up and down its length. It stood to attention, throbbing and stiff. Jenny couldn’t resist dropping to her knees to feel it against her face. She instinctively let it nudge against her cheeks and slap across her lips as she opened her awaiting mouth. She sucked sincerely, letting the big shiny head enter her moist wet mouth as she suckled out the first drop of pre-cum.



Out of the corner of her eye, Jenny saw a second winkie emerge from the hole to her right, just a mere 17 inches away from the first one. This one was already erect and measured in at quite an impressive 7.5 inches. This one was thicker in girth, and seemed to be circumcised with a big purple shiny bell-end. Seeing that it was attached to a big pair of hairy balls through the hole, she reached out her right hand and began to stroke the member, rubbing it up and down. Pre-cum was already oozing out onto the cold dirty floor beneath.



“God, I hope someone doesn’t walk in,” Jenny said.



“Don’t worry,” said Penelope. “If someone comes in, then I’m sure these guys will hear and contract pretty quickly.”



“Ok. But I don’t know how these guys can risk doing it – they don’t know who’s on the other side. Seems pretty risky to me.”



“I guess it’s a risk they’re willing to take,” said Penelope. “They’re obviously enjoying themselves.”



And they
 were
 enjoying themselves, as they were both now throbbing, sticking right up in the air like two flag-poles. Jenny was crouched in-between them, squatting down, her skirt hitched up, whilst furiously masturbating them with both her hands, in a skiing motion. Penelope could see the light of the dingy restroom bouncing off the two purple bell-ends as Jenny handled them.



“Go on, give them both a suck,” Penelope said, egging on her friend. Plucky Jenny did as Penelope suggested, moving her lips from one bell-end to the other, having the time of her life. She sucked back and forth, and attempted to pull them together so that they could meet in the middle, but alas the holes were slightly too wide apart and they were a couple of inches apart. However, she was still able to suck both of them in her mouth simultaneously. As she sucked keenly, she could hear the men on the other side moaning.



The moans became more intense, until they became more like groans - and unexpectedly the first man shot his load, into Jenny’s mouth. She swallowed as fast as she could as the voluminous load continued spurting. Just then, she felt the second one in her other hand start to twitch, and he began to shoot his hot thick creamy milk out, directly at her face.



So, in a valiant effort, Jenny moved her head from left to right, swallowing as much of the ejaculate spunk as she could. She gulped quickly, attempting to consume as much as she could but a lot of it dripped down, decorating her ripe cleavage. Sighing, relieved, both pricks simultaneously became flaccid and disappeared back where they came from.



Jenny got up, slightly embarrassed. “Let’s leave. I’ve definitely swallowed my fair share.”



“Ha ha, ok,” agreed Penelope. “Let’s go.”



Just as they were about to leave, they heard a ruffling behind them. Spinning round, both girls saw that there was a huge black member protruding through one of the holes in the wall.



“Jesus Christ,” exclaimed Jenny. “Is that thing attached to a human or a yeti?”



“It must be a human. It really is huge though.” The thing was about 9 and &frac34; inches, thick and ready for action as it sprung up ominously.



“Hmmm… we can’t leave him like this. It’s my turn now,” said Penelope, strolling back over to the wall. Dropping to her knees, she opened her mouth and soberly started to suck on the big black bell. Jenny came up beside Penelope, and helped in steadying it with her hand as Penelope struggled to get her lips around the ridiculously wide girth. Jenny stroked her hand up and down, feeling every vein on the shaft as she began to wank it into her friend’s mouth.



“Mmmmmm. Hhhhhmmmm. Nnnnnngggghh,” Penelope said, with  a mouthful of cock, almost gagging.



Just then, two more cocks appeared from the holes on either side, making  a total of three protruding from the wall. The two on either side were 8 inches, white, uncircumcised, and the foreskin on both naturally contracted as they became erect.



“Jesus, how many guys are back there?” asked Jenny.



Penelope had to stop her sucking for a moment to answer. “I’m not sure, but I’m guessing there’s a whole fucking gang back there.”



With three erect cocks in front of her, Penelope got to work. She sucked on the black one in the middle firmly, as both her hands skied with the two on either side. Crouching down, with her skirt hitched up, Jenny could tell that Penelope could do with having a helping hand of her own, so she got behind her and reached underneath to dally in her wet panties. Feeling the moistness through the cotton, she could sense that Penelope was extremely ready. Penelope was ready alright - she was single at the moment, having split with her boyfriend a month previously.



Jenny had always wanted to touch Penelope intimately, and she couldn’t believe it was actually happening, especially in such unusual circumstances. As Penelope continued to suck & ski enthusiastically, Jenny delved her hands into Penelope’s black panties and started to rub her aching snatch. Penelope was shaven on either side, neatly trimmed in the middle and her pussy was soft and inviting as Jenny’s fingers probed deeply into the honey-pot.



Penelope made more muffled noises of encouragement as she struggled with the big black beast, her hands working overtime as they simultaneously mirrored each other in rhythmic stroking motions up and down. Pre-cum was dripping from the two white pricks on either side and as she began to feel them twitch she knew that they were close.



Aware that they were about to shoot, she took her mouth off the big black rod and ducked low, allowing both white 8 inchers to ejaculate. They shot their spunk in thick creamy white ribbons, which arced in the air like two white rainbows of ectoplasm. It soared over Penelope’s ducking head towards Jenny behind her, spraying Jenny right in the face. Caught by surprise Jenny managed to open her mouth, just as the first jet hit her, and was able to consume most of it, but like the previous two loads much of it dripped down, further decorating her already messy cleavage.



Penelope looked up and saw the big black tool throb and knew that he was ready, as the other two became flaccid whilst stereo dog-like pants were audible through the wall. Grabbing hold of the beast, she wanked it aggressively up and down, her palm rubbing the foreskin over the big shiny helmet as the pre-cum dripped. A deep animal-like moan came from the other side and she pictured a big black monster standing on the other side. He shot a ridiculously huge load, as Penelope opened her mouth and consumed all of it with only one small drop dribbling down her chin. She gulped speedily as the enormous organ continued pumping like a garden hose, shooting thick creamy dairy-milk down her throat.



Looking back at Jenny, Penelope took one last big gulp and said, “Huh, I think I’ve had a bit more practice than you – I only spilt one drop.”



Jenny’s face was covered in spunk. She outstretched her tongue and spun it round and round like  a Catherine Wheel, lapping up most of the jizz. “Ha ha, I think you’re right. I’m going to go and get a hand towel.”



Jenny got up just as the black cock disappeared into the hole. Jenny got some hand towels and wiped down her face and cleavage.



Penelope swallowed the last drop and stood up. “Ok, now let’s really hit the road. We want to get to the hotel in time. And I want to check out the beach before nightfall.”



Just as both girls were cleaned up and ready to leave, they heard a deep muttering behind them. “Jesus Christ! It can’t be?!”



They both turned around, and to their absolute amazement there was a huge white cock protruding from the biggest hole of them all. It made the previous black beast seem rather small by comparison, as it measured in at a ridiculous 12.5 inches. It was white, veiny, circumcised, with  a big purple shiny bell-end as it stuck out like  a horizontal totem pole. It poked through the wall at an amazing angle and cast a demonic shadow on the floor which crept all the way to Jenny’s toes.



“Bloody hell. It’s roughly about three times as big as Raymond’s.”



“Ok – let’s get to work.”



Jenny knew what had to be done. She got on her knees and began to wank & suck. Penelope crouched down next to her and both girls put all four of their hands on the shaft. It was large enough so that all four hands could simultaneously masturbate the monstrous organ. Penelope reached down and started to play with Jenny’s frustrated snatch, similarly to how Jenny had to her earlier.



Penelope was pleasantly surprised as to how moist Jenny was already, as her hand slipped into her white thong to masturbate her freshly shaven cunt. Her fingers delved inside, as Jenny’s mouth struggled to get around the ridiculously large bell.



“Got, if you want to get back at Raymond, now’s the time to do it,” said Penelope, sensing that Jenny was ready.



Taking her lips of the monster Jenny said, “Ok, I think it really is time.”



She stood up, turned around and dropped her panties to the floor. She hitched up her skirt and bent over. Penelope stood at her side, holding onto the unbelievably wide shaft and aimed it purposefully towards Jenny’s buttocks. It slipped beneath her as jenny backed her ass up, and Penelope traced the bell-end up and down jenny’s plump labia. Her womanly juice lubricated the already glistening tip, and Jenny moved her hips forward slightly as Penelope lined the monster up with Jenny’s awaiting opening. Jenny pushed backwards as Penelope squeezed the girth, pulling it even further into the room.



A monstrous moan from behind the wall bellowed, as Jenny began to allow herself to be impaled by the angry 12.5 inch animal. It got in about an inch, just the bell-end, and Jenny let out a scream creating an echo through the dirty restroom.



“Hey, you’d better keep it down. There might be people outside,” offered Penelope wisely.



Biting her lip, Jenny backed up even further, allowing a further 5 inches in.



“Crikey,” said Penelope, holding open Jenny’s ass-cheeks, and viewed her winking starfish as the enormous veiny tool burrowed into her. “Good girl - you can do it. It’s only a few inches more.”



Jenny couldn’t help but let out a high-pitched squeal as she pushed her ass back as far as she could, right up against the wall, fully allowing the huge rod all the way inside her. Her pussy clamped down upon the wide girth with near-crushing force as she began to rhythmically bounce her hips back and forth, pounding herself off the throbbing meat.



Jenny looked to her left in the midst of her ecstatic bliss and saw that Penelope has also dropped her knickers. She pulled up a chair, sat in front of Jenny, and spread her legs wide, fully exposing her puffy labia which were now just inches from Jenny’s face. Jenny steadied herself, her hands grasping Penelope’s firm muscular thighs, and Jenny reached her neck forward. She opened her mouth and out popped her soft pink tongue. She expertly lapped up the length of Penelope’s womanly slit, tasting her pre-squirt sex piss. Her tongue found the burning hooded nub, and she began to flick it with her soft mouth-muscle, breathing deeply into Penelope’s awaiting gash.



Penelope responded by grabbing hold of Jenny’s soft hair and pulling her closer into her as the big monster cock began to move on its own now, shafting Jenny good and hard from behind, pounding in and out of her as the unknown figure on the other side bucked his hips wildly. The girls could hear the audible ‘thwack’ of his balls banging against the wall.



Penny couldn’t take it anymore. Jenny’s lapping tongue was bringing her to heights she had never experienced and she felt herself cumming uncontrollably on her friend’s lips, and squirted a girly ribbon of gush into Jenny’s awaiting mouth. The taste of Penelope’s lady-juice on her tastebuds was too much for Jenny to take, and she came wildly, squirting a sticky gush down the contours of the veiny shaft, splashing against the dirty wall behind her.



Another penis protruded from one of the smaller holes to the side.



“Hey – that’s… Ray!” whispered Jenny.



“Are you serious?” asked Penelope.



“Yeah,” Jenny said, still gasping as she was getting shafted good and hard. “I can tell by that mole on the left-hand side, near the bottom of the shaft.”



“Man it looks pathetic,” said Penelope. “It really is only 5 inches.” It looked very frustrated as it stuck through the hole, erect.



“Hey, I’ve got an idea,” said Jenny. “Grab that janitor’s bucket over there.”



Penelope got the bucket as Jenny stepped forward, allowing the huge prick to plop out of her. The enormous 12.5 incher bobbed up and down, still eager to be drained.



Penelope placed the bucket underneath, and both girls milked the beast vigorously, their hands slippery with pre-cum and Jenny’s squirt-juice, as they felt it pulsate in their firm fingers. The big balls bounced against the wall with one last ominous ‘thwack’, as the beast shot a ridiculous amount of jizz out into the bucket beneath. The girls could feel it pumping through their fingers like projectile vomit, and created quite a pool of spunk. The huge member seemed fully satisfied and withdrew back into the men’s room.



Jenny picked up the bucket and both girls walked over to Raymond’s frustrated little plonker. Penelope gave it a hard slap from left to right, making it bang off the wall.



“Oww!” Raymond’s voice came from the other side, but he didn’t pull his cock back. He left it there – he must’ve quite enjoyed it.



“Yeah, that’s definitely Ray. I’d recognize his ghastly tone anywhere. Now, this is what you deserve,” whispered Jenny, lifting up the bucket. Tilting it to one side, she allowed the thick creamy man-spunk to dribble out. It poured down, almost a quarter of a bucketful, all over Raymond’s prick, completely drenching it.



“Aaarrrggghh!... did you squirt, girl?” enquired Raymond from the other side, not knowing it was his ex.



“That should teach him a thing or two! He’ll realize what that is soon enough.”



And with that, both girls pulled up their panties, left, got in their red corvette, and speeded down the highway on the way to the beach.



Jenny felt fully content and happy. Their holiday fun had started early. “Maybe we should have one more stop-off on the way…”



 



~~~
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A
 s his warm breath disappeared into the cold evening air, Peter Johnson looked at the doorbell. He had been looking at the doorbell for three minutes now, but had been unable to press it. This was something that was completely new to him, and he still wasn’t sure if he was actually going to go through with it. This whole thing was so
 unlike
 him.



He knew that there was no one else around, but he looked over his shoulder again to check. The street was empty.



Suddenly, courage seemed to come from nowhere and he reached out and pressed the buzzer hard. As it buzzed loudly from within the house he knew there was no turning back now – his stomach anxious as he stood there, waiting.



There was something about the small white card that had enticed him. The wording, the photo, the overall vagueness of it – there was something about this woman’s advert that made him
 very
 interested in her. He was human after all, he told himself. He had needs. Being a lawyer wasn’t always easy - those stuffy suits and long hours. This was something that
 needed
 to be done, so it may as well be with someone that interested him, no matter how superficially.



Just as he got an inkling of cold feet and he contemplated walking away and forgetting the whole thing, the door opened in front of him. There she was.



His eyes widened. She was hotter than her black and white picture. Much hotter. She was beautiful.



Her jet black hair was pulled back tightly in a long ponytail, revealing her smooth snow-white face. Her dark mirrored sunglasses rested on her perfect straight little nose, beneath which her lips looked like two little harps, coated with bright red lipstick.  Bit strange to be wearing sunglasses at night, Peter thought, but didn’t remark. He didn’t
 say
 anything – his eyes scanned down the rest of her tall stature and absorbed her tight-fitted red top, her black jeans and knee-high black leather boots. All brought together by her trenchcoat-length leather jacket.  It sure was a striking look – one that Peter liked very much.



Peter tried to compose himself, “Umm… hi, I’m Peter…”



“I know who you are. I’m Lucinda. Come in,” said the woman, holding the door open for him.



As he walked past her into the house he could smell the leather of her trenchcoat and the aroma of her perfume – it was a combination that both excited and tantalised his senses. He knew he had never met a woman like this before. In his eyes, she was the sexiest thing on the planet.



Peter followed her into her softly lit living room. A couple of dim lamps were positioned throughout the space, as well as several burning candles in long brass candle holders.



“Nice place,” Peter said, his awkwardness showing no sign of dying down.



“Thank you,” Lucinda said in her upper middle class British accent. “I’ll just get you a drink. Be right back.”



She disappeared into the kitchen, giving Peter a chance to soak in his surroundings.  Large oil paintings hung on the walls, presumably of family members of generations past. The room had a stuffy, eerie feel to it, in stark contrast to the modern look and sexy vibe of the woman who inhabited it.



She returned with a large glass of white wine, and handed it to him.



“Thanks. Where’s yours?” Peter asked her, slightly surprised that he was going to be drinking alone.



“I’m not a big one for alcohol, to be honest,” she told him through her bright red lips that parted to reveal her straight white teeth.



“Well, I don’t drink much myself, but I think I need this!” he told her. He really
 did
 need it, his shaking hand bringing the glass to his lips. “Need to calm my nerves.”



Lucinda smiled – the first time she’d smiled since answering the door. “Oh really? And why so nervous Pete?”



“Well… I don’t usually… um… do anything like this. Bit of a first-timer actually.” He glanced down at his loafers as he felt his cheeks turning slightly pink.



“You mean you’ve
 never
 done this?” she asked him inquisitively.



“I guess that depends how you define ‘this’… I mean, I’ve done ‘this’, but never paid for ‘this’. If that makes it any clearer.”



“I understand.” She said soothingly.



“Yeah, you see, I’m a lawyer, a very busy lawyer, and… well, I just need a bit of
 relief
 ,” he now really felt his embarrassment rising, as he had just admitted to this hot woman that he was slightly in need. Then he realised that everyone that visited her must be slightly in need – if they weren’t she would probably be out of business.



She seemed to acknowledge his embarrassment but skirted over it, “A lawyer, hey? I won’t hold it against you.” Her relaxed demeanour and apparent sense of humour was helping to ease his nerves, and as Peter took another big sip of wine he looked up at her mirrored frames and caught his own reflection.



Not bad for forty, he thought to himself. He still had all his hair, well
 most
 of it, and was still in pretty good shape. He tried to live a healthy life and look after himself, and although his body reflected this, his eyes and face looked slightly older and more tired that his physique. He looked harder into her mirrored glasses. Actually, he thought, his eyes looked a lot more tired than usual – he was, in fact, starting to feel rather sleepy.



As the scent of the wine reached his nostrils he realised that although it had a familiar fruity aroma, the taste was unlike any alcoholic beverage he could recall. He was enjoying it, and carried on sipping.



“So, I see you’re not married. That’s a good thing.” Lucinda said and nodded towards his left hand.



“I was,” Peter replied. “She cheated on me. I don’t miss her one bit, if I’m being honest, but I do miss the more... intimate times.”



“I guess I should say that I’m sorry to hear that, but if she hadn’t have cheated on you, you wouldn’t be here now and we wouldn’t be about to do… what we are about to do.”



Her cheeky smile was back, and this last statement of hers sent tingles up his spine and aroused him greatly. He started to feel more flirtatious, and exclaimed, “I still haven’t seen your eyes. I can only imagine how beautiful they are.”



“Imagine no longer, kind sir,” and with that Lucinda slowly and steadily took her sunglasses off. Peter looked into her eyes and had a double-take - her eyes looked
 black
 . He knew that no one’s eyes could truly be black - it must be the dim candle light, he thought, but as he looked deeper the part that should be colored looked as black as her hair, and empty of human emotion.



Figuring it must just be a combination of the wine and the lighting, he shrugged it off. But when she opened her mouth to smile again, this time her teeth were no longer flat but appeared to be razor-sharp little fangs.



“Jesus,” he murmured, now really beginning to feel drowsy, and reached out to try to steady himself against the fireplace. “Your eyes, they’re…”



Before he got a chance to finish, she stepped forward, pressed her large, firm breasts against his chest, leaned in and kissed him strongly on the lips. Their mouths opened and their tongues intertwined. He felt a stirring in his full balls – he didn’t know if it was the wine or not, but at that moment in time he didn’t care about her eyes or her teeth. Maybe he had imagined it altogether and in his aroused state his mind was playing tricks on him.



Peter closed his eyes, and felt the entire room swallow him, as if he was falling into an abyss.



 



***



 



In the blackness he heard a voice behind him say, “I’ll let you have your fun… but first, I’m going to have a little fun of my own.”



Peter thought he was dreaming. He opened his eyes, and something felt strange –
 different
 . He was in an orange-bricked room, which appeared to be some kind of basement. He was strung up in chains, a thick metal bracelet around each wrist and each ankle, with a chain attached to each, pulling him sideways from both directions. The chains were attached firmly to the walls on either side of him. There he was, naked, floating in bondage.



Lucinda walked out in front of where he hung, also naked, and he could for the first time see what she truly looked like. Her hair was now down, shoulder length and shiny. Her skin was still pale, but now almost glowing white. Two little flesh colored horns protruded from the top of her head. Her naked body was perfectly formed, full breasts with pointed red nipples. Her pussy was almost bald except for a line of dark hair that ran down the centre. She turned her back to him and revealed her perfect round ass, and there it was – a long tail hung from the small of her back. It was quite thick in girth with a rounded, almost pointed tip, and she swayed it slightly from side to side.



She was gorgeous.



“What are you?” Peter asked, nervously.



“You know what I am,” Lucinda replied. “I’m going to show you how pleasure and pain are so closely related that they sometimes become interchangeable.”



Peter looked down – he was erect. His large cock stuck out in front of him, bobbing up and down. As uncomfortable as he felt with his arms and legs strung up, he was also very aroused by this beautiful creature and the anticipation of what was going to happen to him sent a tingle up and down his spine.



“I’m going to give you pleasure you’ve never known,” she told him. She gracefully strolled round behind him again, and he felt completely at her mercy, worried about what was about to happen.



He felt the first whip across his butt-cheeks. Her smooth leathery tail whipped his left cheek and his right equally in one full blow, making a loud ‘thwacking’ sound and sending a sharp shock up his back. The chains rattled and he swayed back and forth, as his outcry echoed around the bricked room.



Nine more lashings followed, each one firmer and more precise than the preceding. His ass-cheeks were starting to feel very sore and red, when suddenly, she stopped. He hung there, gasping.



He felt a cool gel lotion being poured down his ass-crack. It felt cold against his skin, and as he dangled freely little drops of the jelly-like fluid dripped down onto the concrete floor beneath.



He closed his eyes and cried out, “Oh god!” as he felt the tip of her tail begin to nestle its way between his ass-cheeks. It rubbed up and down the length of his crack, before settling. It began to slowly and purposefully nudge its way inside. It wanted to get inside his body.



Her tail, although controlled by her, seemed to have a life of its own, it felt like a living breathing entity in its own right, and this snakelike tail began to push slowly, inch by inch, into him.



“God, ouch! That fucking hurts!” he cried out, all previous inhibitions and nervousness completely gone and replaced by anger and a feeling of being violated.



“God can’t save you now… but don’t worry, I’m not trying to hurt you. Just
 shut up
 and relax a minute. You’re capable of enjoying this – it’s all in the mind,” she told him, her British accent sounding louder and sexier than ever.



“Unngh… fuck…” Peter murmured, as the phallic tail slid in deeper and deeper, until it was several inches deep. It proceeded to slide in and out of his ass. With every inward movement it went so far as to touch his prostate, massaging it and gently probing it. Something strange began to happen – Peter found himself enjoying this sensation. He knew where a man’s g-spot was, but had never tried touching it himself. His mind wandered to his ex-wife – there was no way that frigid bitch would have
 ever
 tried anything as kinky as this, not that she had a tail to do so, but she had never even tried to finger him. Hell, the only position she had let him do to her was plain old missionary.
 Jeez
 , she was boring, he thought. His mind wandered further, and he thought of his ex with her new man, and instinctively knew that there was
 no way
 she would let her new lover do anything else than just missionary
 either
 . This mental image made Peter chuckle. Poor bastard, he thought.



As the she-creature continued to screw him, he glanced down once more at his dick, and to his surprise there was an amazing surplus of pre-cum oozing from it. Bound, his hands were unable to touch himself, so his only option was to hang there, turned-on, longing, and receiving pleasure he never thought possible.



She was now truly fucking him, sliding in and out faster and faster, the rounded tip of her tail feeling better and better with each thrust. Her long well-manicured fingernails tracing lightly up and down his back added to the feeling of being at her complete mercy.



She suddenly stopped, and withdrew her tail. He turned his head to the side to try to catch sight of her. Now the feeling of slight embarrassment was back, and he was again unsure of what awaited him.



Lucinda walked round to the front of him again and looked him dead in the eyes, her eyes blacker than ever as he stared into the empty void to her soul.



“It started off with pain, then slipped into pleasure… but now I’m going to let you experience
 true
 pleasure. I can see how ready you are,” she said, nodding down towards his throbbing cock.



With that, she turned around and bent over. The height at which Peter had been strung up was at just the right level so that his cock was level with her ass. She pushed her ass back and the tip of his cock lightly pressed against her perfect round cheeks. He could see what appeared to be a tattoo at the small of her back, some kind of tribal pattern, but more detailed than any tattoo he’d ever seen – so intricate that he imagined it would have taken a genius mind years to illustrate such a thing. Something he doubted any human would have been able to do.



She lifted her ass slightly and widened her stance, stepping back so that his hard cock pressed against the entrance to her pussy. He felt her labia on him, and it felt different to any human pussy he’d made love to – certainly different to his wife’s. Even though he had been in a monogamous relationship for many years, he had experienced some wild times in his college days. These lips, however, omitted a warmth that transcended down the length of this shaft - a warmth that spread thru his entire body, his entire being, a warmth that lit up his very soul.



The beautiful creature began to press back, allowing his cock to enter her, inch by inch, her warm, moist pussy seeming to suck him in, until he was completely inside her, balls deep. It was the softest feeling he had ever experienced, and Lucinda started to move her hips back and forth, slowly at first, allowing herself to be fucked doggy. She moaned out in pleasure as she began to speed up the rhythmic movement of her hips, pounding back on him, bouncing off him, pumping back and forth. He never in his wildest dreams imagined he was capable of giving a woman so much pleasure, especially not a creature like Lucinda, who was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. The chains clinked as he enjoyed the most euphoric moment of his life.



Her speed increased further and she pounded back and forth, wriggling her hips wildly, gripping his cock for all it was worth, as if trying to extract his milk. Just as Peter thought he was about to cum, she stopped and squeezed tightly around him, and mouthed a high pitched banshee-esque shriek of pleasure. Her warm love-juice squirted backwards, soaking his balls. She moved forward letting his length slip out of her.



“Oh god, that was amazing…” he said.



“Yes it was Pete, but we’re not done yet.”



She turned around and got on her knees. “Your turn,” she told him. “I need your seed.” Her hand reached out and lightly squeezed his sack as his body gently swayed.



Lucinda placed her firm breasts either side of his erection – not enveloping him completely but letting his shaft rest upon the top of her tits. She grabbed his cock quickly, with purpose, as began to milk him firmly, steadily, with a grip as tight as a vice. It wasn’t long before Peter felt himself getting close, and he blasted his hot spunk all over her voluptuous breasts. He gasped and looked down, watching his seed spray all over her full mounds.



She extracted the last of his semen with her tight grip, draining him completely. Her long serpentine tongue darted out and lapped up the jizz that covered her tits.



“Yum. I
 needed
 that. You see, I feed off human energy, and sexual energy is the easiest energy to accumulate because it is so readily available. That should keep me going for at least a month. If you feel drained for a while, that’s why – I took quite a lot from you.”



Peter hung there, panting like a dog. “And… the anal probe? What was that for?” he asked, inquisitively.



She smiled, and said through her pointy little fangs, “That was just for fun.”



As she unchained his wrists he thought to himself that he really should visit ladies of the night more often.



 



<><><>
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T
 here was something about crunchy snow that always whet Paige’s appetite. It was so nice to finally be away on this little vacation, she’d been looking forward to it so much. Now here, it was just as lovely as she pictured. A little bit of quality time with Jack was exactly what the doctor ordered. The wooden cabin, although looking small from the outside was spacious on the inside. The Christmas tree emitted a radiant glow in the corner of the room, the smell of pine wafting through the air mixing with the incense created a delicate aroma. As she glanced outside a smile decorated Paige’s lips as she viewed the falling snow.



Just as she was starting to feel slightly chilly, she felt Jack's strong arms envelope her from behind, comforting her and offering much-needed warmth. Paige moved her head to one side and smiled, thanking Jack for the thoughtful gesture. She loved being in the moment, experiencing the feeling of being looked after and cuddled without asking. The warmth from his chest behind her radiated into her back, and she felt tingling excitement creep down her spine and nestle in her womanhood.



Jack sensed her growing excitement, and took the initiative to lean his head forward and brush his harp-like lips against the nape of her neck. Paige let out a pleasurable deep sigh, raising her hand and reaching behind her to stroke the back of his head, encouraging him. Jack saw this as an opportunity to snuggle closer, kissing her neck up and down its smooth contours. He reached his hand up from her waist and gently squeezed her right full breast, testing the water. Her nipple was hard and pressed against the cotton of her tight top like a pink bullet. His fingers eagerly flicked over her nipple from left to right causing the material to ruffle, and her deep sigh turned into a low moan as she pressed her hips backwards, pushing her plentiful seat into his hardening crotch. The possibilities of what could unfold later that evening filled Jack with hope, as he was sure that he was going get lucky.
 Or perhaps, she is the one that's going to get lucky
 , he thought.



Holding her hand, Jack led her over to the white furry rug that was next to the roaring fire. They lowered themselves to their knees simultaneously, and as they both sat down he reached out and affectionately brushed her long hair away from her eyes. Instinctively he leaned in, and she responded in kind by turning her head and kissing him softly on the lips. Their mouths opened as the French kiss ensued, Paige letting Jack know she was ready by swirling her tongue in circular motions around his like a whirlpool. Their arms naturally reached around to hold each other and she lay back, her full breasts sticking up in the air and her legs slightly open, inviting him to get closer. Jack's hands wandered, tracing up and down the contours of her voluptuous curves, and he now started to feel like a very lucky boy.



He lifted up her tight-fitting top to reveal her large round melons that were still confined within the restrictive hammock of her bra. Paige finished the job, by lifting her top up and over her head and flinging it on the floor beside her. Hoisting herself up on her hands, Paige offered her large breasts to him, jiggling them enthusiastically as her deep eyes looked at him knowingly. Jack reached round and unhooked her bra, allowing her large melonous planets to hang free like two firm mounds of jelly. Glancing down at her own left nipple, Paige hinted at what she wanted to be done. Jack leaned forward, opened his mouth and began to suck on her hard pink arrow-head, taking extra care to lick it sincerely with his soft long tongue.



Granting him full permission to explore her body, Jack's hands continued to wonder. He undid the buttons on her jeans and pulled them down to just below her ass, revealing her white thong which was as white as the snow outside. With her midriff completely exposed he kissed his way all the way down to the top of her underwear. Gripping her jeans with both hands he pulled them all the way down and off, tossing them next to her top on the floor. He could feel the warmth from her wettening cooze beneath him as he tenderly kissed her milk-white thighs, while Paige widened her legs invitingly. The bulge in Jack's boxer shorts grew rapidly as he knew that just beneath her thong were the gates to heaven. After flirting with him for the past few months, Paige was about to let Jack experience the naughty side to her character.



Slipping down her own knickers, Paige discarded them like yesterday's news, and Jack's eyes widened as he got full view of her exposed honeypot. It was neatly trimmed up above with a landing strip of mousy brown hair, shaven on both sides, with her labia neatly tucked away beneath her burning nub. He reached forward and traced his tongue up and down her luscious lips, enjoying the sweet taste of the amber nectar. His long tongue slid in and out of her tingling coochie as he licked intently. He purposefully suckled her womanly clit into his mouth, whilst flicking his tongue from side to side and moving his hand towards her welcoming hole as his finger pushed inside her. He looked up at her, his licking stopping momentarily to read her reaction. As they made eye contact she said, “Don't stop licking me baby! I want to feel your tongue on my frustrated clitty.”



Hearing her say those words made the bulge in Jack's jeans grow to astronomic proportions, and he didn't need to be asked twice. His tongue darted out again, as he inserted the second finger into her juiced-up puss, and proceeded to tongue-fuck her and finger-fuck her simultaneously. Ardently he sucked and licked her hooded nub whilst rampantly probing his fingers inside. The walls of her pussy clamped down around his fingers with near-crushing force, hinting at her impending orgasm, and he added a third finger into her warm pie as he continued to lick. Paige started to rock her hips rhythmically in time with his finger penetration, making an audible squelch with every hip thrust. Just as he felt she was about to reach her climax he withdrew his fingers and lifted them to his own lips. A string of see-through love-juice dripped from his lips to the tips of his fingers as her snatch quivered beneath him.



 



***



 



“God Jack I need more than your fingers. I need a big manly member inside my slick love box.”



“Oh, you’ll get some cock all right. Don't you worry about that.” And no sooner had he said the words than there was a knock on the wooden cabin door, sending an echo through the room. “Come in, it's unblocked,” Jack called out.



The door opened and in walked Bobby. Paige’s jaw dropped as she recognised him instantly. She had seen him on a night out at the local bar and had noticed him checking her out repeatedly that evening. He had a dominant presence about him as he entered the room and closed the door behind him. He was similar in stature to Jack with wide shoulders, and straightaway he took off his jacket and put it on the chair.



“I didn't know we were going to have company,” Paige said to Jack.



“You don't mind do you?” Jack asked her.



“No, I guess not,” she said, playing along. Realising that she was fully exposed to Bobby, Paige blushed, closing her legs in an attempt to cover herself up.



“Don't be shy,” Jack said. “Bobby likes what he sees. Don’t you Bobby?”



Jack's soothing voice eradicated any bit of apprehension Paige had, and she reminded herself that more than anything she wanted to show Jack a good time, and if Bobby was here too, then all the better. Jack unzipped and pulled down his jeans and boxer shorts revealing his 8 inch rock hard erection. It was thick with a veiny shaft, a big purple bell, and big hairy bollocks that hung down ominously.



“Bobby’s going to give you a good shafting, while I watch and have a good hard wank over you.”



Knowing she didn't have much say in the matter, Paige nodded and opened her legs wide as Jack got up and sat on the chair in the corner.



Paige looked up as Bobby undid his jeans and dropped his drawers revealing his phallus which was, amazingly, even bigger than Jack's. It was 9 inches in length with a smooth shaft, and as his foreskin naturally contracted Paige’s mouth watered as she saw his huge shiny helmet, the lights of the Christmas tree reflecting on it decoratively.



Sensing she was already ready, Bobby got on his knees before her and solemnly lowered his throbbing rod in-line with her awaiting flange. He pressed the bell-end up against her welcoming front door, and pushed his big helmet inside. Bobby was more than she was used to and she cried out in a pleasure-pain combination as her heaving breasts inflated with each quickening breath. Jack sat on the chair next to her with his big willy up in the air as his hand readily gripped his shaft, rubbing it up and down in a methodical motion whilst perusing the situation on the floor.



“God he’s got a big cock hasn’t he Paige? Even bigger than me. I bet that head feels good up inside your tight quim. I bet your slippery peach is begging to be penetrated by that plonker. How badly do you want it?” The words that were coming from Jack's mouth increased Paige’s arousal no end, and she began to lift her legs up, wrapping them around Bobby’s waist and pulling him closer towards her.



This was all the encouragement Bobby needed as he pushed his meaty beast forward, spearing her properly on his rampant erection. The entire length was in her, all 9 inches deep, causing Paige to scream out in ecstatic bliss as her eyes watered. Feeling fully stretched, she glanced over at Jack's wanking member as Bobby began to plunge in and out of her purposefully, steadying himself with his hands on the rug as he impaled her with his aggressive fleshy harpoon. Jack's eyes were fixed intently on the couple as Bobby’s hairy balls banged against Paige’s slick canal creating an audible ‘thwack’.



The deep penetration from someone who was almost a stranger was too much for Paige to take and she squirted wildly, shooting girly ribbons of luke-warm sex-piss downwards, drenching Bobby’s big balls and muscular thighs. Embarrassed, she glanced over at Jack as she felt Bobby's balls tighten. Withdrawing from her aching snatch, Bobby sat back on his hairy ass on the hairy rug with his 9 incher sticking up in the air like a telephone pole. Paige got on her hands and knees like a wanton whore and opened her mouth, greedily sucking on the big shiny helmet in an eager attempt to consume all of her own love-juice as she licked enthusiastically up and down the smooth shaft, paying special attention to the full balls which she sucked intently, one at a time. She sucked them so hard that they created a plasticine-like shape as they stretched through the air.



As she was on all fours attending to Bobby's frustrated penis, Jack had slid off his chair and was intently nudging his face between her butt-cheeks. Her tiny starfish winked at him welcomingly as her soaking cooch dripped a snail trail of post-squirt lady-juice between her legs creating a small puddle of the floor. Jack's tongue darted out, sincerely lapping at her mouse’s ear, sending waves of excitement to rise up through her body. As Bobby viewed this, his cock twitched and swayed in anticipation as he could see Jack's head disappear between the crack of her plentiful tushy.



Jack paused for a moment and licked his lips before calling out to Bobby, “Hey buddy, I think she’s ready for you. Fully lubed-up and ready to go!”



Bobby quickly got to his feet, and walked round the back as Paige was on all fours like a bitch in heat. Bobby placed a foot either side of her open legs, squatted down and pressed his big shiny helmet up against her moist pucker. Without any warning he pushed his big cock right up her tight anal sphincter making her scream out in sweet agony. Jack was right behind, viewing the situation and he got a great view (up & over) of Bobby’s big heavy balls bouncing off her as he drilled her with his 9 inch beast. Jack reached his fingers out and slid them up Paige’s pussy, inadvertently feeling Bobby's huge member inside her asshole.



“I need more than just fingers baby,” Paige yelled out.



Bobby withdrew from her aching back-door with his cock twitching like a live wire. He lay on his back next to Paige and she clambered aboard allowing his thick meat to enter her soaked vaginal opening. She bounced up and down energetically, eager to satisfy herself once more as her bum-cheeks were still open and exposed to Jack. Seeing her tight sphincter had been loosened up considerably Jack pushed his purple bell-end up against the inviting rosebud, before attempting to plunge inside. Jack rocked his hips forward and bucked her fully with his 8 incher, while Bobby’s pecker slipped in and out of her pulsating purse.



Paige was getting double-penetrated hard in the log cabin as the snow poured down outside like Christmas morning. The wind howled around the sides of the cottage cabin as the candles flickered brightly.



 



***



 



Just then there was another knock on the door.



“Who the hell is that?” Paige yelled out in-between her moaning pants. “Surely you haven’t invited someone else?”



“Well actually,” Jack said, grimacing whilst Paige’s anal passage gripped his veiny shaft with vice-like intent. “I have invited someone else. You know Ricardo don’t you? We met him at the University bar recently.” Then yelled out, “Come in!”



The door opened and in walked Ricardo. He was even taller than Bobby and Jack, with olive skin and a mysterious aura about him. Viewing the hardcore DP that was taking place next to the fireplace, Ricardo wasted little time in shutting the door behind him pulling off his top, revealing his very hairy chest. The hair on his chest was thick and dark and went all the way down to the top of his jeans which he undid and dropped to the floor along with his white boxers. His cock stood up, erect and menacing, 10.5 inches and circumcised. His balls were extremely hairy, and the hair went all the way from his balls, right round and up his ass-crack.



“Jesus Christ!” exclaimed Paige as she continued to bounce up and down.



“I know they’re hairy, baby!” Replied Ricardo, stepping forward into her line of vision. As he nudged his huge shiny dark-red bell-end up against Paige’s cheek, she instinctively knew what was expected of her and she opened her mouth, moving her head slightly to the right, allowing Ricardo’s bell into her parted lips. She sucked on the mushroom helmet gracefully, bobbing her head up and down as she continued to get double-screwed.



Ricardo responded in kind by half-squatting down, and lowering himself so Paige could slip more of his frustrated member into her eager facial orifice. From his vantage point on the floor, Bobby could see Ricardo’s hairy ass-crack opening as his balls hung down like two huge hairy Kiwis. Ricardo bucked his hips back and forth in rhythmic motions, mirroring Jack as he plunged forward in the other direction. Having all her holes filled in the beautiful log cabin was an experience that was more wonderful than anything Paige had anticipated on the journey here.



Just then she felt Bobby’s balls tighten beneath her as she heard Jack moan out wildly over her shoulder. With one more thrust, Jack couldn't hold it and let his full testicles erupt, shooting a voluminous string of thick creamy white spunk deep into her anal passage. This caused Paige to cum again, and she achieved her second orgasm of the evening, squirting wildly downwards on Bobby's cock, drenching his full ball-sack. This caused Bobby’s balls to tighten further and he also shot his load, shooting his spunky milk right up into Paige’s orgasming gash. Paige’s lips sucked fervently on Ricardo’s huge pulsating pole, keen to make him join the cum party.



Reaching out, she squeezed his big hairy Latin nuts tightly, and he uttered an audible shriek as he ejaculated, releasing the seminal fluid out of his 10.5 inch prick just as Paige took her lips off the helmet, allowing him to spray a bucketful of cream all over her face. She opened her mouth slightly-too-late in an earnest effort to try to consume as much as she could, but most of it splashed down over her heaving tits and dripped onto Bobby’s lips beneath her.



Jack withdrew as Paige hoisted her hips up allowing Bobby to slip out of her as Ricardo drained the last drop of post-cum out of his softening snake.



“Merry Christmas honey,” Jack said. Paige smiled as she licked her lips with a face full of jizz, as she knew Jack had given her a perfect Christmas gift. A Christmas gift she had always dreamed of!



 



###
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L
 ife in the suburbs. Things always look so perfect from the outside. When the reality is often very different. A perfect married life with the perfect husband. That’s what I thought – but everyone wants a bit of excitement from time to time don’t they? Isn’t that what we all really want?



I have a good solid job as an estate agent and went to a good school. Even though Robert had a better job than me that really brought home the bacon, my career still gave me a great feeling of self worth. There was still something missing, however.



I met my husband Robert through a mutual friend. We got married in church and had two kids. For at least the first year things were good in the bedroom. Not great, but good. Sex was a good healer in our relationship; it seemed to fix quite a lot of our arguments. There was one thing my husband always asked me to try, but there was no way I was going to do that, no matter how much he begged in that very unsexy way. Something entering into my back passage just wasn’t appealing to me. I knew it would hurt, and it just wasn’t something I was prepared to try, not even for my husband. I mean, it wasn’t as if he was the man of my dreams or anything, if I’m being honest.



Eventually he got the message and stopped pressuring me to do it – he was quite welcome to lick my butt-hole if he wanted, but there was no way he was going to make love to it. Of course, he didn’t lick it either – that would’ve been way too generous a sexual act of him. Come to think of it, he was kind of a selfish lover.



The first few months of marriage had been great, I can’t deny that. We made love almost every night, albeit in not very adventurous ways. Missionary was pretty much the only position we did regularly, and of course we had oral, with the occasional bout of doggy style thrown in when we had had a couple of drinks. However, soon the nightly passionate sex decreased to about three times a week. Then it dropped to about once a week, if that. In fact, sometimes several weeks would go by without sex, not that I really missed doing it with Robert, but it was during these times that I sometimes had to take matters into my own hands. A woman has needs after all.



I guess there are millions of marriages the same all over the world. They kind of fizzle out early, but the couple stays together out of comfort or habit. They end up pottering about together with no passion.



My marriage would have also carried on in a blissfully boring manner, if I had not had an unscheduled day off work one Wednesday. Robert was away on business till late that night, so with the house to myself I was having a pleasant day relaxing. Robert and I share a computer. I mean, we both have laptops but we have a main PC that we both share. So, on this rare day off I was innocently writing an email when suddenly an instant message popped up that just read: “Hey there x.”



My eyes widened – wasn’t it just teens and twenty-somethings that used IM messages? I mean, I knew this message wasn’t for me, and being one of the only two people living here (with the kids now at college), there was only one other person who it could be for. So, not naturally being a nosey person, curiosity got the better of me and I clicked it. Had it not been for the ’x’ (meaning ‘kiss’) I might not have done so.



This was the moment that changed my life. To my utter horror and disgust I read the exchange between my beloved husband and this woman, who was apparently called Bernadette. Tears started to roll down my cheeks when I read that they had been exchanging filthy messages. Not only that, but they had also been swapping dirty pics, and having sex on webcam on weekends when I had been visiting my sister out of town.



As I read their past messages, one thing or theme was constant, and always seemed to be recurring: the sex act that he used to beg me to do. That’s right, anal sex seemed to be one of the main topics of conversation between these two.



“God, I’d really love to get you on all fours and slide my well-lubricated cock right up your tight little butt-hole,” my charming husband would type.



“I’d love that too – just be sure to lube me up first. I am very very tight y’know. Wish you were here to spread my cheeks for real,” his internet hussy would reply.



I certainly wasn’t a prudish lady – well, I didn’t consider myself to be. I am actually quite relaxed and have a good sense of humour when it comes to sex – but some of the things this woman had been saying to my husband really annoyed and slightly shocked me. From what I could gather from their online fumbling, she had been masturbating with a dildo on webcam for him, whilst simultaneously talking to him on the phone! I mean, I know this wasn’t infidelity in the traditional sense because they had not (apparently) touched or even met in person, but the betrayal and the feelings of hurt are just as strong.



But the betrayal hadn’t stopped at just sex talk. Robert had been putting me down as a wife, saying I didn’t “understand him”, and that I didn’t “take care of his needs”. Just because I wouldn’t take it up the dirt-track?! What a joke that weasel of a husband really turned out to be. Laughter actually started to burst out through the tears, as I couldn’t believe this was happening. I glanced over at our family portrait on the mantelpiece. I pictured Robert bending this woman, Bernadette, over. And spreading her cheeks wide before applying some KY jelly to her puckered little starfish. Before plunging his (apparently) frustrated cock right up her tight ass and loving every second of it. Even though I felt traumatised by all of this, I knew I was strong enough to overcome it.



I ate dinner with Robert later that night and although I was deeply hurting on the inside, I got through it without saying a word about what I had discovered. As I put the fork to my mouth my mind raced back to the words I had read earlier – where they had actually been trying to arrange a ‘meet’, or in simpler terms, a shag.



That night in bed I lay with my back to him. As he snored my eyes were open. I thought and thought, all these new thoughts and emotions swirling about in my mind.



 



The next day at work I decided to confide in a work friend of mine, Lisa. It was lunch break and I told her to lock the door. Over a teary-eyed coffee, I told her everything. She listened to the whole story and was very sympathetic.



“I always thought you could do better than him,” she told me, comforting me. “You’re a very attractive lady and to be honest he’s not that much to look at.”



I thanked her for her compliment and we got onto the subject of anal sex. I explained that this was the main topic of conversation between Robert and his little internet slut, and I was surprised that Lisa didn’t seem too bothered by the thought of it.



“You mean… you’ve tried it?” I asked inquisitively.



“Yes of course – loads of times. My husband often slides his penis up there. It really doesn’t feel bad if you use lots of lube. In fact, after a while it starts to feel good – really good.”



I was rather shocked to hear Lisa talking like this, we’d never opened up or shared this much with each other before, and this revelation that she liked it up the rusty bullet-hole had really got me interested.



“But… surely it must hurt? Or at least feel uncomfortable?” I inquired.



“Well, yes, ok, at first it does hurt. But there’s a fine line between pleasure and pain y’know. As long as the guy isn’t too testosterone-fuelled to begin with then there’s really nothing to worry about. I’ve actually achieved orgasm with my hubby penetrating my inner bunghole, without my pussy even being touched! I mean, it’s different to a traditional orgasm, but I’ve definitely cum like that on more than one occasion.”



Bemused and intrigued, I decided I had heard enough about bum sex for one day, so I thanked her for her support, finished my day at work and headed home.



During another awkward and almost silent dinner with Robert I knew I was going to leave him – that was a given. I no longer loved him. I knew that regardless of whether I left him or not he would end up sliding his penis up the anal passage of another woman. Maybe it would be this Bernadette slut, or someone else, but I knew he was so obsessed with the thought of a tight sphincter around his shaft that he would sodomise someone eventually.



As the following days passed thoughts of anal sex drifted through my mind, and I really wondered what it would be like to have a big phallic object inserted in and out of my extremely tight back passage. The thought of it still made me uneasy, but one day curiosity got the better of me and I decided to do a web search for ‘anal sex’. I wasn’t overly surprised to discover that there were in fact many sites on the subject, including some video sites where people had apparently posted professionally made (and home-made) videos of the wicked act.



So, with a slightly nauseous feeling in my tummy I clicked on a few. Most of them were standard fare – fit hunks drilling young attractive blondes between the bum cheeks with their (probably Viagra fuelled) rods.



But then I happened upon one that made me stop and watch for a minute. The onscreen couple were not traditional porn stars; they looked quite ordinary and a little overweight. They were about the same age as me; they looked like a married couple. The woman was bent over the bed and was apparently being filmed by her husband who had one hand on the camera and the other was spanking her ass quite hard.



When he stopped spanking, he grabbed a bottle of lotion and poured it over her red bum-cheeks, down her ass-crack and then massaged it into her puckered mouse’s ear. He then proceeded to insert his penis (which was a very large penis, now I come to think of it) into her willing anus.



At first he thrusted his hips back and forth rather slowly, but then soon picked up momentum as he began sliding his tool in and out of her quite aggressively, really pumping her for all he was worth. I could see his full balls tighten up as they banged against her, making a satisfying clapping sound. At first I was concerned about this woman’s safety – the human anal passage was not designed to take this kind of punishment, especially not from such a large phallus, but as I continued to watch my fears soon faded as I heard the woman starting to cry out and moan in pleasure. I thought back to what Lisa had said to me about achieving orgasm just through anal sex, and I wondered if that was what was happening to this wife.



As the force of his thrusts increased so did her moans, which transcended more into wails. I couldn’t help but reach down and slip my hand into my knickers, as fully clothed I began to rub my swollen clitoris and wet trimmed pussy while the onscreen action delved into my retinas and filled me with complicated emotions of sexual desire and lust. He was now fully impaling her with his angry penile organ, drilling her so hard I half expected his bell-end to come out of her mouth. As his balls tightened further the man achieved his climax, as did the woman, shrieking like a hyena. I came soon after, moaning loudly as I achieved my own orgasm, my fingers soaked and sticky as I frigged my hair pie deeply and satisfactorily.



 



The following evening I was on the phone to Lisa while Robert was out, confiding in her and sharing my feelings about leaving my husband. I guess I needed a shoulder to cry on. She was very understanding and her voice was warm and soothing, in stark contrast to what I had been used to the past several years. The subject somehow got back to anal sex, and I’m not sure if it was the emotions or the glass of wine I had just drank, but I actually blurted out that I had been watching videos of anal sex on the internet.



Lisa was silent for a couple of seconds, but then seemed quite intrigued. “Really? And what did you make of it?”



“Well, the only reason I watched them was to see the deed that Robert wants to do so desperately,” I said, trying to explain myself and feeling slightly embarrassed. “I mean, he’s dying to stick his penis into someone’s bum-hole – if it isn’t mine then he’ll find another. So I just wanted to see the deed being done to find out what all the fuss was about.”



Lisa laughed and said, “Look, you’re obviously quite confused and bunged up about all of this, and I’d like to see some of these videos for myself. The hubby is out now, so why not pop over and we can have a look together?”



Lisa was a good friend and I needed some company. Maybe it was the wine, but I readily agreed and told her I’d drive over now.



So, I went over to Lisa’s and when she answered the door I was genuinely struck with how great she looked. She was a couple of years younger than me. Her long blonde hair flowed down to her shoulders and her tight fitted top and jeans really showed off her womanly assets.



We sat down on her couch and she already had her laptop on the coffee table. She poured me a coffee and we started watching some videos. I told her I was still pretty revolted by the idea, but something about it made me want to touch my vagina while I watched.



“Look it’s really nothing to worry about. You just have to make sure your ass is nicely lubricated, or better yet has been licked beforehand. That way it’ll slip in easily and won’t hurt nearly as much. When I give it that’s what I do – I make sure he’s nicely relaxed before I slide it in.”



I was quite taken aback by her last statement. When she gives it?!



“When you give it? What do you mean?” I asked rather nervously.



Lisa gave me a confident smile. “Well y’know… sometimes I’m the one doing the giving. To my hubby.” She paused for a moment, “With a strap-on.”



“Seriously?” I still couldn’t quite believe it. This woman, my friend who I thought I knew, who I had confided in, was actually a very kinky lady indeed. Far more than I had first thought. She seemed to have a far more exciting private life than I did, which just goes to show that everybody needs a little excitement in the suburbs.



“Yes, seriously. You know what… if you want to get used to it and find out what it’s like to have your ass fucked… you could let me do it to you with a strap-on. I’ll go slow – in fact, we can take it as slow as you want.”



“Erm…” was all I could muster, as I felt my hairy pussy getting wet under my knickers. Jesus, was this really happening?



Before I knew it Lisa had done a web search for strap-ons, and there we were, sitting on her couch browsing the online stores that sold them.



“That’s quite a nice one,” she commented, referring to an 8 inch realistic-looking one. It was flesh colored with a veiny shaft and a big bell-end. It even had big plastic balls too. “But God, that would bloody hurt!” Lisa luckily added, chuckling as she navigated away and clicked on a different one.



Next up was a big black one. It was 9 inches and the girth was quite wide. It didn’t have balls, and looked like a serpentine monster as it snaked out from its studded harness.



“Jesus, imagine that beast penetrating your narrow tulip! Ouch!” Lisa commented whilst giving a hearty laugh.



“Ummm, yeah,” I nervously offered, now starting to feel quite worried but also sexually aroused.



After browsing a couple of other pages we landed on one that sold a 7 inch realistic-looking one. It was similar to the 8 incher but obviously wasn’t quite as big and the girth was a bit slimmer. It had realistic balls that hung down nicely. It had veins and the bell-end was fully revealed – the bell-end was kind of helmet shaped and looked very smooth. It was attached to a black leather belt harness.



“There we go! I think we’ve found our man!” Lisa exclaimed, and before I could mutter any sort of argument she had clicked ‘Buy’ and paid with PayPal.



Later that night as I lay in bed with my back to my snoring husband images of big plastic cocks spun through my mind like a phallic highlight reel of penis. My virginal starfish winced in fear as these images shot through my mind, and with my hand pressing firmly against my aching gash I eventually drifted off to sleep.



 



However, in the dead of night I awoke to find myself alone in our double bed. It was unlike Robert to be up in the night - he did work hard so usually slept like a log. I put on my slippers and sneaked downstairs to investigate. I peered round the living room door, and low and behold, there was Robert at the computer. He was seated, staring at the screen. He was in his PJs, and his erect penis was sticking up through the fly. As I watched in the darkness, I could see that he was masturbating with the webcam pointed straight at his cock, and onscreen was someone else’s webcam. It was quite hard to see the other person clearly from the distance I was at, but I could make it out as a woman’s face, who was watching my husband playing with his stiff dick. No doubt Bernadette.



As I looked at Robert’s 5.5 inch erection, I couldn’t help myself compare it to the strap-on Lisa had ordered earlier. I decided that I actually much preferred the plastic one – the shape of it, the balls, everything. Deciding to let this loser (that I was unfortunately married to) have his fun, I sneaked back up the stairs to bed, strangely content and happy that there was an offering far superior to that of my lying husband.



 



A couple of days later at work over lunch I asked Lisa if the strap-on had arrived.



“As a matter of fact it has,” Lisa told me. “And you’re just in the nick of time because the hubby has just had his ass-crack waxed. No doubt he’ll want to be anally intruded soon, so let’s give you a go with the new toy first!”



“Ok, we may as well give it a try,” I bravely told her.



“Good. So how about this Friday evening? The hubby will be at a rugby match during the day and then out drinking after. So come round at about 8?”



I knew that Robert would be away on business then, from Friday till Sunday, so I told Lisa that would be a good time. Although I wasn’t sure exactly what business Robert would be doing. After his recent webcam masturbation session with the infamous Bernadette I wondered if he would in fact be meeting her, and finally easing his anxious little rod into her ready and willing pucker.



“Great, see you then – bring a bottle!” Lisa winked as we went our separate ways in the office and carried on with the rest of our work day.



 



Friday rolled around quickly and with legs of jelly I walked up her garden path, pausing as I got to the front door. Cold feet hit me and I considered turning back, getting in my car and pretending the whole proposition had never happened, going up to my empty bed and fingering my frustrated hairy flange vigorously before calling it an early night. But somehow I found the courage and pressed the doorbell.



Lisa looked as attractive as ever as she answered the door, dressed casually but looking great. I sheepishly said hi and entered. We sat down on her sofa once more and her laptop was sitting on the coffee table again, with a familiar video being played on the screen. She popped open the bottle of red I had brought, and we sipped away at the fruity alcohol as we watched an attractive blonde getting anally pummelled by a strapping stud. She was bent over a chair with her pert twenty-something cheeks spread wide as this big strong guy was aggressively sticking his huge organ between them.



We had a bit of a giggle at the onscreen happenings and as the wine flowed so did the conversation. I found myself becoming more and more relaxed, enjoying the female company.



“So, your hubby’s out?” I tentatively asked.



“Yep. Out with the lads after watching hairy men tackle each other in the mud. So, Robert’s away?”



A tear started to well up in my eye as I said, “Yes, he’s away on business… or God knows where.”



Feeling my womanly anguish Lisa leaned straight in and gave me a soft tender kiss on my lips. It happened so quickly that I barely had time to register it. Before I knew it I was kissing her back, responding softly as our mouths opened and our tongues intertwined in passionate bliss.



I was enjoying the moment so much that it felt completely natural when Lisa started caressing my breasts. Before I knew it my top was off and my bra was unhooked. With my nipples fully erect Lisa began kissing and fondling them, taking them in her mouth one at a time and sucking them.



I let her undo my jeans and slip them down, and there I was – sitting on my friend’s couch in just my knickers, my soaking snatch burning like fire between my legs, aching for her to touch me there. All embarrassment went temporarily out the window (the wine probably helped with that) as I watched almost in disbelief as she kissed her way down my stomach and began kissing my wanton snatch through my knickers.



“Ummm… what about your hubby? Isn’t this cheating?” I asked, not wanting her to stop but also not wanting to be a marriage wrecker.



“He knows,” she said calmly. “In fact, he approves.”



And with that I raised my bum off the seat momentarily and Lisa slipped down my panties. I was now fully exposed to her, with her face right next to my tingling womanhood. I have a hairy pussy but before going over to Lisa’s I had made sure to trim it neatly after a shower. She put her hands on my thighs and spread my legs wide, letting my plump labia hang free.



“You have a gorgeous mature pussy,” she told me knowingly. “I love your lips – the way they hang out. Yum!”



After having a couple of kids my pussy flaps did hang out a bit – I had been slightly embarrassed about them but she made me feel at ease by expressing that she not only liked them, but desired them.



She began to kiss my pussy lips, licking each one in turn and taking them into her mouth, really suckling on them like a baby deer to its mother’s teat. Love juice began to flow from my vagina making it glisten and twinkle like the lights on a Christmas tree.



Looking up at me with those pretty blue eyes she said, “Let's take this upstairs.”



 



Holding hands, we went upstairs and into her bedroom. I sat on the end of her bed, naked, at her mercy. No sooner had I sat my big round ass down than Lisa had opened her closet drawer and pulled out the 7 inch strap-on that I had watched her buy. It looked slightly different in the flesh – less plastic, more real. I liked the look of it but was still anxious about where this was headed. My anal rosebud felt tighter than ever as I sat there watching.



Lisa then stripped in front of me and my jaw almost hit the floor. Although she was only a couple of years younger than me she was in much better shape (I hate to admit it). She didn’t have kids and I guess this is where the difference lay in our body shapes. I was still in pretty good shape - I’m a curvy voluptuous lady. But Lisa looked great and toned. Her Brazilian waxed pussy (sporting a strip of blonde hair) looked very neat and tidy, with her labia tucked away. She was naked except for her black bra, and her full tits almost overflowed from their hammock.



She wrapped the strap-on belt around her waist and fastened it securely. There she stood – a sight of feminine beauty with a big plastic cock sticking out in front of her.



She walked over to the bed I couldn’t take my eyes away from her phallus bobbing about in front of her. It almost looked real.



She lay down on her back and told me, “I want to finish that snack… I’m still hungry.”



I knew exactly what she meant and I climbed on top, head to toe, her welcoming arms cradling me as I put my thick thighs either side of her head. In this 69 position she carried on where she had left off – licking my swollen clit and opening her mouth to allow my juices to flow down her throat. I opened my mouth and readily sucked the strap-on cock, allowing it to go right inside my mouth. Even though I knew it wasn’t real and it was made out of plastic, it sure felt a lot better and a lot bigger than Robert’s. I had been missing out for sure.



Just as I was getting really turned on and enjoying giving the toy a good suck, Lisa stopped licking and pushed me off her.



“Have I done something wrong? Do you want to stop?” I asked, worried that I had disappointed her.



“Of course you’ve done nothing wrong!” She told me. “Now get on all fours. I want to see that ass of yours.”



When she said this to me I was so nervous and so aroused that I swear one light touch to my clitoris would’ve made my body cum. I did as I was told and got on my hands and knees, the bed pillows right in front of my face. My pussy was so wet from the soft cunnilingus and I knelt there, waiting, not knowing what was going to happen next.



The next thing I felt was the plastic bell-end of the strap-on being pressed against my swollen labia, and then I felt her soft hands on my full round bum-cheeks. She slid the fake cock all the way inside my pussy, filling me up completely. It felt great. As she proceeded to make love to me, my mind wondered, and I realised this was my first cock (albeit fake cock) since college, besides Robert’s.



She made love to me passionately, thrusting her hips back and forth, spearing my vagina and making me moan like a wild animal. I had completely forgotten about her intentions when she slipped the dildo out of me. I stayed as I was, empty, my juice dripping onto the bed sheets.



“Wha…what are you doing now?” I asked, even though I already knew the answer.



“You’ll see,” said Lisa, as I felt her warm breath on my bum-cheeks. She kissed both cheeks tenderly, and then I felt her tongue licking up and down my ass-crack. No one had ever done this to me before – it felt amazing. A soft wet female tongue licking my inside cheek area. But then my eyes widened as I felt her tongue start to lick at my exposed anal opening. She licked it steadily, loosening up my balloon knot with her tongue, slipping her tongue inside my forbidden rectal passage. God, it felt out of this world. This is how it truly feels to feel alive, I thought.



She stopped, and I immediately found myself longing for her to continue lapping. Once more I felt those hands on my hips, and she plunged the strap-on deep into my still soaking flange. With the dildo deep inside my pussy, I felt some cold jelly-type of lotion being squirted onto my winking starfish. I felt two very firm smacks on my bum-cheeks, and then she did it.



She pulled the strap-on out of my pussy and without any warning plunged it balls deep inside my asshole, making me scream out loud in shock. My eyes began to water and I called out to her, “What about taking it slow?! Like you said?”



“We did take it slow – that was what the licking and foreplay was. Now its time to get anally shafted. Just relax. You wanted to know what it would feel like so here it is.”



I closed my eyes and tried to relax as instructed, as Lisa deeply penetrated the one place my husband had been longing to go all these years. She pumped in and out, in and out. It was an intense mixture of pleasure and pain. As I wailed and writhed around the pleasure amazingly started to overtake the pain, and I found myself more aroused than I ever had been in my life and actually close to orgasm.



I reached down and rubbed my clit, dangerously close to cumming but not quite there yet. She grabbed my long brunette hair and pulled it back tightly; I could feel those big balls slapping against my clit as images of cowboys and rodeos and porn flicks shot through my mind.



She gave me a hard anal shafting for what seemed like an eternity, before pulling out fully and leaving my gaping hole burning but surprisingly ready for more attention.



In a movement that seemed natural to both of us, she rolled onto her back and I straddled her, my thighs snugly fitting around hers. But I didn’t want it in my pussy – oh no. I guided the plastic rod of pleasure round to my burning pucker, and eased my full figure down on it, allowing my anal passage to envelope it once again.



The old me would’ve considered this sexual act so wrong – but it felt so right! The thought of anal sex used to disgust me, and yet here I was - on top, in control, moving my hips and willingly sliding up and down on a big dildo. I bounced up and down, riding the strap-on, looking into my friend and work colleague’s eyes, her hands reaching up to cup my full breasts as they wobbled and jiggled enthusiastically. I reached down and rubbed my clit as Lisa reached down to rub hers too, and while maintaining eye-contact we both felt an amazing orgasm build up inside our bodies. The furious rubbing of my clitoris and the strap-on sliding in and out of my back door made me cum hard, and my body shook with intense waves of pleasure. Lisa came too and we cried out in unison, my warm love juice gushing down and soaking those big plastic balls.



Panting, I dismounted and collapsed next to her on the bed, our arms caressing each other.



“I can’t wait to use that on the hubby… I might not wash it first!” Lisa joked.



 



Internet dating came naturally to me after that. I figured if Robert was going to do it, I was too. I knew I would leave him soon, but with two kids to think of the timing for when I would announce this had to be right.



James seemed like the perfect guy to fill in the gap, so to speak. We had chatted for about two weeks online, and here we were after dinner, the evening of our first date. I knew that he was ready for action from the messages we’d exchanged – in fact, I already knew what his sexual preferences were. This was the excitement I’d always dreamed about and longed for.



“You know I’m technically an anal virgin,” I informed him as he bent me over and parted my cheeks with his hands.



“Oh really?” he asked as he took his first look at my ham flower.



“Yes. Well, I’ve only had a dildo up there… never a real cock.”



“Is that so,” James said as he lubed up my back end.



As James’ huge cock slid up my dirt track, I realised that this was it – a real cock right up my ass. I was hooked.



 



The following Sunday I was in the bedroom, when the door opened behind me and my husband Robert stood in the doorway. I could tell he had had a couple of drinks.



“Hey, honey… I was wondering if we could… um, y’know…”



I knew what he was trying to get at. He was going to pester me for anal sex again.



I turned around, revealing the big black 9 inch strap-on I was wearing.



“Sure honey. We can try anal sex.” I smiled.



 



----------
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I
 t started with spilled coffee and a look.



Early that morning, she’d tied up her hair and brushed every piece of lint off of her dark, pencil skirt. It was silly to care so much, but she’d wanted to look good for her first day. Her white button down was crisp and clean, her blonde hair was neat, her shoes were sensible. She couldn’t foresee anything going wrong. 



But that was before her rolling suitcase lost one of its wheels and she was forced to hunch down awkwardly next to it to keep it straight. That wasn’t so bad, except that there were dozens of passengers waiting to board who were staring at her as she shuffled along.



Amy wasn’t shy in the least, but something about them all staring made her quicken her pace just enough that she had to watch her feet. And in focusing so thoroughly on her feet, Amy ploughed head first into something, and fell on her ass. Her luggage skittered away and she felt her face heat up. That had gone from bad to worse.



“Shit,” a deep voice cursed softly.



Amy glanced up to find a man holding a cup in his hand. The lid was at her feet, and the probably hot contents seemed to be spilled all over his blazer. His perfectly tailored, jet black, blazer.



“Oh god, I’m so sorry!” Amy nearly shouted as she jumped to her feet. She fished some old napkins out of her bag and began patting down the man awkwardly. “I wasn’t looking where I was going and this was completely my fault. I mean it’s just like me to completely wreck my first day. And to spill coffee all over the pilot of all people!” she babbled.



But then the man, whose face she couldn’t look at because she was beyond mortified, chuckled. “It’s fine. I hate these jackets anyways. They’re so stuffy,” he explained, gently pulling her wrist away from him.



He probably thought she was completely mental. Amy allowed herself to enjoy his soft touch for a moment before pulling away. She wasn’t about to develop a crush on a man she’d just technically assaulted.



“If it’s your first day, that must make you Amy. I’m Derek.”



The man extended a hand in greeting, and Amy finally met his gaze as she took it. For a few seconds, she couldn’t breathe. Derek’s eyes were a crystalline blue that practically sparkled when they met hers. His dark, nearly black, hair was parted on the left neatly and his jawline could probably cut a diamond.



Not only had she spilled coffee on the captain, she’d spilled coffee on the most attractive man alive. Amy had to make a physical effort not to freak out. She could do that. She could be cool and collected.



Amy pulled her hand away.



“It’s a pleasure to meet you.”  She said in what she hoped was a measured voice.



Just as Derek opened his mouth, a crackle sounded over the PA. “We will now be boarding priority passengers,” the woman at the front desk cackled. Derek stepped aside and motioned for Amy to board.



“That’s our cue,” He stated, reaching past Amy and lifting the suitcase that she’d completely forgotten about.



“Oh you don’t have to…” Amy trailed off though, as Derek stood there with that grin that melted her. “Thanks.”



Derek nodded and they stepped onto the plane. He stowed her suitcase and they lined up next to the entrance of the plane as people began to trickle on. She and Derek stood so close together, with the co-pilot and three other flight attendants, which they were almost touching. Though she didn’t understand why she was so suddenly fixated on this man.



She wasn’t usually one to develop such quick crushes. But it felt different when he snuck glances at her between shaking the hands of small children and slightly overweight adults. It made her mind wander to dangerous places.



As she stood there with a soft smile on her face, nodding to the passengers, she thought of what Derek looked like beneath that formal jacket. She thought of his hot breath fanning over her throat. His lips trailing a hot path up her calf, inching past the inside of her thighs. His fingers digging into hips as he pulled her closer roughly.



Amy adjusted her collar and cleared her throat. She really needed to keep it together. She couldn’t let some extremely attractive, kind man get under her skin. Sexual fantasies were not something she would entertain at work.



Not even if he was winking at her.



The door was shut. Derek and his co-pilot John stepped into the cockpit and shut their door behind them, allowing Amy to breathe regularly again. As long as he wasn’t in view, it seemed that there was no problem.



It was just a few minutes later when a bouncy, dark haired woman placed herself beside Amy and introduced herself. She was holding two seatbelts for the demonstration, and handed one over as she spoke.



“Hi, you must be Amy. I overheard you talking to Derek earlier but I didn’t want to interrupt. He’s a dreamboat. Anyways, I’m Violet. I’ve been with Delta for a few years now. It’s pretty cool to have someone new around though. We don’t get new flight attendants often.” She babbled.



Amy was instantly put at ease as she talked about how much she was going to love the job. It was hell on the feet, but they travelled for free, they were always meeting new people, and there was Derek to look at on most flights.



Violet was very vocal about her feelings for Derek. In that she wanted to fuck him in a broom closet. Unfortunately, Amy couldn’t bring herself to disagree. She would have been lying if she said she hadn’t already thought about that. A few times.



The rest of the flight had been uneventful. Amy and Violet ran the seatbelt demonstration in the front while two other attendants stood halfway up the aisle, mimicking them. Then they went over escape procedures. Then they all sat in the seats in the back, strapping themselves in.



Violet chatted on about Dallas, which was where the plane would be landing. It was her hometown, and she was excited to get to go back home for a few days before her next flight. Amy was almost jealous. She would immediately be boarding another flight to Nevada.



It was halfway through the flight when Derek appeared from the cockpit. He nodded to Violet who was pouring out a vodka for a nervous gentleman in the front row. But he moved past her, all the way to the back where Amy was leaning against the wall across from the bathroom.



“John’s been talking my ear off. I’ve been dying to stretch my legs for a few minutes.” Derek explained, taking up a spot beside her. “I’m sure you feel the same way.” He raised an eyebrow suggestively.



“Well I’ve actually been running back and forth for hours, so I could use a break,” Amy said, slowly. She wasn’t quite sure why he was looking at her like that.



“Well, I can help you unwind,” he offered, a lazy smile making its way onto his face.



“Really? How?” Amy was pretty sure she wasn’t supposed to be taking breaks with the pilot. And what was there to do on a plane for fun? Derek crossed his arms and leaned closer.



“Are you really not getting this?” He whispered. Amy raised an eyebrow. She really had no idea what was going on.



“What am I not getting?”



“Oh, I’m so sorry. I think I read this all wrong,” Derek said, suddenly taking a step away from Amy.



“Wait, what’s going on?” Amy asked, crossing her own arms as he shifted his. He seemed about ready to flee and she had no idea what she’d done wrong. Had she sent the wrong message?



“I had been under the impression that you were interested in taking a private tour,” Derek explained stiffly. It took Amy approximately three seconds to understand what was going on.



He wanted to screw her. On a plane. And she was beyond flattered, but she’d never done anything like that before in her life. She’d always walked the straight and narrow. It wasn’t as though she was a virgin, but she’d certainly never done anything so risqué.



Which was why she reached out her hand and grabbed Derek’s arm as he began to walk back towards the cockpit. When would she ever get a chance to do something like this ever again? Besides, it was only going to be a onetime thing.



“If I was interested, where would you have in mind?” Amy asked softly, trying not to draw the attention of the other three flight attendants scattered about the plane.



“Follow me.” Then Derek subtly took a few steps back until he was standing in front of one of the bathrooms. “Wait two minutes.” He stepped inside but didn’t flip the switch to signify it was occupied.



Amy should have been immediately turned off by the fact that he intended to ravage her in an airplane bathroom, but it only made it more exciting. It was small, they would have to be quiet, and there were dozens of people who could catch them.



Just thinking about it got her blood pumping. Amy didn’t even want to wait the full two minutes. Was it really necessary? She was sure that all of the other employees would notice their absence and guess. Or maybe they wouldn’t.



With a sly grin, she checked to confirm no one was watching, then slipped into the bathroom as well. Amy barely locked the door before she was pressed up against it roughly. Lips were suddenly pressed against hers, his body holding her tight against the door. His hands were everywhere: caressing her thighs, slipping beneath her shirt, weaving into her hair. Amy couldn’t breathe.



She felt her own hands thread into his hair of their own volition, urging him on, pulling him closer. His hands suddenly slid down to her body, resting on her ass and lifting her up. She barely had time to register anything before she was sitting on the sink, his hips between her legs. Derek pulled away just long enough to look her over with those rapidly darkening eyes.



Amy felt the loss of his touch instantly. Her skin felt like it was burning up, heat was building in her core, and all she wanted was his hands everywhere. She pulled him closer by his belt loop and wrapped her legs around his waist.



She heard his broken moan as she assaulted his neck with her mouth, felt his hands as they tangled in her hair, felt his hardness against her thigh as she pressed herself against him. Amy had never felt more alive.



His hands moved south, inching up her skirt as her own made work of his belt buckle. She moved her assault to his lips, trapping him in a deep kiss as her skirt bunched around her waist and his belt went limp.



She didn’t even bother trying to stop the whimper that came when his thumb lightly circled her clit. “Oh God.”



“It’s Derek,” he teased in a rough voice, barely separating their lips.



Amy let loose a breathy moan when he suddenly slipped a finger into her wet heat, his thumb continuing to circle her bundle of nerves. She couldn’t help herself as she rocked against him, wanting more.



Derek went to work forming a dark bruise with his mouth just below her collar bone. “Got to keep quiet,” he reminded her.



Without warning, she slipped her hand into the band of his boxers and encircled his length. He let out a softer moan, head falling onto her shoulder. Not looking up, he let his free hand guide his dick from his pants and pulled his fingers from underneath Amy’s skirt.



She made a soft whimper at the loss of contact, but he wasted no time pushing into her. They groaned in unison as he entered her. She let her head fall back as she relished the burn.



“Damn you’re tight,” he muttered.



Then he was moving. It wasn’t gentle. He was slamming into her in a way that made her want to scream to every god that she could think of. Instead, she bit down on her lip until she tasted blood and clung to his arms with the same desperate hold he was exerting on her hips.



She came first, the shockwaves ripping through her, causing her to let out a silent scream. Derek came inside of her only moments later, smothering any of his noises in her shoulder. Then they both sagged against each other, trying to catch their breaths.



“This was just a one-time thing,” Amy whispered once she’d regained the ability to think.



 



-----



 



It was not a one-time thing.



In fact, their trips to the bathroom occurred every time they were on a flight together. After just a few weeks, it had become a routine that Amy wouldn’t have been able to break even if she’d made a deal with the devil.



About halfway through the flight, he would slip free of the cockpit and stroll through the aisles asking random passengers how their flight was going. Most days, he took his time, which made it sweeter when they finally did get away.



There were brief looks, seemingly innocent touches, and shallow conversations. Then he would fuck her against the wall of a restroom until she couldn’t remember her name. Then Amy and Derek would collect themselves and leave like nothing had happened.



Until he showed up with a friend.



Now Amy knew what she was doing was wrong. She was having sex with a man regularly, but they had set no labels, they rarely spoke about anything of meaning, and she knew absolutely nothing about him. Aside from what made him moan.



And she wanted to stop. She would go home, talk herself up, have a glass of wine, and then do it all again the next time she saw him. Something about Derek just set her blood on fire. He made her crave his touch from across the room. Or plane.



But she was definitely drawing the line at a third person. Right?



“Hello Amy,” John greeted her amicably. Amy simply nodded, shooting a glare at Derek.



“John will be joining us,” Derek stated. Amy raised an eyebrow, amused. Derek sounded almost like he thought the choice was his. If she didn’t want John, she wouldn’t have him.



But lucky for a certain co-pilot, he was easy on the eyes and Amy had a weakness for boys who looked at her so softly.  “At least, I’d like to join you.”



“And who exactly is flying the plane?” She asked.



“It’s on auto pilot. We won’t have to check that we’re on course for at least an hour. Not that this is going to take that long,” Derek said confidently, letting his hand find her waist.



“Then that would be no trouble at all,” Amy decided after a moment. But she made sure to save her best smile for John. She was going to make Derek work for it after making assumptions. Even if they were correct. She had to admit, she was a little curious what it would be like, having two boys at her disposal at once.



She pulled John into the bathroom, letting Derek follow. He was the lookout anyways. Once the three of them were in the bathroom, occupied light on, she held their full attention. It was Derek who made the first move.



He pulled her in for a soft, gentle kiss. She could feel John’s hands making their way up her legs, dropping spaced kisses as he edged her skirt up. Derek slipped his tongue between her lips and got to work unbuttoning her blouse.



John was taking his sweet time. She could feel his breath on her inner thigh. Amy laced her fingers through his hair, pulling him closer, and placed her other hand at the back of Derek’s neck. She could feel herself getting impatient. She wanted more.



Luckily Derek seemed to make quick work of her blouse. Suddenly he was tracing hot, wet kisses down her throat. He nibbled and sucked under her chin, along her collar bone, making her groan softly. Just as her bra hit the floor and Derek’s hands caressed her breasts, she felt hesitant fingers stroke her clit.



Amy jerked toward the touch, moaning. She let her head fall back as John pushed forward. He tugged her underwear to the floor, stroking her more surly. Derek slowly dropped his mouth to her breasts, pulling one into his mouth and flicking it with his tongue.



“Oh God,” she whispered.



She couldn’t breathe. Amy had to bite her lip from making a noise. She tried to slow her breathing, make it last longer, but it was all too much for her. She could feel herself approaching her climax.



Then John replaced his slow fingers with his tongue, sliding in and out of her. Derek’s lips reclaimed her own, his hands continuing to caress her breasts. Amy tightened her grip on both of them, and Derek swallowed her scream as she came.



Amy leaned heavily against the wall and let her eyes slide shut for a moment. She definitely would not mind a repeat of that. When she peeked, Derek was watching her with dark eyes, and John was leaning against the opposite wall and licking his lips.



With a smile, she decided it was probably time to repay the favor. Amy pulled her blouse back on and fell to her knees in front of Derek. John had already pulled his pants down, and was stroking himself.



“Someone’s a little excited,” she commented, palming Derek gently through his pants. She beamed when he leaned into her touch. Slowly, just to tease him, she unzipped him and pulled down his pants, in no rush.



When she tugged off his underwear, she was confronted with a very stiff, big dick, inches from her face. Amy licked her lips, but didn’t take him in her mouth yet. First she stroked him softly, looking up at him through her eyelashes. Derek’s lips were pressed together in a thin line, fists tight at his side.



Amy slowly leaned forward, wrapping her lips around the head of his cock. Derek’s hands immediately wrapped themselves in her loose hair, but he didn’t lean into her or pull her closer. Amy was more than proud of the willpower. She slid her hands up his thighs and took hold of his butt with both hands.



She let her tongue wander over his tip, swirling it slowly and sucking lightly. Then she took a little more of him, letting her tongue slide along his shaft. She kept taking more of him in until Derek’s dick hit the back of her throat. His grip tightened on her.



“Oh God, that feels so amazing,” he muttered, tilting his head back slightly.



She gathered some spit in her mouth and coated his dick completely as she followed Derek’s guiding hand. She kept a slow pace, sucking, giving every part of him her full attention. But he seemed like he was already gone. He urged her to speed up with his hips. Amy picked up her pace, moving one of her hands to work the base of his shaft.



Her mouth kept even pressure as he began to roll his hips, fucking into her while he tightened his grip on her hair. Amy felt it when the rest of his muscles tightened. Derek stiffened, and when he came, she swallowed it all, though not without difficulty.



Afterwards, she pulled her lips from him with a soft pop, and stood. In the mirror, she could see that her shirt was on wrong, her hair was a mess, and her lipstick was beyond smudged. But it had been totally worth it.



“Thanks,” John said awkwardly. He’d already finished himself off if his buttoned pants and the pile of napkins in the trash were an indication. 



“Anytime,” Amy said with a grin, fixing her shirt. John rushed off as Derek pulled up his pants with a cheeky smile. Smug bastard.



She really had enjoyed that.



 



-----



 



It happened a few more times after that. Sometimes it would be just her and Derek, sometimes John would join them, and a few times Amy had even been able to convince Violet to join their little party. 



Amy was quickly gaining a reputation that was less than perfect, but she was enjoying herself so much she could hardly bring herself to care. She’d never let loose before and it was nice to try that for a while.



Besides, it was better that she had fun and acted stupidly while she was young. There was no way she would still be having three-ways in the bathroom of an airplane once she got into her thirties. She would grow up soon.



But when she woke up just three months into working with Delta airlines, she hadn’t expected to be burdened with responsibility so young, at only 25 years old.



First she hadn’t been able to hold down breakfast or lunch, but then her stomach problems stuck around for a few days in a row. Derek tried to get something going a few times at work, but she hadn’t felt up to it.



Then there was the fact that she was always hungry, even when she could hold things down. She was eating way more than usual and she was gaining weight because of it.



And finally, the tip off, she missed her period. Amy had never been regular, and she was on birth control, but when she was late, it all clicked in her mind. She was well and truly concerned because she knew even before she bought the test that it would come out positive.



She knew it was Derek’s, because despite the fun she’d been having, he’d been the only one to cum inside of her. Besides, they did it nearly every time they saw each other, so the odds were in their favor.



She just had no idea how to tell him. She was definitely going to keep the baby, it was just how she had been raised, but she wasn’t sure if she should tell him. He was young, would probably want nothing to do with a child.



And it wasn’t as though they were together. He probably wasn’t exclusive and they’d never set down any boundaries. So there was no obligation on his part to be or do anything. With that in mind, she almost hadn’t told him.



Except that she was getting rounder by the day and he was bound to notice. So she had to at least inform him, she decided after days of deliberation. It wouldn’t have been fair to keep it from him on the off-chance he would care, and he would notice soon enough that she was pregnant. She didn’t want him thinking she’d been getting that busy in her free time.



So that morning, when Derek pulled her into the bathroom and pulled her close, instead of wrapping her arms around his neck, Amy held him at arm’s length.



“We need to talk,” she said, hoping her face matched the seriousness of her tone.



“That’s new,” Derek shot her a sly smile and placed a small kiss on her neck.



“I’m serious,” she insisted, pulling completely from his arms.



“Okay, I’m all ears.” Derek leaned back against the sink looking earnest. She was a little suspicious of the whole thing, but she bit the bullet and forced herself to tell him.



“I’m pregnant, and it’s yours.” Derek stared at her, face blank. She didn’t exactly know what to do with that.



“I see,” he said softly, rubbing his jaw.



“I get it if you don-”



“We’re going to have to move in together,” Derek insisted, cutting her off. “You’re going to need someone to look after you, and I want to be there when the baby is born. Plus we’ll probably need to stop screwing around and put some labels on this.”



Amy watched him, mouth agape. He looked serious. And he had never come off as the type who would mess with her when it came to something so serious. But he actually wanted to be involved. She couldn’t believe it.



“Okay,” she murmured, trying to get her voice back.



The smile he sent her was awesome.



 



~~~~~~~~~~
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S
 he couldn’t believe it was finally in her grasp! After years of searching for this missing ancient artifact, Jade the Erotic Adventurer had at last fulfilled her lifelong ambition of capturing the Orb of Eye-A-Tola. As she lifted it from the stone square table the coldness of the historic marble object sent shivers of excitement through her body, which traveled down her torso and nestled snugly in her excited clitoris.



This was the 98
 th
 temple she’d adventured through in order to achieve this goal – and at still only 22 years old, that was quite an achievement. She’d been a busy girl. She stood there for a second to savor the moment and hold it in the palms of her hands. As she stared at the glowing tranquil-colored artifact she could make out her reflection vaguely – although she hadn’t seen a mirror in a while she was relieved to see that she still looked hot as hell.



She was dressed in her favorite raiding gear – cut-off female slacks that were about the length of hot pants, which stopped right at the top of her long tanned toned legs. Her upper body was dressed in a tight fitted aqua colored boob-tube, concealing her very large and firm D cup breasts, her always erect nipples sticking out through the soft fabric like confident bullets. Brown leather knee-high boots were on her feet – her boots were sturdy and exactly what Jade needed on several occasions to get her out of hot water. Her long dark hair was tied back in a pony tail that ended at the small of her back.



But she didn’t have all day to admire her striking appearance – on the contrary. She had to get the hell out of there. Fast. About as deep into the temple as she could be she knew this wasn’t going to be easy. She couldn’t go back the way she came because the rope that she used to swing across the bottomless pit had broken at the last second of her leap, so she perused the large candlelit stone-walled room for another way out.



“Thank God!” she said to herself as she spotted the dark corridor entrance in the corner. Not wanting to waste any more time she ran through it, and followed it determinedly as it twisted and turned, unraveling before her. She turned another corner and her heart almost jumped out of her chest when she spotted the female guard standing before the large wooden oak door.



“Stop there!” the guard shouted at her, as Jade clutched the Orb tightly next to her heaving breasts, completely alert. Jade eyed the guard up and down, and seeing that the guard was wearing armor that covered most of her torso and legs, but that her crotch was armor-less except for her studded knickers, the young adventurer knew exactly what was needed to be done.



She placed the Orb in her little back-pack and dropped to her knees before crawling between the older woman’s legs. She moved the guard’s studded knickers to one side, fully revealing her freshly-shaven snatch and plump labia. The aroma of the wanton pussy wafted through the air and up into Jade’s nostrils, filling her with desire. God, her sex drive was high, but she knew that it helped get her out of so many situations and that she was forever in its debt.



She brushed her cute nose upwards against the guard’s already-moist flange, expertly parting her full lips to reveal her hardening nub that visibly throbbed before her. Her soft tongue darted out, and Jade enthusiastically lapped at the inviting pussy, licking the length of the slit up and down in an attempt to get the juices flowing and taste everything this powerful guard had to offer. The guard responded in kind, forcefully grabbing Jade by the back of the head and plunging her face-deep into her burning snatch, moaning deeply and offering words of encouragement.



This egged Jade on immensely, and she began darting her tongue in and out of the warm opening, paying special attention to the angry little nub as she circled her tongue around it enthusiastically. She swirled her girly saliva in circular motions causing the guard’s body to shake and tremble with pleasure.



Although very tempted to reach down and dally in her own pleasure centre, she admirably fought the temptation, for she knew this wasn’t about her – it was about getting through this door in front of her.



So as the guard's panting intensified so did Jade’s licking motions and she began to really concentrate on the rock-hard nub that glistened and sparkled like a diamond in the rough. It wasn’t long before the female guard cried out in a deep ‘hummmm’ that signaled her impending orgasm. And orgasm she did, tightly gripping Jade’s flowing ponytail as she came hard & fast, cumming on the young adventurer’s awaiting soft lips that pressed against her womanhood.



Jade licked her lips clean, making sure to swallow every trickle of lady-jizz, before getting to her feet. The female guard was spent, and as she lay against the stone wall, panting, Jade saw this as the perfect opportunity to turn the large brass handle of the huge oak door, open it and step through.



 



She continued down the next corridor, her backpack feeling heavy on her femininely muscular back, but her body still packed with loads of energy. As she walked past the flickering candles that decorated the temple walls she was both surprised and slightly aroused that she could hear familiar wet noises echoing from further down. So, lightly treading in her steel-toe-capped boots she sneaked along to investigate further. Coming to a slightly-ajar door, she discovered that the commotion was coming from inside this room. Peering round the door she was greeted by a view that was both enticing and intriguing in equal measures, and what could only be described as a ‘fur sandwich’.



For there, in the room, were three more female guards. Jade wondered briefly if they were supposed to be on duty, or whether this kind of debauchery was actually allowed in this temple. The largest guard was in the middle. She was an overweight lady in her mid-forties, her legs spread slightly, revealing her full hairy muff and large snow-white ass-cheeks that wobbled from left to right like two enormous planets made of jelly. In front of her was a guard that was a similar age and stature to Jade, an attractive young lady that was on her knees. Her tongue was outstretched as she eagerly sniffed and licked the bushy plate in front of her.



Behind the plump middle lady was a much shorter female guard – she must have been under 5 foot tall, but at least in her thirties, and her stumpy arms were outstretched, parting the huge white ass-cheeks as her minute tongue darted out and flicked over the middle guard’s tight balloon knot, who was thoroughly enjoying having both front and back entrances attended to.



Jade’s hand naturally traced down her own toned stomach and into her shorts to instinctively play with her own aching snatch, which was already fully turned-on due to the cunnilingus in the previous corridor. She lifted her tanned young fingers to her parted lips to taste her own female juices while viewing this unexpected scene unnoticed.



The threesome from within the ajar door intensified, the plump middle guard rocking her hips back and forth to simultaneously rub her hair pie into the face of the attractive girl, coating her pretty features in her warm pre-lady-goo, whilst also making her fleshy ass-spheres clap together, slapping the poor short girl behind her around the chops and reddening her face. Her mighty ass-cheeks clapped together aggressively, really enveloping her small face with each fleshy slap as the inquisitive tongue continued to earnestly lap and dart in and out of the winking tulip.



Jade’s rubbings of her own well-maintained lady-garden increased in speed and pressure as she watched on, and she was unaware the flickering candles behind her had cast a shadow of her masturbating arm that dramatically fell into the room, alerting the three depraved guards of her nearby presence.



“Who. Goes. THERE.” The fat middle guard bellowed in a deep man-toned register, her rocking wide hips stopping abruptly and causing the short anus-licking guard to momentarily find herself trapped inside the closed-clapped mounds of butt-flesh.



The pretty muff-licking guard turned her head with lightning-fast reactions, locking her beautiful green eyes with Jade’s.



“Jesus…” Jade whispered to herself, knowing that she had been caught red handed with her hand in the metaphorical cookie jar.



The two girls that been the ‘bread’ of the sandwich clambered to their feet and all three dashed to the door, furiously wanting to get their hands on the attractive young adventurer. Although tempted to let them grab her and join in with the orgy, she didn’t want them to get their hands on the Orb, so Jade regrettably had to lift her hand from her aching pussy, her climax still incomplete, and sprinted down the dim twisting corridors to get away from these angry wenches.



She got round the next bend and into a small door-less room, hearing the plodding footsteps of the fat guard nearing closer and the scurrying light steps of the shorter guard behind her.



The floor was made up of a multitude of square stone slabs, all varying slightly in shade, and as Jade jogged around the room in  a desperate attempt to find a way out, her foot inadvertently stepped on a dark-colored floor slab. She heard a scarping noise and to her delight a secret stone door opened before her, sliding to the side as if out of a well-known adventuring movie.



She seized this opening and stepped through, letting it automatically close behind her, just as she heard the panting guards enter the room behind her, the confused murmurings as to where Jade had disappeared to audible through the stone behind her.



 



Jade stopped dead, her eyes as wide as saucers as she realized what she had stepped into. She was in an enormous room, right in the heart and the depths of the temple. The dramatic red lighting was caused by the huge flames that burned in each corner. The room was filled with young women, all dressed in virginal white gowns, their long flowing hair nicely groomed and falling to the middle of their backs. They were all facing away from Jade, as they were all kneeling and appeared to be worshipping the large stage in front of them.



In the centre of the stage was a sight that filled jade with absolute horror. For there stood a woman, her black bobbed hair framing her attractive middle-aged face. Atop her head was what could only be described as a goat-helmet – the long curly horns of the helmet snaking up above her head. She was dressed in a long black trench coat and big black leather boots. She looked like some kind of mental devil worshipper, and Jade wondered momentarily if perhaps this crazy woman was the devil herself. Her trench coat was done up and fastened, however perturbing from the centre of her coat at waist level was a very large strap-on cock.



It was 9 inches long and dark purple, with a big helmet shaped bell, its black balls slightly visible as the sides of the leather coat fell either side of it.



“What the ferk is going on here?!” Jade asked herself, under her breath. She was still unseen, as all brainwashed eyes were focused directly ahead at this ridiculous devil-woman, who appeared to be giving some kind of speech, her distance slightly too far from where Jade hid to be audible to her.



As Jade glanced around the room to take in her breathtaking surroundings, she noticed there were many long poles sticking up from the ground. On top of the poles were goat skulls, their black eyeball-less sockets seemed to almost be blankly staring at Jade as she lurked in the looming shadows.



Unbeknownst to Jade, a patrolling guard on a balcony above had spotted her from her sentry spot. Placing her fingers in her mouth she made a high-pitched whistling noise, alerting the demonic goat-helmet-wearing queen.



“Intruder over there!” the demonic strapped-on woman called out, pointing directly to Jade and alerting the entire huge room of her whereabouts. Her unfeasibly large phallus seemably pointing directly to Jade also, its angry purple head swaying gracefully from left to right between the long black trench coat.



Every single girl in the room turned and stared at Jade in unison, their eyes blank and ominous. The adventurer now got a chance to see their faces more clearly, and she could see that they were all youngish and pretty with clear complexions. They all started walking towards Jade at the same time, their gowns looking like a sea of white as they outstretched their arms in a zombie-like fashion, eager to grab the adventuring intruder.



A little bit scared (but also quite turned-on) Jade cowered in the corner as the sea of young women engulfed her, pawing at her clothes, their hands touching and running over every inch of her body. They picked her up and took her to the centre of the room, where she sat on the stone floor, unsure of what awaited her.



“Girls!” instructed the demonic goat-helmet wearing woman from her raised stage. “Let us make her one of us! Let’s show her what we’re made of!”



Jade the Erotic Adventurer sat there and watched in disbelief as all the girls lifted their gowns up with one hand, revealing their neatly trimmed muffs, while their other hand reached down and began masturbating furiously as if possessed and not in control of their actions.



They circled the crouching adventurer in their legions; their masturbatory rummaging intensifying as if incredibly eager to frig themselves off over the young woman. Everywhere Jade looked there was a hand on a pussy; she was completely swarmed, swallowed up by the masses of possessed girls in white.



Their circling motion seemed to naturally morph into an orderly queue, as the self-frigging girls lined up in front of Jade, the first girl stepping right up to her so her masturbating hand was face-level. Two of her fingers expertly slid into her own love-tunnel and touched her own special spot, where she frigged herself frantically. She omitted a lady-like moan and as she withdrew her fingers from her own moist gash she squirted, right in Jade’s face, expelling a girly string of love juice that sprayed out like a garden hose. Jade just managed to close her eyes in time as the love-piss splattered over her face, drenching her in the luke-warm liquid.



The young adventurer eagerly swirled her tongue around her lips in an attempt to taste as much as she could, but before she knew it the next girl in the queue was right there, frigging her hair-pie for all she was worth, her tight snatch looking more than virginal as she struggled to slip her digits inside her wet love-hole. But she managed, and it wasn’t long before she flicked herself off fully, ejaculating a voluminous load of girl-juice into Jade’s awaiting face. This time jade opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, allowing the squirting juice to fly down her throat. She swallowed hard and fast and was just about able to consume the lot when there before her was the next girl.



This girl was dark haired and the coarse hairs of her pussy were in stark contrast to her pale skin. She let out a low-leveled humming noise as she dallied in her bushy cup, her flappy labia parted expertly while her self-intrusive fingers plunged deep inside her own frustrated fuck-hole. She moved nearer, parting her legs and straddling Jade’s head. She came, and squirted an enormous load that seemed to keep coming and coming, pouring down on the top of Jade’s head like a bucket of water. Jade closed her eyes and held her breath, the exile of feminine water-goo flooding down like a never-ending tunnel of cum.



So, the next girl stepped up and this went on and on and on, until the whole army of at least fifty brainwashed girls had squirted on Jade one at a time. Some had bigger loads of love-juice than others, but needless to say when they were all finished Jade was not just sitting in a puddle of female squirt, but it was more like a shallow swimming pool. She was completely drenched from head to toe, looking like a drowned rat that had been caught in a thunderstorm.



She had been the victim of a female squirt bukkake unlike any she had ever experienced in all her years of erotic adventuring, and as she shook her head in an attempt to dry herself off, she came to the realization that her escapades in this depraved all-female temple had indeed not ended yet.



For as she looked up, there before her was the demonic Queen of the Temple, her huge purple plastic cock and big black balls ominously swaying about in front of Jade’s pretty face. As she looked up into the powerful woman’s dominant eyes Jade knew what was expected of her, and remembering that she had not yet achieved an orgasm all day, she got up, pulled down her squirt-soaked shorts and knickers, and bent over, showing her firm round tanned bubble-butt to the Queen of the Temple. The older woman’s lips formed a creepy smile as she was presented with such a perfect hiney, but she wasted little time in placing her black-laced hands on the young adventurer’s fleshy hips and pressing the purple helmet of her harnessed instrument against Jade’s bazillion waxed puss.



Jade’s already moist muff made taking the huge toy an easy feat, and her luscious labia opened up and welcomed the persistent tool into her aching flange. The Queen of the Temple rocked her hips forward expertly, spearing Jade hard right up her burning opening, her young toned buns bouncing enthusiastically like firm mounds of jell-o as the dominant woman drilled her like an expensive hooker.



The attractive young adventurer began rhythmically moving her hips back and forth in time with the Queen of the Temple’s drilling thrusts, pounding herself on the always-hard tool and fully getting herself off. The army of girls in virginal white all stood around watching, their zombie-like eyes transfixed on the good hard fuck that was transpiring in the middle of the puddle of sex-piss.



As the huge purple beast impaled her fully, the big black plastic balls that hung beneath were slapping Jade’s clit with every poke, and each touch of those black grapefruits sent waves of pleasure through Jade’s body and hinted at her looming orgasm.



The Queen of the Temple reached out and tightly gripped the young adventurer’s long ponytail, pulling it back firmly as her aggressive fucking increased in speed and purpose, really taking her for all she was worth.



Being drilled by such an insane woman whilst being watched by so many eyes in such unusual surroundings was too much for Jade to take, and she finally achieved her blissful orgasm, crying out like a tiger as the monstrous toy slapped in and out of her, cumming around its wide girth as she orgasmed in ecstatic glory.



Her vag muscles clamped down on the strap-on with immense force, her powerful pussy gripped the girth tightly and with purpose. Now totally satisfied, Jade knew how to get out of this damned temple once and for all. She forcefully pushed the toy out of her tight love-sphincter with such speed and power that it pushed the Queen of the Temple backwards, causing her to slip on the copious amounts of female squirt that puddled around them on the cold hard floor. The Queen of the Temple stumbled in an attempt to regain her balance, but the weight of her long heavy phallus caused her to slip and fall, and she crashed down hard on the wet stone floor, twisting her ankle as she did so.



“Aaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrggggggghhhhhhhh!” she screamed, crying out in pain whilst clutching her ankle, and then pointing at Jade. “Get her!” she commanded to her legion.



With a smile on her pretty lips, The Erotic Adventurer knew there was no way these dopey girls would be able to catch her. As they moaned and plodded towards her with outstretched arms and sticky fingers, Jade sprinted through the large double doors of the room, wearing only her top, backpack and sturdy brown boots. Her plentiful tushy was the last thing of hers anyone in the room would see as it wobbled and jiggled perfectly as she ran.



She opened the main door to the temple, and as she dived down the large running waterfall and into the river below with the Orb of Eye-A-Tola safely in her backpack, she couldn’t wait for her next adventure. She just hoped it involved a real cock next time.



 



<><><>
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T
 he first year of university had been everything Kat had hoped it would be. As she pulled into the driveway of her mum’s house, she saw Drake’s car parked up. She knew things were going to be different this summer, as it had always just been her and her mum, but now home life was going to be altered, and Kat was determined she wasn’t going to let Drake walk all over her. There was no way she was going to allow him to think he was her stepfather.



The first evening back at home, Kat’s mum was cooking dinner as Drake sat in the kitchen. “She’ll be fine, she just needs to get used to you, that’s all,” she said reassuringly.



Drake took a sip of his black coffee. “Oh, I absolutely agree, Jasmine. I’m sure she’ll be fine once she gets used to me being around. I’m not such a bad guy.”



“I know you’re not,” said Jasmine, smiling with a glint in her eye, as the milf eyed-up Drake’s strong arms. Drake stood at 6ft1 with a muscular physique. They were both roughly the same age, being in their early forties.



“Dinner’s ready!” Jasmine called up the stairs.



From within her bedroom, Kat did up her knee-high black leather boots. “I’m going out tonight mum! I’m not going to be around for dinner.”



“Ah, but I want you to spend some time with Drake,” called Jasmine.



“Well, too bad! I don’t particularly want to spend time with Drake.”



Drake chuckled to himself as he overheard the conversation. “It's okay, just let her go, sweetheart. It’s no big deal. I’ll catch up with her some other time.”



“Ok,” said Jasmine soothingly. “She’ll come around eventually,” and then, “don’t be home too late. You know I worry about you,” to Kat as she bounded down the stairs and out the front door.



“I’m almost nineteen now mum, I can take care of myself,” said Kat, her short mini-skirt riding up above her toned thighs, her long luscious hair tied back in a ponytail as she skipped down the steps. “I’m just going over to Lance’s.”



 



***



 



“Y’know, when we first started dating I had no idea you were a virgin,” said Lance.



“Is that so?” said Kat as she took Lance’s average-sized tool in-between her heaving bosoms.



“Yeah. And I had no idea that you were going to want to
 stay
 a virgin.”



“Well, I’m not going to want to stay a virgin
 forever
 . Obviously,” shot back Kat as she bounced up and down, rubbing her twin orbs together, encasing his glistening pole.



“God… well, when are you going to let me
 get it in
 ?” asked Lance, very aroused, pre-cum dripping from his cock-head, enjoying the energetic tit-wank from his petite yet busty girlfriend.



“You should just be grateful with what you’re getting,” said Kat, her tongue darting out to lap the pre-cum from his bell as it slipped up in-between. “Stop complaining. You know I’m a naughty girl but I’m just not ready to go all the way yet,” added Kat as she gave his nuts a playful squeeze.



The pressure of her fleshy mounds wrapped around his rigid rod was too much for Lance to take, and he erupted. Kat opened her mouth and put her lips around his bell-end just in the nick of time, and he shot his seed right into the warmth of her mouth.



“I’m a virgin. But I’m pretty sure I can keep you satisfied,” said Kat as she took one big gulp and winked at him, licking her lips and massaging his now-drained nuts.
 He’s lucky to have me,
 she thought.



 



Kat sneaked back into the house later that night and crept up the stairs, not wanting to wake her mum, but as she stepped past her mum’s closed bedroom door, the light under the frame and the squeaking noises coming from within told her that her mum was
 not
 asleep. Inside her own bedroom, Kat slipped into a casual top and boy-shorts, ready for bed, however the banging of the headboard next door coupled with the loud squeaks were too much for Kat to take.



There’s no way I can sleep knowing what they’re up to next door,
 she thought. Her mind wondered to Drake, and to what he was doing at that precise moment. Knowing that he had an erection at that precise moment was very distracting. So, she slipped on her white cotton socks and stepped down the carpeted staircase to the living room.
 I’ll just stay up for a bit and watch a movie.



Kat browsed the selection of DVDs on top of the player.
 My mum really needs to clean these up,
 she thought as her hand found an unlabeled one.
 I wonder what this is… blank with no label.
 Curiosity got the better of her and she stuck it in the player. She pressed play in the dim living room light, sat back on the comfy sofa, sweeping the mental images of Drake under the rug. But what she was about to witness was
 far
 more graphic than anything her imagination could portray.



“Oh my God… is that
 him
 ?” Kat whispered to herself as her eyes widened, transfixed on the screen. For there was Drake, in what could only be described as a homemade movie, indulging in, unbelievably, a circle jerk. He was standing naked, except for a pair of socks. Kat was glued, gazing at his muscular abdomen, the first time she’d ever seen him with his top off, and certainly the first time she’d ever seen his enormous dong as it stuck out as proud as a tree branch, veiny and throbbing, his full nuts swaying beneath sinisterly.



Standing with Drake were three big black guys, all of a similar stature although a couple of inches taller than him, all wearing tops, naked from the waist down except for their boots. Their enormous dongs were in hand, being jacked vigorously.
 What the hell?! There’s no way my mum can know about this, and if she did, surely she’d be quite upset,
 and as she pondered, her thoughts progressed.
 But then why is this DVD out? She’s obviously seen this before.
 Kat’s mind raced, she couldn’t believe that she was witnessing this. She couldn’t believe that this DVD actually existed, let alone was in her house. It was absolutely crazy.



The circle jerk continued, picking up pace as all four guys jacked their respective rods, facing each other. Still in absolute shock, Kat turned down the volume, as she saw all three pairs of big black nuts tighten and twitch, as the throbbing members pulsated. Two of the black guys shot their loads simultaneously, shooting their spunky milk downwards, and it sprayed into a strategically-placed bucket on the floor, little droplets splashing up against their puma-like thighs.



The third black guy erupted his load soon after, and his enormous tool ejaculated like a garden sprinkler, spraying his jizzy fluid into the quickly-filling bucket. Viewing this was apparently too much for Drake to take, and his mammoth cock, which Kat guessed was at least 9.5 inches, too shot its load, the trimmed hair above rustling as he splashed his load into the bucket below.



As all four guys drained their rods of the last drops, Kat was completely flabbergasted about what she had just seen, and the DVD suddenly went to black.



What the fuck. That’s some crazy-ass shit right there,
 Kat thought to herself. And without even thinking, she traced her hand down her smooth stomach and into her shorts to dally with her freshly-shaven pussy.



Already wet, her fingers rubbed her hardening clit, and suddenly the home movie started again with the next part of the video. The next part was unbelievably even more of an eye-opener, for there onscreen was a large muscular male, filmed from behind. As Kat perused his taut buttocks, her fingers continued to delve and she frigged herself excitedly, feasting her eyes on the eye-candy before her. Lifting her fingers to her mouth, she tasted her own love-juice, and came to the realization that the man onscreen was Drake, as the camera panned-out revealing the back of his head and arms which were chained up and outstretched.



A large leather boot stepped forth and a dominatrix woman appeared. In her mid-thirties, she sure kept her body in shape, her large melons almost spilling out of her tight corset, her leather trousers and long leather boots shimmering in the dungeon light.



She struck her whip down upon Drake’s buttocks with force, making a loud thrashing sound. He winced in what appeared to be pleasure, as the whip came down on his butt-cheeks twice, then thrice. Relieved that is wasn’t her mother in the leather bondage outfit, Kat continued to dilly-dally with her sweet pussy, before the screen turned to black again, and she wondered what on Earth the next part of the video would be.



Next up, was perhaps an even more disturbing part than the previous two, but Kat couldn’t pull her eyes away, for there before her was a girl, similar in age to Kat, in her early to mid-twenties. She was on her hands and knees, naked, her pert plentiful tush up in the air, and behind her an enormous sex-toy neared its way to the pink of her welcoming pussy. As the large bell-end began to press its way into her incredibly tight snatch, inch by inch, she saw that the sex-toy was controlled by a handle mechanism. As the trigger on the handle was pressed, the toy rotated round and round, and the toy was being slowly but rhythmically drilled in and out of the girl’s flange.



The camera panned out, and Kat could see that the arm holding the toy was strong, muscular and very familiar.
 Jesus, its him again!
 thought Kat, although this time she wasn’t so surprised, given the previous two scenes.
 This guy must either be some kind of porn king or some kind of complete sexual deviant. I hope my mum doesn’t watch these with him, but on second thought, she must do. Either way, I should probably keep this to myself.
 Kat was unsure of what to do, but one thing was for sure - she couldn’t help but delve her digits in and out of her pussy, and she finger-banged herself with a sense of urgency. Her hand inside her shorts frigged excitedly, her eyes feasting on Drake as he drilled the young hussy.



It wasn’t long before Kat felt a remarkable climax rise up inside her, two fingers buried deep with her thumb rubbing her tingling bud. She came abundantly, and squirted her love-juice into her already-wet shorts, soaking them completely. Her squirt sprayed the insides of the cotton and dripped down into her smooth ass-crack. Bewildered about what she had just seen, but thankful she had not been
 over
 seen, Kat raised her fingers to her lips once again to lick them clean. She heard a door open and close from the floor above, and she hurriedly ejected the DVD, pretty sure there was still more footage. She would save it for another day, and she tip-toed up the stairs and past her mum’s bedroom, noting that the light was now off in there and the squeaking had ceased.



Climbing into bed, she closed her eyes, spent from her ecstatic orgasm, but the images of the home movie still flashing through her mind.



 



The next morning at breakfast, Kat’s eyes were hooked on Drake. She had now seen him in incredibly intimate situations, and as Kat left the house for her part-time day job, Jasmine glanced at Drake. “I think she’s starting to really like you,” she said, smiling.



“I hope so. I try my best,” said Drake.



That lunchtime at work, Kat was on the phone to Lance.



“Are you coming over tonight? My saveloy needs your puppies,” chuckled Lance.



“Not tonight, baby. I’m pretty beat. I think I’m just going to chill out.”



“Are you sure? I’ll make it worth your while. I mean, I can always
 return
 the favor,” said Lance, trying to convince her.



“No, it’s ok,” insisted Kat. “I’m really just going to chill out tonight,” she said, blowing him off, figuratively. She had other intentions tonight. Knowing there was more footage at the end of the DVD she hadn’t seen yet, she was eager to watch that instead.



As she pulled into the driveway that evening, she was pleased to see that both her mum’s and Drake’s cars were not there. Upon entering the kitchen, she spotted a note on the island in the middle.



Hey hun, I’m out this evening, and I think Drake’s going to be out too. I’ve left some dinner on the hob. It needs to be heated up.



Phew, that’s a relief,
 thought Kat.
 I’ve got the place to myself.
 She walked into the living room and as she searched through the DVDs on top of the player, she noticed that a lot of them had been neatly put away. S
 he must have had a tidy up. Hopefully I can still find it…



Her hand landed on a DVD that looked very similar to the one that she had watched the night before. It was without a label.
 This must be the one,
 she thought to herself, as she placed it in the player and sat back on the comfy sofa, just wearing a pair of skimpy panties, a tight-fitting t-shirt, a pair of knee-high socks and a pair of white plimsolls.



Expecting to see the debauchery of the previous video, Kat was completely shocked and taken by surprise to see her mum onscreen, facing directly at the camera. Fully clothed, her mum started speaking almost like a newsreader, with a solemn stoic expression, as she looked directly into the lens, making eye-contact with Kat.



“Hello dear,” began Jasmine. “Drake and I know all about your little video watching episode of last night, and we are actually quite disappointed that you think it’s okay to watch Drake in such circumstances. Furthermore, we are aware that you probably rather enjoyed it. So, I’ve actually gone away for the weekend. And Drake has not. He has stayed behind.”



Kat felt her heart pounding in her chest.



Jasmine continued. “I know that you are rather promiscuous. In fact, you could even be described as a bit of a brat. And you need to be taught a lesson.” Kat couldn’t believe what she was listening to, she couldn’t believe her mother was saying this to her.



“That’s right,” the talk carried on. “Drake is going to bring you to womanhood. Let’s call this weekend… Boot Camp. I’ll be back on Sunday evening. Let me know how you get on then.”



The video went black.
 This is ridiculous. This must be some sort of a joke.
 Embarrassed that her mum knew, Kat walked up the stairs.
 I think I’d better go to Lance’s after all,
 she decided, as she grabbed her handbag.



Glancing out her bedroom window, she saw Drake’s car pulling up in the driveway. It parked and shut off the lights. Dismissing it as her imagination, Kat thought for a moment that she saw some large shadowy shapes in the car with him.
 Oh damn, I’d better get out of here
 .



Stepping down the stairs, she heard Drake’s loud heavy footsteps coming up the stairs. Kat was greeted by his large hulking frame on the middle landing, standing over her and casting an ominous shadow. He looked different, slightly menacing, and Kat felt a familiar tingling between her thighs.



“Hello Kat.”



“Hi Drake. I’m just going out to Lance’s.” She tried to walk past him.



“Oh no you don’t. This is Training Day,” said Drake, not budging, standing there sternly.



“Training Day?! What the
 hell
 .” She felt his large arms wrap around her, half in a hug and half in a domineering grip. He lifted her up off her feet effortlessly, and walked her back up to the top of the staircase.



“What the hell are you doing? Get the fuckin’
 hell
 off me,” Kat said half-assed, because she was secretly really enjoying this.



Instead of turning left to Kat’s bedroom, Drake took the right and carried her to her mother’s room, the master bedroom. He walked inside and plonked her down on the large four-poster bed. Kat scurried back on her hands and feet to the centre of the large double bed, unsure of what was in store. The term ‘Boot Camp’ didn’t sound too friendly, that she was certain of.



Her pussy quivered beneath her panties, already slick. Wearing a wife-beater and a pair of faded jeans, Kat’s eyes checked out Drake’s massive bulge. She knew what was under there, and Kat licked her lips impatiently, anxious to release his straining member from its denim prison. Drake’s large hands grabbed her toned thighs and pulled her panties down. She raised her ass up off the bed, allowing her knickers to be slipped off, down her legs and off her feet, before Drake tossed them onto the plush rug.



His eyes lit up as he gazed at her always-shaven pussy. It looked tremendously tight, the labia neatly tucked away, unspoiled. His large digits traced their way up her smooth thighs to her awakened pussy, and his middle finger started to delve inside. Kat let out a deep sigh and a moan of pleasure as she allowed his wide probing finger inside her. She guessed it was almost as big as Lance’s knob, and although she had never taken Lance’s knob inside her, she imagined that Drake’s finger was just as satisfying, as it thrust in and out of her, finger-banging her with intent.



Slipping his pointer finger in with it, he poked her vigorously, her tight pussy squeezing down upon his digits with loving force, encouraging him to continue, sucking him in further and further, all the way to the knuckle.



“I’ve got a lot more in store for you. This is Boot Camp after all,” said Drake as he withdrew his fingers and stepped over to the bedside cabinet. He opened the top drawer and pulled out a huge dildo, which Kat instantly recognized as being the sex-toy from the video. It was at least 11 inches, and she was sure there was no way she could take a thing like that. But she got the impression she wasn’t going to have much of a choice in the matter, and she wasn’t going to put up much of a fight either, as she longed to be probed once more.



Drake grabbed her by the hips, flipped her over and put his hand on the small of her back, causing her to push her pert tushy right up in the air. Her smooth crack opened, fully exposing her starfish in the dim bedroom light, as she heard a whirring noise behind her. Drake had pulled the trigger and the toy sprung to life like a pneumatic drill, vibrating dramatically, spinning around, as he pushed the big plastic bell-end right up against her virginal pussy. She had only ever taken her own average-sized dildo inside her. She heard a squelching noise and glanced round to see Drake unload a tube of lube on the long shaft of the tool. It trickled down to the bell-end. He pressed it up against her impossibly tight pussy, and she began to feel the helmet enter her. It hurt at first, but as the bell popped inside, she relaxed onto it and took another inch. Then another inch, and another, and before she knew it she was taking 6 inches deep, about half the toy.



Drake really cranked it up and screwed her with the whirring fucking-toy, rampantly poking 6 inches in and out of her, and Kat felt her juices escape and trickle down her thighs. Moaning, slightly in pain but loving every bit of it, Kat thought to herself,
 I think I’m starting to enjoy Boot Camp!



“There’s more in store,” said Drake.



Kat heard the bedroom door open, and as she looked into the bedroom mirror, she saw reflected a leather-clad female that she instantly recognized as being the woman from the bondage part of the DVD. The woman stepped into the room with an air of dominance. The bedroom light reflecting on the leather of her boots as she walked up towards the bed.



With the toy still several inches inside her pussy, Kat was fully speared, stuck, as the bondage woman took her whip from her belt. “Time for training,” said the woman as she cracked her whip.



“Oh Jeez,” gasped Kat as she looked into the mirror and saw the woman raise the whip above her. The whip lashed down upon Kat’s milk-white globes with amazing force, sending waves of pain up the small of her back, and sending waves of pleasure down into her now fully-juiced-up snatch. Again the whip came down. And again, the lashings turning her butt-cheeks a crimson red. Kat felt her already-erect nipples harden even further and press against the thin fabric of her t-shirt. For there she was, just in a top and her socks and plimsolls, getting fucked and whipped in her mother’s bedroom.



She spontaneously reached down to work her burning nub, and as she flicked it from side to side she found herself eager for more penetration. She began to back her ass up, encouraging Drake to fuck her further, and fuck her further he did, as the fucking-toy squeezed in another inch or two, up to about 8 inches, screwing her royally. The woman put her whip down and smacked down a leather glove upon Kat’s butt-cheeks.



Feeling the toy being withdrawn from her flange, she immediately felt empty, longing for it to be back inside. She spun around, sat down on the bed and reached her hands forward to keenly unzip Drake’s jeans. She pulled them down, and feasted her eyes on the bulge in his white boxer shorts. Grabbing them by the hem, she pulled them down, allowing his erect cock to spring up in the air. It looked exactly as it did in the video - large, veiny, throbbing. She couldn’t believe it was finally right before her and she reached out, wrapped her hand around the girth and massaged it methodically, pulling the skin back and forth over the big shiny helmet, watching the pre-cum glisten.



The bondage woman sat down on a comfy chair, opened her legs and started to rub herself through her leather trousers, watching the action unfold.



“I need to feel you inside me,” gasped Kat. “I’ve never had a real cock. But now I’m fully prepared, I really want to feel you inside me.”



Drake was hungry to be her first time, and he kicked off his jeans and boxers and got on the bed, just in his wife beater vest. He lay on his back, with his head resting on the pillows, his muscular thighs slightly parted, his erect 9.5 incher sticking up in the air, waiting, his full balls throbbing beneath.



Kat couldn’t believe she was about to lose her virginity with her mum’s boyfriend, but she couldn’t wait. She just had one question to ask. “Drake, do you have a condom?”



Drake shook his head. “I don’t. your mother’s fixed so we don’t need them.”



Kat paused, and then said, “Nevermind. Fuck it!”



She straddled him like a stallion and lowered herself down. She felt his strong hands place themselves on the globes of her fleshy seat, as his bell-end prodded against her welcoming pussy. Although she was still incredibly tight, he slipped in more easily after the dildo-fucking and she slid herself down onto his big stiff rod, all the way to the balls. She cried out in ecstatic pleasure as intense waves of animalistic energy rose up through her petite frame, and she bounced up and down determinedly, riding him like a wild donkey. His balls bounced against her ass as she rode, the knowledge that she was being watched by a bondage queen adding to her arousal no end.



She was loving every second, completely lost in the moment, feeling the big veiny shaft deep inside her slick tunnel. She was in complete control, riding him, loving it, wanting more. She had finally released her inner vixen, and was thoroughly enjoying it. Kat felt an amazing orgasm boil up within her as she had not cum since frigging herself off the night before. She felt powerful climactic tremors overtake her, and it was too much - the bondage woman rubbing her leathered groin while Drake’s huge member impaled her. She came good and hard, squirting her love-juice downwards. It gushed down like a waterfall, right down the rippling shaft, drenching his shaved nuts and soaking his trimmed pubes. She came multiple times, gushing over and over again, wetting her mother’s bed, screaming wildly and throwing her head back. Her long silky hair whipped through the air similarly to how she had been whipped earlier, her butt-cheeks tingling as she came with every fiber of her being.



She felt Drake’s balls quiver, and she knew that he was close. She wanted to feel him cum deep inside. Just as she had experienced the amazing pleasure moments ago, she wanted him to feel the same.



Drake’s nuts give one final twitch and he ejaculated his seminal fluids deep into her fertile teen body, his semen spraying up like a fountain, coating her womb. His sperm swam blindly in a race to the finish line, determinedly waggling their tails and swimming to the goal.



With Drake’s warm seed inside her, Kat dismounted, allowing his softening phallus to slip out. She sat on the edge of the bed and glanced down at the cream-pie that was trickling out of her no-longer-virgin pussy.



The bedroom door opened once more. The shadowy shapes she had seen in the car earlier were not figments of her imagination as three tall muscular black men walked in, and Kat soon recognized them as being the circle-jerkers from the first video. They wasted little time in unzipping their large knobs, which sprung to attention, ranging in length from 8 to 10 inches, pulsating and thick in girth.



One 8 incher stood on the left side of her, one 8 incher stood on the right side of her, and the 10 incher stood right in front of her. As they jacked their rods towards her face, Drake looked on, knowingly. “This is the end of Boot Camp. This is the final test.”



Kat ducked her head down and suckled on the underside of the middle dong’s wide shaft, as she traced her tongue up and down its rigid girth. The two either side increased in tempo, and she witnessed their nuts tighten dramatically as they shot their spunk in tandem. Both streams of jizz crossed in mid-air in a similar fashion to the Ghostbusters guns, and blasted her on either cheek. Luckily she closed her eyes just in time, and much of the goo dripped down, coating her clad bosoms. The shaft in front was too big for her to get her lips all the way around it, but she placed her mouth on the bell and reached out to cup the big heavy black balls as the guy whacked his own rod, his hand quickening on his shaft as he too was ready to cum.



Kat felt his balls tense-up in her hand, and he shot his load, firing a mammoth amount of thick creamy-white spunk like a water-cannon, landing in her awaiting mouth. She glugged hard and fast to try and drink as much as she could, but the heavy load was ridiculous and it splashed down her chin and onto her thighs beneath. She licked her lips, and as she sat there with a face-full of cream, a crimson-red pair of butt-cheeks and a fully-filled pussy, Kat had completed Boot Camp, and passed with flying colors.



It had been an experience, and she was pretty sure she had made her mother proud.



 



~~~###~~~
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N
 atalie loved these walks in the forest. The bubbling brook to her left, the crunching twigs under her feet, the cool breeze across her face and the afternoon sun beating down upon her. She strolled on, happy, content, alone in the woods, and yet at one with nature.



She saw a squirrel nibble on a nut on a nearby tree and it filled her heart with joy as she skipped and walked along the narrow stony path. Natalie had been warned by her mother not to go into the woods this deep, but she did not take heed, for she knew that nothing bad could really happen – it was merely urban legend, folk lore, that was all.



Further along the path, she came to a big oak tree, and decided to lie down and take a little nap. Closing her eyes, she thought of her ex-boyfriend, Morgan. She still thought of him fondly, and was rather upset that he had cheated on her. However, she liked to fantasise about him, and with her eyes shut she pictured him embracing her, hugging her, making love to her. Natalie began to drift off and daydream about Morgan, her mind wandering as she took a deep breath and filled her lungs with the fresh forest air.



Her eyes must have been shut for longer than she intended, for when she opened them she got the shock of a lifetime. For there, in front of her, dressed in a dirty mac, was an old perverted flasher. His mac was open and he was furiously jacking his erect 5.5 inch winkie, his hairy balls tight, as his bearded face glared menacingly.



He was no threat, as he wasn’t a big man, and Natalie, upset and feeling violated, kicked her legs up aggressively at the old flasher. He saw that as his cue to leave the situation, clumsily doing up his dirty mac and lumbered off into the depths of the forest, disappearing in-between the heavy bushes.



Quite distraught that this had happened to her, Natalie wasn’t going to let it ruin her day. She sat up, composed herself and had a look around. There was still no one else around, and she figured that because it was quite late in the afternoon she’d better be heading back home. So, getting to her feet she thought she’d take a shortcut back through the bushes – a different bush to the one in which the flasher had gone through.



As she walked through the depths of the woods, she heard strange noises coming from slightly further. Cautious, she tip-toed on, conscious not to snap any twigs under her feet. Coming to a clearing, she hid behind a bush, and she saw a sight that took her breath away. For there before her was a young couple, not much older than herself, making love. They were both nude from the waist down, and the woman was riding the man’s penis enthusiastically, her full breasts jiggling from left to right as she bounced up and down.



The couple hadn’t seen Natalie, and as she watched unseen, she couldn’t help but trace her hand down, slide it inside her jeans and knickers, to play with her wettening snatch. The riding woman increased in speed, and as Natalie took one step further, her foot snapped a twig beneath her. This startled the couple who looked round simultaneously and locked eyes with the watching girl.



Without showing embarrassment, the man called out, “Hey you! Come over here.”



Anxious, Natalie stepped forward, taking her hand out of her panties and sucking her fingers clean, tasting her love-nectar. She got near, and realised that the couple really were quite attractive – the man muscular, the woman toned. “Why don’t you join in?” asked the man, as the woman dismounted him. His rod sprung free, 7.5 inches up in the air.



“Yes, don’t be shy,” said the woman.



Natalie knew what needed to be done.



She had needs, after all. She unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them down and off. The woman grabbed at Natalie’s panties and pulled them to one side, playing with her recently-trimmed snatch. Natalie soon dropped her panties to her ankles and kicked them off too, now bottomless except for her black leather boots.



The woman dropped to her knees and licked Natalie’s soft coochie lovingly, tracing her tongue up and down her womanly folds. Natalie’s clit tingled and burned uncontrollably as she enjoyed the licking tongue, and eyed the woman’s boyfriend’s cock eagerly. With Natalie now fully juiced up, the woman said, “Get on your knees! Let’s get on with this.”



Natalie got on all fours on the blanket and put her ass in the air. The man came up behind her, and pressed his juiced-soaked tool up against her plump labia. Natalie closed her eyes and took a deep breath as the man plunged deep, spearing her, 7.5 inches, all the way to the balls. He began to screw her furiously, his big balls slapping against her clit.



When Natalie opened her eyes she saw that the woman had got in front of her and had her legs spread, her freshly shaven snatch right near Natalie’s face.



Natalie knew what needed to be done.



She licked the woman just as the woman had licked her, delving her tongue deep into the burning pussy, lapping expertly and tasting the love-juice. The man banged harder and harder, thrusting his tool, and Natalie came uncontrollably, squirting wildly behind her and soaking the man’s ball-bags. The man pulled out, walked over to his girlfriend who flipped over onto her hands and knees. Her boyfriend squatted down with his feet flat on the floor and made love to her once more, up and over style.



They made love rampantly as Natalie watched closely. She got behind the guy, lowered her head and licked the squirt from his full ball-sacks, sucking each one in turn as he furiously drilled his girlfriend. The man and the woman came in unison, cumming uncontrollably, as they reached an ecstatic climax in the depths of the woods, howling.



All three now satisfied, Natalie said, “Crikey. That was a new experience. I’ve never had sex with strangers before.”



“Oh, there’s lots of crazy stuff going on in these woods,” said the man smiling, as all three put on their clothes. She assumed the guy was just joking, and the encounter was just a one-off, so they bid their farewells and Natalie carried on with her journey.



After walking a little further, she came to another clearing. She saw three ominous shadows cast across the muddy floor, and tip-toed on cautiously. What she saw next was something that made her heart jump into her throat, for there before her were three guys. There were no other females in sight, and all three men were unzipped, their huge members out and proud. Two of them appeared to be 8 inches, the other at least 9.5, and they seemed to be having some kind of circle jerk, masturbating desperately.



One thing was for sure, they needed to jack their tools with a sense of urgency. They seemed to be having some kind of contest, to see who could shoot their load first. Still juiced-up and horned-up from her previous encounter, Natalie
 wanted
 to be seen this time.



Natalie knew what needed to be done.



She got to her knees and crawled up to the three men at waist level, who seemed quite surprised to see a female in these parts of the woods. She kneeled in the middle of the circle, and all three pointed their bell-ends directly at her.



Natalie sucked the first 8 incher, then the other 8 incher, then the 9.5 incher, going from one to the other, sucking each one in turn. The guys were in their 40’s, burley and strong, and they slapped their bell-ends across her face as she sucked fervently. She took both 8 inchers in her hands and skied them wildly up and down, while she sucked on the angry head of the 9.5.



Natalie squeezed the hairy ball-bags in her palms as she felt all three twitch. The two 8 inchers either side of her pulsated as she masturbated them aggressively, and they both shot their load at the same time, spraying their jizz all over her facial cheeks. Just then, as she was sucking on the bell of the 9.5, he erupted too, shooting a voluminous load right into her mouth, pumping a big jet of spunk down her throat. She gulped as fast as she could and swallowed it well, however much of it dripped down onto the muddy grass beneath her. Smiling, Natalie blew spunk bubbles, as she playfully squeezed the last drop out of the straining sacks.



Knowing she had pleased them well, Natalie said, “Thank you. That was just what I needed.”



“That was just what we needed too,” said the big greasy guy in the middle as he zipped up his shrinking weenie.



“Do you know the quickest way out of the woods?” asked Natalie.



“Sure, ma’love. It’s the way you’re going – keep on going through those bushes there, then down the hill, and you’ll be there in no time. But be careful… you never know who’s about in these parts!”



He’s not really one to talk, hanging around and jacking off like a maniac,
 Natalie thought, bidding them farewell and wiping her face clean as she skipped on through the bushes and down the hill.



As Natalie skipped on, feeling quite slutty but also quite adventurous, the smell of oil drifted through the air and up her nostrils.
 God… diesel? There’s no way a car would be able to drive through these woods.
 As she got a little bit nearer, she realised that it was coming from behind the next row of bushes. She continued on, and as evening was on its way, she knew she didn’t have that long before she needed to get out of these woods, and back to her car on the other side.



She stepped onwards, aware of her surroundings, yet unsure of what awaited her. When she got to the next clearing she got a big surprise, for there before her was a motorcycle gang. An all-female motorcycle gang. An all-female lesbian motorcycle gang!



A scene that could only be described as a lesbian orgy of total debauchery greeted her. Dressed just in their leather jackets with their leather trousers strewn across the forest floor, four butch lesbians, still in their biker boots, were indulging in cunnilingus to the ninth degree, their tattooed thighs intertwined. One of them was on her back, while the second one was eagerly lapping at her furry snatch. The third lesbian was licking the second lesbian’s anus as she bent over, squatting down upon the fourth lesbian who was lying down and enjoying a face full.



Crikey, I don’t want to be seen by this lot.



But, it was too late, as the first lesbian who was lying on her back saw Natalie hiding in the bushes. “You there! What the hell are you doing?” bellowed the butch female’s voice, her mohicanned hair spiked up as her earrings rattled in the breeze. Her piercing green eyes stared at Natalie like arrows.



Timidly, she walked towards them. “Ummm, I’m just going to be on my way. My car’s just past this clearing, down there and down the hill. That’s where I’m going.”



“Well, you’ve seen us so we wanna see you!” said the big butch bitch.



Natalie felt several pairs of hands on her jeans, as the other lesbians had dismounted and were tugging at her clothes. Before she knew it, her jeans were down and her knickers were off once more, her inviting pussy fully exposed.



Although feeling like turning around and running away, Natalie knew what needed to be done.



“Go and bend over that tree stump over there,” commanded the butch lesbian. Natalie thought she’d better do as she was told, so she strutted over and bend over the stump. She glanced over at the motorcycle to her left, and contemplated jumping on and taking off, as the keys were in the ignition. But just then she heard a crack of a whip.



Qui-Pish!
 The whip flew down across her firm butt-cheeks, whipping them gratuitously. And again,
 qui-pish!
 And again,
 qui-pish!
 She was being whipped, but the sensation felt great and the warmth of the lashings transcended down and nestled in her womanly pussy. Natalie reached down to dally in her plump pussy, and she frigged herself enthusiastically.



“God, she’s loving that,” said the butch lesbian leader. Natalie turned around and saw that the leader had strapped one on, and was indeed wearing an 8.5 inch strap-on cock. Grabbing Natalie’s hips, she began to push the bell-end up against her coochie, and Natalie was reminded of the man she had had sex with recently in the woods. Looking up, she saw that the three other lesbians were standing on the huge tree stump. All were crouched down, urgently rubbing their fur-pies, their neatly trimmed landing strips glistening with love-juice in the evening air.



They frigged furiously, and Natalie felt extremely turned on, as she felt the first inch of the strap-on being pushed inside her. The lesbians flicked faster, as another inch slipped inside. And another, and another, until all 8.5 inches were deep inside her flange, right up to the big plastic balls.



The lesbian banged Natalie good and hard, rocking her chunky hips back and forth with the power of a gorilla, making love to her angrily, passionately, in the depths of the forest.



The three lesbians began to cum in turn, as they rubbed their frustrated g-spots. The first one pulled her finger out and squirted a girly ribbon straight towards Natalie’s eye. She managed to close her eye just in time, and much of it dripped down onto her awaiting tongue, just as the second lesbian came. She shot a female string of sex-piss that spiralled through the air like a corkscrew, and landed right in Natalie’s mouth. Her open mouth swallowed and gulped as much of the love-juice as she could, just as the third masturbating lesbian came, who shot a thick rope of female-ectoplasm-ooze that sprayed out like a hosepipe, blasting Natalie right in the face.



Jesus Christ, I’ve had a lot of cum today,
 thought Natalie.



Natalie knew what needed to be done.



She stuck her tongue out and spun it round and round like a record in a Wurlitzer, consuming as much of the lady-jizz as she could, slurping up the see-through squirt-juice. She felt the plastic balls banging against her clit, and it wasn’t long before she found herself cumming uncontrollably, achieving an amazing orgasm as waves of pleasure shot through her body, all the way down to her toes. She came wildly, squirting around the girth of the thick phallic toy inside her. The gush sprayed the lesbian leader’s leather boots beneath her.



The leader withdrew the strap-on from her love-box. Natalie spun around, got on her knees to lap her own juices from the always-hard strap-on, and looked up at the butch lesbian.



“Need a ride home?” asked the lesbian leader, smiling.



Natalie smiled up at her. “Sure. Well, just to my car. It’s just at the bottom of this hill here. Are you free next Saturday?”



“Yeah. Same time, same place. We’ll be here.”



Next Saturday. Natalie knew what needed to be done.



 



)))~~~*~~~(((
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A
 ll he wanted was a bit of relief, that was all.



11pm on Thursday evening. The webcam was on. The blue LED light shone in Dougie’s shadowy living room.



Dougie enjoyed these late night sessions on webcam, and tonight he had got especially lucky, as on the screen before him was a female that he had just met online. He had struck gold. She was an extremely attractive female. Although she had not shown her face on webcam, he had seen a photo of her. Her pretty features, sparkling blue eyes and flowing locks made his above-average-sized winkie stick up like an erect pink flagpole.



Dougie’s boxers were round his ankles, and his slightly sweaty palm gripped his shaft tightly as he furiously jacked his frustrated tool at the onscreen happenings.



All he wanted was a bit of relief, that was all.



The female’s panties were off, and her cam was pointed at her snatch as her fingers expertly traced up and down the length of her moist snatch. They delved their way inside her womanly opening as the neatly trimmed hair up above sparkled with love-juice.



“God, that looks so gorgeous,” typed Dougie. “Can’t stop looking.”



“You’re not looking so bad yourself there either,” typed Sandra. “Very nice indeed. And your balls look full. Full to the point of bursting.”



“Yes they are – I actually haven’t relieved myself since yesterday morning,” admitted Dougie, and then thought,
 that was quite a feat, as I usually relieve myself at least twice a day.



“Well,” typed Sandra, as her index finger flicked her swollen nub from left to right, slowly but firmly. “How about you come downtown tonight, to my apartment. And bring your erection with you.”



Dougie couldn’t believe his luck. He had been waiting for this opportunity, and although the embarrassment factor was quite high, he was sure that when he arrived there she would make it all worthwhile. Without giving it any further thought, Dougie typed, “Great, what’s the address?”



All he wanted was a bit of relief, that was all.



45 minutes later he was at her door. He pressed the buzzer long and hard, confidently. As soon as he did so he felt slight anxiousness, but before he got a chance to contemplate turning around and walking back to his freshly washed Ford Escort, he heard a voice through the intercom. “Come on up, it’s the top flat.”



The door unlocked.
 It’s too late to turn back now,
 thought Dougie, as he pushed open the glass door and entered the apartment block. As he got to the top of the stairs with his heart pounding like a woodpecker’s beak against an oak tree, he saw that her apartment door was slightly ajar. Bravely, he placed his palm against the cold wood, pushed it open and stepped inside.



Dougie was suddenly hit with the aroma of incense that wafted through the air and up his nostrils, awakening his senses. She was still nowhere to be seen, and as he looked around the dimly lit apartment he was struck with how neat and tidy everything was.



“I’m in here,” cooed her female voice seductively from the bedroom. His heart jumped into his throat and his erect penis and full balls pressed uncontrollably against the thin cotton of his boxer shorts, underneath his jeans.



Dougie cautiously stepped towards the bedroom door. Once inside, he was startled – not by what he saw, but rather by what he didn’t see, for she was still nowhere in sight.
 Where the hell is she,
 he thought.



Suddenly, he felt her arms wrapping around his mid-section tightly while her full breasts pressed up against his slightly sweaty back. She had been hiding behind the door, and although he was startled greatly, he appreciated her plucky playfulness. He spun around, and they were finally face to face. They kissed passionately, sucking face as if they were long lost lovers. Their tongues intertwined inside their locked mouths as they indulged in a bashful game of tonsil tennis.



Dougie’s hands instinctively reached down and grasped Sandra’s plentiful tush. Dressed only in a bathrobe, Sandra’s heaving cleavage bobbed up and down against Dougie’s toned upper torso and he felt her erect nipples digging into his skin through his top like sharp little bullets. His erection throbbed harder and she pushed her robed pelvis against his erect rod, and he felt a droplet of pre-cum dribble out of his expanding bell-end.



The kiss stopped and immediately Sandra dropped to her knees and undid Dougie’s belt, unbuttoned his top button, unzipped his fly and pulled his jeans down to his ankles. His erect member was sticking up prominently through the material of his boxers, and Sandra wasted little time in tracing her well-manicured fingers up and down his 7 inch shaft before gripping the elastic hem and tugging them down in one swift motion, allowing his throbbing man-meat to spring up in the air with the force of a sturdy diving board.



Dougie’s eyelids shut as Sandra’s mouth encapsulated his burning member, and sucked it with such expertise that he was unsure whether the oral pleasure he was experiencing was being given by a human female, or from a completely different life form. It felt as though she now had not just one tongue, but at least three, swirling round and round like a whirlpool against the circumference of his blue-veined oboe, giving him sensations he’d never known.



Glancing down to witness his penis disappearing in and out of this beautiful woman’s mouth, Dougie got the shock of a lifetime. For there was a long green tentacle snaking its way out of Sandra’s forehead.



Not wanting this amazing blowjob to end but also deeply shocked and scared of the strange protuberance from Sandra’s forehead, Dougie had to ask, “What the hell is that thing?”



Sliding her full lips off his now fully soaked length, Sandra seemed surprised herself. Reaching up to touch the wiggling tentacle, she exclaimed, “Oh crap. I’m supposed to keep my human form for at least an hour longer. I must be running low.”



“That really raises more questions than it answers,” said Dougie, feeling the warmth of the whiskey deep in his stomach, knowing that the pre-journey shots he had taken were giving him some extra courage. More tentacles appeared from her face, until she looked like a weird-blob squid-faced thing, but keeping some of her feminine beauty.



Still kneeling on the carpet, the thing that used to be Sandra reached up and lovingly squeezed Dougie’s full testicles as if to tell him not to be worried, and also to remind him of his sexual frustration. No matter how she looked, he still needed his balls drained. He was only human, after all.



“Look, Dougie,” said the thing that used to be Sandra, in a voice that sounded like an echo of itself. “I really don’t mean you any harm whatsoever. You see, I just need a bit more energy. This energy allows me to maintain human form for slightly longer. When I have accumulated enough of this energy I can go back to my planet, and teach my people about the wonderful creation that is human life and all the great things that happen on planet Earth. It will immensely help my people improve themselves as we can learn from the infinite wisdom of human beings.”



“Ummm. Ok. That sounds… like a good reason,” said a wide-eyed Dougie, as he looked at the tentacle-squid-face kneeling before him, tentatively squeezing his full testicles. “But where do you get this energy from?”



“We get this energy from milk,” echoed the voice of the thing that used to be Sandra.



“Well, you can just go to the store and buy milk. So that shouldn’t be too hard,” offered Dougie, helpfully.



“Not… cow’s milk. Human milk. And… not milk from lactating new mothers, but… male milk. From full ball-bags. Yes, that’s what we need. We need human male milk, that is produced from your ball-sacks. And that is why I am here. That is why I am on my knees before you. I need your milk, Dougie. The future of the intelligence of my alien race depends on it,” said the thing that used to be Sandra, purposefully.



Slightly scared, but also inspired by the thing that used to be Sandra’s heartfelt plea, Dougie agreed. “Sure, ok. I can help you out there.” Very aroused, he thought,
 What the hell. I may as well go along with it. Although technically, it isn’t actually milk, per se.



All he wanted was a bit of relief, that was all.



If this was how the night had unfolded before him, them he was going to grasp it tightly with both hands. Metaphorically.



“Oh I’m so glad to hear that,” echoed the alien voice. “However, it’s not going to be quite as straight forward as one might think. You see, I need to extract every last drop of seminal fluid you have in those testicle sacks of yours. And to do this, I need to milk you properly. I’ve been watching many farming videos, and I’m fully aware of the benefits of a correctly milked udder. Plus, I have been reading up on quite a lot of human biology topics, and I’m fully aware that when the male prostate is massaged, a greater volume of seminal fluid is ejaculated. So, this is what I want.”



The thing that used to be Sandra rose to her feet, looking taller, more ominous. The robe now open and flailing around her in the stagnant bedroom air. Her body was beautiful, toned, light green in complexion. Her full DD breasts protruded forward, the dark green areolas around her erect nipples almost hypnotic.



“I’m going to need a bit of help with this though,” said the thing that used to be Sandra, as the bedroom door swung wide open. In sauntered two attractive females, slightly smaller in stature than the thing that used to be Sandra. Both had similar skin color, one being pale olive and the other an almost luminous green. Both had beautiful pretty faces, apart from the squid-like tentacles that splayed out, serpentine, waving in the air around them.



The olive green female alien thing was dressed in white underwear and suspenders, whilst the bright green female alien thing was dressed in a black negligee. Their full breasts partially exposed and tauntingly jiggling around like fresh jelly straight from the fridge.



“Dougie, please meet Peekaka-Choo and Peeky-T'Nairn. But you can call them Nicole and Emma, as they are known in your world. You see, all three of us need a bit of milk. And these girls have become experts in the art of milking. It’s nothing to worry about, they’ll just help you along. Ok?”



As Dougie looked into the thing that used to be Sandra’s non-human eyes, fear crept into his heart.



All he wanted was a bit of relief, that was all.



“Yeah, I’m really horny,” stammered Dougie. “But the kind of snake-squid-like things coming from your heads… Ummm, I’m not sure if I like them,” he said, not wanting to hurt anyone’s feelings.



“Sure, we understand,” echoed the voice of the thing that used to be Sandra. “We’ve still got a little bit of energy left. So, we’re going to use that energy to revert back to our human form. Please excuse us if occasionally a tentacle pops out from here or there, as we cannot control it entirely.”



“Sure, thanks,” said Dougie, grateful for their willingness to make this pleasurable for him.



The tentacles of the three alien female things retracted back. The bright green flesh of the alien to the right changed to the milk-white pale skin of a Caucasian, as the olive green skin of the alien to the left turned into the beautiful caramel of a mixed race woman. Meanwhile, Sandra turned back into her usual tanned color.



Nicole and Emma pulled down and discarded their small silky panties, exposing their soft womanly mounds. Emma seductively sauntered over to the bed, lay back on the soft fluffy pillows, opened her legs wide and exposed her freshly-shaven white pussy to eager Dougie. Dougie got on his hands and knees on the bed, opened his mouth, and began to run his tongue up and down the length of her puffy labia, expertly licking her juiced-up snatch for all he was worth.



No sooner had he began to suckle on her hardening nub, than he felt a tight grip from behind that he recognized as being Sandra’s touch. She pulled his rod down between his legs and began to work it, jacking it methodically up and down the entire 7 inches, making his balls tighten up further.



Loving the sensation of being milked from behind whilst being given full permission to lap at Emma’s burning flange, Dougie was feeling great, more aroused than ever as his balls widened, close to bursting.



He felt a soft warm tongue licking at his exposed anus, as his butt was in the air, his cheeks were parted and the beautiful coco-skinned Nicole flicked her tongue over his virginal bullet-hole, and began to dart her tongue in and out inquisitively.



“Oh my God, this is so good,” slurped Dougie into his face full of pussy. The sensation on his sensitive shaft changed slightly, and it no longer felt like a tender woman’s touch, but rather like it was being milked up and down by a snakelike thing.



“Just keep licking, Dougie,” said Emma, as she grabbed the back of his head and pushed his face even closer into her fish taco.



The sensation on his bum-hole felt different too. It felt less like a tongue and more like a tentacle, as the probing of his anus became deeper and deeper. The thing that used to be a tongue inside his anus was at least 6 inches deep and massaging his prostate vigorously, which in turn made his prick ooze pre-cum in a long see-through string down onto the bed beneath him.



As he smelt the womanly aroma, he continued to lick eagerly at the snatch before him, and couldn’t help but feel slight unease. As he looked up he saw that Emma had turned back into an alien squid-face once more, with tentacles snaking out from her head. Glancing behind him, he saw that the tongue in his ass was in fact one of Nicole’s facial tentacles, olive green and probing.



Behind him on the other side he could see the thing that used to be Sandra, milking his pole downwards with one of her arms that had now become a long thick tentacle.



The bright green hand of Emma traced its way down her toned alien abdomen and began to furiously frig herself off in an attempt to finish the job Dougie had started, as she flicked her bean rampantly. She plunged two fingers deep, and expertly frigged her snatch to the point of climax, and dramatically squirted an alien ribbon of ectoplasm love-juice right up into Dougie’s awaiting face. It splashed down, decorating her bright green thighs.



Nicole’s olive-colored delving facial tentacle burrowed further and furiously rubbed Dougie’s prostate, whilst simultaneously the thing that used to be Sandra’s arm pumped his penis up and down like a farmer on an udder in an honest attempt to extract all the milk which was now oozing into a glass that had been placed underneath.



Feeling like some kind of weird science experiment, Dougie couldn’t hold it anymore, and his balls pulsed as another of the thing that used to Nicole’s tentacles worked them over. He shot his load, shooting jets of human milk down into the glass beneath him, half filling it.



The tentacle slowly slithered out of his butt-hole, and playfully whipped his vulnerable ass-cheeks. The thing that used to be Emma wiped her alien lady-squirt from his soaked face, and the thing that used to be Sandra’s arm tugged down on Dougie’s fully relieved organ, extracting the last drop of seminal fluid from his aching girth.



Dougie spun around and sat down on his sore anus on the soft bed, looking up at the thing that used to be Sandra, who was holding the half-full glass containing his sperm. “Wow, we got a lot there. Thanks Dougie,” echoed the alien voice. “This will be really useful in helping our race back on our planet. We can’t thank you enough.”



The thing that used to be Sandra took a swig of the milk, before spitting some to the thing that used to be Nicole, who then spat some to the thing that used to be Emma.



“Ok, sure,” murmured Dougie, as he witnessed the hot snowballing action. “Erm… are you girls free tomorrow night?”



All he wanted was a bit of relief, that was all.
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N
 ot one stretch mark on my body. After having two kids, that’s something that I’m very proud of. I take care of myself but I’m not obsessed with working out or anything. My husband has always complimented me on my shapely curves and toned stomach. My breasts are a C cup and thankfully still perky. Even though my husband still shows interest in me sexually, to be honest our sex life has dramatically died down in recent months, to maybe about once a month. My husband Tim’s infidelity at the start of our marriage had disrupted our sex life to start with. But I had forgiven him (it was just a one night stand after all – that’s what I kept telling myself), and we had managed to get back on track after that. Until now – things had really declined between us.



Having needs, I started watching porn online. I had no desire to do this previously because I had always had an active sex life, but the recent lack of sex made this new-found past time feel natural. I particularly liked blow job videos that featured well-hung guys. My husband didn’t have a small cock, but it certainly wasn’t that big either. Don’t get me wrong – he had always managed to satisfy me, but there was something about the more well-endowed guy that really tantalized me.



Threesome videos really turned me on too, especially those featuring two guys and a girl. I’d regularly masturbate whilst watching these when my husband was out. One day I inadvertently clicked on a cuckold video, and this really caught my attention. It was obviously acted out (quite badly) but the scene was very hot and the whole premise and storyline was very gripping. It was about a woman (young-ish and attractive, not dissimilar to me with blonde hair and brown eyes) who was punishing her husband. What he had done to deserve this was not spelled out, but she started off by asking him if he’d stopped by the store to get the condoms she’d asked him to. He said he had, and asked what she needed them for.



“I have a date tonight. With my boyfriend. I told you that,” she patronizingly explained to him. How this married lady could have a boyfriend and openly tell her husband this was amazing to me. I was hooked.



“Now I need you to help me get ready for my date,” she told him. She had one foot on the bed and the other on the floor. She was naked from the waist down. Her big round firm ass was pointed towards the camera. Her husband kneeled behind her and started licking her pussy. You could clearly see her lips open up as he licked the length of her slit up and down.



“Prepare my pussy so my boyfriend’s huge huge cock slides in perfectly,” she instructed.



Needless to say, the scenes that followed aroused me greatly, and with a bit of help from my large dildo I achieved an amazing orgasm. An orgasm far more amazing than any I had achieved in recent memory with my husband.



Every opportunity I got over the next few days when my husband was out was spent searching for similar videos and erotic stories. Stories where the husband invited another man to join in were ok, as were stories where the wife would have sex with another man with the husband’s consent but without him being present. But the ones that really creamed my knickers (so to speak) were the ones where the husband was forced to watch his wife have sex with another man. There was just something about it. Each time I would find my hand instinctively sliding down into my panties to rub and satisfy my burning clit. A lot of other times my panties would be off completely and I would slide my big dildo in and out of my aching pussy, cumming loudly and achieving an amazing climax.



I particularly liked the videos where the husband (or porn actor) would resemble
 my
 husband – kind of middle-aged and average looking. The stud satisfying the woman would be much better looking with a much better body and bigger muscles. He would always be at least a couple of years younger too. It was so fricking hot to watch and fantasize over. I did find myself feeling rather guilty at my new pastime, even though I wasn’t technically cheating. Far from it in fact – I mean, I was just watching, reading and masturbating for crying out loud. There was nothing wrong with that. I had never ever cheated on my husband in all our years of marriage. The thought had crossed my mind, but it was more like a fleeting thought and never something that I had seriously considered or even contemplated doing for real.



However, while I was watching these videos I would find myself fantasizing that it was me getting fucked by a strapping big stud while my husband watched. Not only that, but in my mind’s eye I’d be verbally teasing and tormenting my poor husband as the other man was penetrating me, saying things like, “You could never satisfy me like this, could you?” and, “I bet you wish your cock was as big as his. You can really show a woman who’s boss with a nice big cock.”



Yes, I felt guilty when I would see my husband later that evening, especially when it was a family related activity, but the slight guilt sure as hell didn’t stop these fantasies from coming to me and invading both my subconscious and my dreams.



One night when it was very late and my husband was in bed, I was in the spare room sitting at the computer, enjoying watching one of my favorite videos. I was just wearing a night dress and no underwear. It was a very horny cuckold vid. Just at the part where the wife was sucking on the young stud’s large member, my hand naturally slid down and started playing with my pussy, which was becoming wet as I observed the onscreen happenings.



As my hand wandered so did my imagination, and without realizing it I said, “You like to watch don’t you, you little pervert.”



Just as I had said these words I caught glimpse of a silhouette reflected in the computer screen! My heart nearly jumped out of my chest and I spun the office-style chair round on its wheels. To my horror, standing in the doorway was my husband, Tim. How long he had been standing there I didn’t know, but one thing was for sure – it was quite obvious what I had been doing. Not only was the onscreen happenings still going on (albeit on very low volume), but my nighty was pulled up to my thighs, my legs were open and my wanton snatch was in clear view. A view that my husband was obviously indulging in, because his eyes were lowered and he was clearly staring at my moist trimmed pussy.



I closed my legs abruptly, and still in shock exclaimed, “What the hell are you doing? How long have you been standing there?”



Always one to be quite quick-witted, he said, “What am I doing? I think the question is – what are
 you
 doing?”



Embarrassed, I reached behind me and stopped the video. “Look, we rarely have sex these days. I am a woman, and I have needs after all. This is just a way for me to relieve myself. I’m sure you wank regularly – it’s perfectly natural. Isn’t it?”



He looked quite upset, “Yes, it is natural. But it’s the kind of porn that you’re watching and finding titillating that I’m uneasy with. I mean – that’s her husband watching isn’t it?”



With that last question I knew instantly that he had in fact been standing behind me for some time watching. I mean, he knew the whole acted-out porn storyline for God’s sake.



“Well yes, it is,” I told him, and it was at this point that I started to feel a little pissed off. I mean, who was he to judge me? Just because his penis didn’t go near my vagina these days it didn’t give him the right to spy on me and complain about the type of videos I enjoyed watching. I certainly didn’t spy on him in the shower, or wherever he wanked.



I don’t really have a dominant personality, but this emotion of anger was definitely beginning to rise to the surface. I could feel it like a saucepan of boiling water - unforgiving, bubbling and frothing, about to overflow and burn whoever was unlucky enough to be underneath it.



Somehow I managed to suppress this feeling of rage, reminding myself that this was my husband, we had a family together, and technically he had done nothing wrong.



“Look, it’s just a bit of porn,” I said as I stood up, walked over to him and gave him a peck on the lips. “Some men would be thrilled to catch their wife doing this. Let’s just forget about it and pretend it never happened. Maybe we just need a little bit of time away together – we hardly ever spend quality time together any more. How about we go away for the weekend? We could go to the beach… book a hotel?”



He offered me a smile, “Ok, that actually sounds nice. Let’s do that.”



“Good,” I told him. “Now let me navigate away from this silly site and I’ll book us somewhere nice right now.”



That night we ended up making love for the first time in what felt like an eternity. It was just missionary position, not my favorite, but it was pretty nice. As he shot his jizzy load deep inside me I couldn’t help but wish it was someone else’s.



 



The weekend of our planned little trip away together rolled around. The past couple of weeks after the ‘incident’ things had been a little bit awkward between us, but not too bad. Neither of us had mentioned what happened that night and I was hoping that maybe he’d forgotten all I about it. Although I doubted that, somehow.



The room I had booked for us was a nice big room with a big double bed. It was modern styled with minimal furnishings, just a couple of chairs. The big balcony doors opened out onto a balcony that overlooked the beach and sea. Being summertime, it was all very nice. The perfect spot for us to (hopefully) attempt to rekindle that long lost spark.



On the first evening while my husband was in the shower, I had gotten myself all dolled up. He opened the shower room door, naked except for a white towel around his waist, and when he saw me he stopped dead, mesmerized.



My hair was clean, brushed and styled, my golden curls flowing down to my shoulders. I was wearing a black satin corset, will my full breasts almost bursting out from the top of it. Black satin panties were on my bottom half, with silk black stockings pulled up over my long legs. On my feet I had shiny black heels. I felt pretty sexy, to be honest.



My husband obviously thought so too because a bulge had started to appear at waist-level from underneath the towel.



With lust and desire in my husband's eyes he reached down and started to undo his towel. I hadn’t seen this much passion in his eyes since we had first started dating. It was obvious what he wanted – he wanted to screw me good and hard.



“Not so fast mister!” I told him, and no sooner had the words passed my lips than there was a knock at the door.



Startled, my husband asked, “Who’s that?”



“It's just the wine dear,” I said, then called out, “Its open!”



The door handle turned and the bellman entered. He was a tall guy, about 6ft2. He was a good few years younger than my husband and me. He was wearing his work uniform of black slacks, a white shirt and black waistcoat.



“The wine you ordered ma’am,” he said, and offered a genuine smile as he wheeled in the tray upon which rested an ice bucket and a bottle of white.



“Oh right… wine. That’s a good idea,” said my husband. Then, attempting to take charge, “Just leave it over there. My wife and I are kind of having a private conversation, so that’ll be all.”



The bellman was about to do as instructed and leave when I said in a good-humored manner, “Hang on a second. This hotel isn’t cheap y’know. I’d like the wine poured please.”



“Certainly ma’am,” said the well-mannered bellman, and he proceeded to pour two full glasses.



“There you go. Will that be all?” the bellman asked.



Without answering, I perched on the dresser cabinet and picked up one of the glasses. As I brought it to my lips I eyed the young man up and down. He had short dark hair and blue eyes – he was really quite handsome. His white shirt was unbuttoned at the top and I could see he had quite a muscular chest, he obviously worked out. Memories of the videos I had been watching recently flashed through my mind, and I felt a burning deep in my stomach. I was going to have a little fun – nothing too heavy. Maybe it was the corset or the hot weather, or the fact I was in a sexy mood already, but I suddenly felt very flirtatious.



My husband was still stood there, in just his towel, and I could tell he felt inadequate standing near this younger, taller, better looking man.



Maintaining eye contact with this young stud, I raised the glass to my lips and took a sip. He looked slightly surprised that I hadn’t answered his question, and he stood there staring at me. I took another sip, but this time as I brought the glass to my lips I deliberately let the white wine spill, splashing past my lips and down onto my full semi-exposed breasts that were heaving and almost bursting out from my tight corset.



“Oooops!” I exclaimed, adding a bit of theatre. “Looks like I’ve had a little accident. Be a sweetie and clean this up for me,” I told the bellman, whose eyed had widened and were transfixed on the tops of my fleshy mounds.



My husband’s jaw had dropped; he couldn’t quite believe what he was witnessing. Without saying anything the bellman reached for the tissues.



“No, silly,” I said, jiggling my tits a little, allowing the alcohol to run down the front of the corset. It felt cold and nice against my skin and I felt my nipples begin to harden. “I didn’t say mop it up – I said
 clean
 it up. With your tongue.”



The bellman stopped in his tracks, in disbelief, as if he couldn’t believe his luck. He looked at my husband and they exchanged a look – my husband looked genuinely worried and embarrassed about what I had proposed, while the bellman looked as though he was contemplating whether to do it or make his excuses and leave.



Without giving him a chance to make up his mind, and with my ass still perched on the cabinet, I arched my back, leaned forward, and pulled down the front of my corset, exposing my big full breasts to him. My erect nipples stuck out like bullets, and as both men feasted their eyes on my firm tits, I myself was also almost in disbelief of what I was doing. It was almost as if I was possessed by my fantasies, that they were exposing themselves to the world just as I was exposing my tits.



And that must have been all the enticement the young bellman needed, because he stepped forward, leaned over and started to lick and suck the wine off my breasts, delicately and passionately lapping up as much as he could. I rolled my head back and closed my eyes, hearing an audible gasp from my husband as he watched on.



The young man took extra care when he reached my erect nipples, taking care to suck each one in turn. His lips felt like two soft little harps as he suckled, making them harder and fully stand to attention.



I was so caught up in the moment that I got a little bit of a fright when I heard my husband call out, “What the hell are you doing?! That’s my wife y’know! We’re married… stop that at once!”



It was very unlike my husband to be so forceful with his voice. In fact, I couldn’t recall a time when I’d heard him speak to abruptly.



The bellman stopped, and looked up at me, as if to ask my permission as to whether he should continue or listen to my husband.



“Look,” I glanced down at the young man’s name badge. “Josh is just helping me clean up. There’s nothing wrong with what I am asking of him. Now for God’s sake just shut up. And speak when you’re spoken to.” I felt a dominant power rise up through my body.



My husband looked exasperated, “No, you listen to me. It was your idea to come here and spend a bit of ‘quality time’ together, remember? And yet here you are asking this stranger to suck your tits?! You’ve got to be kidding me.”



The erection that had been visible through my husband’s towel had vanished. I looked him dead in the eyes and remembered his act of infidelity all those years ago.



“Tim. Shut up. Sit in that chair over there. This
 is
 going to happen, whether you like it or not,” I told him, now fully enjoying this new found feeling of power.



Josh the bellman and I looked at each other and exchanged a knowing smile. Josh stood up straight, and with a confident tone said to my husband, “I’m just doing what the lady asks. I think you’d better do so too.”



I’m not sure whether it was because my husband felt a threatening undertone in this young man’s voice, or whether it was because he was basically naked except for a towel (I mean, he wasn’t about to run out into the hallway like that), but reluctantly he did as he was instructed. He walked over to one of the comfy armchairs and sat down, facing us.



Still perched atop the counter I spread my legs slightly, fully revealing my satin panties. With Josh standing between by thighs, I began to trace my fingers from my boobs, down the length of my body, to my panties that had now become quite damp. I glanced over to my husband sitting there watching me, and I started to play with my pussy through my knickers, gently rubbing my burning clit and sliding my finger up and down my labia through the smooth material.



Josh the bellman was obviously enjoying this, because a bulge had started to appear in his work trousers – and my, what a bulge it was. It dwarfed the bulge my husband had sported earlier by comparison.



Seizing the moment, I reached forward and touched Josh’s bulge through his trousers. He obviously liked this because it hardened as I did so – I could really feel his throbbing length, as though it was bursting and desperate to get out.



So, I obliged. I hadn’t seen another man’s penis in the flesh since Tim and I had gotten married. This all felt so new to me, so exciting; and more so knowing I was in complete control. I unzipped Josh’s fly and unbuttoned his trouser button. Using both hands I pulled his trousers down to just below his firm ass, revealing his white boxer-briefs. His cock was now rigid underneath the cotton of his underwear; the length of his erect shaft clearly visible.



Not wanted to waste a second more (and with my mouth salivating slightly) I grabbed the elastic of his boxers and tugged them down. His erect cock got momentarily pulled down with them, and then sprung up as it was set free – with such force that it slapped his firm stomach, making a solid-sounding ‘thwack’.



The bulge had not been deceptive – his fucking cock was huge. No kidding. It must’ve been at least 8.5 inches. Nice and thick, with a veined shaft. His foreskin contracted all the way back revealing a nice big round purple bell-end, which was already starting to ooze pre-cum. He was trimmed neatly up above, and his balls were shaved and low-hanging, yet firm, tight and full.



I know this sounds cruel but my husband’s cock was pathetic in comparison – there was absolutely no match. I could tell my husband knew this too, as I viewed the unhappy expression of jealousy on his face.



With Josh standing before me, I leaned forward, opened my mouth and put my lips on his big shiny helmet. He moaned just as I did so, and I reached out and gently squeezed his balls with my hand. Indeed, they were full, almost to the point of bursting, as though he hadn’t cum for three days. Maybe that was why he was eager to indulge me with little remorse, or maybe he secretly had a dark side that he kept quite well hidden. Whatever his reasons, I knew that me and Josh were going to get along just fine.



I opened my mouth as wide as I could, and allowed Josh’s cock to enter. I then clasped my full lips down around his shaft as tight as I could and began to suck him – moving my head up and down the length of his huge member, tasting him.



I then stopped sucking for a moment as an idea hit me. Whist stroking his cock in one hand I said, “I know what – let’s take this over there. I think someone’s secretly enjoying this and wants a closer view.”



He smiled as he instantly got my drift. I walked over to where my husband sat with his frustrated bemused expression on his face, taking Josh with me by firmly gripping his cock and walking him as though it was a dog’s lead. I positioned Josh right next to my husband, so his erect penis was bobbing about right in front of my husband’s face. His trousers and boxers fell to the floor and he stepped out of them and kicked off his shoes. He was now just wearing a pair of black socks and his work shirt & waistcoat (with name badge still in place).



I got on my knees, so close to my husband that my full breasts grazed the tops of his knees, and leaning forward slightly, told my husband sternly, “Untie my corset. Now.”



My husband tried to protest, “This has gone way too far. I’m not sure if you’re trying to get back at me or something, but let’s just stop this now. We can drive back home and pretend none of this happened.”



I was surprised that he didn’t even threaten to leave me. The bulge had re-appeared in his towel as he sat there, and I figured a part of him might actually be enjoying this, and that was perhaps why.



I glared at him, “Now.”



Tim did as he was told; he unfastened my tight top from the back. I took it off a flung it on the floor. My full melons now hung free, having escaped their harness.



“I’m sick of your whining. If you complain again I’m going to slap Josh’s dick across your cheeks,” and with that I grabbed the huge throbbing cock that was in front of me, and plunged it deep into my mouth, sucking on it good and hard. This blowjob was taking place literally right before my husband’s eyes, by a matter of inches. I was now thoroughly enjoying myself, sucking this big dick like a dirty slut and making my husband watch up-close.



Josh let out a loud moan as I sucked away, and as I withdrew the huge cock from my mouth to gasp a bit of air, a long line of my spit dripped from his shiny shaft onto my husband’s lap, splashing his bare knees just below the hem of the towel.



This sight turned me on greatly, and my pussy now ached and longed for some attention. But not from my pathetic husband. No – I wanted to feel every inch of this young stud’s penis inside my aching snatch.



So, I got up and led Josh over to the bed. I gently pushed him down on the large double bed and he lay there on his back, his large prick sticking up in the air, longing for more attention.



The chair my husband was sitting in was facing the bed, and, facing Josh but with my back to my husband, I leant over and pulled down my satin panties. The soft satin dislodged from my ass-crack as I pulled them down and stepped out of them, Tim getting a good view of my peachy ass. My pussy is neatly waxed on either side, with a nice landing strip of thick trimmed blonde hair down the middle. I stood on the bed with my back to my husband, with a leg either side of this young stud, but just as I was about to lower myself onto him I had a sudden change of heart. I wasn’t going to ride this guy cowgirl style. No – I was going to ride him reverse cowgirl so I could see the expression on my husband’s face as I did so.



So, I turned around and began to lower myself down. I could feel Josh’s warm manly hands on my smooth bum-cheeks as I bent my knees and guided myself onto his throbbing penis. As his helmet pressed against my plump labia, begging to be let inside, I looked up and made eye contact with my husband. I lowered myself down, inch by inch, my mouth opening wide to let out a nearly silent moan as I took every inch (and a half!) of that huge erection up into my wet pussy.



I began to bounce up and down, getting faster and faster, really speeding up as I felt his huge full bulls slap against my swollen clit. As I rode him hard, I looked ahead and saw that something unbelievable was happening – my husband was visibly getting turned on by this! So much so, that he had undone his towel, and was now sitting there naked, wanking. That’s right – his comparatively small dick was in his hand and he was wanking it up and down, his balls looking like small walnuts as they bounced up and down with every stroke.



“You’re liking this aren’t you, you fucking little perv!” I shouted at him, taunting him.



Although he was enjoying the view, he must not have liked the taunt, because he once again became very defensive and attempted to cover up his pathetic erection with the towel again.



“This is fucking ridiculous – I’m leaving,” he exclaimed, and stood up with the intention of finding his pants, no doubt.



With this huge cock still deep inside my pussy I said in a cold, dark tone, “Oh no you don’t. If you leave I swear to God I’ll get straight on that phone and call for more room service. I’m sure there are lots of other guys working here that would love to join in and give me a good hard drilling! A drilling that you are incapable of giving me. In fact, one guy caught my eye on the way in. A Greek guy. What was his name again… that’s it – Demetrios.”



It seemed as though my threat had worked – the thought of me getting all my holes filled by a gang of horny young guys was too much for him, and he sat his hairy ass back down.



Totally loving this, I rode this stud’s cock harder and faster than ever, whilst maintaining eye contact with my husband.  It wasn’t long before I felt an intense climax build up through my body, and as my clit slapped against his big full balls I achieved an amazing orgasm, cumming hard and moaning loudly as I did so. Love juice gushed from my tingling flange down onto my new lover’s churning ball-sack.



Josh was ready to cum too, but I wasn’t finished yet. I wanted to have even more fun with him. So I dismounted and got on all fours on the bed, and still facing my husband, invited Josh to lick my pussy from behind – similarly to how I had witnessed that naughty wife getting licked in that favorite cuckold video of mine. This was incredible – I was living out my wildest, deepest fantasy, and loving every second of it.



So, Josh got on all fours behind me, and with his nose in my ass-crack he started to lick my pussy from behind. His soft long tongue licked up and down the length of my swollen labia, gently parting them and lapping up the amber nectar that was inside.



“Good boy josh, but now – lick a little higher. I think you know what I mean.”



Josh knew exactly what I meant and got straight to it. His outstretched tongue licked upwards, tracing its way from my dripping flaps up to my tight little winking starfish. Here, he flicked his tongue tentatively over my anus, then delving his tongue in and out of my back passage. This felt truly amazing – so soft and warm, and I instinctively reached down and rubbed my hard clit while telling my husband, “He’s licking my ass, Tim. He’s licking my ass right in front of you and you’re not doing anything about it.”



My crushed hubby sat there, viewing. I knew that I wanted this huge cock in my mouth once more, so I instructed Josh to lie back on the bed. I put my legs either side of his head and straddled him, 69 style. My head was close to the foot of the bed and nearer to where my husband sat, and I took great pleasure in taking this rigid tool deep into my mouth once more, sucking up and down as Josh’s tongue lapped at my aching pussy hovering above his face.



We both naturally went one further – as Josh’s tongue darted up to once again lick my tight anus, I craned my neck down and my tongue licked under his balls, down to his hairy ass-crack that was partially exposed. I managed to reach and lick his tight young manly hole, the whole while knowing my husband was watching me lick another guy’s ass – something I had never done for him.



It was then that this young hunk started to really take the reins. He got up from our 69 position, and with me still on my hands and knees with my ass in the air, he got behind me on his knees. He plunged his huge beast of a cock right up my tight pussy till it was balls deep. I gasped as he slid it in and out, fucking me good and hard.



He grabbed a handful of my long blonde hair and pulled it back tightly. The torque of his tight grip felt great – I was truly being fucked like a bitch.



“This is how she needs it. This is what she needs! A good hard fucking,” he told my husband.



Even though this horny buck was balls deep, he must’ve felt like attempting to somehow get it deeper because he momentarily withdrew his penis from my aching gash and got on his feet. He then crouched down and without any warning slid his burning hot member back up my wanton pussy hole. Once inside, he made love to me vigorously, ‘up & over’ style.



“Come over here, darling,” I called out to my husband Tim. “Cup this stud’s balls in your hand. He’s about ready to explode and I want you to help him along by giving them a gentle squeeze!”



I think Tim was done trying to argue or complain (and perhaps he wanted to do it), so he got up off the chair and did as I said. He stood by the end of the bed and reached a hand round behind Josh’s ass. Here, he firmly cupped Josh’s tight shaven testicles in the palm of his hand.



“Jesus, they’re full,” he discovered, and no sooner had the words been spoken than I felt myself getting close.



My hubby giving a helping hand was too much for my aching clit to take, as a raging climax built up and I came very strongly with amazing orgasmic pleasure. Love juice gushed out of my aching pussy backwards, soaking this randy fucker’s balls and my husband’s hand in the process.



A couple of seconds after I came so did Josh – with my husband’s gush soaked hand lightly squeezing his firm balls, he let out a loud moan and shot huge amounts of thick creamy white milk deep inside my vaginal hole.



Completely spent, he withdrew his now semi-erect cock from my pussy and sat back in the cushions of the bed, panting. I saw this as a good opportunity to really let my husband be a part of the experience, and I lay on my back and opened my legs wide. Josh’s spunk started to ooze out of my snatch like a cream pie.



“Come on. Eat it up. Every last drop. I know you must be hungry after the live action porn flick you just watched. Plus, this is the only bit of pussy you’re going to get all week,” I instructed, now fully loving my new found sadistic side.



Tim got on his knees between my legs, and earnestly lowered his head and began licking me out, lapping up and swallowing this young man’s still-warm sperm from my open swollen pussy. I smiled.



“Good boy. There’s lots of protein in there.” I looked down as he sucked up the last of the warm semen deposit. “And there’ll be lots more protein for you to drink. Josh is going to bring up Demetrius and Winston tomorrow. So there’ll be lots of cleaning up to do.”



I had kept my promise and hadn’t called for more room service today – but there was always tomorrow. The thought of my husband watching me getting gang-banged by the bellman’s multi-racial work colleagues filled me with great joy. I felt so special and loved. I felt wanted. I felt whole and fulfilled again.



 



<><><>
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S
 tephanie stood outside Brad’s door.  When she said she wanted to wait until marriage, she had no idea how tough it would be.  She was horny just thinking about him, and the night she decided to seduce him, she knew that it was the right choice for both of them.  She rang his doorbell, but he didn’t come.  She knocked hard on the door, but still no answer.  She turned around and saw that his car was in the driveway.



“He must be here,” she said, banging on the door again.  Still, the door remained closed.  She tried the handle and was relieved to see that it was unlocked.  “Hello?” She called, when she got into the house.  There was no sign of him anywhere.  Then she heard a loud thud coming from upstairs.  She looked around the house, before hurrying up the steps.  She thought maybe he was busy doing something and didn’t hear the door.



As she neared his bedroom, she heard the sounds of moaning and groaning.  She hesitated, but then walked up to the door and peeked inside.  Her eyes widened when she saw that there was a petite blonde riding her fiancés’ cock, bouncing up and down.  She covered her mouth as she watched what was going on.  “Oh, Brad,” the blonde moaned as she rode him like a pony while his hands groped her large breasts.



Stephanie stepped back.  She knew it was wrong to be watching two people have sex, but it was even worse watching her boyfriend screw another woman.  “Baby, you’re so damn sexy,” she heard Brad groan.



“Oh no…” she whispered, covering her mouth and fearing that tears would flow down her face. 
 How can he do this to me?  Who the hell is she?
   Thoughts crept into her mind, as they continued to bang, with no worries evident.  She stared at them as the blonde dismounted her steed and then crouched between his legs to put her mouth on his still-hard member.  Stephanie couldn’t take it anymore.  She flung the door open.  The woman turned to face her.  Her large breasts bounced around like they had a life of their own.  “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”  Stephanie stared at Brad.



He jumped up off the bed, and tried to cover his cock, like it mattered now.  “Steph!” He cried.  “What are you doing here?”



Stephanie was fuming, and she knew that her tears were just beneath the surface.  “It’s a damn good thing I am here.  Or else I wouldn’t realize what a bastard I was going to marry.”  She took off her ring and flung it at him.  He rushed to grab it, so that it wouldn’t fall down the heating vent.



“Steph, wait!”  He called, as she tried to run out of the room.  He reached her, before she could open the door.  “It meant nothing.”



She turned around and glared at him.  “Are you frickin’ kidding me?  You were having sex with another woman.  How can that mean nothing?”



“I’m sorry.  I was just really hurting for a woman’s touch.  You wanted to wait, and --”



“Now, it’s my fault.  Fuck, Brad, I was coming here to tell you that I didn’t want to wait anymore.”  She opened her coat to show that she was naked underneath.  He looked her up and down and smiled.  He moved closer, but she held out her hand.  “Get away from me.”



“If you’re ready, I’ll tell her to go home.  She’s just a hooker.  I don’t even know her name.”



“That makes it worse!”  Stephanie cried out.  “Don’t even touch me.  The wedding’s off.”  She ran out of the house and hurried to her car.  Tears began streaming down her face, as she began to drive.  She didn’t know where she would go, but she didn’t want to go home and she definitely wasn’t staying there.



 



***



 



She ended up her best friend’s house.  The lights were on, so she went up to their door.  After two knocks, the door opened.  Jemma was standing there with just a robe on.  “Steph, come in.”



The minute she got into the living room and sat on the couch, she burst into tears.  “I’m sorry for coming over here like this, but… I didn’t know where to go.”



“It’s okay,” Jemma touched her shoulder, consoling her.  “What happened?”



“Brad is such a complete and utter douche.  He nailed a hooker, because I told him I wanted to wait for marriage.  Can you believe that?”



“Wow. I’m so sorry.”  Jemma spoke in a soothing voice.  “I hope you gave him a piece of your mind.”



Stephanie nodded, “You better believe it, but what hurts the most was that I was prepared to sleep with him tonight.”  She pulled her coat tighter around her, making sure to hide any sign of nudity from her friend.



“That sucks, but you shouldn’t be feeling sorry for yourself.  He is the one that screwed up royally.”



“I know,” Stephanie replied, between sniffles.



“Who’s at the door, darling?”



“It’s Stephanie!”  Jemma called.



A few moments later Richard walked through the door.  “Hey, Steph.”  He planted a kiss on his wife’s forehead.



Stephanie had always slightly envied their relationship.  Jemma was gorgeous, with long red hair and a body that any girl would kill for.  Her husband was sexy with dark, sleek black hair and deep blue eyes.  Since he was wearing just lounge pants, she could even get a visual sample of his rock-hard body and she felt a pulse in her pussy.  She looked away from them, so that it didn’t make her feel even worse than she already did.  “I shouldn’t have come here.  You both are obviously in the middle of something and I don’t want to interrupt.”



Stephanie started to stand up, but Richard spoke.  “Don’t be silly… stay… talk.  I’ll fix you something to drink.”



She sat back down and watched him walk out of the room, before turning back to her friend.  “You are one of the lucky ones, Jemma.”



Jemma nodded, in agreement.  “I did get lucky, but you can be
 just
 as lucky as I am.”



Stephanie laughed. “Right.  My fiancé is cheating on me and now I am left with no fiancé, no boyfriend, nothing.”



“You know… it’s like what Richard and I were saying to each other earlier.  Sometimes you need to spruce things up to keep things interesting.”



“You’ve lost me,” Stephanie said, reaching to the table and grabbing a Kleenex.



“Well, you thought your life was perfect.  You were getting ready to start your own family, but then everything went south.  Things don’t always turn out how you imagined.”  She paused.  “I don’t think I’m making myself clear.  The point is, if things had been different in your sex life, this might not have happened.”



Stephanie tried to process the words.  “Are you saying this is my fault?”



“No, of course not.  He is an ass and deserves to be shafted.”



Stephanie giggled, relaxing and thinking about that.  “That would be a sight.”



Jemma smiled, “My point is… that all couples go through tough times.”



“Even you and Richard?”  She couldn’t believe that anything would split them.



Jemma nodded. “Even us.”



Stephanie looked up to see Richard walk back in.  He handed her a drink and she stared at it.  It was blue, and she had no idea what it was.  “It’s my specialty.  Give it a try!”



Stephanie was apprehensive, but took a sip.  She licked her lips. “Not bad.”



Richard looked at Jemma, “So, did you tell Stephanie our idea?”



Jemma shook her head. “I don’t know if Stephanie would be up for any of that.  She just discovered Brad’s cheating on her.”  She said softly.



“That’s tough.  However, I think this is the perfect thing to get her mind off of things.  Don’t you?”



Stephanie took another sip, drowning out their words.  “Okay,” said Jemma.  She glanced back at Stephanie and reached for her glass.  Stephanie looked at her, as she placed the drink down.  “You need to be coherent to hear this.”



“What?”



“Well, Richard and I were talking things over and we could use a little switch-up in the bedroom.  So, we are considering bringing a third person into the mix.”



“Like a threesome?”  Stephanie asked in shock.



Jemma nodded, “Yes, like a threesome.  What do you think about that?”



Stephanie tried to wrap her mind around it.  “I just can’t believe you would be up for that.  It seems so improper…” She thought about it.  It definitely seemed enticing.



“So, you would never consider anything like that?”  Jemma asked.



“Are you asking
 me
 to have a threesome with you guys?”



“I don’t think it would be so out of the question.  Would it?”



Stephanie smiled.  She had never had sex with one person… let alone two at the same time.  “I…” she began, before she was interrupted by the phone.



Jemma glanced at the handset. “It’s Brad.  Do you want to take it?”



“I never want to speak to him again.”  Stephanie said with gritted teeth. 



Richard picked up the phone.  “Hello… yeah… uh, no we haven’t seen her.  I will give you a call if she shows up.  Goodbye, Brad.”  He hung up and turned to Stephanie.  “I guess the way I look at it, you have two things to consider.  Either you can wallow in your own self-pity, or you can do something about it.  Wouldn’t it be nice to have a little bit of revenge?”



She thought about it.  That would be nice, but she didn’t know if she could have sex with Richard while Jemma watched and she definitely didn’t know if she could have sex with Jemma, her best friend.



“Here’s the deal, Steph.” Jemma said.  “I could call Brad back, tell him that you stopped by and were staying here.  He shows up, sees you involved with us, and gets crazy jealous.  If you decide you wanted to give him another chance, you could.  Otherwise, he’ll be out of your life.”



Stephanie knew that it seemed wrong, but she glanced at Richard and thought about how it would feel being with such a gorgeous man. It started to feel like a great revenge plan.  “Okay…” she agreed slowly.



Jemma’s eyes got big, reaching for the phone.  “Are you sure?”



Stephanie nodded, watching Jemma dialing up Brad’s number.  “Hey, Brad.  I wanted to let you know that she just showed up here.  She’s going to spend the night at our place, and I thought it’s only fair that you should know.  Talk to you soon!”  She hung up. “Had to leave a message.  This gives us plenty of time to get started.”



Stephanie tensed up, fearing that perhaps she was making a mistake.  She watched as Jemma removed her robe and it fell to the ground.  She was naked underneath. Her breasts jiggled in front of Stephanie’s face and Stephanie couldn’t pull her eyes away.  She glanced at Richard as he pulled down his pants and boxers.  His erection sprung up and Stephanie bit down on her lip.  He was huge, but she didn’t expect anything less.  She stood up, Richard walked over to her and helped her remove her coat.  The coat fell from her body, exposing the fact that she was already prepared.  “Holy fuck,”  He mumbled, his eyes staring at her pert, perky breasts.  His eyes met hers, asking whether she would be alright with him advancing.  She nodded.  He reached for her breasts, cupping them tenderly but firmly.  As he massaged her tits, she felt Jemma standing behind her, her lips tenderly kissing Stephanie’s neck.  She felt positive that this wasn’t their first threesome.



His mouth lowered to her nipples, while Jemma kept her sandwiched between them.  Stephanie moaned, arching her back.  As he sucked at her nipples, his fingers traced down to her fresh, clean-shaven pussy.  He massaged her clit gently, and tweaked the sensitive area. She bucked her hips toward him, letting his fingers dig deeper.  “Oh God…” she sighed.  Jemma’s warm lips had moved to her shoulder, as she breathed gently against her skin.  Richard’s fingers continued to probe her pussy, while his mouth ravaged her jugs. Jemma lowered her mouth down Stephanie’s back, until she reached her ass.  She spread her cheeks, and slipped her tongue inside her pucker.  “Ugh… oh God… please…” Stephanie moaned, as his fingers and her tongue continued to delve into her from both directions.  She couldn’t hold it. She grabbed onto Richard’s shoulders as her orgasm whipped through her body. Her juices gushed from her pussy, covering his hands.  “Fuck…” she groaned, sighing heavily.



He pulled away from her, and licked her squirt off his fingers.  “Tastes too damn sweet,”  he stated, with a warm smile.



He reached for Stephanie’s hand, leading her to the couch, where he gently pushed her down on her back.  She watched him in awe, as he knelt over her.  His cock was mere inches from her face.  She tried to suggest a condom, but before the words came out of her mouth he slid his cock inside her juiced-up pussy, deflowering her.  She was incredibly tight and his cock completely filled every inch of her.



Out of the corner of her eye, she saw that Jemma had taken a seat and was watching them. Richard pounded her hard, his taut muscular buttocks rising and falling and he impaled her fresh pussy.  Jemma’s fingers slid into her own pussy and she started to frig herself, watching her husband nail her best friend.  This felt so wrong, and yet so right.  Stephanie was too engrossed to stop it.  His 8 inch cock penetrated her to her core, plowing deeper and deeper.  He moaned as she wrapped her legs around him while he forcefully pummeled her virgin pussy.



She held onto his shoulders, feeling the rapid movement of his hips against her body.  She could hear strong and emotional whimpers coming from Jemma, as Jemma continued to bang her own fingers harder into her slick love-cave.



As Richard’s cock slid its way in and out of Stephanie, she saw Jemma walking towards them.  She walked around the couch, leant over and lowered her mouth to Stephanie’s lips.  She kissed her hungrily, her tongue diving inside Stephanie’s mouth.  As they stayed in that position, with his cock pounding her pussy and Jemma’s mouth passionately kissing hers, Stephanie heard a knock at the door.  There was a second knock, but it just made Richard screw her harder and harder.  Jemma bit Stephanie’s bottom lip, as if begging her to stay where she was.  She dug deeper into the kiss as her tongue entered Jemma’s plump lips again.



Stephanie wasn’t sure if she was imagining it, or if Brad was staring down at them.  He didn’t say anything, but just watched intently.  After several minutes, he was gone.  “We did it, baby…” Richard spoke.  Jemma pulled her lips off of Stephanie’s, as Richard’s lips took over.  “He’s gone…” he whispered in-between his kisses.



She was relieved, but it didn’t mean she wanted to stop.  She dug her nails into his back and he let out a grunt.  After several deep and penetrating drills, his cum spurted from his cock, shooting jet after jet of thick, sticky cream right up into her.  He withdrew his softening cock, and Stephanie’s ragged breathing showed that she couldn’t handle much more and needed the rest.  She breathed heavily, watching Jemma and Richard kissing softly.  She couldn’t imagine ever wanting to stop hanging out with these two.  It made her forget everything she had witnessed that night and she was ready to do whatever she needed to, to keep it going.



 



***



 



Two Months Later



 



“God…” Stephanie sat back on the cold bathroom floor.  She had spent the last week trying to deny it, but she didn’t know how much longer she could keep doing that.  She didn’t want it to be true, because that would mean that Jemma was going to get a rude awakening.  She clutched her stomach and sighed.  This was the last thing she would have ever expected.



She closed her eyes and in her mind’s eye saw Richard’s big stiff prick.  He wasn’t wearing a condom and he didn’t seem to care.  She almost wondered if he got her pregnant on purpose.  “Did he mean for this to happen?”  She asked herself in the empty bathroom.  She stood up, her legs shaking as she took a sip of water.



She left the bathroom, and heard a knock at the door. She cautiously went to see who it was.  She peeked through the peephole and saw that it was Jemma and Richard.  She opened the door and stared at the two of them.  “Hey, beautiful,” said Richard. They stepped in, and Jemma kissed her lips, teasingly.



“We need to talk,” Stephanie said, pulling away.  Jemma looked at Richard, with a raised eyebrow.  Stephanie glanced between them, not sure where to start.  “I think I might be…” her words faded off, as she clutched her stomach.  No words were needed. They knew.



Richard was going to be a father.



 



#####
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C
 assie wondered why the creepy guy in the flower shop had given her such a strange look when she purchased the plant. She had visited the dingy, strange little store earlier that day. She’d walked up and down that street a million times and had never seen that store before – it just seemed to pop out at her from nowhere.



It was such an unusual looking plant, but truly wonderful, and as she got back to her apartment she took great pride in placing it on her bedside table. It was evening time, but she knew that the next day the light would pour in through her nice big window, and nourish the plant generously. As she showered before bedtime, she soaped up her naked toned body and felt truly proud of her physique. She had definitely put the hours in in the gym.



After her shower Cassie lovingly watered the plant’s soil, and the plant’s small green tentacles waved and responded as if appreciating the much needing nurturing. Dressed just in a thong and a tight-fitting top, Cassie turned around to fluff her bed-pillows, and as she did so she felt a soft stroke against her smooth firm buttocks. She turned around, startled, and couldn’t help feeling slight unease, but then realized that of course the plant didn’t mean to touch her, it just reached one of its tentacles out - that was all.



Cassie knew that although the plant was alive there was no way it was capable of thought, but she felt as though the plant was really trying to express its thanks. She couldn’t help but notice how silky the plant’s tentacle was that touched her. It had a velvet-like texture, and it felt great against her bum-cheeks, sending little butterflies of tingly pleasure into her stomach that transcended down and nestled in her womanhood.



Getting into bed, Cassie turned on her night-light and began to continue reading her eBook. It was an erotic story about a young female being ravaged by two angry cavemen (but the story’s heroine secretly really enjoyed it). The girl had a chance to get away at one point, but she decided to stay, and enjoy the two wild cavemen. The book took her mind elsewhere, as she could really picture what was happening to the young maiden. The book’s heroine was on her hands and knees, sucking one big caveman-penis while the other one was penetrating her from behind, spit-roasting her. They rocked their grizzly hips in rhythmic mirrored motions, spearing her as if their bell-ends were going to meet in the middle. The young lass was thoroughly enjoying herself, sucking fervently and pounding her butt off the hairy pelvis of the grubby caveman behind her.



Lying on her bed, Cassie couldn’t help but trace her hand down her smooth midsection to begin to play with her frustrated freshly-shaven pussy. She could have the pick of any guy she wanted but that was just it – she was picky. Very picky. She began to dally with her aroused labia, expertly slipping her fingers inside to masturbate her frustrated opening. The hood of her clit burned uncontrollably as she flicked the little nub from side to side, left to right, up and down, and in circular motions as she felt her impending orgasm creep up on her. She dropped down her e-reader for a second so her hand could reach up her tight-fitting top and massage her firm titties, squeezing her bright-pink areolas as her erect nipples stood up like arrow-heads.



She masturbated rampantly, needing to reach her awaiting climax as quickly as she could. Cassie came uncontrollably, squirting her luke-warm lady-juice down her thighs and soaking the bed sheets beneath her. Fully satisfied, she sucked the love-piss from her fingers, while out of the corner of her eye she caught a glimpse of her plant. Unbelievably, a feeling of slight embarrassment came over her, and she had to remind herself that the plant didn’t have eyes, and therefore there was no way it could know Cassie had just got herself off.



All of the plant’s tentacles waved around and rippled enthusiastically. The soft tentacles danced, as small droplets of nectar began to drip from the tips. Turning off the bedside light, she watched the plant sway in the shadowy room. Its silhouette almost hypnotic as she closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep, satisfied.



She awoke the next morning, Saturday. Her dream of a naughty encounter with a big Greek guy still playing on her mind, as she imagined him rubbing his big shiny bell-end against her toned thighs. The sensation seemed so real, and as she opened her eyes could saw that one of the tentacles was rubbing up and down the inside of her thighs. Two more of the tentacles had pulled back the covers, and several more of the plant’s tentacles had extended from its pot. Although very surprised, Cassie was still sleepy, and found herself massively turned-on by what she was experiencing. She lifted her arms up over her head and widened her thighs, allowing the plant full access to her. She let out a long sigh and sunk all of her weight back into the pillows, enjoying the way the soft tentacle rubbed her legs, as another tentacle reached out and began to rub the length of her labia through the cotton material of her wet panties.



Cassie felt another tentacle begin to stroke her flat stomach, while two more of the tentacles pulled her top up and over her head, flinging it on the floor, exposing her large globe-like bosoms. The two tentacles then gently brushed, tweaked and stroked her left nipple which hardened further while the second tentacle found her other nipple. With both of her nips as hard as bullets, Cassie’s moist pussy tingled in anticipation, and she began to pant as she enjoyed this early-morning surprise.



Suddenly, both tentacles that were tweaking her nipples reached up and wrapped around her wrists, binding her tightly. Panicking, she tried to struggle but the tentacles became thicker and increased in strength, holding her down. Although worried, she felt exhausted, and looking over at the plant she saw that loads of the plant arms had extended, all over the room.



Lying back on the bed she momentarily surrendered, unsure of what the plant had in mind. Another two plant arms grabbed at her cotton panties and tugged them down dramatically, revealing her freshly-shaven snatch. Cassie felt fully exposed and naked, as she lay there nude, helpless in bondage (but also greatly turned-on). The tentacle that had been rubbing her pussy through her panties now continued to masturbate her clit in the flesh, releasing a small amount of sticky plant-sap along her puffy snatch, as it expertly rubbed up and down her soft opening.



Instead of trying to kick the tentacles away, Cassie relaxed and allowed the thick inquisitive plant arm inside her juiced-up pussy. As she relaxed it slipped in, a full 8 inches. It slipped in and out methodically, as another plant arm tickled her hard little nub simultaneously. Intense waves of pleasure began to shake their way through Cassie’s body. The plant alternated between fast rhythmic pumping motions in and out of her snatch, with the soft slow teasing strokes of her aching clit.



Cassie began moaning, her panting becoming louder as her hips bucked forward to meet the thick plant arm’s fucking motions. Her pleasure increased, and just when she thought she was going to squirt one of her voluminous gushes, the tentacle that had been pumping her pussy reached its way down and began to delicately slip in-between her butt-cheeks. Because Cassie was on her back, it didn’t have full access to her inside-cheek area, and sensing this the arms that grasped her wrists pulled her up abruptly, and flipped her over onto her stomach. She got up on her knees and both tentacles that were around her wrists worked their way around the headboard in front of her.



Two more shot out and wrapped around her ankles, and then tied themselves to the legs of the bed. Her smooth firm ass was jiggling in the morning air, almost taunting the plant. The plant responded by stroking its silky arm up and down her smooth ass-crack. Two of the plant arms spread her plentiful seat, exposing her delicate starfish that winked soberly in the morning light. The tentacle that had penetrated her vagina dropped a droplet of nectar onto Cassie’s puckered little anus, deliberately lubricating it, and then began to trace its tip in circular motions around her anal entrance.



The tip felt warm and kind like a tongue as it pressed against her hot little hole. It was thin and slippery with a rounded end, and as it attempted to probe her the tip slipped in with ease. Cassie let out an audible moan as she felt the plant intrude her sensitive backdoor. Thoroughly enjoying the rectal penetration, Cassie began to rock her hips back and forth.



As she opened her mouth to let of a pleasurable sigh, another big tentacle unexpectedly slipped into her mouth. As it slid past her lips she suddenly pictured the cavemen spit-roasting that girl energetically. Another arm crept up and began to work its way into her slick pussy, delving deep inside, slipping in and out while her tight little pucker hole was also getting penetrated.



The big plant arm in her mouth slid in and out too, as she was bound and drilled in every hole. She felt an orgasm rise up inside her body, and like the crest of a wave it shook through her, and she squirted wildly downwards onto the bed, drenching the bed sheets once more and the tentacles in the process. The tentacles around her wrists and ankles retracted and Cassie slumped back onto the bed, resting her back on the comfy pillows and found herself drifting off, completely spent.



When she awoke, Cassie immediately glanced to the plant to her left and saw that it was back in its regular small form, swaying slightly.
 Perhaps it had all been a dream
 , Cassie wondered. She was still in her panties and top, but the bed sheets were soaked. As Cassie pondered, she noted that her bed sheets were soaked most mornings.
 Hmmm, perhaps it was a wet dream
 .



She had a date with Greg that evening. She’d fancied Greg for a while and was excited that she was finally going to have the opportunity to go out with him.



That lunchtime as she walked down the downtown backstreets, she passed where the flower shop was, and intended the go in. But then she saw that metal shutters were down on the front if the store, as if it had been closed down.
 That’s strange, I’ve only seen it opened once, and already it’s shut
 . Paying it no mind she carried on with her stroll.



Later that evening Cassie and Greg were back at Cassie’s, sitting on her bed. Greg moved in for the killer kiss, and Cassie’s eager nub tingled in anticipation. Greg was 6ft1, with dark hair, green eyes and big muscles. As their lips touched, Cassie knew that this
 was
 what she wanted. Reaching forward, she undid Greg’s shirt revealing his muscular pecs and toned stomach. He grabbed Cassie’s top and pulled it up over her head, revealing her full bosoms contained in the cotton hammock of her bra. As Greg leaned forward to kiss her neck, his hands reached round and unhooked her bra. Her took it off, allowing her ripe melons to jiggle freely in the stagnant bedroom air.



Their hands roamed each other’s naked torsos and Cassie knew what he wanted. She undid Greg’s belt, undid his top button, unzipped his flies and ripped down his jeans as Greg kicked his shoes off. She flung them in a heap on the floor and saw the bulge in his white boxers. His underwear could barely contain his organ as it grew larger by the second. As she stroked up and down his length, the head of his eager prick poked out of the top of the elastic hem.



Kneeling on the floor in-between his legs, she yanked his boxers all the way down and Greg’s erect 7.5 inch winkie stood up like a flag-pole, proud and eager. Cassie pulled the foreskin all the way back, allowing his smooth shiny bell to breathe freely, and leaned her head forward, parting her full harp-like lips to suck on his bulbous helmet. She felt his full balls strain and tighten in her grasp as the first trickle of pre-cum oozed out of his cock-head onto her taste-buds. She took as much of it in her mouth as she could and sucked sincerely, bobbing her head up and down, squeezing his shaven ball-sack.



Greg offered moans of encouragement as he grabbed Cassie’s well-maintained head of hair and pushed her head down further on his erect cock. Feeling him twitch in her mouth, she released him from her vacuum-like oral cave, and stood to her feet. Greg reached up and undid Cassie’s jeans before pulling them down, exposing her white thong. He could see the delicate mound of her freshly-shaven pussy underneath the thin cotton. Turning around, she bent over and pulled down her thong, showing him the glorious mounds of her globe-like tush.



Whilst bending over, Cassie glanced up at the plant which was now just a couple of inches from her face. The plant seemed to be looking at her, almost waving at her, as if it was trying to communicate. Cassie smiled to herself as she remembered how wild her imagination could be and dismissed it knowingly. She felt Greg’s strong manly hands on her magnificent buttocks, and he squeezed tightly. She spun around, playfully pushing him back on the bed. Climbing on top, she mounted him, their hands roaming each other’s aroused pleasure centers. Cassie’s soft womanly touch expertly caressed Greg’s saliva-lubricated prick as Greg rubbed his fingers with virtually no finesse upon Cassie’s moist snatch. They kissed passionately and their backs arched as Greg’s cock-head rubbed up against Cassie’s plump inviting pussy-lips.



Greg rightfully took the male role and they switched positions, flipping Cassie over onto her back. He clambered on top, his chest above her as she stroked his manly pecs. Greg’s rock-hard tool throbbed against her welcoming opening, keen to be let inside. Cassie spread her legs, and pulled him closer. It felt so natural, so right. This was exactly what Cassie wanted. She longed to feel every inch of that glistening penis deep inside.



Bucking his hips forward like a young stallion, he penetrated her willing gash, drilling her balls-deep in one fell swoop, impaling Cassie with his virile organ as she let out an audible gasp. He pressed his chest down against her magnificent fleshy breasts as she rubbed his smooth muscular back. While kissing her neck, he began to pump, expertly sliding his erect rod in and out.



Cassie reached round and grasped his firm buttocks, giving them a playful slap as she caressed the hardened muscular cheeks. She parted them slightly, and her fingers lightly brushed the inside of his ass-crack, feeling his hairy inside-cheek area. Greg stopped screwing her for a moment, and with his cock still fully inside her, he hoisted himself up on his hands and looked her in the eyes.



“Ummm, I’m not really up for that on the first date,” Greg said with a look of worry in his eyes.



“What do you mean?” asked Cassie, perplexed.
 Is he not enjoying himself?



“I don’t really want my bum-hole to be played with. I mean, it’s only our first date after all,” he explained. “Especially as there’s no lube applied.”



Cassie didn’t know what on earth he was talking about. Yeah, she had stroked his inside cheek area, but she had absolutely no intention of delving her digits into his virgin tulip. Well, at least not yet anyway. If she was intending to do that, she would get him on all fours first, like she had done to Roberto.



The tentacle that had been rubbing up between Greg’s bum-cheeks mere millimeters away from Cassie’s wandering fingers, oozed a dollop of jelly-like nectar onto Greg’s awaiting bullet-hole, apparently preparing it. And without any warning, slid itself about 5 inches into Greg’s anus, making him scream out.



“Jesus Christ! What the hell?! Are you holding a toy back there?”



Shocked, Cassie couldn’t help but giggle. “Of course not…”



And then she saw it. Turning her head, she saw that the plant was ominously reaching out and probing Greg’s inner bunghole. “Oh my God! Not again!”



It dawned on Greg what was happening, as he too saw the non-human culprit expertly delve its way into his back-passage.



Four more tentacles whipped out from the plant which had tripled in size, and now overshadowed the pair in a sinister manner. With the plant arms tightly bound around both his wrists and both his ankles, Greg was pulled in all four directions and elevated up off the bed. The tentacle slipped out of his tight sphincter with an audible slurp, as Cassie watched her ambushed lover floating in bondage above her.



A big branch-sized tentacle waved up into the air, casting a shadow down on the hapless pair and then struck down upon Greg’s taught frightened buttocks with a whip-like motion that made a deep echo bounce between the walls of the room.



“Aaaaarrrrrgggghhhhh!” Greg cried out, in pain.



‘Thwack’ – the plant arm whipped down again upon his tight bum-cheeks. And again. And again. Greg was being whipped unceremoniously.



As Cassie looked up she saw that he had a look of horror on his face, but then her eyes perused down his chiseled torso and saw that his penis was more erect than ever. Even more erect than when he was penetrating her, and she got the impression that really he was secretly enjoying this. Looking back to his face she saw that his scared look had turned to a look of enjoyment, as another long plant arm reached out and began to rim his tight rosebud, again delving in-between his butt-cheeks.



The tentacles spun Greg around and rotated him as if he was a car in a showroom, showing him off to Cassie. The plant lowered Greg, so he was still floating but with his back to Cassie, and bent his knees underneath his chest, his buttocks exposed to her, vulnerable.



Sitting back up in bed, she rested on the comfy pillows and couldn’t help feeling extremely aroused at the sight before her. For there was Greg’s ass, readily exposed. She could see his full balls hanging down beneath his legs as she looked up at his muscular back. One of the tentacles reached down between his legs and began to work over his full nuts, giving them a gentle squeeze as his frustrated penis bobbed up and down in front of him in mid-air, slapping off his toned abs.



Another arm of the plant wrapped around his wide shaft and began to masturbate him, vigorously.



“Jeez, what the hell is happening?” Greg gasped.



“Yeah, like you’re not enjoying it,” teased Cassie, as she could clearly see he was thoroughly enjoying getting his balls worked over while his stiff knob was getting milked. Right before Cassie was his exposed bum-hole, and she took great pleasure in seeing that the plant was still teasing his anus, and poking its way inside. Reaching down, she began to fondle her juiced-up love-box, flicking her bean aggressively from side to side as she witnessed the somewhat unwilling penetration before her.



Cassie’s body shook with intense waves of pleasure as her climax shot through her like an electrical charge, and she squirted a girly ribbon of love-juice all over Greg’s buttocks before her, totally coating them. This gave the tentacle even more lubrication, and it seemed to respond gratefully, speedily increasing its thrusting penetration of Greg’s bum-hole, as it squeezed his balls tighter and wanked his cock harder, milking it downwards like a cow’s udder.



Fully satisfied, Cassie heard Greg cry out as his orgasm ripped through him. She watched his nuts tighten up as he shot his creamy milk all over the bed below, completely draining his balls as he got the prostate milking of a lifetime.



Cassie realized that it
 hadn’t
 been a dream after all.



“Where did you get that thing from?” Greg enquired, still slightly anxious as the tentacle withdrew from his sore no-longer-virgin ringpiece.



“I think the store’s closed down now,” said Cassie, licking her sticky fingers clean.



“That’s too bad. I wouldn’t mind one of my own.”



 



~~~~~
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T
 he weekend of Lauren and Charles’ planned little trip away came around. After the discovery, things had been a little bit edgy. Neither of them had mentioned what happened that night, and Charles was hoping that it would blow over.



The hotel room was nice and big, with a plush four-poster king size bed. It was styled in a modern fashion, minimalist, with big balcony doors that opened out, overlooking the sandy beach. Being summertime it was all very pretty, and Charles thought that this was the perfect spot for them to reignite the passion in their marriage.



Evening came, and Charles was in the shower. He opened the shower door, just wearing a beige towel wrapped around his slightly podgy waist. When he saw his wife he stopped in his tracks, his eyes transfixed. Lauren’s hair was clean, styled beautifully, her long locks flowing down to the small of her back. She was wearing a white bra, her full melonous globes jutting out from underneath their restrictive harness. She was wearing white panties with long stockings, pulled up over her long, toned legs, and a pair of red heels. She felt great.



Charles liked what he saw. A bulge started to appear underneath his tightly-wrapped towel. As Charles reached down to undo it, Lauren could see the desire in his eyes. It was as if they were right at the start of their marriage again. But before he got a chance to undo his towel, they heard a knock at the door.



“Who’s that?” asked Charles.



“That must be the porter,” said Lauren. “It’s open,” she called out.



The unlocked door opened and the porter walked in. He was tall, about 6ft1. A black man, in his mid-twenties, several years younger than the couple. He was dressed in his long work slacks and a smart white shirt.



“Here’s your room service, miss,” he said in a deep voice, and he offered a genuine smile as his white teeth gleamed and he wheeled in the tray, with an ice bucket cooling the bottle.



“Oh, wine. That’s a great idea,” said Charles, trying to assert himself as the dominant male. “If you just put it over there we’ll get to it. My wife and I… we’re just kind of in the middle of something here, if you know what I mean.”



“Thank you, sir,” said the porter.



He turned and was about to leave, when Lauren spoke. “Hold on there, mister. This hotel is a rather expensive one. So, I’d like you to pour the wine for us.”



“Absolutely. I’ll do that,” said the porter kindly, as he set down two glasses and began to pour, before saying, “Ok. I’ll be off then.”



Lauren sat her fleshy ass down on the bedside table and picked up one of the glasses. She brought it to her mouth, and as she made eye contact with the young man, she raised the glass and took a sip. The porter looked slightly surprised. Lauren took another good, long sip, but this time when she brought it her mouth, she let the wine spill, and it trickled down her chin and splashed against her cleavage. Her melons were practically begging to be released from their cotton prison.



“Damn,” said Lauren, deliberately being dramatic. “I’ve had a bit of a spillage here. Come and clean this up for me… I didn’t get your name?”



“Randall.”



“Randall, be a sweetie.”



The porter’s mouth watered and he licked his lips, his eyes fixated. Charles’ eyes widened, but in a look of shock. He couldn't believe what was going on. Randall reached for his pocketed handkerchief.



“No, no. Not a hanky,” said Lauren, pressing her arms together, causing her jugs to almost spill free, the wine pooling in-between her fleshy orbs. “I didn’t say use a hanky. I meant your tongue. Obviously.”



Randall stopped dead, as if he didn’t hear her clearly. But he knew what she wanted. The two men looked at each other for a second, and without saying a word, Randall stepped closer, leaned forward, stuck out his long, thick tongue and lapped at the wine in-between her cleavage, lovingly suckling it out and slurping it up like a straw-less milkshake.



Lauren threw her head back and closed her eyes, as she heard Charles utter a moan of complaint. She yanked down her bra and set her twin orbs free. The young porter continued lapping, and took extra care when he reached the erect nips, sucking each one in turn like a college girl to a lollypop. Her hard nips stick out like icicles.



Lauren was caught up, loving the sensation, when she heard from her right: “What the?! You can’t be doing that. We’re married. That’s my
 wife
 ! Stop that, young man.”



Randall stopped sucking for a moment and looked up at Lauren.



“Nothing
 strange
 is going on here. Randall is just helping me get cleaned up. Now just shut up and be quiet. Or he’ll be doing a lot more than this.”



Charles looked pretty pissed, and really tried to assume the dominant role. “Listen to me. It was your idea to come here, and have this weekend away. And now this young man is sucking you like a baby antelope to a milk bottle. This is some sort of joke.”



Lauren looked at her husband’s waist and could see that the bulge in his towel had actually increased, although still average in size. Lauren felt a dominant power rise up from within her. “Sit down. This
 is
 going to happen, so just sit down on that chair over there and enjoy it.”



Charles did as he was told, and sat his chubby ass down, facing them. Randall smiled at Lauren cheekily, and stood up straight. “I’m going to be as professional about this as I can,” he announced.



Sitting atop the bedside table, Lauren spread her thighs, exposing the crotch of her silky underwear. Randall stood between her legs and began to slide his fingers down from her tits, down her toned stomach, to her moistening knickers. Lauren looked over at Charles, and she reached down to encourage Randall’s strokes, stroking his hand as he dallied with her wet snatch.



Randall was thoroughly excited by this, as Lauren saw the bulge in his slacks growing dramatically in size. She decided it was time to take the bull by the horns, so she reached forward and cupped his bulging groin. It hardened through the material, the enormous length seeming keen to be released. She unzipped his flies, unbuttoned his trousers, and with both her hands pulled them down to beneath his ass, revealing his briefs. He was standing at full mast underneath, the shaft bursting to get out from beneath his underwear.



Lauren didn’t waste any more time, and she grabbed the elastic hem of his briefs and pulled them down in one swift motion. The cock of the young man sprang to attention, so stiff and erect that it resembled a long, black python. Standing at approximately 9.5 inches, it seemed even bigger now that it was released. It was thick and smooth, with a big bell-end, which was already starting to ooze. It sported big, shaved nuts, that looked as full as two ripe grapefruits.



The cruel smile on Lauren’s lips indicated to Charles that his knob was tiny in comparison. Randall stood still, and Lauren leaned forward, opened her mouth, and let the shiny bell in-between her lips. Randall gave a deep sigh. She reached out and playfully cupped his nuts, giving them a gentle squeeze. She opened her mouth wide and allowed his huge, stiff schlong to slide into her chops, before suctioning the walls of her mouth together to suck him expertly. She bobbed her head up and down the length of the huge, black adder, tasting the salty pre-seed as she did so. She stopped sucking and took her mouth off the beast whilst stroking the length of the shaft as she said, “Let’s go slightly closer to the watching pervert.”



Randall knew exactly what she had in mind, and they walked over to right in front of where Charles was sitting, his podgy cheeks reddening. She positioned the schlong right near to her husband’s face, so that the erect dong was swaying about before him. The porter’s trousers and underwear fell to the floor, and he kicked them off along with his shiny shoes. On his lower half he was now just wearing a pair of white socks that were pulled up, almost to his knees, his black thighs rippling like a panther. Lauren dropped to her knees like a college slut, right near to her husband’s face, rested her melons on his lap and said, “Have a
 good
 look at this,” her tits completely spilling from her still-hooked bra.



“This is going
 way
 too far!” cried out Charles. “Stop that this instance. Let’s go back and pretend this never happened. I’m sorry about what happened before, but you’re taking things
 too
 far.” The bulge was still prominent in his towel, and Lauren took a wild guess that perhaps he was enjoying this and that was why he hadn’t run out.



“Watch!”



Charles watched, as the full jugs bounced on his knees.



“Stop moaning and feast your eyes on this. You’re going to be the one doing the sucking if I hear you complain one more time.” She grabbed the huge schlong in front of her and impaled her own face on it, encouraging Randall to rock his hips back and forth. It was more of a face-fuck than a blowjob, and it was taking place mere millimeters away from Charles.



Lauren was now really loving it, and blew the black dick hard.



The porter gasped out loudly as Lauren sucked fervently, and a drop of pre-cum dripped down onto Charles’ towel. Lauren’s pussy was now gagging for some action. But of course, she didn’t want it from her husband. She rose to her feet and led Randall over to the comfy bed. She playfully pushed him down on his back, his large schlong sticking up towards the heavens, eager for more action.



Charles’ chair was facing them directly and Lauren had her back to Charles. She leant over and pulled down her silky underwear. The soft thong dislodged from her butt-cheeks as she pulled it down, and she stepped out of them, giving her husband a really good view of her perfect ass. Her pussy was freshly-shaven, completely bald. She stood on the bed, with her back to her husband, but then she decided she wasn’t going to ride him cowgirl. Reverse cowgirl was the way to go, so she could see Charles’ face. She turned around and lowered herself down. She could feel the porter’s big, strong hands on her ass as she squatted down and guided the dong into her. The helmet pressed up against her welcoming pussy, keen to be let in, and as Lauren made eye contact with her husband, she gave the porter exactly what he wanted. She took the first couple of inches in, and her mouth let out an animalistic cry, as she took all 9.5 inches deep inside.



She bounced up and down, really taking the reins, riding him like a wild stallion, picking up speed, as the huge black nuts smacked against her frustrated clitty. She rode him like a rodeo, and looking ahead she saw that Charles’ winkie was still erect. He was getting turned-on, his average-sized rod looking like a maggot in comparison to the black beast inside her.



“God, you’re loving this. I
 knew
 you would be,” said Lauren nastily. As much as he didn’t want to admit it, Charles had been enjoying the view, but as soon as Lauren said the cruel words he got rather shy again and tried to cover up his stiffy.



“I’m out of here. You’ve gone way too far.” He got up, and was about to leave.



With the mammoth dong deep inside her, Lauren said rudely, “No, no. You’re not leaving, sonny-jim. If you do, I’ll get on that phone, and I’ll get a whole gang up here. I’m sure there’s a whole load of multiracial guys working here that would be keen to plough me deep.”



Sensing that his wife meant business, Charles sat back down. Lauren continued to ride, loving the feeling of power over her cheating husband, and she really picked up pace.



Before long she felt her impending orgasm boil up within her, as the big black nuts slapped up against her burning nub. She came, gushing wildly, her love-juice squirting out in ribbons, coating the big black balls beneath. The porter needed to shoot his spooge, but Lauren didn’t want him to shoot his spooge just yet.



She dismounted her trusty steed and got on all fours, facing her husband and offering her ass to the porter like a bitch in heat. Randall got on all fours behind her, and with his nose right near her butt-crack he licked her pussy, his long serpentine mouth-muscle probing in and out of her now-dripping slit, parting her lips and licking the succulent nourishment from within.



“Perfect. Perfect! Good doggy, good doggy,” said Lauren, slightly insanely. “But that’s the wrong hole.”



Randall caught her drift in an instant, and got to work. His long tongue licked upwards and traced its way from her burning snatch right up to her inviting pucker. He flicked his tongue passionately over her tight butt-hole before delving it inside. Lauren felt his soft, warm tongue enter her rectum, and it felt truly divine. She couldn’t help but reach down and fondle her own soaked-up snatch, flicking her clit from left to right as she said to Charles tauntingly, “His tongue is up my bunghole, Charlie. You’re liking this aren’t you? Just sitting there watching.”



Charles looked truly distraught, as his cheeks went from crimson to pillar-box red. Lauren’s mouth watered as she longed for the black beast to be inside her mouth again. She instructed Randall to lie on his back, and obviously he did so. Lauren swung her toned thighs either side of his face, and lowered herself onto him, 69 style. Her head was close to the foot of the bed, and she really enjoyed taking the big black girth deep in her wet, warm mouth, sucking it up and down whilst Randall’s tongue lapped at her burning snatch.



Lauren had been in control the entire time, but now Randall really began to assert himself. Lauren lifted up her leg to let him out from under her, and he rose to his feet. With Lauren still on all fours, Randall knelt behind her fleshy ass, and without any warning speared her pussy with his enormous dong, sliding every inch in as far as he could. Lauren clasped the bed sheets in front of her as she received a good, proper shafting. Randall grabbed hold of her tush, giving it a gentle slap and pulling her hair back in the process.



“This is how the woman
 needs
 to be fucked!” said Randall in his deep, bellowing voice. The young buck withdrew his dong for a moment and got to his feet. He squatted down and screwed her from behind but with the soles of his feet firmly on the bed. He ploughed in and out of her, swinging his dong like a pendulum, balls deep, vigorously.



“Hey. This is a good opportunity for you to get in on the action. Get up! Randall needs his nuts cupped. There’s plenty of room back there, now that he’s squatting.”



Charles did as he was told. He rose from his comfy chair and got to it. He stood by the side of the bed, outstretched his arm and located the big, black nuts. He cupped them, and gave them a firm squeeze in his hand. “Crikey. They really
 are
 loaded,” he declared.



Her husband’s words sent Lauren over the edge and she felt her second orgasm build up. With Charles’ hand on Randall’s nuts, an amazing climax hit her. She squirted backwards, the gush spraying out like a tossed bucket, painting both the long, smooth shaft and Charles’ cupping hand. Lauren’s pussy walls clenched down on the wide girth inside her, and she felt it twitch. With Charles’ drenched palm still gripping the throbbing sacks, Randall let out a deep gasp and ejaculated his seminal fluid, shooting a thick, creamy, rope of fertile jizz deep inside Lauren’s body.



“I’m not on the pill,” declared Lauren.



“Oh crikey,” said Charles, as he felt the puma’s nuts empty in his hand. He spurted string after string of jizz deep inside Charles’ wife. The sperm swam, blind but restless, desperate to get to their destination. They wanted to find her egg, and find it they did, impregnating her. Plucky and determined, they got to their goal. The warm cream-pie filled her up, lathered her womb.



Drained, Randall slid out, his dick becoming limp. Lauren spun around and sat back down on the plush bed. “Now it’s time for you to
 really
 become a part of this beautiful encounter,” she said, parting her legs and exposing the cream-pie that trickled out of her gaping snatch. “Come on catty. Good catty. Come and get your milk. I know you get hungry this time of day. Lots of nourishment here for you. And this is the only time you’re going to get near my pussy today.”



Charles did as he was told. He got on his knees between her parted thighs, lowered his head, and started to eat her out, consuming as much of the warm dessert as he could.



“There you go, good job.” Lauren looked down at her husband as he consumed the goopy seed. “And there’s
 lots
 more where that came from. Randall
 is
 going to bring up the other porters tomorrow. We’ve still got the rest of the weekend here. So, that’s your meal-plan sorted.”



The thought of her husband watching her getting gang-teamed by the porter’s multiracial buddies filled her with a great sense of content. She felt like they had really rekindled their marriage, and she had really got back at him for cheating on her in the process. She felt beautiful and lovely. Just like how every woman should feel.



And when the baby came, she was sure that Charles would be fine with the situation. When her belly was swelling they would have plenty of time to talk about what the future held. She was sure Charles would make  a good step-dad.



 



((((()))))
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V
 ictoria hadn’t had a weekend away in a while. This was her perfect opportunity to gather her thoughts and recharge her batteries after childbirth. She had chosen to drive to a remote part of the countryside. The quaint bed & breakfast she had booked herself into was pleasant enough. Slightly naff, but pleasant.



Her new baby had been safely left in the very responsible hands of the family nanny, and although she felt slightly guilty leaving her baby alone, it was only for the weekend. She would return on Sunday evening. It was no big deal, although she did miss her already, and longed to see her again.



The locals here seemed nice, if maybe a little strange. Victoria thought back to the woman who owned the bed & breakfast, and remembered the strange glance she had been given when she told her she was going to go for a walk in the woods to explore.



She parked her little red Corvette by the side of the road, next to the large dense forest. Victoria got out of her car, locked it securely, and with her walking boots firmly laced up she embarked on her little ramble. Not intending to be gone for long, she just planned to have a nice stroll through the forest. It was still daylight, so she had nothing to worry about.



As she walked through the forest she was struck with the beauty that surrounded her. The rustling trees up above, the squawks of the birds in the bushes, and the soft cool breeze against her pretty face. She walked on for several more minutes, breathing deeply and filling her lungs with the fresh woodland air. She was sure to stick to the path, for she was a wise lady, and although she felt totally safe, she didn’t feel like venturing off at this particular time.



After walking for fifteen minutes more, she came across one of the locals. A man in his 50s, scruffily dressed, wearing a farmer’s hat and dungarees. He was strolling in the other direction, and Victoria offered a friendly smile and was surprised to see that the local didn’t smile back. His furrowed brow and strange stare made Victoria feel rather uneasy, and as they both slowed down, Victoria offered a, “Hello, good day to you sir.”



The man said, “You wanna be careful around these parts. This time of year he’s always about. He’ll find you soon enough. Get out of these woods if you know what’s good for ya.”



In disbelief of what she had just been told, Victoria stopped as her heart pounded in her chest. “What do you mean? Who’s ‘he’? And what do you mean by ‘this time of year’?” she questioned him.



But the man started walking again and completely ignored the questions, turning his hunched back to her as he wandered off down the path. Being an intelligent lady, Victoria thought to herself
 , I’m not going to let him ruin my walk. I mean, what’s the worst that can happen? These woods seem perfectly safe to me.



And, as if trying to prove it to herself she said out loud to the empty forest, “You know what, I’m going to venture off this path. I’m going to go for a little wander through those trees over there. I’ll be just fine. If I see anything I don’t like, I’ll just turn back around. My car’s only over there.”



With her breasts full and lactating, Victoria ventured off the path and walked uphill, the muddy green grass beneath her boots squelching as she bravely treaded onwards, thoroughly enjoying the newly-lost weight from her midsection that she’d been carrying for the past nine months.



The trees were much denser around here. Much bigger, taller, more ominous. She could no longer hear the twittering birds, and the sound of the bubbling brook was so distant that she almost couldn’t hear it at all, it was almost obsolete.



Victoria stopped dead in her tracks, her heart jumped into her mouth, as she heard a deep animalistic growl. It went on way longer than a normal animal, but Victoria told herself,
 That’s just got to be some sort of boar. Or goat, or something. Yeah, that’s all it is.



She heard it again. The growl went on for several seconds, and Victoria’s ears pricked up and her hearing tingled as she wondered what actually made that noise. As she looked around, the sky didn’t seem so bright anymore; evening was on its way.
 I’m going to turn back. Not because I’m scared, but just because it’s the best thing to do. I want to get back to the bed & breakfast.



Turning around, she began to walk back the way she came. Although she walked for several minutes, bizarrely she couldn’t see the path from which she had come. Knowing that it had to be a little bit further, she carried on. But the further she walked, the more unfamiliar her surroundings seemed.
 Jesus Christ, I can’t be lost. That’s just impossible. I’m just going to carry on walking downhill, and I’ll get there.



She carried on, but the further she walked the darker the light became, until she found herself feeling lost. Truly lost. Tempted to panic and start running, Victoria thought better.
 Look, I know where I’m going. I’ll just keep going and I’ll get there. I have come out of these woods at some point, even if I have lost my way from the path.



She heard the growl again, but this time it was much closer, as if it was coming from right over her shoulder. She spun around abruptly in an attempt to see what made the noise, but there was nothing there, just the deep empty forest.



She felt a huge hand over her mouth from behind, grabbing her tightly. She screamed into the leathery palm, her muffled yell going nowhere. Another arm gripped her slim waist, its huge muscles and hairy flesh holding her tightly, dominantly.



Terrified, about to attempt another scream, Victoria’s vision changed. The dark of the forest turned to white, as she fainted on the spot.



 



---



 



Victoria dreamt that she was in her soft warm bed, relaxing peacefully. Then suddenly, a distraught feeling came over her, as she began to open her eyes and realize where she really was. Her arms felt very uncomfortable, and she heard a rattling and a clinking, as she came to.



She was in a dark, dingy cave, chained to the wall, her arms outstretched, her feet free. Looking around her in the flickering candlelight she saw that there was a man to her right, and a woman to her left, chained up in a similar fashion. Next to the woman were more chains, however no one was attached to them, but instead a pile of bones sat on the floor.



The man and the woman were awake. The man looked quite anxious, upset, almost angry. Whereas the woman had a faraway look in her eyes, distant, as if she’d almost given up.



“Where the hell are we? Who was that?
 What
 was that thing?” questioned Victoria with a sense of urgency.



“Oh, he’ll be back soon enough,” muttered the woman. “He always comes back, to get what he needs.”



Victoria glanced down and saw that the woman’s breasts were out, the full round fleshy globes fully exposed. Her nipples erect, lactating. Victoria also realized that her own breasts were out, her own nipples fully exposed.



“Come back for what he needs?” asked the man. “What do you mean? What does he want from us?”



“So, you’re new here too?” asked Victoria.



“Yeah, I woke up about an hour before you did. I was just going for a stroll in the woods. What the hell is this place?”



“Oh, you’ll see soon enough,” muttered the woman. “He needs his milk. You’ll see. He needs his milk.”



“
 Milk
 ? What the fuck?” said the man.



“Yes,” said the woman. “You have milk too. Just as I do, and just as… sorry, I didn’t catch your name?” She glanced blankly at Victoria.



“Ummm, I’m Victoria. And you are?”



“Elizabeth,” said the woman, in a soothing voice.



“Since we’re exchanging pleasantries, I’m Christopher Johnson. And can you please explain to me what’s going on here?”



“It’s probably nothing for you to worry about,” said Elizabeth, in a not-so-comforting way. “I mean, you probably won’t be much use,” she said, glancing down at his jeaned groin area. “I doubt you’re packing much down there anyway.”



“What the hell are you implying?” asked Christopher, red-faced.



Now truly terrified, Victoria closed her eyes and tried to pretend this wasn’t happening. She really wondered whether she was dreaming, whether this was real or not. He mind thought back to her loved ones at home. She had to get out of this. Somehow, someway.



Victoria heard large, heavy footsteps echoing through the cavernous corridor that led off from the cave.



“Here he comes,” said Elizabeth, smiling fakely. “Told you he’d be back.”



A shadow was cast dramatically into the cave, tickling the tips of Victoria’s muddy hiking boots, as she struggled against the strong chains, but to no avail.



“Holy fuck,” said Christopher.



In walked the yeti. He was bigger than Victoria remembered. He was at least 10 foot tall, hugely muscular, with an unpleasant-looking face and thick grey fur all over his body. The beast was dressed just in a pair of tight cycling shorts, which he had no doubt grabbed from an unsuspecting cyclist. In his right hand he was holding a large empty glass.



He stared menacingly at his three captives, and plodded over to Elizabeth. Placing the glass underneath her left breast, he put his thumb and forefinger either side of her large nipple, creating goose-bumps on her dark-pink areola. Elizabeth looked blankly at the Yeti, as if she was used to this. She didn’t say a word. She didn’t even complain.



The yeti pulled her nipple as if it was a cow’s udder, diagonally milking it firmly, and a jet of warm milk sprayed out like a white ribbon into the awaiting glass.



Jesus Christ,
 thought Victoria.



“Jesus fucking Christ,” said Christopher Johnson, in disbelief.



After the glass was full to about an inch, he placed it under Elizabeth’s right nipple, gripping it tightly. He again milked it like a cow’s udder, horizontally this time, and the white milk sprayed out in a thick string, splashing into the glass held diagonally beneath, catching it perfectly.



The yeti emitted a long deep growl. With the glass now getting fuller, he moved on to Victoria. He stood before her, her double D firm breasts jiggling tauntingly before him.
 Man, I’m not trying to taunt him,
 thought Victoria. The yeti looked down at her, and as she gazed into his deep brown eyes, she saw that she had mistaken his menacing expression, for he didn’t look threatening at all, but instead looked rather warm. Almost friendly, as if he really needed something from her, and was grateful for it.



As his thick fingers gripped her left nipple, she wondered how Elizabeth didn’t cry out. Victoria’s light-pink areola tightening as the yeti began to milk her full breast methodically. Victoria’s luke-warm milk sprayed out, and into the awaiting glass, specks of white splashing up and hitting her in the face. Feeling used and violated, but also slightly aroused, Victoria watched as the glass was placed under her right nipple, as the yeti continued the process, rhythmically milking her like a wild animal, eager to extract her white liquid.



When he was done, the glass was almost half-full. “He’s got quite a lot there,” offered Elizabeth.



“Erm, yeah,” said Victoria, unsure what the point of making conversation at this point was.



The yeti glanced to his left at Christopher Johnson, who was trembling in fear. He walked over to the man, who in any other circumstance would have been burly and big, but whose frame now paled in comparison to that of the beast. The two women looked on, Victoria shocked, not knowing what was going to happen. Elizabeth bemused, and almost enjoying what was unfolding.



“Hey buddy, what the hell are you doing?” asked Christopher, as the yeti tore his jeans off with one fell swoop. The tattered rags that were once his jeans lay at his feet, as Christopher Johnson’s white boxer-briefs were exposed to the two females. His boxer-briefs soon suffered the same fate, for they too were torn off with one firm grab.



Christopher Johnson’s 7 inch winkie sprung up like a firm diving board. Erect, frustrated, embarrassed. He glanced to his left at Elizabeth. “Huh, and you thought I wasn’t that big. I’m above average y’know,” he said defensively.



“Ok, not so bad then,” said Elizabeth. Victoria couldn’t believe she was hearing this conversation going on over her in such unusual circumstances.



The yeti placed the glass beneath Christopher Johnson’s frustrated bell-end as his foreskin contracted on its own. Victoria glanced down and could see that his shaved balls looked extremely full. The yeti began to milk Christopher Johnson’s knob similarly to how he had milked the two women’s breasts, like a cow’s horizontal udder. Through his un-asked-for waves of pleasure, Christopher said, “Hey it’s not the same kind of milk you got from those two. I don’t know what you’re thinking but it’s a completely different kind of milk.”



Remarkably, the yeti stopped his hand-motions, and seemed to understand, releasing his grip from the terrified man’s straining shaft. The beast looked over at the two women, as if for confirmation, his brow raised inquisitively.



“Yes, that’s true,” said Elizabeth. “It’s a different kind of milk.”



Victoria nodded, and couldn't believe she was having this conversation. “Yeah, that’s right. It’s definitely not the same kind of milk.”



The yeti grunted and nodded his head. He took the glass away from Christopher Johnson’s penis, and Victoria heard an echo from the depths of the cave corridor. It was a growl similar to the yeti’s, although much higher in pitch, softer, younger.



“He just wants to feed his young, that all,” said Elizabeth.



“Are you serious?” asked Victoria.



“Yes, you see I don’t think there’s a Mrs Bigfoot anywhere around. Not sure what happened to her, but he’s a single dad. He just needs a bit of milk for his youngster. I think his youngster’s about 18 years old. They go on breastfeeding till quite late.”



Oh right, that’s not so bad,
 thought Victoria.



“What the hell. This is weird,” said Christopher Johnson.



The yeti turned around and plodded off down through the cave corridor, crouching down as he walked so as not to bang his big head on the craggy ceiling. He returned a few minutes later without the glass, and seemed happy with the women. He pulled down his tight spandex cycling shorts, allowing his 15 inch yeti-dick to dangle freely. It sprung up enthusiastically, and both women’s jaws dropped as their eyes widened, speechless for a moment.



“I bet now you’re feeling a bit inadequate, aren’t you Christopher?” joked Elizabeth.



Christopher’s eyes widened too, and his cheeks began to blush again. The yeti stepped forward and broke the chains holding the two women, setting them free. They both dropped to their knees, tired but relieved, rubbing their wrists. The beast stood before the cave doorway, and the women knew that they couldn’t pass just yet. They knew what was expected of them.



They crawled over to the yeti on their hands and knees like a couple of eager college chicks. Elizabeth’s eyes now more sharp, more alert and more with it as she gripped the enormous shaft of the beast. The beast emitted another deep growl, this time in a pleasurable tone, as his huge ball-bags swung beneath him menacingly. Victoria saw this as her cue to cup them intently, fondling each one in turn as she nestled her face between his hairy thighs.



Elizabeth opened her mouth as wide as possible, as she allowed as much of the yeti-bell-end into her lips as she could. Unable to take all of it, she did as best as she could, suckling on the pulsating helmet with the intensity of a baby lamb to its mother’s teat. Christopher Johnson watched on, erect and frustrated, unable to touch himself.



Victoria gripped the mighty girth in her hand, and unable to reach all the way around it she used both hands to jack the humungous tool, rubbing up and down the full 15 inch length, into Elizabeth’s puckered mouth. Elizabeth’s tongue lapped over the giant eye at the end, and the beast reached down and stroked both of them on the top of the head, lovingly, as his balls tightened.



Victoria ducked back down to the mighty nuts, as did Elizabeth, as they took one ball in their mouth each, sucking energetically, the huge testicles tea-bagging their mouths. They both murmured pleasurable sighs into their respective mouthfuls of nut, as the enormous 15 incher bobbed about freely in-between them, glistening in the candlelight.



With his balls fully wet, the women turned their attention back to his shaft, and sucked on either side of it, running their hot mouths and full lips up and down the wide girth. Their full breasts met underneath the huge member, their lactating nipples brushing against each other inadvertently, spraying droplets of milk on each other’s heaving bosoms. They worked their hot mouths all the way to the end, where they simultaneously sucked on the straining mushroom-head, it being big enough for both of them to fit their lips on it at the same time.



The beast groaned again, and the girls saw this as their cue to finish the job, Elizabeth staying at her rightful place on the bell-end, as her lips sucked tentatively. Victoria went back to gently squeezing the full nuts, whilst nibbling helpfully on the rippling beast-shaft. She took her lips off the shaft to jack the tool once more, and as she jacked it purposefully into Elizabeth’s awaiting mouth, she felt the huge hairy balls tighten further.



The beast let out a huge sigh of relief, as he ejaculated a hot, thick, creamy rope of yeti-jizz right into Elizabeth’s open mouth and onto her out-stretched tongue. Much of it overflowed and ran down her chin, splashing onto her erect nipples beneath. She managed to keep a good mouthful of the voluminous load, and Christopher watched on in disbelief as he was about to witness some snowballing action of epic proportions.



Victoria got on her back and opened her mouth wide, as Elizabeth snowballed a big gob of monster-spunk right into her mouth. Victoria sat up and gargled intently, before blowing a spunk-bubble as big as 10 Hubba Bubbas. Elizabeth responded in kind by lying on her back and opening her mouth, allowing Victoria to spit the snowball of ectoplasm back into Elizabeth’s mouth, who sat up, smiled sweetly, and took one big gulp.



The yeti’s huge member shriveled back to its flaccid 8 inch length, and Elizabeth looked over at the still-chained and blushing Christopher Johnson. “Still bigger than you, Chrissie-Boy!”



The beast walked over to Christopher and broke his chains, and no sooner was he free than the young man ran off down the hallway yelling, “That was hot, but I’m out of here!”



The girls watched his taut buttocks disappear down the dingy corridor. They got to their feet and hugged the yeti, their breasts pressing against his hairy abs. “You’re not so bad after all,” said Victoria, as she smiled up at him cheekily.



The yeti hugged them back, his big muscular arms enveloping them both as he squeezed them tightly.



“I hope you got enough to feed your young,” said Elizabeth. The yeti growled pleasantly and nodded his head.



The two women pulled up their tops, covering up their lactating bosoms, as their nipples pressed against the thin cotton. They bid the yeti farewell as they headed out, down the cave and through the corridor, the yeti waving them off comfortingly.



Even though it was dark, Victoria no longer felt scared, for she had Elizabeth by her side, and as the two made their way back through the woods, Victoria knew that the threat that had haunted her earlier that evening was a threat no more. Not only had her heaving bosoms been relieved, but so had the yeti’s straining ball-sacks.



Tomorrow she would return home, but tonight she would sleep cozily in the bed & breakfast. She would sleep soundly and content.



 



~~~###~~~
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I
 t was just another typical day lurking in the woods for Bernard Lord. Or so he thought.



Being an experienced flasher, he had already sought out his prey. A group of college girls sat by a big oak tree, innocently enjoying a picnic. Their attractive features, long flowing hair and fashionable clothes made Bernard Lord’s eyes sparkle as his questionable intent began to surface, as he lurked behind a nearby birch tree. Crouching down, dressed just in his over-sized dirty trench-coat and big Dr Martin boots, Bernard Lord smiled in a ghastly manner as he leered through the dense forest.



“And like, I’m just not sure if I should date him,” said Rebecca Chambers to her friends, as she sipped her spring water.



“Oh, you should! He’s so cute,” said caramel-colored Simone Johnson.



An ominous shadow appeared on the picnic blanket before them. The girls turned their heads, looking up, startled. There before them was Bernard Lord, who didn’t waste time exchanging pleasantries. He opened his dirty trench-coat exposing his middle-aged body that resembled a dropped trifle, as his erect 5 inch winkie sprung to attention in the fresh forest air.



“Oh my God! What the hell are you doing! Get the hell away from us,” screamed Rebecca Chambers. Bernard Lord didn’t budge. He stood there, for this was exactly what he wanted. To shock, to surprise. His bushy balls bounced gently as he rocked his hips back and forth. It was only when an apple struck him in the head courtesy of Simone Johnson’s strong toned arm, that the smile dropped from his face.



“Get the hell away!” the girls screamed. Bernard Lord looked at the floor, did up his dirty coat and bounded off, disappearing between the bushes. He’d disgusted these beautiful young girls. His job was done.



Similarly to how Bernard Lord had been leering, he himself was now being leered at, and was about to experience what it was like to be the victim for a change.



As Bernard Lord was about to take refuge by his favorite tree, a sinister shadow cast its way over
 his
 Dr Martin boots. The middle-aged scruffy flasher looked up. And up. And up. For there, standing next to him was a huge yeti, fully naked with his 15 inch dong swinging between his legs like a pendulum.



Bernard Lord’s mouth opened in shock, his eyes widened and his furrowed brow began to sweat.



“Bigfoot flash. Bigfoot flash too,” said the beast.



Bernard Lord’s eyes went from the yeti’s face, down his ridiculously muscular hairy torso, down to his unimaginably large dong. Terrified, Bernard Lord turned to run, but the yeti grabbed him by the shoulder. Undoing his trench-coat from the front, Bernard Lord got free and sprinted as fast as he could, his pasty white butt-cheeks wobbling hideously as he ran.



After putting on Bernard Lord’s dirty coat, Bigfoot went for a wander in the forest.



Behind the next row of trees, a few yards away, was a woman. She was on her hands and knees, her lactating bosoms out and jiggling. Behind her was a cyclist, his bike propped up against a tree, his cycling helmet still on and fully clothed, as he burrowed his face between the twin globes of her plentiful tush. With her knickers around her ankles and her skirt hitched up, her fingers traced down her soft stomach to dally in her trimmed pussy.



An ominous shadow cast upon her milky swinging planets. Looking up, her jaw nearly hit the floor, as she saw before her the yeti, dressed in a dirty done-up trench-coat. The yeti squatted down, reached out his large leathery hands and began to milk her tits downward like a cow’s teat, squeezing her long lactating nipples tightly as girly ribbons of white milk splashed down onto the mud.



The cyclist licked all the way from her plump pussy, up to her delicate starfish where he probed his tongue eagerly. With his face buried within her fleshy crack, he was unaware of the frivolous milking ensuing before him. As the cyclist took his head out of the crack for a breath of air, he saw a sight that made his heart beat at double the speed. The erection in his cycling shorts died down to the size of a maggot while his testicles shriveled up in fear. Seeing the yeti’s face, the cyclist got up, got on his bicycle and disappeared through the bushes, leaving his sunglasses on the floor behind him.



“Bigfoot milk? Bigfoot need milk,” said the yeti.



The yeti opened his dirty coat as the woman’s mouth watered, her tongue hanging out like a thirsty mutt as she feasted her eyes on his 15 inch python which sprung up in the air, fully standing to attention. The woman knew what was expected of her and dropped to her knees, crawled over and placed her lips on the throbbing helm, hungry like an explorer finding an ice-lolly in the Sahara. She sucked, unable to take the whole head in her mouth, so she playfully bobbed her head to the side to suck his shaft, the rippling beastly surface pulsating between her chops, as she instinctively reached down and cupped his full sacs.



As Bigfoot pushed his rod towards her heaving bosoms, the woman sat straight up on her knees, enveloped his staff between her planets and began to milk him up and down, performing a monstrous Bombay-role. She bounced her breasts, tit-wanking his shaft as Bigfoot let out an animalistic groan. As she pressed her bosoms together, her nipples began to spray droplets of milk that trickled down his shaft and pooled around his big heavy balls, dripping onto the floor beneath.



The woman couldn’t help but reach down to once again frig her own pussy, and as she flicked herself rampantly she moved her head to suckle on the full testicles. As she moaned into her mouthful of nut, she frigged herself to climax, spraying girly strings of love-juice onto the grass. Bigfoot still needed to shoot, but after reaching her own orgasm the woman suddenly felt fearful, got to her feet, pulled up her panties, had one last look at the 15 inch dong and fled between the trees.



The yeti hid his straining beast under his trench-coat, frustrated. He picked up the cyclist’s wrap-around shades and put them on, as he plodded off through the next row of bushes.



21 yards away, in a nearby clearing, Robbie Robertson stared down at his 7.5 inch prick as he gripped it and stroked it. He looked to his left at the 8 incher, to his right at the 6 incher, and straight before him at the 8.5 incher. He’d been in some circle jerks before, but knew as it was unfolding that this was arguably his favorite one so far.



Unzipped and exposed, the four young men jacked their rods purposefully, their balls tightening as their hands quickened, not distracted by the wind in the rustling bushes around them, keen to unload. As Robbie Robertson jacked speedily, a mysterious phallic-shaped shadow cast its way down across his straining girth. Looking up and blinking in the daylight, his heart almost stopped, for there, joining the circle jerkers was the yeti. Dressed in a dirty trench-coat and a pair of wrap-around sunglasses, the yeti smiled.



“Bigfoot jack off? Bigfoot need to circle jerk.”



Robbie Robertson had to look up at such a steep angle that the wind blew the backwards trucker cap off his head and it tumbled to the floor. Shocked and scared, the guys were at a point of no return. Robbie Robertson looked to his left and his right at the two wangers being jacked mercilessly, and as the pace quickened Bigfoot joined in, stroking his 15 incher vigorously.



Both prick on either side shot their jizzy loads, spurting their spunky ropes downwards, splashing onto the floor like a fountain, the blind sperm eager to reach the non-existent egg. The 8.5 incher opposite Robbie twitched and shot his load, the jizz spraying out, further messing-up Robbie’s dirty sneakers. The three men scampered off into the bushes, terrified and ashamed, as Robbie looked at his own reflection in the yeti’s shades. Fear struck his core, as his winkie drooped and became flaccid, the yeti’s monstrous organ aimed strait at him.



“Jesus Christ, I’d better get out of here,” muttered Robbie to himself, as he turned and fled the scene, leaving Bigfoot to masturbate solo. Bigfoot took his hand off his straining cock, his orgasm still pent-up within him. He picked up Robbie Robertson’s trucker cap and placed it on his head, forwards with the visor down. With his shades on, trucker cap down and dirty coat done up, Bigfoot wandered further into the depths of the forest.



After walking for 8 minutes, the smell of petrol wafted up into Bigfoot’s nostrils. Behind the next row of bushes, the yeti leant up against a tree and watched unseen at an event that even shocked him. For there, in the next clearing, were a gang of lesbian bikers. Sitting on a huge oak tree stump was the first lesbian, her chunky thighs widely parted, her leather boots on the tree-stump, her furry muff fully exposed. The second lesbian was mohicanned and bent over on her knees, greedily lapping at the first lesbian’s open mound, slurping loudly as she delved her tongue into the hair-pie.



The second lesbian’s studded belt was undone, her ripped jeans and knickers down by her knees, as there behind her stood the third lesbian, the leader of the gang. The leader’s shaved head glistened in the early-evening light, her serpent tattoo snaking up her neck from the collar of her leather jacket. She was fully clothed, and around her waist was a strap-on, 9 inches, black in color with big plastic balls, as she resolutely penetrated the kneeling lesbian before her.



Bucking her hips back and forth like a valiant steed, the lesbian leader slid every inch of the black plastic toy in and out of the pulsating pussy of the licking dyke. The first lesbian looked up and caught of the yeti standing by the tree. “What the hell? There’s a dirty trucker watching us!”



“Oh, that’s only to be expected,” said the lesbian leader, as she turned her head and saw the yeti standing there, trucker cap visor down, shades on, dirty coat done up.



Turning to her comrades, the lesbian leader snarled her upper lip. “Let’s teach this leering motherfucker a lesson. I’m strapped-up and ready to go. You got the chains Candy?”



Candy nodded, as the dildo withdrew from her freshly-trimmed pussy. She licked her lips, Sally’s sticky girl-juice tingling her taste-buds. “Yeah, the chains are on my bike.”



Sally sprung to her feet, her furry muff rustling in the wind. “What a pervert! We’re total dykes but we can still have a bit of fun with him…”



“Hey, come forward stranger,” said Skin, the lesbian leader, enticingly. The yeti didn’t need to be asked twice, and he stepped forward out of the shadows. Chaining up his hands, Skin led him over to a solid wide tree.



“Bigfoot like chains. Bigfoot play with chains,” said the yeti.



“Erm… yeah,” said Skin, glancing at her dyke buddies. And then, under her breath, “He’s a bit thick, this one.”



Skin chained his hands around the tree, so Bigfoot was facing the tree with his back to them. Lifting up his grubby coat, exposing his muscular buttocks, Candy snapped a rattan branch from a tree and stood behind the yeti. “Time for a spanking you bastard. If you want to spy on us, you’re going to get a sore bottom,” she wailed as she struck down the firm branch upon Bigfoot’s buttocks, creating an audible ‘smack’.



Again she brought down the branch, whipping him. “More, more, carry on,” said Skin, her hand tracing down past the strapped-on toy and into her own underwear to play with her aroused flange.



A third time Candy brought the branch down upon the yeti’s butt-cheeks, whipping him precisely across his ass-crack, as Sally held his coat up.



“Bigfoot like bondage. Bigfoot like spanking.”



“Oh my God, he likes this! What a sicko,” said Skin, as she delved two fingers deep. Letting out a furious growl the yeti drew his elbows backwards, breaking the chains as if they were a string of paperclips.



The yeti turned around abruptly, his trench-coat undone, his 15 inch schlong swaying after him, standing up, erect and ready.



“Jesus Christ,” shrieked Sally with fear in her eyes. The yeti grabbed Sally and Candy by the back of their heads and pulled them to their knees before him. He pushed their faces into his exposed testicles, forcing them onto his pulsating nuts. They sucked his full nuts, their warm wet tongues darting out to lick his straining sacs, as his ridiculous girth bobbed about in front of him, pointing directly at the lesbian leader.



As the two kneeling dykes gasped for air with face-fulls of sac, the yeti pulled down his shades and turned his cap diagonally backwards, staring at Skin with his huge deep brown eyes. With terror in her heart, the lesbian leader took her hand out of her underwear, and while sucking her fingers clean said, “We’d better get out of here, girls.”



Bigfoot discarded the two kneeling women like yesterday’s news, pushing them away and face-first into the muddy floor. Stepping up to the lesbian leader with cock in hand, Bigfoot still hadn’t cum all day, and he knew what he wanted. With her shaved head and unattractive face, the lesbian leader reminded Bigfoot of his long-lost girlfriend. Knowing she’d better get out of there, Skin turned to run just as she felt Bigfoot’s quick hairy hands on her studded belt. He ripped her jeans and panties down in one fell swoop and frogmarched her over to the tree stump. He bent her over while she was still strapped-on, her always-erect black toy pressing up against the wood before her.



“Hey, what are you…” She didn’t have time to complain. With her fully juiced-up snatch exposed underneath the twin cheeks of her fleshy ass, Bigfoot couldn’t resist the inviting pink and he pressed his monstrous bell-end up against her inviting opening. Her love-juice slickened his helmet, and he slid the first inch in easily, as Skin shrieked out.



Bigfoot saw this as his cue to plunge balls-deep, and he plunged as deep as he could, able to impale her with just over 10 inches before the walls of her pussy-cave squeezed his cock with vice-like force. Digging her fingernails into the wood before her, Skin looked back at him. “Oh God… I’m a lesbian, but this is
 good
 . Carry on!”



Bigfoot didn’t need to be asked twice and he plunged his massive staff in and out of her quivering gash, drilling her intensely as Candy and Sally watched on with muddy faces. He banged forcefully, clutching onto her wobbling seat with his huge mitts. The lesbian leader cried out like a jackal as she came uncontrollably, squirting wildly backwards along his yeti-shaft, drenching the big hairy balls.



Withdrawing, Bigfoot needed to shoot his load. Getting on her knees before him, the newly-turned-straight Skin opened her mouth and stuck out her studded tongue, as Bigfoot worked his rod towards her open mouth. Skin reached up and gently squeezed his throbbing sac, and he unloaded his potent semen into her mouth. It sprayed out like a horizontal waterfall, splashing into her throat and ruining her punk make-up. Much of it splashed out and onto the floor beneath.



Fully drained, Bigfoot squeezed the last drop of seed from his glistening head onto the lesbian leader’s tongue, as Sally and Candy crawled up on their knees, eager for some crazy snowballing action. Candy lay on her back and opened her mouth as Skin spat a gob-full of monster-spunk into her awaiting gullet. Candy got on her knees as Sally got on her back, and spat the beast-jizz into Sally’s open mouth.



Sally got to her knees, rocked her head back and gargled, before turning her head to the right and spitting the spunk onto Skin’s strap-on, and it splashed down like a milky hosepipe, coating the plastic tool.



All Bigfoot wanted was to have a little stroll in the woods, but his day had turned out to be far more eventful than he had anticipated. With his grapefruits finally fully drained, the yeti waved goodbye to his new-found pals. “Bigfoot like dykes. Bigfoot play with dykes.”



“Maybe we’ll see you next Saturday?” asked Skin hopefully.



The beast shrugged. Skin smiled at Bigfoot as the girls waved him off, his enormous feet plodding loudly as his huge frame walked away through the trees.
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C
 andice was still in great shape, for a woman in her late 30s. Her husband John had ceased complimenting her on her curves, but he could be nice when he wanted to be. Although not a gym bunny, she had full D-cup breasts and a flat stomach. John’s infidelity at the start of their marriage had caused major strain, but they had moved past that and Candice had forgiven him. At least, she convinced herself that she had forgiven him. Their sex life had got back on track after the incident, until now. Things had really declined between them in recent months, to the point where they had sex about once every two weeks, if that.



Being an attractive female with needs, Candice had begun watching porn regularly online in an attempt to satisfy her deep hunger. The recent lack of sex in her marriage meant that this newfound pastime felt completely natural and needed. Her particular preference was for threesome videos, featuring well hung guys. She liked MFF videos as well as FMM videos. There was something about three lustful bodies that really got her juices flowing. John didn't have an overly large member, in fact he was rather on the small side at 5 inches. Candice had always reassured him that the male average was actually 5.5 inches, and he had absolutely nothing to worry about. But in her heart of hearts she desired more - a lot more. John had always managed to satisfy her, as she had always managed to achieve orgasm during penetration with him, but she still would feel rather empty afterwards, emotionally.



When John was out, Candice would regularly masturbate while watching these videos. One day whilst perusing this online debauchery, she accidentally clicked on a video that happened to be cuckold porn. This really widened her eyes. Although plot driven (and therefore acted rather poorly), the scene itself was so hot that Candice found herself glued to the screen as she instinctively delved down to rub her burning honey-pot. The video involved a young woman - a couple of years younger than Candice with blonde hair and a voluptuous body. She was in the process of punishing her husband. It was quite obvious that the husband had actually done nothing majorly wrong per se, but was in fact being punished just because she felt he deserved it for whatever reason.



“You’re going to help me get prepared for my date,” the woman told her average looking husband. “The date is starting right now, as my boyfriend is actually in the room with us.”



And sure enough, this woman's boyfriend was actually sitting in a chair stroking his huge 8 inch erection, while the woman was resting on her hands, perched over the side of the bed with her ass in the air, knickerless. Kneeling behind her was her husband. This was an amazingly exciting scene for Candice as she couldn't believe that this woman openly had a boyfriend in front of her husband. “Now, prepare my pussy. My boyfriend’s cock is so big that I need it sliding in with ease. And that's where your perverted little tongue comes it,” she instructed.



And sure enough, her meek husband opened wide, extended his tongue and licked readily up-and-down the gash of her exposed pussy, paying special attention to her protruding labia as he suckled intently. What happened next was a scene so hot that Candice’s frustrated fumbling in her panties intensified greatly, as her pussy juiced-up. Candice achieved an amazing orgasm - With the help of her large dildo and this porno she had a climax far more satisfying than any she had achieved in recent years with John.



Over the next week, every opportunity she had while her husband was out was spent viewing similar videos. She found herself greatly preferring the ones where the husband was forced to watch his wife have sex with another man. A black man. She much preferred these to the ones where the husband invited another man into the fold, or the ones where the wife would have sex with another man with her husband’s permission but without the husband being there. There was just something about a huge black throbber penetrating a wife in front of her husband's face that really did it for Candice.



She liked the contrast of a large black muscular man compared to the weak skinny white husband. Many of these actors that played the husband were quite similar to John in appearance - middle-aged and nothing special. Remorse did kind of come into the equation as she did feel slightly guilty at her new hobby, but she figured what John didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him. And it was just a fantasy anyway - she had no intention of taking a huge black member inside her aching slit, whether John was there or not. She had forgiven him for his slip-up, as she liked to call it, so there was really no need to take things further and torment the poor chap.



 



Late one night, Candice awoke to find John’s space next to her in bed empty.
 Strange
 , she thought. She put her slippers on and went to get a glass of water.
 He must be doing some late-night work, or watching TV downstairs
 . As she walked past the room where the computer was she noticed the light on. Stopping by the door, she heard familiar squelching noises coming from within. Tip-toeing nearer, she cocked her head to the side and listened intently, curious as to what was going on.



She could hear John, panting in his dog-like fashion whilst the slippery squelching noises increased in tempo. Peering through the crack in the ajar door, Candice couldn't believe what she was witnessing. There was John, his tatty boxes round his ankles as he masturbated his below-average sized pecker furiously while staring at the PC screen. But he wasn't just watching porn or doing something equally as innocent. His web cam was pointed directly at his winky, whilst onscreen was a female - flicking her bean from side to side in an aroused state.



Candice couldn’t believe this. She knew he had been a cheating scumbag before, but she knew – well, at least she thought - that he had completely changed his ways. And yet here he was, openly cheating on her over the internet. She stopped and thought for a moment - maybe this isn’t real cheating because they're not actually touching each other. But she figured if he had done it before, and he was indulging in this masturbation session right now, then there was no doubt in her mind that he would be aiming to meet this Internet hussy as soon as possible, or perhaps he had already met her.



Extremely pissed off, Candice bit her tongue and decided to let this slide. For now. She got her glass of water and went back to bed, just as John achieved his ghastly orgasm from their spare room, unbeknownst that his wife heard him cumming. As Candice lay in bed, she felt strangely content, but she knew that he'd get what was coming to him. He could bet his ass on that.



 



The next couple of days passed and things had been more than tense between the two. They could have cut the atmosphere with a knife. John could sense that there was something bothering Candice, but she didn’t utter a word about the revelation she had witnessed. It was a fresh, cool evening, and as home alone Candice looked out at the night sky, the phone rang. It was John.



“Hey honey, I’m running a bit late, still at the office. I’ll be home in a bit, and I’ll bring back a surprise. I know I've been a bit distant lately and I want to make it up to you.”



 
 That's sweet,
 she thought, as the image of him wanking with his web cam slut flashed before her eyes. “Okay, sure - look forward to it,” she said, smiling to herself.



She knew he was just doing this because he felt guilty, but there was no need for him to feel guilty for much longer. She had plans. As she slipped on her heels, and re-applied her lipstick, she was ready to step out into the night. He still had plenty of time to give her her surprise, as she would definitely be back before he returned.



 



Three hours later John turned the key in the front door and entered the house.



“Hey sweetie, I'm home,” he called out up the stairs, his voice echoing in the seemingly empty house. Holding the flowers in one hand and the box of chocolates in the other, John started to scale the flight.
 She must be in the bedroom
 , he thought. Oh, she was in the bedroom all right.



He pushed open the bedroom door and his mouth widened in disbelief as he saw what was going on inside. There was his wife, Candice, sitting on the bed dressed in a miniskirt and tight-fitting top whilst a tall muscular black man stood next to her.



“Hi honey,” Candice said lifting a glass of red wine to her lips.



“Who's this?” John asked with a look of worry on his brow.



“This is Winston. I met him at the club just now.”



“And…
 what's
 he doing here?” John said, playing along.



“He's just come over to chill out for a bit. Is that okay?”



Just as she asked the question she took another sip of wine, and a bit dripped down and splashed against her large round melonous cleavage.



“Damn. Silly me. Won't you be a dear and clean this up for me Winston?”



This was all the prompting the young black stud needed, as he leaned over and began to lick the wine from Candice’s large breasts, intently slurping in her deep cleavage and lapping up as much of the red liquid as he could. Candice flicked her hair back, and closed her eyes, just as she heard a shocked gasp come from boring John. Candice pulled down her tight-fitting top, revealing that she was wearing no bra, letting her fleshy planets free from their harness. The young black man teased her erect nipples knowingly, before taking extra care to suck each one in turn, his lips closing like two black harps as he sucked, making the nipples hard enough to cut glass.



“What in the blue hell? Am I supposed to be okay with this?!” John yelled, trying to stamp down his authority and regain control of the situation. Knowing that he was all bark and no bite, Candice rolled her eyes, as the black man stopped sucking and stood up straight. Winston looked at Candice, as if to ask permission as to whether he should carry on or not.



“Listen, Johnny boy. Winston is just helping me clean up this little spillage. There's absolutely nothing unusual about this. Now, why don’t you just shut the fuck up you little bugger. Speak when you’re spoken to or you’ll get bitch slapped.” As she spoke these words, Candice’s nipples stuck out further, with Winston's spit shining bright as the light bounced off them.



John looked perplexed. “Wait, hang on a second. This is ridiculous - I can't just come home and see this! Look, I've got chocolates and flowers, and you’ve got this young thug sucking on your tits!”



Candice looked him dead in the eyes and remembered his web cam wanking session. “John, sit your hairy ass down. This is happening, so you may as well just enjoy it.”



Winston and Candice exchanged a warm smile, before Winston turned to John and said in a deep voice, “I be doing what your wife tells me.”



Perhaps it was the slightly threatening tone in Winston's deep voice, or perhaps it was the fact the he was taken by surprise, but John did as he was told, and sat down in the armchair at the foot of the bed. No sooner had John sat down, than Candice spread her legs wide revealing her lacy black thong underneath her tight mini skirt. She began to trace her fingers down her large exposed breasts, down her flat stomach, and purposefully stroked her damp snatch through her panties. She glanced over to John as he watched intently, and she started to play with her pussy a bit harder, rubbing her aching nub and tracing her finger up and down the length of her slit through the cotton. Winston seemed to like this, because the bulge that was present in his blue jeans was beginning to grow to astronomic proportions.



Candice sensed it was time, and reached forward, keen to unleash it from its restrictive denim prison. In complete control, she unzipped Winston's jeans and undid his top button. She pulled down his jeans with both hands, revealing his white boxer shorts. She grabbed his boxes by the elastic and tugged them down in one fell swoop, allowing his erect cock to spring up like a seesaw, where it bounced up and down for a couple of seconds. Candice’s jaw literally dropped open in shock. His large black cock was fricking enormous. It was 9.5 inches, thick with a smooth shaft. His foreskin contracted all the way back revealing his big black mushroom bell-end. There was already pre-cum on his helmet, and his full balls hung below him ominously.



John’s dick was tiny by comparison. It was like comparing a cucumber with a baby banana. And as Candice looked to John, she could tell that he knew he was absolutely no match as a ghastly look of jealousy decorated his average features. She leaned forward, opened her mouth and allowed her full lips to envelope the big black bell. Winston moaned as she reached out and lovingly squeezed his black testicle ball-sacks, and Candice momentarily took her lips off his penis to comment that they were indeed full. She opened her mouth as wide as she could, leaned her neck forward and allowed Winston's huge member inside her mouth. Her luscious lips clasped down upon his wide shaft with near-crushing force, and she began to suck eagerly, moving her head up and down as if she was bobbing for apples.



Candice stopped sucking for a second, and whilst lovingly stroking the black wet shaft said to Winston, “Let's take this a bit closer to our audience.”



The unlikely pair walked over to where John was sat, and with Winston's erect penis right near John, his jeans and underwear fell to the floor. He stepped out of them and kicked off his sneakers. The black man was now naked from the waist down except for his white socks, and his cock looked aggressive and menacing as it swayed from left to right like a serpent. Dropping to her knees, Candice lifted her top up over her head and flung it on top of Winston's jeans to make a heap on the floor.



“Now this is going way too far,” John said, merely inches away from Winston’s shiny bell. Candice looked at John, and she could sense that perhaps he was slightly enjoying this even though he would never admit it.



“Look - stop complaining. If you complain again you'll be the one doing the sucking.” And with that, she plunged the serpentine rod deep into her mouth, sucking it up and down purposefully. John watched the interracial blow job take place, and Candice was now absolutely loving this. Sucking the large black snake was making John yelp little moans of disgust.



Just as Candice withdrew the huge cock from her mouth to take a breath of air, Winston's mobile phone rang. Winston stepped over to his jeans on the floor and pulled out his phone. “Yeah mon, what a gwarning?”



“Is that Desmond?” Candice asked, and then turning to John, “Desmond is Winston's friend from the club. He had to swing by the liquor store to grab a 40 and a couple of blunts on the way here. He’ll be joining us.”



The expression of jealousy on John’s face turned to shock and he murmured, trying to protest. Candice ignored his mumbling, and informed him, “I gave Desmond our spare keys. I thought that would be easier than me having to answer the door.”



And no sooner had she said the words that John heard the front door being unlocked downstairs.



Candice walked over to the bed, leading Winston over there by his cock like a dog on a lead. She playfully pushed him down on his back and his large throbbing tool stuck up in the air like a watchtower. With John's chair still facing the situation, Candice turned her back to John and bent over, pulling down her thong as she did so. The soft cotton dislodged from her deep ass-crack, revealing her fleshy seat to her shocked husband. John got a good view of his wife’s snatch from behind, her tight labia looking inviting below the landing strip of dark trimmed hair.



Placing a leg either side of the young stallion, Candice stood on the bed, facing her husband. She was going to ride this guy reverse cowgirl style so she could see John’s expression at the same time. Lowering herself down, she could feel Winston's large hands on her milk-white ass-cheeks. She squatted down like a power lifter, allowing his rigid member to press against her awaiting pussy. Making eye contact with John, she lowered herself further, allowing the big black helmet to slip inside her opening gash. Inch by inch she let it inside her, her mouth opening to let out an audible gasp as all 9.5 inches slowly slid inside her welcoming snatch.



Completely full, Candice began to bounce up and down, faster and faster, increasing in speed as Winston's huge full balls slapped against her swollen clit. Just then the bedroom door opened and in walked Desmond. He was similar in stature to Winston, and he walked straight past John to the couple on the bed.



“This is totally insane,” John exclaimed, and was about to get up to leave when Desmond reached down and undid his own flies. John must've been curious of what Desmond was packing because he sat back down and his eyes widened. Desmond pulled out his tool which was, unbelievably, even larger than Winston’s. At 11 inches Desmond had a ridiculously large black phallus, which snaked out from his undone flies eagerly.



As Candice continued riding, she said to John, “Oh no you don't. You just sit there and watch or I’ll get on the phone and get more studs round to give me a good servicing. I'm sure these guys know lots of other guys who are just waiting for a bit of quality white married pussy like this. Yeah, these guys can give me a real good shafting that you could only dream of giving me. I can get my satisfaction.”



The rampant wife instinctively turned her head to the side and opened her mouth, allowing the huge helmet of Desmond between her lips. She sucked resolutely, reaching her hand up to steady the pulsating meat as she continued to bounce up and down on Winston’s rod, making an audible squelching noise as she did so. The act of taking two ridiculously wide black girths in two of her holes whilst her husband watched was too much for Candice to take, and she squirted wildly downwards, making a muffled moan from her mouth-full of cock, and drenching the black balls beneath her.



Momentarily satisfied, she dismounted, allowing the black snake to plop out of her. With Winston still lying on the bed, Candice put her legs either side of his head and straddled him, 69 style. Her head was close to the foot of the bed, near to where the armchair was where John was sitting, and she took Winston's tool in her mouth once more whilst glancing up to make eye contact with her hubby. Winston’s tongue flicked up and began to lick the love-juice from Candice’s still-tingling pussy, his long mouth-muscle delving in and out deeply.



Desmond now really wanted to get a piece of the action, so he kicked off his jeans, underwear and sneakers, and got up on the bed, crouching down behind Candice. Guiding his huge erect bell towards her rear rump, he slapped his big black meat off her fleshy ass-cheeks, the echoes of the slaps bouncing between the walls of the bedroom. Winston withdrew his tongue from Candice’s snatch and this was Desmond’s cue to plunge as deep as he could – whilst gripping the fleshy seat he speared his aggressive beast deep into her juicy cunt. The size of his weapon meant he couldn’t quite go balls deep, but he went as deep as he could, thrusting in and out rhythmically whilst Candice’s spasming pussy clamped down upon his wide black shaft, sucking him in further, right above Winston’s face.



He grabbed a handful of Candice’s luscious long hair and pulled it back tightly, as he drilled her methodically ‘up & over’ style whilst raining down a tirade of playful slaps upon her plentiful tush. “Oh yeeeeah - this be what she needs!” Desmond yelled.



Candice took Winston's cock out of her mouth for a minute and called out to John, “Come here sweetheart! Desmond needs his big balls cupped while he’s screwing me. Be a darling and give them a playful squeeze.”



Remarkably, as if somehow under a spell, John got up and did as instructed. He stood at the side of the bed and reached one of his stubby paws behind Desmond and through his legs. Once underneath, he solemnly cupped Desmond's huge smooth shaven nuts which were full to the point of bursting. “God, they're ridiculously full,” John commented.



These words were too much for Candice to take and she found herself achieving her second orgasm of the evening, shrieking like a wild animal and cumming powerfully, squirting a voluminous see-through ribbon of lady-piss behind her. The gush flew backwards, soaking Desmond's balls and John's hand, and dripping down onto Winston's face. Winston opened his mouth to consume as much of the dripping flange-juice as possible, as Desmond withdrew, forcing John to release his grip on the ball-sacks and lick his juice-dripping hand clean.



Just then there was a knock on the window. “What the hell?” John said.



“Oh, that must be Delbert,” Candice said, licking her lips and raising one of her legs to allow Winston out from under her. Still on all fours, she turned to Desmond and said, “Be a darling and let him in.”



Desmond walked over to the window and opened it, and in climbed Delbert. He was even taller than Winston and Desmond - he really looked like a chunky son-of-a-gun. “Glad you can make it,” Candice said, smiling. “The parties about to really get going!”



With Winston and Desmond standing either side of her, Candice offered her ready ass to Delbert like a bitch in heat. Delbert wasted little time in dropping his drawers and underwear, and when John set his eyes upon his growing member, he genuinely got a bit of a shock. For Delbert amazingly outsized the other two, measuring in at a ridiculous 12 and 3/4 inches. He got behind Candice and pressed his enormous helmet up against her fully soaked-up and inviting fish-taco, whilst the other two masturbated their still-throbbing beasts at either side of her face. “You just sit back down John, let's really get this pumping!”



John sat his hairy ass down, as this high-energy gangbang unfolded before him in his own bedroom. Candice couldn’t help but notice John’s little erection spring up and visibly show through the material of his slacks. Delbert grabbed the fleshy booty before him and plunged into the middle-class white snatch, impaling the wife fully. She moved her head from left to right, expertly sucking on the two black bell-ends as they were furiously masturbated by their respective owners. Delbert proceeded to make love to her rampantly, doggy-style, plunging in out of her slick canal while he bucked his hips like a wild horse. John saw that both full ball sacks of the masturbating pair were tightening up greatly, and the two wanked hard as they came wildly, shooting their spunky loads all over his wife’s face and into her awaiting mouth. Their thick white creamy jizz shot out like water pistols, and Candice valiantly attempted to catch it in her mouth, swallowing fast in a sincere effort to consume as much she could. Most of it splashed down over her melonous breasts and onto the bed-sheets beneath, as Delbert moaned behind her, making eye contact with John in ecstatic glee.



Plunging as deep as he could, Delbert's nuts tightened and he too shot his load, ejaculating copious strings of seminal fluid deep into Candice’s slippery passage. He spunked long and hard inside her, filling her up with his seed and relieving his balls fully. Delbert withdrew his member, and stepped off the bed, as Candice lay back on the comfy pillows with a face full of spunk and her pussy leaking like a cream-pie.



“Come on John,” she said whilst blowing spunk bubbles. “This is your chance to be a part of the action! And this is the only bit of pussy you're going to get tonight. So come and lick me clean.”



John did as he was told, and sheepishly crawled along the bed between his wife's legs, lowered his head and began to lick her out. He lapped at his wife’s slit thirstily, swallowing as much of the young man's luke-warm semen as he could.



“Good doggy, eat it all out, it's good for you.” As Candice watched her husband eat her cream-pie, a mischievous smile decorated her lips. “There will be lots of cleaning up for you to do tomorrow. I might go salsa dancing. Who knows who I'll bring home!”



 



~~~
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I
 t’s always one BS excuse after another,
 thought Clarissa
 . I mean, we’ve been going steady for almost a year now. I know he’s busy with business and stuff, and being an entrepreneur is all good with me. But it would just be nice to be able to travel to the Summer Ball with him.



Clarissa was looking forward to the summer holidays. As much as she loved being at university, this Summer Ball represented the final party of the year. She was going to have to travel there without Tom tonight, and she was going to have to be okay with that. For the fourth time in five minutes, she checked her phone.



Sorry baby. I’ll catch you there. x
 -
 read the text.



Damn. Well at least he’s being nice about it.



She had hired a plush limo, and it was going to waste.
 Oh well, I’ll just have to make to most of things.



Clarissa waited in the pale blue evening light, dolled-up in a tight-fitting black dress, with nice earrings and her hair done, ready to party. She was positive it would all end well.



Whilst waiting for the limo, Clarissa heard the sound of screeching tires from around the corner.
 There’s no way that can be my limo – I hired it from a classy company.
 A red Testarossa sped around the corner at high speed, leaving tire marks.



Oh my God, it’s the goddam jocks.
 And true enough, the car was full of jocks. Clarissa knew them well, after unfortunately sharing a class with them for the past year. Not seeing her, they sped off down the road.
 Well, at least they’re going to get there on time.



Chasing after them was Brett, who was arguably the most self-centered jock of them all. Brett sprinted past, running after the car, before slowing down, panting and out of breath. He put his hands on his knees and bent half-over near to Clarissa.



“Hey Clarissa. Those bastards left without me. I guess because I was one minute late! I’ve gotta get my ass to the prom. I could drive it but…”



Clarissa smelt the alcohol on his breath. “Hey. There’s no way you should be driving.” Her head usually ran the show. She was a smart streetwise girl, and there was no way she would endanger anyone by letting Brett go to the Ball, drink, and then drive home.



“Listen, I’m getting a ride right now. It’s on its way. You can share it with me.”



“Are you serious?” asked Brett. They were in different cliques at university. Clarissa was a popular girl, and Brett knew that he was too much of a loud-mouth for her, so was taken-aback by her offer.



“Yeah. To be honest I could do with the company,” said Clarissa.



“Ok. That’s all good,” said Brett, as he eyed her from her sparkling shoes, all the way up her smooth toned thighs to her black little dress. “And you’re looking bangin’ tonight.” He smiled with a glint in his eye.



“Oh, stop,” blushed Clarissa, looking away. “You know I’m dating Tom.” But secretly she liked the look of Brett too. He didn’t look so scruffy tonight. He was dressed to the nines in a nice tuxedo, looking like the dog’s bollocks, his muscular physique almost popping out from under his white shirt.



Round the corner came a big black stretch limo. “Wow, you really did get a nice one. I won’t let it go to waste,” said Brett.



The stretch pulled up right next to the pair, and the window auto-lowered. The driver, dressed smartly in his chauffeur uniform and hat, smiled at the pair. “Hello, my name’s Richard. And I’ll be your driver for the evening. The doors are unlocked. Please, step inside.”



Clarissa opened the door and entered the limo. Brett followed her. Once inside, they were in awe by how plush it was. “Wow, this really is first class,” she said as they leant back on the leather seats.



“Help yourself to the champagne,” said Richard as he pulled away. “The drive’s about an hour.”



“Ok. We’ll enjoy ourselves,” said Clarissa as Brett poured her a glass. There was a sheer plastic pane between the driver’s seat and the pair in the back, but they could still hear each other. “I’d better go easy on this or the bubbles are going to go straight to my head.”



“The bubbles have already gone to my head baby,” said Brett as he glugged down his first glass.



“Hey, you’d better go slow with that.”



“Who are you… my mother?”



Clarissa laughed and glanced down at her phone once more as she felt Brett getting closer, his thigh pressing against her bare leg. The text read:
 It’s going to take at me at least another two hours. I’ll text you when I’m there.



“Damn. What a jerk. He’s not going to get there till half the --”



“Oh, don’t let it get to you,” said Brett. “He’s just a guy. There are plenty of other guys y’know.”



“I know.” Maybe it was the champagne going to her head, or the fact that Brett looked especially nice in his tux, but she was starting to feel herself becoming very attracted to the muscular jock. She felt a tingling sensation travel down her abdomen and nestle in her womanly mound.



Clarissa couldn’t believe her eyes as she saw Brett’s hand stroke her exposed thigh. His hand went all the way up to the hem of her short dress, stroking her leg up and down softly. She almost surprised herself when she didn’t stop him. She looked up and saw Richard the driver’s eyes reflected in his mirror, and as they made eye contact she could sense that he was enjoying the view. Maybe it was just because she was pissed at Tom, ordinarily she would have stopped Brett in his tracks, but she let him continue as his hand moved up further inside her short dress, and his fingers lightly brushed her cotton thong. Her already-aroused pussy got wet at his soft touch.



He’s surprisingly gentle,
 thought Clarissa, turning her head to look at him. In that moment when their eyes met, she realized that this
 was
 what she wanted. If Tom was a jerk, a work-o-holic, then Clarissa was going to have her fun. This was her Summer Ball after all, and she’d be damned if she wasn’t going to enjoy herself tonight.



Downtown, Jackson slammed the door behind him. His big hulking frame casting a sinister shadow across the concrete pavement as he walked out of his apartment, muttering to himself.



“I don’t believe that bitch be cheatin’ on me. Dayamm. I should get myself some white pussy fo’sheezy. That’s the trouble with these hood rats, they always fuckin’ with me, man. Goddammit, they be pimpin’ they own asses out. I gotta get me some white hussy, fo’ this big black beast of mine,” said Jackson as he plodded along the street. Jackson was looking for some action. He was the type of homeboy that liked to shoot from the hip.



Uptown, the limo was picking up quite a pace. “Traffic’s pretty good,” said Richard. He glanced up and in the mirror he could see the pair kissing passionately, their arms wrapped around each other, intertwined. Their passion breaking all boundaries of their clique separation as the two enjoyed this moment.
 I know I’m being deceitful, but this feels so good,
 thought Clarissa as her pussy tingled between her thighs.



She opened her legs, allowing Brett full access. He wasted little time in rubbing his fingers up and down the cotton of her panties, feeling the wetness. He delved his hand into her underwear. “You’re so frickin’ wet,” he said into her mouth, mid-kiss, while his fingers began to flick her bean as he ran his hand up and down her lady-slit.



Clarissa instinctively reached her hand out and felt Brett’s muscular pecs through his shirt. She traced her fingers down over his toned abs and down to his tuxedo slacks, where she readily grabbed at his crotch. The bulge was phenomenal, much bigger than Tom’s, and she was impressed as she felt the rigid length grow even further as she caressed it.



Almost without thinking, she unzipped him and reached into his underwear. Her hand found his dong through his flies and pulled it out through the gap in his boxer shorts. It sprung to attention, an erect 8 inches, and Clarissa was visibly excited as her eyes widened. She licked her lips and bowed her head down, looking at the shiny helmet as the street lights whizzed past, reflecting on it. She glanced up briefly, and could see Richard’s smiling eyes looking at her, watching her as he drove on. She had an audience, that was for sure.



She opened her mouth, and put her luscious lips on his big bell-end, making Brett gasp and he encouraged her by petting her head and stroking her soft long hair. She began to take him in her mouth, inch by inch, sucking on his tool. She sure knew how to give a good blowjob. At 20 years old, Clarissa had had sex before, but only with Tom, and she’d always insisted that he use protection. Although Tom’s 6 incher had satisfied her and they had shared some amazing climactic times together, she now knew what a real man tasted like, as Brett’s masculine presence overtook her while she sucked enthusiastically.



As the limo went over a series of speed-bumps, Clarissa’s head bobbed up and down on Brett’s knob, pushing him deeper and deeper into her throat. She took it out to gasp for air, and ran her tongue up and down his long shaft, reaching her hand inside his undone slacks to cup his big balls. “Jesus frickin’ Christ they’re full,” she said into the eye of his cock-head.



“I haven’t unloaded all day, baby,” said Brett.



“Well, we’ve still got a long journey ahead of us,” said Clarissa.



“Yes we do!” added Richard the driver, as the car sped on.



Leaning on her side, sucking dick, Clarissa needed some stimulation of her own, and as Brett’s hands were out of reach right now, she parted her legs wide, put one of her feet up on the limo seat and reached down. Her fingers delved into her own juiced-up panties and expertly began to frig her own snatch, just the way she liked it. She pulled her panties down, and chucked them to the limo floor, her dress pulled up high as she frigged furiously whilst continuing to suck on the throbber, her other hand working it.



Her soaked-up snatch began to drip onto the plush limo seat, but Richard didn’t seem to mind. “You carry on back there.”



As Clarissa masturbated her juicy pussy, Brett’s mouth began to salivate, as he feasted his eyes on her gash. She was shaven on either side, with a neat little landing strip of dark hair up the middle. Her pussy lips looked inviting, no longer virginal, but unspoiled, fresh.



Being 21 years old and a popular jock, Brett had sprat halt the cheerleading team. As Clarissa came up for air, Brett got to his knees before her, his erect cock pressing up against his abs through his shirt. She sat back, and with her legs spread wide looked down almost in disbelief as Brett leveled his face up with her burning pussy. As he looked up into her eyes Clarissa couldn’t wait for what he had in store. He opened his mouth and out slid his long thick tongue. He darted the tip of his tongue over her hardened nub, flicking it from side to side. Her juices flowed as Brett licked his way down to her opening, where he suckled on her labia one at a time, and then began to poke his tongue in and out, tongue-fucking her.



Clarissa ruffled Brett’s hair as her nipples hardened, her pert breasts pressing up against her dress, bursting to get out. Richard was still watching them as he drove along, and knowing he was being watched seemed to egg Brett on further, as he delved his tongue in and out of the cute target.



As they headed downtown Clarissa glanced out the window, and saw that they were no longer in a dense part of the city. With almost-empty streets, the limo pulled up into a parking spot. “Hey, we’re not there yet are we?” she asked.



“No, not quite,” said Richard, playing along.



“Oh baby, we’ll get there soon,” slurped Brett, his tongue still nestled deep.



Now dark, Richard opened the door, stepped out of the limo, and walked round to the passenger’s door. Clarissa looked through the open passenger’s window as Richard undid his flies, and pulled out his schlong. It was already hard, the goings-on inside the limo had clearly turned him on greatly, and he proceeded to stick his huge cock through the open window and into the vehicle. If Clarissa thought Brett’s dong was big, Richard’s was even bigger at 8 &frac34; inches. It stuck in, menacingly swaying about in front of her face. She knew what was expected of her. Tom was the furthest thing from her mind as she reached out her hand and pulled back the skin, exposing his big mushroom head. She licked her lips and reached her head forward whilst Brett continued to lap at her aching snatch.



Clarissa opened her mouth and sucked on the bell-end presented before her. She reached down and grabbed his straining sacs, as she moved her head to the side and began to suckle on the underside of the succulent shaft, the veins rippling as his balls tightened.



“That’s it! You know you’re going to have a nice journey when you’re in Richard’s limo.”



“I can’t believe this is happening,” gasped Clarissa into her mouthful of cock. Brett’s licking intensified between her legs causing her to suck faster, and she took as much of it in her mouth as she could, gagging on the wide girth and cupping his big shaven balls. She took it out of her mouth and slurped on the bell-end like it was an ice lolly. She couldn’t see Richard’s face, all she could see was his undone trousers. Glancing outside, she was glad there were no passers-by. The streetlights shone in, and dark navy shadows were cast everywhere.



As Clarissa sucked, she caught something out of the corner of her eye. She was startled as a big black thing came in through the window.
 That can’t be a snake… hang on, it’s…



She realized what it was. A passer-by had obviously seen what was going on and stuck his big black cock in through the window.



“Hey, don’t mind me ma’am,” said Jackson, who happened to have strolled up to the unsuspecting vehicle-ménage. “What’s a homeboy to do? Jackson needs his dick sucked baby. Get those white lips on it, ho!” said the deep bellowing voice from outside.



Clarissa hadn’t seen Jackson’s face, but as his big black bell-end nudged-up near to Richard’s big white bell-end, she was no longer lead by her head but rather by her heart. She opened her mouth and began to suck on Jackson’s helmet like a thirsty person finding an oasis in the desert.



Jackson even out-measuring Richard at a ridiculous 10 &frac14; inches, and Clarissa had a hard job getting it in her mouth, but she opened her mouth like a good girl and began to take the black beast inside. Opening her gullet and rocking her head back and forth she sucked him fervently, while Richard took matters into his own hands and caressed his own knob while he waited patiently. Brett looked up and couldn’t believe the sight – one big white dick and one big black dick, poking in through the window.



“Just get back to eating Bretty-boy,” said Clarissa, definitely enjoying the position she was in. Brett lapped more quickly, flicking his tongue over her clit, which only encouraged her as she took both big dongs in her hands, slapped them together and stuck her tongue up between them. “Yum! It’s like vanilla and chocolate at the same time,” she slurped, rubbed the big bells together and sucking on them both, her lips not big enough to take them both but she had a damn good try. She pressed them together and licked as she heard stereo moans coming from outside.



“Jesus! Jackson’s got a big load for you, honey!” She heard the bellowing voice say, reaching out and squeezing his big black grapefruits as they tightened up dramatically. Maybe it was the friction of Richard’s bell up against his, or Clarissa’s quick tongue over his monster-eye, but it wasn’t long before Jackson’s shaft strained and pulsated in orgasmic passion, as he let out a deep cry. Clarissa massaged his tight nuts as he ejaculated, shooting right into Clarissa’s open mouth. Richard withdrew his knob to avoid getting his helmet blasted, as Clarissa gobbled down the load, hungrily consuming as much of the cum as she could, while she reached up and milked his throbbing shaft simultaneously.



Clarissa gulped hard and fast as Jackson too withdrew his softening snake. “Ooh man. I needed to unload. Thanks a lot for that. White chicks give good head baby!”



“No worries,” said Clarissa slightly ashamedly as she drank down the remainder of her mouthful of goo and licked her lips. “Time to finish you off now Richard,” she called up to the driver.



“Sure. But I’m going to get in now. Brett, you take the wheel.”



“I’m slightly over the limit,” said Brett from his tongue-full of pie.



“Don’t you worry about that. I’m sure you’ll be fine. You’ve only had a couple. So just get behind the wheel and start driving,” instructed Richard.



Brett got out and got into the driver’s seat, as Richard stepped into the back. The tall driver sat down next to Clarissa, his big dick sticking out from his slacks. He undid his slacks and pulled them down along with his boxer shorts. He was now dressed just in his driver’s cap, the top-half of his uniform, his shiny shoes and socks. Naked on his lower half, his huge erect dong swayed about in front of him. “He’s got you nice and ready,” said Richard as Brett hit the accelerator and the car whizzed off.



As they drove through the downtown streets, Clarissa’s hand massaged Richard’s huge prick as he eyed-up her fully slick pussy. “There’s a sunroof up there. Why don’t you open it, get some fresh air,” he suggested.



“Ok,” said Clarissa, and she opened the large sunroof and stuck her head up through it. It was a beautiful view. There were more pedestrians around, people were out and about. As Clarissa admired the sights she felt Richard’s firm hands on her taut buttocks. He lifted up her dress and parted her butt-cheeks. He eagerly perused her tiny starfish, outstretched his tongue and began to lick over the delicate hole. It was an exhilarating feeling for Clarissa – the wind in her hair, zooming down the street whist getting her butt-hole licked by a perfect stranger. She could feel the peak of Richard’s chauffeur cap pressing into her lower back as he lapped keenly at her ass, arousing her further.



Putting both her arms out and onto the roof, Clarissa stood up on the backseat, her heels digging into the leather. She felt Richard’s large shiny bell-end pressing up against her wanton snatch, eager to be let inside. She wanted to feel every inch of him inside her, she knew that he could satisfy her so much more than Tom ever had.



“Do you have a condom?” asked Clarissa.



“I don’t,” said Richard, not slowing down, still trying to push himself inside.



“Oh ok… fuck it!” said Clarissa, giving him full permission, and Richard raised his ass up off the seat and plunged half his knob up into her pulsating pussy. Her pussy muscled clenched around his girth and sucked him in further, as Richard stood to his feet and pressed all 8 &frac34; inches deep into her quivering flange. He fucked her, balls-deep, as Brett put his foot down on the accelerator. He began to pump her, standing up and driving his hips back and forth, sliding in and out of her with his hands on her slim waist and her skirt hitched up, fucking her steadily in the black of night as the car sped along.



Brett looked into the mirror and couldn’t believe his eyes. There was Clarissa, the girl that he had spent the last year ogling in class, getting shagged rotten in the back by this randy driver. He was watching and loving every second of it, his knob still hard, zipped-up and pressing against his underwear.



The traffic lights changed to red and Brett hit the brakes. They were in quite a crowded part of town, people were crossing the road, out and about, going about their evening business. Clarissa looked around and suddenly felt quite self-conscious as people were walking along, looking at her. The windows of the limo were tinted so no one could see in, but they sure could see her, sticking out of the sunroof with a big smile on her face.



“Hi. Nice ride!” said a guy as he rode past on his bike.



Clarissa felt intense waves of pleasure shake through her body as she was getting penetrated by this huge tool, unbeknownst to the outside world. Some girls crossed the zebra crossing in front. “Can we have a lift?” joked one of the girls.



Clarissa laughed, trying to hide the fact that she was getting screwed. “Enjoy your party. Have a good time,” said one of the other girls.



“Thanks! I will do,” shrieked Clarissa, sounding emotional, taking the rigid length deep inside her, bareback, as Richard’s big balls slapped up against her.



Richard pummeled in and out rampantly, grabbing her hips, screwing her like a bitch, drilling his big frustrated penis into her, his balls tightening, full of spunk and ready to shoot. “Oh my God,” moaned Clarissa, her thighs clenched and her buttocks wobbled as he penetrated her fully. “I’m gonna cum!” Clarissa bit her lip as she mumbled it, managing to conceal her pleasure for a moment in the crowded street.



Clarissa felt an amazing rush, from her toes all the way up to the top of her head as an incredible climax took over, making her body shake with intense waves of ecstasy. She squirted down the shaft, soaking Richard’s stick and drenching his big shaven balls.



The squirt was too much for Richard, and his nuts twitched as he ejaculated his seminal fluids, shooting his potent thick creamy sperm out and deep into Clarissa’s body. He closed his eyes as Clarissa opened hers. It seemed like everyone in the street was looking at her at that precise moment, and although they couldn’t see what was going on inside, they could sure see the look of pleasure on her face, as she felt the spunk being sprayed inside her. She was in the middle of an inadvertent public impregnation.



Richard’s sperm did their job and swam, the blind miniscule jizz wagging their little tails up to Clarissa’s fertile egg. The plucky spooge journeyed on as Richard let out an amazing sigh of relief. Clarissa got off his wanger as it began to become flaccid. She sat back down on the comfy seat as the light turned to green and Brett hit the accelerator again.



Clarissa looked down at her hitched-up dress and at the cream-pie between her legs as it dripped out onto the seat. “Ummm, mind the leather,” said Richard with his drained balls in his hand. Her mind wandered to Tom, and then she thought,
 Screw Tom. He should’ve caught this ride.



Richard pulled up his boxer shorts and driver slacks, and zipped himself up. “Pull over, Brett. I’ll take the wheel again.”



“Sure thing,” agreed Brett. The two swapped places again, Richard taking the wheel as though nothing had happened, his spunk inside Clarissa.



“What have I done, Brett?”



“Don’t worry about it,” he said, unzipping.



“Yeah, I’m just going to enjoy myself tonight,” said Clarissa, her hand quickening on Brett’s straining shaft as she wanked him, roughly pumping her fist back and forth as his full balls bounced.



Brett got to his feet as Clarissa jacked him, aiming towards the open window. “We’re almost there,” called out Richard.



“Should be a good night tonight,” said Clarissa as her wrist sped up, so fast that it was a blur. “There are some good bands that are going to be there,” as Brett cried out, keen to unload.



Brett shot his load out of the open window, jetting out into the street like a water pistol and spraying a passer-by.



Fully drained, Brett sat down as the limo pulled up to the venue of the Summer Ball. As she danced with Tom later that night, Clarissa felt slightly self-aware as her cream-pie dripped down her smooth leg and onto her shoe. She went to the bathroom to clean herself up and wondered how things were going to turn out.



 



8 Months Later



As Clarissa sucked on Tom’s 6 incher, with a big fat belly, a big fat ass, and big fat milky tits, she looked up at him with her mouthful of penis.



“But, I’m still not sure how it can be mine. I mean, we always used condoms, and… are you sure that condom broke that time?”



“Yes, the condom broke,” said Clarissa reassuringly.



She was pretty sure that was what happened anyway. She had a bit of a selective memory about that night.



 



~~~###~~~
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E
 ngaged to be married. We hadn’t actually set a date, but it was absolutely on the cards. We’d been dating for several years, and I did love him very much. To be honest, he wasn’t my perfect man (looks wise) but I did still find him attractive. We were the same age. Being a woman in my thirties, I did have a thing for the slightly younger man – I’ll admit that. But that was always more of a fantasy, and I was aware that love was much deeper than just what was on the outside.



My fiancé’s name was Jeff and he was a kind man. I little bit annoying sometimes in the things that he said, but overall he had a good heart. We had been planning to get married in the Maldives - hot, abroad, on a beach. We hadn’t quite decided exactly where the ceremony would take place yet. Nothing too extravagant, but a nice fun wedding with a little secluded beach party afterwards. We knew that some of our relatives wouldn’t be able to make it because of the distance, and this was a good thing. Why would we want all our relatives there when we’d probably have a better time without them? It’s the truth, as harsh as it sounds.



I guess you could say that we
 were
 quite close. When we had first started dating things did start off hot and heavy in the bedroom, like many couples I’m sure. We weren’t overly experimental when it came to being kinky or anything; I guess we just had normal straight sex. We did like different positions though, to start with. Doggy was our favorite. Jeff didn’t have an enormous penis or anything (far from it) so doggy was a good way for him to penetrate me as deeply as he could. Other than that it was basically missionary, cowgirl and reverse cowgirl. Although to be honest, I only ever did reverse cowgirl after a couple of glasses of wine – it would have been quite unlike me to ride a penis like that without a drink in me. I’ve never considered myself a prude, but I guess I would have found it slightly embarrassing, even though it was just me and Jeff in the room.



However, even though we had a wedding to plan and a venue to decide on, things between us in the bedroom had unfortunately dwindled over the last few months. We probably had sex about once every two weeks, if that. I do need sexual stimulation more often than that, if I’m being truthful.



There was one thing that Jeff did keep hinting at me to do in the bedroom. At first I thought he was kidding, especially because he only seemed to ask after an evening out, when we were back home and slightly tipsy. However, there was no way I was doing it – I wasn’t going to slide my finger up his bum-hole. No way. Not my index finger, nor middle, nor ring, or my pinkie. And not my thumb either. Not even if he’d just showered and sat in the bidet. I’m a well educated middle class woman after all – why on earth would I want to do that?



Furthermore, from what I’d gathered, a man’s g-spot (or prostate gland, to use the correct term) is quite far up his anal passage. I’m pretty sure my finger wouldn’t reach it, if by some amazing change of heart I decided to try it. Part of me thought he was just kidding anyway, so I basically just ignored him when he pestered me to do it and he’d soon give up.



Anyway, things were moving along quite nicely with the wedding plans when one lazy Sunday I discovered something that led to an unexpected chain of events. It was about 1 o’clock in the afternoon, and I was still in bed reading the Sunday papers. After a morning of no sex (again) Jeff had gone for a run. He was no Adonis, but at least he attempted to keep himself in shape. So, he’d been gone for about twenty minutes or so when a beep came from the bedside table, startling me slightly. Jeff usually took his mobile phone with him on his jogs, but on this day he must’ve accidentally left it behind.



I’m really not a nosey person and understand that everyone (even one’s spouse) needs some privacy, so I ignored it and continued perusing the arts & theatre section. Then, a couple of seconds later another beep sounded as another text message was received.



I paused – my mind momentarily wandered as I remembered that our local handyman was supposed to be coming over tomorrow to fix the window in the spare bedroom that wouldn’t shut properly. We hadn’t yet arranged a time, so I figured this was him texting. Thinking he may need to be informed sharpish of a time to come over, I decided to check my fiancé’s phone, so I reached over to grab it. I had no reason to think Jeff had anything to hide, and for security reasons the window really did need to be fixed, so there was really no harm in what I was doing. Or so I thought.



I opened the first text message and my eyes widened. “Can’t wait to be inside you again,” it read.



What the hell? That was weird. I mean, what did it mean exactly. It didn’t make any sense. Inside him? Where, exactly – in his soul? I clicked open the next one.



“Can’t wait to be inside you for real. 8 inches deep. Rebecca x.” My heart started beating so loudly I could actually hear it. I couldn’t believe this was happening.



First of all, another woman was texting my fiancé and adding kisses after her name. Secondly, I know for a fact (it’s not rocket science) that women don’t have penises, and definitely not 8 inch ones. So what in the blue fuck was going on here? (Pardon my French).



From what I could gather by these two short messages, Jeff had a little texting buddy that wanted to screw him up the back-door with a dildo of some sort. As shocked as I was, I felt slightly relieved that it apparently hadn’t happened yet, judging by the “for real” comment. I mean, I know from his tipsy pestering that he desired a well-lubricated womanly finger sliding up his butt-hole, but a big plastic cock?! This was unbelievable.



Now enraged and very curious, I began opening several more of the text messages in his inbox (that had been previously opened by him) and discovered to my absolute horror that this had in fact been going on for several weeks. There was one recurring theme throughout their exchanges - and that was the anal penetration of my darling fiancé! He had really been encouraging this Rebecca hussy, saying things like: “Yeah baby. I need it up my dirt-track! I want to know what it feels like.”



Not only that, but he had also been implying that I was in some way a prudish lover, and did not meet or satisfy his needs. Like I said, I am absolutely no prude, but fingering Jeff’s inner bunghole was not something I desired to do. With my pulse racing and my palms sweating I read on, and discovered that these two texting deviants were in fact planning to get it together, sooner rather than later. His infidelity was one thing (although it hadn’t actually happened yet) but the dildo penetration was too much for me to take, and I put his phone on the cabinet where I found it, holding back the tears that were welling up in my eyes as best I could.



As I heard Jeff’s key in the door I decided to keep this new discovery to myself. For now.



 



The following day I met up for a lunchtime coffee with my close personal friend Charlotte. We’d been friends a long time, since uni. I guess I needed a confidant. I told her everything, and couldn’t help a warm tear running down my cheek and dropping into my frothy cappuccino. Charlotte listened to everything, and was as genuinely shocked as I was.



Being the same age and both brunette, Charlotte doesn’t look dissimilar to me. Although to be honest she has kept herself in slightly better shape. I’m curvy and absolutely not fat, but I don’t work out much and I guess that’s where the difference lies. Charlotte is a bit of a gym bunny and always looks great – her clothes are so snug and well-fitted.



Anyway, although Charlotte was shocked and angry at Jeff’s betrayal, she didn’t seem in the least bit shocked to hear that he wanted his asshole drilled by a larger-than-average phallic shaped toy.



“Yeah, loads of guys like that. Didn’t you know? It doesn’t mean they’re gay or anything, it’s just that when their prostate is massaged by a helmet-shaped object it feels really good, apparently. I mean, sometimes with Will…” she paused.



“With Will what?” I asked. Will was Charlotte’s husband and I knew both of them very well. I had even been a bridesmaid at their wedding. Hell, I had even given Will career advice on more than one occasion, when he’d asked me.



She looked slightly embarrassed and smiled. “Sometimes with Will his penis actually oozes pre-cum when I’ve got one strapped-on. That’s right. When I’m behind him making love to his anal passage he drips so much pre-cum that sometimes we have to put a glass down to catch it so it doesn’t ruin the bed sheets!”



She chuckled, and through my teary eyes so did I. This certainly was a revelation. Will was such a man’s man, all butch and beer-drinking. Who would’ve thunk it – he liked it up the ass.



Charlotte urged me to leave Jeff, and I agreed that I probably would. I guess the magical Maldives wedding wasn’t going to happen after all. It was just a case of finding the right time to confront him. I only got an hour for lunch so even though it felt as though our conversation got cut short we said our goodbyes and agreed to catch up soon. I got through the rest of my work day, went home and continued to try to act normal.



After another sexless night with Jeff I couldn’t get to sleep. The image of my good friend Charlotte shagging her manly husband up the back entrance with a strap-on cock was playing heavily on my mind. Perhaps everyone was at it and I was none the wiser.



I had to see this perverse act for myself, so as Jeff silently slept (no doubt dreaming of being violently sodomized by this Rebecca slut) I crept into the spare room where our PC was. At least the window’s been fixed, I thought as I sat down at the computer.



Unsure of what exactly to search for, I tried typing in ‘man hole’, but the results I got were a bunch of sites about man-hole covers and drainage systems. But after typing in ‘strap-on’, I found the very thing that I had both been looking for and was very uneasy about.



I clicked on a couple of links and began viewing these pictures of the dastardly act. It looked so wrong. I couldn’t believe Jeff was so keen on this - I knew that if his little texting hustler didn’t buck him he would find someone else that would. As my retinas scanned these bizarre sexual acts my mind was perplexed that he wanted a woman to anally invade his incredibly tight mouse’s ear with such vigor. I mean, Jesus – they’d have to wax him first, that was for sure.



Then by chance as I was clicking through this ménage of debauchery I happened upon one that was a video. I thought I was about to witness a porn flick of a couple indulging in this act of anal intrusion, but it was in fact even more risqué. It was a video of three women (all youngish and attractive), gang banging a hapless guy. Of course it was consensual, he was a porn actor, but they were really abusing this poor son-of-a-gun. One of the girls was impaling him fully with her strapped-on huge plastic rod (that was a given), while another was forcing her large strap-on right into the poor bastard’s mouth, so deep it was making his eyes visibly water. Then, as if that wasn’t enough, the third girl in this terrible trio was slapping her large plastic phallus across his face while yelling names at him and verbally abusing him.



There he was, getting spit roasted and abused, and apparently enjoying it. I’m ashamed to say that I couldn’t help but reach down and start rubbing my vagina through my knickers, as this incredibly hardcore video was arousing my womanhood. I wasn’t sure why it was turning me on because the thought of it never had before; maybe it was the thought of Jeff whom I knew so well getting shafted hard up the sphincter, but my pussy juice flowed as I slipped my hand down my panties and frigged myself to a shuddering guilty orgasm.



 



The next day after work I met Charlotte in town. Of course, the subject of buggering a man anally came into the conversation, as I metaphorically cried on Charlotte’s shoulder about the disaster that my relationship had turned out to be.



“Look, I know it seems like the end of the world,” she said encouragingly, “But there are loads more fish in the sea. To be honest Jeff isn’t that amazing y’know… he’s kinda stumpy. And he’s kind of a choad for being so deceitful with the texting.”



We wandered around the streets, looking in shop windows. I told her about the video I watched, and I admitted that although I found it disturbing, I also found it strangely arousing.



“You see! It’s not that bad is it,” Charlotte said, smiling. “I think all you need to do is try it out for yourself, and I think you might enjoy it. If you were flicking the bean whilst watching this vid then you must have a deep desire to do it. So maybe you should screw Jeff up the balloon knot at least once. I mean, you can still leave him – I think you
 should
 leave him. But you may as well do it anyway.”



“Do you really think so? I’m so confused,” I said, holding back the tears because we were in public.



“Yes, I do. Now look, you’re going to need a bit of practice first. It’s like everything in life – everything takes a bit of practice. So why don’t we get you a nice strap-on of your own. My back door is open, so to speak. Will regularly makes love to my bum-hole so I’m pretty good at taking at. He won’t mind a bit either, in fact, he’ll probably like to be there too… to watch, or join in.”



Before I got a chance to resist this proposition, Charlotte had grabbed me by the hand and pulled me into a sex shop. I couldn’t believe this was happening – there I was, viewing strap-on cocks with my good friend, with the intention on buying one.



“I’ve got a 6 incher that I use on Will – he loves it the little slut. But I think you’d suit something a little bit different. Let’s have a look. How about this one?” she asked as she picked up a 7 incher. It was attached to a harness and looked quite realistic with a big bell-end.



“Oh actually, it’s got no balls. You need balls,” she exclaimed, setting it back down.



Next she picked up a 10 inch black one. This one had balls. Big balls. The thing was huge, and we couldn’t help bursting out laughing. We covered our mouths with our hands as we got a funny look from the greasy little creep behind the counter.



“We’ll get that one – but that one’s for Jeff. I think he’d like that one,” she said.



Next up was an 8 inch realistic-looking one, with a veined shaft and a mushroom-shaped bell-end and big round balls. “Jesus, that would make my eyes water if it was up my buggerbox. But I’d like to take it up my pussy – it’s a similar hip action that you use when you insert it into either hole, so we’ll get it.”



We went over to the counter and Charlotte purchased both toys with her credit card. Although nervous and unsure about this whole thing, I was also very excited by it.



 



I got home that evening and was surprised to find that Jeff wasn’t in the living room as he usually was. I crept upstairs and as I got to the landing I could faintly hear his voice. He was in his office and the door was slightly ajar. As I took a couple of steps further I could hear him more clearly – he was chatting on the phone. To my unease and disappointment I could hear that this shifty little monkey-spank wasn’t having a normal conversation. No, he was bloody-well having phone sex!



“Oh, Rebecca, that’s it, bend me over and spread my cheeks as wide as you can! I need every inch of that tool!”



What a dirty little bugger – I couldn’t believe this! Well, I knew this was what he desired but I didn’t know he was actually chatting to her on the phone about it – in
 our
 house! As I turned my ear towards the sordid conversation I could hear familiar slurping noises, and this confirmed that he was in fact furiously masturbating his pecker at the same time.



I’d let him have his fun – for now. I went to bed and as I lay there looking up at the ceiling I felt strangely content. I drifted off to sleep with the mental image of that 10 inch black dildo impaling Jeff hard. Oh, he’d get it. That was for sure.



 



The next day I phoned Charlotte from work and told her all about my perverted boyfriend’s telephone session with that dirty trick. I asked her if she’d made love to Will’s bunghole lately and she said she hadn’t in a while, but they were planning a night in together that Saturday.



“Hey, why don’t you come over then? It would be a good chance for you to practice.”



Nervously, I agreed. If Jeff was going to have phone sex I was going to do one better, and I wasn’t going to allow myself to feel guilty about it. If Jeff hadn’t taken a shafting from Rebecca yet he sure as heck would do soon.



“I’ll bring a bottle.”



 



Saturday night came around quite quickly. As I drove over to Charlotte’s visions of huge strap-ons flashed through my subconscious. I knew she would understand if I made my excuses and decided not go through with it, but somehow I managed to get there and walk up the driveway to her front door. Perhaps it was the thought of Jeff getting speared by that monster of a beast that kept me going.



Charlotte answered the door and her welcoming and easy-going manner immediately put me at ease.



“Where’s Will?” I asked. If I’m being honest I was quite hoping to see him. I’d always quite fancied him.



“Oh, he’s upstairs taking a shower. He was playing football earlier and got a bit hot & sweaty.”



We sat down on the couch and she opened and poured the bottle of red wine I’d brought.



We both sipped away as she asked, “You’re not nervous about this are you? I’ve seen the way you look at Will… well now you’re going to get the chance to have a bit of fun with him.”



As soon as she said that I felt my pussy begin to get moist. This
 was
 going to happen. There was no turning back now.



She leaned in and kissed me tenderly on the lips, and I kissed her back. It felt strange at first, kissing another woman, especially a friend of mine that I knew well. But I knew Charlotte was straight – this was just her way of warming me up.



Our hands simultaneously reached out and cupped each other’s breasts, gently squeezing and circling the globes in mirrored motions as we did so. Before we knew it, our tops were off and our bras were unhooked. My full melons hung down, firm and swaying graciously as they were set free from their cotton harness. Charlotte’s, on the other hand, were smaller and perkier, with absolutely no sag and long pointy nipples that stuck out like pink bullets.



Her mouth naturally went down and began to enthusiastically suck on my erect nipples, gently nibbling and playfully biting each one in turn as I felt burning desire in my frustrated gash. When she was done I returned the favor and flicked my tongue over her sharp nips, letting my saliva-fuelled laps knock her pert tits from side to side, making them wobble like firm jelly.



Her hand reached down and undid my jeans, which along with my knickers were pulled down and discarded like yesterday’s news. Her hand greedily molested my fur-pie, letting her soft fingers expertly part my burning labia and determinedly probe their way inside. She outstretched her middle two fingers to make a gun shape, and proceeded to frig me steadily, making sure to caress my jiggling melons as she did so.



I was about as turned-on as humanly possible, and let out soft humming moans of pleasure as my wanton snatch was being superbly probed by this beautiful lady. Charlotte then undid her own jeans and pulled them down along with her silky thong, that were thrown on top of mine to make a heap on the white furry rug. She sat back on the couch and revealed her clean-shaven pussy that glistened like morning dew. Her lips were tight and pretty, and I eagerly reached down to rub up and down their length before inserting a finger inside. Once inside, her muscles clamped down on my finger with mighty force, startling me momentarily, but I was soon able to slide my inquisitive middle finger in and out of her soaking snatch, feeling for the first time what it was like to pleasure another woman.



I rubbed my thumb over her clit as I did so, making sure to apply just the right amount of pressure to the hard little nub. It was then that Charlotte opened her eyes and said, “I think Will should be out of the shower in a minute… lets go up and see!”



With lust in my eyes I readily agreed, and we strode up the staircase to the bedroom, excited about the way the evening was unfolding. The moment we were in the bedroom we heard footsteps coming from the bathroom.



“Good timing!” Charlotte exclaimed, as Will entered the room dressed in just a towel. He was muscular in shape, in stark contrast to that dweeb I had been bonking for the past few years. He gave me a knowing smile as if he had been expecting me, and wasted little time in letting his white towel drop to his ankles, allowing his huge erection to spring up like a blood-filled serpent. His shaved balls dangled unreservedly, and looked as full as two picnic baskets. His pubic bush was neatly trimmed above his monstrous organ, and his foreskin naturally contracted without touch to reveal his purple shiny helmet.



“Fancy seeing you here,” I said, all inhibitions out the window. Charlotte’s earlier fingering of my hair-sandwich had relaxed me fully, and Will laughed.



“Yes, imagine that!” he chuckled as he instinctively cupped his own testicles. I had a thing for Will and this was something I had always wanted to do.



Charlotte and I got on our knees like two twenty-something college girls, and crawled to where her husband stood. We keenly began sucking on his bell-end, it being large enough that we could both fit our mouths on it at the same time. We greedily sucked away, with Charlotte intuitively licking down the length of his shaft to his ridiculously fill ball-sacks. There, she traced her tongue all the way down to his ass-crack, crawling through his legs to get round to the back as she did so. I continued to animatedly suck on the angry penis, opening my mouth wide to allow the throbbing member all the way into my throat, almost gagging as I did so. This was the first penis I had sucked since dating Jeff and boy had I been missing out. I closed my lips and bobbed my head up and down, sucking as best I could, while round the back Charlotte had parted her lover’s cheeks to reveal his tight starfish. Here, she darted her tongue out and poked at the narrow goal, allowing his sphincter to encase her licking tool.



Taking charge, Will stepped out of the suckling ménage and motioned for us girls to get on the bed. Here we lay head to toe, me on the bottom with Charlotte on top of me, 69 style. We promptly began lapping at each other’s tingling flanges, licking and swallowing as much love-juice as we could. As I methodically tongue-fucked Charlotte’s perfect pink pussy, I was astonished to see right before my eyes Will’s huge bell-end pushing and forcing it’s way past my face and into his wife’s burning love-hole. He slid every inch inside, and here he stood, fucking his wife with all of his man-meat as I simultaneously flicked my tongue over her rock-hard clit. The sensations of Charlotte’s tongue on my womanly love-tunnel and the close-up view of marital penetration was too much for me to take, and I came good and hard, squirting little ribbons of female-juice into my friend’s open mouth beneath me. Will withdrew his length from Charlotte’s aching pussy, and as my climax continued I buried my face deep into Charlotte’s vaginal mound, panting and kissing her.



Momentarily satisfied, I dismounted and heard her say, “Time to strap you up – I haven’t cum yet!”



Charlotte got up and walked over to her closet where she got out the strap-on I had witnessed her buy. It was time for me to practice!



She wrapped the attached belt around my waist and fastened it securely. There I stood – just like one of the girls in the video. A womanly vision of power. I felt beautiful and naughty at the same time. I loved the feeling of having this big phallus attached to me, bobbing about and always hard.



Charlotte got on the bed on all fours, her peachy milk-white ass facing me. Will stood behind her and assisted her in arching her back. He gave her ass a playful smack, his large hand making an audible clap as he brought it down with authority.



“Come and get her – she’s ready for you!” he offered.



I wasted no time as I was eager to plunge this plastic tool deep, so I stood at the side of the bed and watched almost in disbelief as she backed her ass up. Her swollen snatch looked too tight and inviting, and I pressed the flesh-colored helmet of the dildo against her pouting labia, asking to be let inside. I didn’t wait for an answer – something deep inside my soul growled – the beast had been unleashed! I plunged the rigid toy deep into her aching pussy, spearing her and making her cry out.



“God yes, that’s it! Screw me good and hard!” she instructed like a randy whore, and I obliged. I rocked my hips back and forth as if I was a man, letting the big plastic balls bang against her clit, making her yelp in pleasure.



“That’s good,” Will said encouragingly, “But I think she needs it in her ass!”



“Yes I do - plus you’re going to need practice with shagging an asshole if you’re going to drill Jeff!” Charlotte agreed.



So I withdrew the always-hard member from her dripping gash and nudged the tip zealously against her tiny back-door. God, it was tight, but the lubrication on the juice-soaked dildo made it easier, and with one aggressive hip-thrust I was able to penetrate her incredibly tight pucker and slide it all the way up. She gasped loudly and thrashed her head back in pain as I impaled her. It felt great to have such power and be in such control.



I grabbed her long flowing locks and pulled her head back firmly as I anally fucked her, while Will masturbated his huge throbbing girth over us, obviously ecstatic about what he was witnessing. I glanced to the side and saw his huge nuts tighten as he stretched his foreskin back and forth over his shiny bell.



Charlotte reached down and began to furiously rub her twitching nub as I continued to penetrate her tight passage, and it wasn’t long before she shrieked like a hawk and squirted heavily down the length of the strap-on, drenching the plastic balls and soaking my thighs. I withdrew the plastic phallus from her gaping bum-hole and she speedily spun round and took it in her mouth, keen to taste her own anal flavorings on the man-made shaft.



We both got on our knees on the floor once more and promptly opened our mouths wide as Will wanked vigorously over our faces, longing to release the fluid from his blue-balls. We cupped and squeezed his full sacks and he shot his load, pumping his thick creamy white spunk all over our faces, covering us in his hot sticky goo. We turned to each other and started French kissing, opening our mouths to spit the now luke-warm liquid between us, strings of it dripping down and splashing our heaving breasts.



“Wow, that was amazing!” I said as Will squeezed the last drop of his seminal milk onto my outstretched tongue.



“YOU were amazing!” Charlotte said, smiling and blowing spunk bubbles.



I felt great – my journey to discovering my naughty side was complete!



 



Internet dating felt like the obvious choice after that. I mean, everyone and their granny were doing it these days. I was soon dating 20 year-old Enrique, who was over here to study.



As I parted his smooth bum-cheeks and made love to his submissive anus, I felt truly alive. This was my true calling and I decided I no longer wanted to get married. Well, not for a few years anyway.



 



Before leaving Jeff I had one last parting gift to give him. I had texted him earlier and told him I had a surprise waiting for him when he got home that evening.



I was in the kitchen with Charlotte and a few of the girls from work. We were chatting about shopping and typical girly stuff. Jeff walked in.



“Hey sweetie, I’m home. What do you have for me then?”



I stood up from the kitchen table to reveal the 10 inch black dildo sticking out from my waist. His jaw dropped as he looked around the room to see all the girls were wearing one too.



“Time to give you what you’ve always wanted. And a bit more.”



 



<><><>
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S
 arah knew it wasn’t his fault that he had to go away on business, but it had been way too often lately. She would even go so far as to describe it as naughty of him. Tom knew that when he didn’t spend time with her it made her antsy and randy. She decided she would have to think of a way to get even with him for not meeting her needs – she had needs after all.



Tom caught the naughty glare in her eyes as he headed for the door. They had a passionate kiss and hug goodbye, and even though this was a business trip that he could not postpone, he got the feeling that he’d be in ‘trouble’ when he returned home later that night.



“I’ll be back before you know it. I promise! Then you can have me all to yourself,” he earnestly told her.



They kissed again, and this time it was firmer and more passionate. Their tongues intertwined and as Sarah put her hands on his hips and pulled him close to her, Tom got the impression she would make him live up to his promise. As her full breasts pressed against his chest it gave him a stirring in his boxer shorts and he reached round and caressed her ass through her jeans as his hardness pressed against her stomach. Just as Sarah began to feel herself getting wet he pulled himself away and left for work, leaving her even more frustrated and in anticipation of what was to unfold later that evening.



She watched him walk down the driveway to his car. He was wearing a shirt and trousers, holding his blazer, and she admired his firm buttocks and muscular thighs through his thin slacks. It was then that an idea came to her for what she should do with him that night – a little payback.



“See you later,” she called to him as he stepped into his car. “I’ll have a surprise for you… so be ready!”



She smiled to herself and muttered under her breath, “There’ll be no boring missionary tonight – you can bet your sweet ass on that.”



Sarah knew it would be a long day at home waiting for him to return, so she decided to take a shower to help her cool off and kill some time. She went upstairs, stripped off and got under the nice warm water. She soaped herself up, generously lathering up her full breasts. She lathered up her pussy, and shaved it on either side, just how he liked it, so there was a thin landing strip of dark hair down the middle.



The warm water running against her plump labia was starting to feel great, so she took down the shower head from its holder on the wall and aimed it directly at her pussy, letting the warm water splash against her swollen clit. It wasn’t long before she felt an intense orgasm begin to build up inside her, and she had an amazing climax, crying out and gripping the shower door with her free hand to steady herself as she came.



Satisfied for now, she stepped out, dried off and put on some sexy underwear and a silk robe, before going downstairs for a light lunch in anticipation of Tom’s return.



Sarah relaxed on the couch, her long strawberry blonde hair flowing down to her shoulders as jazz music softly played on the radio.



Tom turned his key in the door and walked into the living room, the smell of dinner cooking in the oven giving a nice homely feel. He saw her on the couch in her robe, and once more caught that naughty glint in her eye, sending a warm shiver down his body that nestled in his balls.



“Welcome home honey,” Sarah said with a cheeky smile as she maintained eye contact. “Hope you’re hungry.”



No sooner had she said that than they heard the ‘ping’ from the timer go off. “Ah, perfect timing.”



“Yes I am rather peckish,” Tom told her.



“Good, because I’ve got just the thing that’ll fill you up!” she laughed a she said this, and it made Tom really start to wonder what she was talking about. This wasn’t like her, she had always
 more
 than satisfied him sexually, but he was really starting to feel rather uneasy and anxious about all these hints she kept dropping.



“What do you mean by that?” he asked her inquisitively as they walked towards the dining room.



“Ha ha, wait and see!” she exclaimed. “Just know that you’ve been a naughty boy leaving me home alone all day – again. And naughty boys need to be punished.”



They exchanged familiar pleasantries over the delicious fish supper, even though Tom had nerves floating around in his stomach.



“So, what’s for dessert?” he asked her as he finished his last mouthful.



“Well, you’re not getting dessert in the traditional sense. But you can rest assured you are going to get dessert – upstairs.” She glared at him and his eyes widened. “Oh yes, you have a big dessert waiting for you upstairs. Now, go up to the bedroom, lie back on the bed. I’m going to clear the table and I’ll be up in ten minutes.”



“Are you being serious?” he asked as she stood up and started to clear the plates, still kind of hoping this was all one big joke.



“Does it look like I’m fucking laughing?” she said sternly, now looking slightly angry. “Just get up those stairs,” and with that she took the plates and disappeared into the kitchen.



A big erection now stirring in his trousers, Tom did as he was told.



Tom walked into the bedroom and got a bit of a shock when there, on the bedside table, he saw a large tube of KY jelly. He knew that Sarah owned a couple of toys among other naughty things, but he had no idea that she had bought a big tube of KY. Perhaps it was just one of many secrets she had been keeping from him, he thought.



He kicked off his shoes and lay back in the pillows, still clothed. He lay there, anxious, wondering whether he wasn’t satisfying her or giving her the attention she needed and longed for. For a moment he started to feel like a bad lover, and wondered whether this was why she was being stern with him.



He told himself not to be silly and just try to relax. He closed his eyes and rested his head back. He began to drift off slightly, the echoes of her cross voice still ringing in his ears and making his mind wander.



He opened his eyes and his heart nearly jumped out of his chest as there, at the foot of the bed stood Sarah. Her robe was open revealing her black bra and panties. She had a hand on her hip and he was relieved to see that her cheeky smile was back.



“All those long hours you work has left me a little frustrated,” she told him. “So, now, it’s time for your dessert. Whether you’ve still got an appetite or not, I can assure you that this will satisfy you.”



Her hand moved from her hip and she started to rub her hands together, as if she was a lion about to eat an innocent bunny rabbit.



“Get that stuffy suit off – get everything off. Except for those socks. I want you naked except for those socks of yours.”



Tom did as he was told. He undid his belt and pulled down his suit trousers, revealing his white boxer shorts.  Her eyes landed on the bulge in his underwear – and what a bulge it was. He unbuttoned his shirt, took it off and threw it to the floor in a heap, his bare muscular pecs flexing as he slowly started to pull down his boxer shorts. The elastic in the hem of his shorts pulled his erect penis down with them for a moment, but as soon as it was free it sprung up with such force that the tip slapped against his stomach. There he lay, naked except for his white socks, at Sarah’s mercy.



“Good boy,” she told him in a patronizing manner, as if he was some kind of dumb puppy. “Now roll over onto your stomach. I want to have a good look at you.”



Tom rolled over onto his front, his big cock pressing against the duvet beneath him. He knew that Sarah had always admired his buttocks, and perhaps that was all she wanted to do – just have a good look at his manly ass. Maybe even give him a spanking, he thought. He had sometimes playfully smacked Sarah’s big round ass during lovemaking, and he wondered if perhaps now she wanted to return the favor.



As he lay there on his stomach he felt her warm breath on his butt-cheeks and heard her say closely, “Now, get on your knees and edge backwards to the end of the bed. You have a nice ass but it’s not quite nice enough for what I have planned for us this evening. Now do as I say and arch your back.”



Tom did as he was instructed. He raised himself to his knees with his back facing her. He moved towards the end of the bed until his socked feet were hanging over the edge. He supported his weight on his hands and arched his back, sticking his ass up and out. There he felt vulnerable and unsure of what awaited him.



From Sarah’s perspective she could clearly see his full balls hanging between his legs. She ran her hands along his smooth ass cheeks and parted them gently with her soft touch.



“Wha… what are you doing?” he asked nervously, as he felt a warm strip of material being pressed against his inner cheek.



Sarah didn’t reply. Instead, she quickly pulled the strip away, making Tom cry out in pain.



“Aaaarrrrggghhhh! Fuck that hurt!” he screamed. He couldn’t believe this nasty bitch was actually waxing him without his permission. His hands clenched the duvet of the bed in front of him as another wax strip was quickly laid against his ass-crack and pulled away violently.



“Jesus, no!” Tom exclaimed. He contemplated turning over onto his back and kicking her away, but he didn’t have time to contemplate for long because before he knew it one of her hands was on the small of his back and her other hand was applying another wax strip.



Tom’s eyes were beginning to water as a total of 6 strips were applied and forcefully pulled away.



“Ungh… ungh… is it over?” he murmured.



He heard a chuckle behind him. “Yes, that part is over. Now stop being such a cry baby,” Sarah told him as she generously applied some baby lotion to his sore ass and massaged it in gently.



He stayed face down, on his hands and knees, awaiting her next touch. “Look, if you’re going to spank me then just spank me. I’m a big boy and I’m sure I can take it. Let’s just get this over with,” he said, slightly pissed off and embarrassed about being waxed without warning. Although secretly, deep down, part of him was enjoying this.



“Oh I’m not going to spank you. That would be too light a punishment for a naughty boy like you. There’s something else in store, don’t you worry,” Sarah said, now fully enjoying her new found control and power.



With his ass still covered in white lotion, Sarah began to massage it more, using her palms to rub the lotion all over his cheeks in a circular motion, softly at first but then gradually getting firmer and harder. With each circular motion her thumbs would run up his ass crack and open it up a bit, each stroke opening his cheeks up a little bit more.



Tom started to relax a little and thought this was actually starting to feel really good, the white color of the lotion turning invisible. Sarah could see his balls tighten beneath him and knew he must be enjoying this, so she began to intensify her strokes, now letting her soft womanly hands run all the way inside his cheeks and up and down his smooth crack, before spreading his cheeks fully for a moment. She would repeat this movement, opening his cheeks, rubbing his crack and then rubbing his buttocks, each time just letting her fingers miss his tight asshole as it winked at her, vulnerable and fully exposed.



Although he was enjoying the massage, he was feeling very uncomfortable about her fingers getting so close. Sarah could feel him tense up every time she got close, and found this very amusing. So she deliberately pressed even harder as she ran her fingers up and down his crack, just so she could see his body tense up every time she did so.



Tom’s head looked to the side and his eyes landed on the KY jelly once more. There was no way she was going to try anything funny, he thought. He was way too tight for that. Just as that thought crossed his mind he felt her fingers lightly touch him. Hoping that maybe she touched his hole by accident, he waited as her hands did another circular round of his moisturized buttocks. It happened again – her fingers touched, this time the pressure was slightly stronger.



She continued this massage for about three minutes longer, now consistently touching his hole with each stroke, and enjoying watching him squirm as she continued to play with and torment him.



Tom began sighing in pleasure. He was becoming so relaxed that he hardly noticed when Sarah lingered a bit longer, and actually started to nudge a finger inside him. He wondered whether it was his imagination, or did she really mean to do it.



Sarah wondered if he had even
 noticed
 that she had briefly inserted the tip of her finger, because he didn’t cry out or complain.  So she thought she’d give it another try.  This time as she did her circular massaging motions of his buttocks, she let her finger slide right inside, this time about half way in before withdrawing it quickly.



Sarah knew she was going to have to delve a little deeper. So she applied lots more lotion – baby oil this time – all over his cheeks and began to massage it in. This time she let her entire finger slip inside him, all the way to her knuckle, and left it in there. She began to slowly slide it in and out, finger fucking him.



As ashamed as he felt to admit it to himself, Tom was starting to enjoy this. It was actually starting to feel good. The tingling in his balls spread to his cock, which started to get hard for the first time since he had been on all fours. The massage, however, had now stopped. Using her free hand, Sarah smacked down hard upon Tom’s cheeks, noisily making a satisfying clap.



“See, this is the punishment you deserve!” she teased.



Holding his cheeks open with one hand, she slid her index finger in and out several times, watching him squirm as she did so.



She withdrew her finger, and Tom found himself longing for it. He didn’t have much time to ponder though, because the next thing he knew, both her hands were on his cheeks, spreading them wide. He felt her hot breath on his ass crack. He felt her warm tongue lick his balls from behind, before licking all the way up the crack of his ass.



She withdrew her tongue and said, “Your punishment wasn’t so bad after all was it? So, you’re going to be a good boy now, aren’t you?”



“Yes, I am!” he panted into the pillow.



“Good, well now I’m going to let you do something for me.”



He turned his head to one side and asked desperately, “Are you going to let me fuck that perfect pussy of yours?”



“Oh, I’m going to let you do one better than that. Now turn around.”



He did as he was told and turned around so he was sitting down, resting on his hands. Sarah looked amazing in front of him. Her robe was gone, and there she stood in her black lingerie, her full breasts spilling out and her tight fitted thong showing the slight bulge of her vaginal mound.



She turned around, revealing her luscious round ass, with her thong riding right up inside her deep butt crack. She bent over and slowly pulled the thong all the way down to her ankles, showing him her naked ass.



“You’re not the only one whose ass needs some attention tonight,” she told him.



He watched as she walked over to the centre of the room and got on all fours, still pointing her peachy ass in his direction. The full length mirror was positioned in front of her, so she had a clear view of everything behind her.



“Come and get your pudding, you lucky boy. And bring the KY.”



In all their time together she had never let him penetrate her anally, and the thought of what she was propositioning was making his erection throb so much that he feared he might shoot his load without touching it. Thankfully he managed to hold on, grabbed the tube of KY, and went over to where she was poised like a wild animal.



He stood with his legs aside her and squatted down, with the soles of his feet flat on the floor, ‘up & over’ style.



“Guide your penis into me. I want to
 feel
 you,” she instructed.



He spread her cheeks and dropped a generous blob of lube onto her awaiting ass.



He held onto her waist and pressed his rock hard cock against her. He felt a bit of resistance, but the lube helped, and as he pushed harder she opened and allowed him to enter her. He went in just a couple of inches at first, letting her get used to his large tool. She moaned in a mixture of pleasure and pain, and he gasped as he felt her squeeze him, almost hurting him.



They both looked up at the mirror and caught each other’s expressions, simultaneously opening their mouths in passion. Their eye contact was the horniest moment either of them had ever experienced. He pushed in slightly further. Her ass felt like it was almost sucking him in, ready to milk him dry.



“More! I need every inch inside me you bastard!” she demanded, arching her back further and inviting full penetration.



He inserted another inch and saw the look of pain and desire on her face as he did so. He pulled out almost all the way, before plunging forward, deeper than before, so three quarters slid inside. She gasped out loud. He knew she wanted every inch, and God he wanted it too. He wanted to be
 balls
 deep.



He thrust his hips forward and impaled her fully, his balls slapping against her swollen pussy. They both cried out in euphoria, and she reached down to rub her swollen clit.



At that moment in time, his entire existence revolved around her tight ass, and his raging erection that penetrated it. He started to sweat, and with his feet still firmly on the ground, he began to slide in and out with increasing speed, nailing her.



Each thrust would make her moan a little bit louder, his panting intertwining with hers as she took it
 all
 .



She started to feel an amazing climax rise up through her body. It started at her toes and worked its way up to the top of her head, as her orgasm hit her with ecstatic bliss. She rolled her head back and shrieked out loud like a banshee, closing her eyes and snarling her upper lip as she came
 hard
 .



Her scream was too much for Tom to take, and he felt an intense tingling in his balls. His orgasm erupted, and he shot copious amounts of thick, hot spunk deep inside her ass. He cried out and grabbed hold of her long flowing locks, and remained inside her, shooting several more spurts of cum as deep as possible.



Panting, he reached under her and embraced her body with his arms, as his erection softened inside her. He sighed into her ear, softly and lovingly kissing her neck.



He pulled out, his jizz trickling down her thighs, as they both got on their knees, facing each other and holding hands.



“God, that was amazing – seeing your face as we came!” he told her. “That must’ve hurt though?” he asked, feeling slightly guilty about the anal invasion.



“Actually sweetie, it felt great. It also felt great spanking, waxing, fingering and licking you. Did you enjoy that too? Be honest.”



Tom’s cheeks started to get red as he felt himself blush. He didn’t want to admit how much he’d enjoyed it because he felt slightly embarrassed about it. However, he knew that he wanted her to take charge again sometime - it had been a massive turn on.



“Yeah,” he said sheepishly. “I enjoyed it too… a lot, actually!”



“Good,” Sarah smiled. “Well maybe next time you’re a bad boy, I’ll have to punish you even more. Maybe it’ll be your ass that gets 8 inches deep…”



 



<><><>
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C
 hristina always enjoyed these late night movies. Even though she was happily married and liked spending time with her husband doing a variety of different activities, it was late at night while he was in bed that she really enjoyed sitting downstairs on the couch and watching a scary movie.



She liked horror a lot, especially werewolf movies – there was something about men morphing into big hairy beasts and attacking innocent women that really excited her. Her husband Robert was a hard working man, and understandably after his long hours he’d just want to have his dinner and get an early night. They were still close, just not quite as close as they once were. As much as she didn’t want to admit it to herself, she wished he was slightly more adventurous in the bedroom.



They did have sex quite regularly, at least once or twice a week, but the positions they would do were pretty much standard fare at this stage in their relationship. It was usually just missionary and occasionally doggy-style, if she was lucky. There was, however, one thing that she wished he would do, or rather, let
 her
 do to him, and that was massage his inner bunghole.



He was kind of a prude about it, she thought to herself as she sat there on the comfy sofa watching a young damsel run away from a grizzly man-beast. It wasn’t as if she was asking him to take a 12 inch black dildo up his tight sphincter or anything – all she wanted to do (initially) was probe one of her ladylike digits up there. She knew he’d enjoy it if he’d just let himself go and go with it. She had heard that a man’s g-spot was located up there, and she really desired to give it good poking but he just wouldn’t go for it, no matter how much she hinted or how many drinks he’d downed.



So she’d pretty much given up, and figured scary movies and ‘normal’ sex was about as exciting as her life was going to get at this stage, and she was ok with that. She was essentially happy.



The movie ended and she took the last sip of her glass of wine before standing up, stretching her arms and deciding it was time to head upstairs to bed.



She tip-toed into the bedroom where her husband peacefully slept. She disrobed her dressing down and as she brushed her long strawberry blonde hair in the mirror she had time to admire her own beauty for a moment. She was an attractive woman in her mid-thirties with a shapely curvy figure.
 Any guy would be lucky to have me,
 she thought. She also thought that any guy would be lucky to have her finger inside him, but she forced herself to stop that train of thought because she knew it would go nowhere.



She pulled back the covers and lay next to Robert who slept silently on his back, and as she closed her eyes she couldn’t help but feel a frustrated tingling in her womanhood. Maybe it was the wine, or the scary film, or the fact that Robert hadn’t satisfied her in awhile, but she really felt her female urges come to the surface and couldn’t help but reach under the cover and play with her aching pussy.



She was neatly shaven on either side, with a landing strip of trimmed hair down the middle, and she wasted little time in silently flicking her swollen little nub and delving her index finger into her moistening snatch. Here, she frigged furiously, taking special care not to wake Robert – not only for embarrassment’s sake but also because she knew he had an early start; she was respectful like that. So as her husband snoozed away she flicked with a sense of urgency, imagining making love to Robert from behind whilst wearing an average-sized strap-on, bringing herself to a panting juddering climax in the dark shadowy room.



It wasn’t long after she had achieved her orgasm than Christina found herself naturally drifting off to sleep. She lay there knicker-less in her night dress, nice and relaxed. She closed she eyes and started to drift away.



 



She was abruptly awakened by a neon green light that flashed in through the semi-open curtain. Startled, she sat up on her elbows, her eyes alert but still sleepy, unsure of what the hell it was. Starting to wonder whether she had dreamt it, she was about to close her eyes when it happened again. A very bright and tranquil greenish-aqua light beam shone through the window glass. This time for a couple of seconds, before stopping suddenly.



“What the hell?...” she mumbled to herself, and no sooner had she said the words than her eyes landed on something that would terrify her to her very soul. For there, at the foot of the bed, staring at her, was what could only be described as an alien.



In the midnight darkness of the room, lit only by the streetlamp outside, she could clearly see a large menacing shape standing right there looking at her. Too petrified to call out, she blinked, and stared closer, convinced that it was just her sleep-induced imagination and it would disappear.



But no, it stood there motionless but breathing. It was green in color with a muscular upper torso and strong arms. However, its head was completely out of proportion – it was freakishly small, about the size of a large kiwi. It had big black round eyes that took up most of its head space, and although it didn’t have pupils or any whites in its eyes she could still tell which direction it was looking.



It moved, lifting its arms up – long tentacles shot out of its mid-section from all directions, snaking out like huge green serpents. Four of the tentacle arms shot directly at Christina, wrapping around her wrists, pulling the covers back and coiling around her ankles. They tightly wrapped around her limbs and then snaked out further, wrapping around the headboard and the legs of the bed, tying her up and binding her to the very place that was supposed to be her comfort zone.



She screamed loudly, at the top of her lungs, but as she glanced to her right she was amazed that Robert hadn’t moved an inch - he still slept there soundly, looking very relaxed and comfortable.



“Are you kidding me?!” Christina screamed at him. “You’re not even going to wake up for
 this
 ?”



But it was no use – it was as though he had suddenly become deaf and nothing could wake him. He was a sleeping log.



With her legs parted and her snatch fully exposed, Christina watched in disbelief as one of the serpentine arms of the alien started weaving its way through the air in her direction – aimed straight at her warm pussy. As the smooth rounded head of the green tentacle thing brushed up against her reluctant opening she wondered to herself that perhaps this wasn’t so bad after all, and she relaxed her womanly opening, allowing the probing creature to start to push its way inside.



Her slick love-tunnel opened up and allowed in inquisitive thing inside, which wasted little time in delving in as deep as possible, causing her to moan out as it proceeded to silently but steadily fuck her for all it was worth.



Her body shook and writhed in ecstatic pleasure – the sensation of being restrained and taken by surprise was having an incredible effect on her, and she found herself almost asking to be drilled harder, cerebrally begging this small-headed creature to impale her more rampantly. As if it could psychically hear her it obliged, and really started fucking her good & hard, sliding in and out, in and out, harder and faster - as if its only purpose in coming here, and its only purpose of its entire existence, was to give this female human pleasure she’d never known.



She started to feel her impending orgasm boil within her, being bound and drilled like this it was inevitable that she would cum. And cum she did, screaming like a banshee as her body thrashed in the lamplight, her eyes shut tight as she achieved her second orgasm of the night, squirting wildly around the wide girth of the probing arm. Her female sex-piss soaked the bed sheets beneath her, and as she lay there, panting and satisfied, the tentacle inside her burning pussy withdrew, as did the four that were binding her. Set free and exhausted, she closed her eyes once more and felt herself drifting off to sleep again.



 



It felt as though she had only closed her eyes for a moment when she was abruptly awoken by the beeping alarm clock. Christina looked to her side and saw Robert sit up and switch off the alarm, before stretching and starting to get dressed for work.



She felt between her legs - the bed sheets were still damp.



“Morning honey,” she said sleepily. “How did you sleep?” The events of last night were still fresh in her mind but still unsure of whether she had dreamt the whole thing or not, she decided not to bring it up just yet.



“I slept fine thanks,” he replied, smiling. “Like a baby. How about you?”



“I slept fine too.”



He leaned over and kissed her, before heading down the stairs and off to the office. She had decided against bringing up the alien-screwing bondage session from the dead of night – she worried that he might question her sanity, so she thought it was probably best to keep it to herself.



The dream, if it was a dream, was still very arousing to her, and she couldn’t resist frigging herself to a lazy morning climax as she lay there, images of being forcefully taken like a sex-slave swirling around in her subconscious like a black and white movie.



She got up and decided to go about her day as normal. She sat at her office desk and got through the day pretty easily, although she couldn’t help but be reminded of the insane events of the night before, especially as she ate her cucumber and cheese sandwich.



That night she watched another horror movie. It was a slasher movie this time – her favorite. A masked killer stalking big-busted college chicks around a deserted lakeside camp. She decided to lay off the wine this time; she figured her imagination was vivid enough without any alcoholic substance interfering with it further. Roger slept soundly upstairs, and when the movie was over she crept upstairs to bed.



 



In bed, she didn’t masturbate - her plumb labia were still slightly sore from her recent experience, so she closed her eyes and felt herself drifting off, relaxed. She was awoken in the dead of night by her husband screaming, wailing and crying out like a child.



She sat up suddenly, and couldn’t believe her eyes when there again was the same alien in the room, standing at the foot of the bed, but this time it had Robert by the neck. One of its long tentacles was wrapped around his throat, and it was lifting him up, as if trying to hang him. She joined his scream, terrified, but also simultaneously relieved that at least he had now seen it too and it wasn’t her going crazy.



What ensued was a ‘love’ scene more graphic than any porno she’d ever watched, more extreme than any horror flick she’d ever perused, and more unusual than any sci-fi documentary she’d ever viewed.



Still wrapped around his neck, the tentacle forced her husband down on his hands and knees on the bed like it was taking a dog for a walk, and as she looked into Robert’s eyes she genuinely felt concerned and worried for his safety because the thing seemed to be coiled around his Adam’s apple quite tightly, almost to the point of choking. But just when she thought the alien was choking him a little too tight the tentacle let go of his throat, and instantaneously shot out four more tentacle arms, wrapping around his wrists and ankles.



They tied his limbs to the headboard and bed legs, similarly as they had to Christina the previous night, although Robert was on his knees, with his arms outstretched in front of him, firmly bound.



“What… are you doing to me?” Robert whimpered, but of course he got no answer from the unusually small-shaped head of the alien in the bedroom, who stared at him from behind with those blank black eyes.



As Christina sat there in awe, another tentacle shot out and flew between Robert’s legs, ominously fondling his nuts with the smooth circular end of the waving arm, then gently nudging them from left to right, making them swing like a hairy pendulum as they dangled freely in the stagnant night air.



The look of shock on Robert’s face turned to embarrassment – and Christina clearly read his facial expression as saying: “Are you seriously doing that to my testicles?”



It then slithered forward slightly to his limp penis, and began to massage up and down his floppy un-aroused shaft, making his bell-end visible to Christina as it gently tried to pull his foreskin back. It seemed uninterested in his cock after that point, and slithered back round behind him. Here, it opened a tiny slit that was located at the tip and dramatically shot out a big load of what looked like some kind of see-through jell-o ectoplasm all over Robert’s bum-cheeks.



“Jesus, that’s cold!” he exclaimed, straining in bondage, trying his best to turn his head so he could see what was going on behind him. The tip of the tentacle started rubbing up and down the length of Robert’s ass-crack, fully lubricating his inside cheek area. He looked straight at Christina and his eyes widened to the size of saucers as they locked eyes, and Robert came to the realization of what was to become of him. He was to become the alien’s personal fuck toy.



As the tip of the tentacle pushed up against his wincing tulip Robert shut his eyes tightly, an intrusive out-of-space anal exam probably the last thing he expected to experience when he woke up that morning. As Christina watched on in disbelief she couldn’t help but feel a warm tingling in her always-horny slit, for this was something she had always wanted to do to Robert – and now it was happening, albeit in a very unconventional way.



The tentacle delved further, penetrating Robert’s shy starfish, probing its way inside his man-hole until it was two inches deep. Robert opened his eyes and his lips formed an ‘O’ shape, as the thing slid in – 8 inches deep. Robert gasped as he was fully impaled on the persistent tool; the unholy thing was deep inside his unwilling pucker.



It started to make love to him, generously sliding in and out repeatedly, really butt-fucking him like a cheap hussy. As Christina perused the look of embarrassment on Robert’s face – he was getting shafted in front of his loving wife after all – she really felt for him. It really wasn’t his fault – he had absolutely nothing to be embarrassed about. Far from it, she actually admired him for doing such a good job at taking it up the virginal butt-hole – he was handling it like a pro and she was really quite impressed. Although she did feel slightly bad for him when another of the waving tentacles starting whipping his bare butt-cheeks.



Her hand instinctively reached down and hitched up her night dress, and started to dally in her own burning snatch, her womanly fingers expertly rubbing her swollen little nub as she freely and openly started masturbating in front of her husband and their uninvited guest.



Then something remarkable happened – as the creature was massaging his inner bunghole, the embarrassment on Robert’s face turned to an excited smile. The tentacle was probing his prostate with such expert vigor that it was sending waves of pleasure through Robert’s body – so much so that his once-limp dick was now standing fully erect in front of him, slapping his stomach as he was bent over.



This turned Christina on further as she continued to frig away, now delving her fingers inside her inviting pussy to frig herself satisfactorily. She was both excited and amazed to see a string of pre-cum dribble out of Robert’s erection onto the bed beneath him, while his balls tightened up – as this meant he was enjoying the anal stroking immensely. As she flicked away whilst looking at his erect winkie she couldn’t believe that his dick was drastically changing color – it was starting to glow bright green, as green as the neon light that had shone into the room the night before.



The glow of his erect wanger was becoming so bright that the whole room illuminated, lighting it up in a soothing green glow as his knob bobbed about like an aimless glow-stick at a drug-fuelled rave.



Christina pulled her night dress off and lay there on her back, her legs spread, her firm breasts jiggling around in front of her, and she made eye contact with the dark eyes of the alien in a ‘come hither’ manner.



The expressionless alien read her mind, and withdrew its probing butt-fucking arm from Robert's tight back-door. Whist still keeping its tentacles coiled around Robert's wrists and ankles, it unraveled from the headboard and bed legs. Elevating Robert up in the air like a face-down exorcism, it floated him over to above where Christina lay.



The powerful four tentacles started to lower Robert onto his awaiting wife, guiding his neon-glowing cock towards her slick opening. Christina smiled up at her husband’s slightly confused but aroused expression, as the alien purposefully guided his erect glowing cock into her love-entrance.



And there, on their bed, the two made love – the alien taking the role of the puppeteer, rocking Robert forward and back, making his green member screw his wife intently and with purpose.



Another wiggling thin tentacle raised itself up above Robert's bare butt-cheeks, and came down with force upon his clenched buttocks, whipping him with enough force to create an audible ‘qui-pishhhhh!’ This only added to the pair’s arousal and excitement, as their uninvited bed-friend continued to lash Robert's milk-white ass-cheeks with kinky aggression.



As Robert penetrated his wife deeply and fully, Christina opened her mouth in pleasure, and a bright neon light shone out from deep within her like a green torch. His glowing phallus had lit up her entire insides, internally filling her with outer-space passion.



Robert’s inadvertent hip thrusts were intensifying as the alien swung him back and forth like a monkey in a hammock, really picking up speed and making his throbbing member twitch with pleasure while Christina’s slippery pussy quivered, her vaginal muscles clamping down on his weenie with loving force.



Christina emitted another bright green glow as she opened her mouth wide, moaning loudly as an amazing orgasm shot through her entire body - from her toes all the way up to the top of her head. She squirted wildly, spraying voluminous amounts of lady-jizz around her husband’s shaft, spraying down like a hose and coating his straining sacks.



Robert gasped and came soon after - his balls tightening up further, being forcefully impaled nuts-deep into Christina’s spasming cunt, shooting copious amounts of thick creamy spunk into her.



The pair lay there on top of each other, panting while the tentacles let go of Robert and withdrew back into the body of their sinister owner. Christina looked up into the room as Robert rolled off her, but the alien was nowhere to be seen - the open window hinting at his possible exit. Completely spent, the pair closed their eyes.



 



The next morning was a Saturday, and as Christina awoke to no alarm she glanced to the side of her at her still sleeping husband.



“Jesus, maybe the whole thing
 was
 a dream after all… I’ll ask him when he wakes up,” she said to herself.



She felt a kicking in her stomach. Startled, she looked down and put a hand on her tummy. Surely that was just her imagination, she thought. It happened again.



‘Boom. Boom.’



Like a tiny person hitting a bongo drum.



“Surely… it can’t be?!...”



 



~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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B
 eing a nice hot summer’s day, Paige had spent most of the afternoon in the garden in her bikini, sunbathing. Having caught the sun, she decided it was time to have a shower and cool down.



She figured that because she was going to go back out there in a bit and make the most of this rare sunny day, she may as well keep her bikini on while she showered. It would dry off in no time.



She dipped her hand in to check the temperature.



“Just right,” she said to herself as she stepped inside, the luke-warm water spraying down and feeling great on her tanned body. It was cooling her down greatly and she made a mental note that she actually felt happy that day. Feeling happy all day was a rare occurrence for Paige in recent weeks.



She got the soap and started to lather up her firm D cup boobs through her bikini, making her nipples stand to attention. She smiled to herself – she was hot and she knew it. She lathered up her hand and slipped it down the front of her bikini bottoms, playfully dallying and soaping up her freshly shaven pussy.



“God, it’s nice and smooth. Any guy would be lucky to have me,” she told herself. And she was right. She just didn’t get why Roger had been such a douche. They had been dating for several months, and it had been what Paige thought was a monogamous relationship.



She hadn’t told Roger this, but she had really wanted to eventually marry him. She didn’t want to rush into things or anything, but she really felt as though he was ‘the one’.



That was until the moron had gone and cheated on her. And not just cheated on her, but cheated on her with her sister, of all people. This fact bemused her – her sister was a frumpy version of her, not even half as attractive. She didn’t know why Roger had done it, but whatever the reason, Paige was thankful that she found out when she did and dumped him, so she could move on.



Paige grabbed the shower gel. She poured a generous amount onto the palm of her hand, and with her other hand she outstretched the elastic on the back of her bikini bottoms. As the soothing water sprinkled down, she plunged her hand down into her bathing suit to wash her firm ass. She thoroughly massaged the cooling gel into her deep ass-crack, rubbing the length of her inside-cheek area up and down vigorously, paying special attention to her virginal pucker.



She worked up quite a soapy lather between her round smooth cheeks, washing away any sweat that had accumulated that hot day whilst sunbathing in the garden. Thank God she hadn’t let Roger screw her up the ass, she thought to herself. He had really wanted to, and pestered her to do it on several occasions. But thank God she didn’t let him and still had her anal virginity. Now they had split up, she was grateful that she could share that special first moment with someone that truly loved her, and that wasn’t going to screw around and mess up their relationship.



She washed her hands, before lifting her arms up and spinning around in circular rotations, letting the water wash away all the soap on her body, the clear h2o splashing off and running down her curvaceous figure as she got herself as clean as a whistle. Her fleshy boobs jiggled enthusiastically above her toned midsection, while the rounded globes of her buttocks wobbled like firm plasticine from within her bikini.



Paige really liked her apartment, and her shower room was one of the reasons why. Although she had access to the garden, her apartment was on the second floor so it was quite high up, and she loved the window next to her shower. She especially liked it at night time, because she could look up at the night sky and the moon while she was showering. She found it very atmospheric and relaxing. She also liked it on hot sunny days like this one because she could open the window slightly and get a fresh breeze.



She was just about to finish her shower, when out of the corner of her eye she spotted a long bendy shape flicking past the bright window next to her. She thought it was odd, but figured it was just her imagination, so paid it no mind.



It happened again. A long green shape flashed past the window outside. She figured it was probably a tree branch or something, but soon realized there were no trees directly in her front yard. What the hell was it, she wondered to herself.



Now looking directly at the window, it happened a third time, and her jaw dropped as she was both shocked and horrified to catch a proper glimpse of what the thing really was. It was a tentacle.



Right there, outside her window was a long dark green tentacle, waving around, alive. Paige was a smart girl, and figured there must be a rational explanation for this.



“Maybe it’s an octopus escaped from the zoo,” she said to herself, and no sooner had she said the words than she realized how silly it sounded. They don’t usually have octopuses in the zoo, and even if they did, how was it going to survive out of water?



Now genuinely scared, she got out of the shower and stood on tip-toes to try and see outside. The window was so high up that the ground wasn’t visible from where she was. So, mustering up every ounce of courage she had, she ran down the stairs still dripping wet, and out of the front door of her house, onto the porch.



That was when she saw it. It was a sight so terrifying and out of this world that she stopped dead in her tracks, her head looking up, her nipples standing erect and her buttocks clamming up in fear. It was a tentacle monster.



It was huge - at least 20 foot tall, its body a shapeless blob of flabby fat, with several long ‘arms’, or tentacles protruding from its torso. It didn’t have a head or eyes – it was basically just a big fat green lump of slime with loads of waving handless arms.



Paige thought to herself through her terror that it kind of looked like a squid, but its tentacles were really long – huge in fact, and they got narrower at the ends.



No sooner had she been looking at it for what must have only been a couple of seconds, than one of its long arms shot out at lightening fast speed and wrapped around her waist as she stood at the front door, pulling her towards it. She screamed, and her feet lightly grazed the grass of the front lawn as it scooped her up. She was petrified, her heart nearly jumping out of her chest, not knowing what the hell this weird creature was going to do to her, when she heard a voice shout out.



“Hey! Stop that! What the hell
 are
 you?!” It was a guy, about the same age as Paige, and he must’ve been walking past and stumbled on this insane sight. Luckily for Paige this guy had guts, and very bravely shouted at the creature in an attempt to save her. Paige really felt like a damsel in distress, and felt truly thankful that this brave young man was willing to put his neck on the line in order to rescue her.



He ran up to the blob, and started punching it dramatically, while the long rubbery arm was still wrapped tightly around screaming Paige’s waist. The blob responded to his blows – it gracefully placed Paige down on her feet and let go of her, and she dropped to her knees, shaking, unsure of what was going to unfold.



But the thing then turned its attention to the guy. One of its long tentacles reached out and coiled around his mid-section, its powerful arm effortlessly lifting the poor guy up off the ground. He was dangling in mid-air, his arms and legs flailing, still trying to hit the blob, but it was no use. The blob held him outstretched at such a distance that his wild swings missed by far, and he hung there about 10 feet off the ground, helpless.



Paige was still there on the lawn, trying to take all of this in and watching intently. But the thing was about to do something that would make her watch even more intently, as it reached out several more of its long tentacles and began pulling at the guy’s clothes.



The guy was wearing board shorts and a t-shirt, his flip-flops lying on the grass beneath him. One of the thin ends of one of the tentacles snaked around the hem of his t-shirt, almost like a long finger pinching the material, and abruptly pulled his shirt off over his head, revealing his nude torso.



Even though all this was happening in very unusual circumstances, Paige was impressed – he had a toned physique, quite muscular but not a beefcake. He obviously went to the gym and looked after himself, in stark contrast to pasty skinny Roger. Paige momentarily felt butterflies in her tummy as she eyed-up his sculpted body, but she realized that it was entirely inappropriate given the predicament this poor guy was in. He had tried to save her, and there she was ogling him.



Another two tentacles coiled out and started tugging at his shorts, pulling them down. The guy cried out in protest, but it was no use. The blob-like monster pulled them all the way down and they fell onto the lawn, next to his strewn flip-flops. He was now naked except for his boxer-briefs, and Paige’s eyes widened as she perused the bulge in his white cotton underwear, wondering what was beneath the thin fabric.



She didn’t have to wonder much longer, for the blob lifted one of its arms up in the air before dramatically bringing it down on the hapless chap’s buttocks in an aggressive whipping motion. The force of the rubbery texture of the tentacle arm hitting his buttocks with such force caused the cotton of his underwear to tear and rip right down the middle. His underwear fell off him and to the floor in rags, leaving him hanging there, completely naked and in full view of a girl he’d never met before.



God, this must be embarrassing for him, Paige thought as her eyes landed on his cock ‘n’ balls. But she liked what she saw. He was quite well hung, and Paige was genuinely impressed as his limp phallus hung down and swayed slightly with the rocking motion of the blob arm. His balls were shaved and looked full, and his pubic bush above his member was neatly trimmed and shaved into a well-maintained shape.



The blob wrapped a tentacle around each of the guy’s limbs – coiling tightly around both his wrists and both his ankles, and outstretched them. He was hanging there, being forcefully pulled from both directions. The look of horror and discomfort on his face was phenomenal, for there he was – stripped naked and floating in bondage on a stranger’s front lawn.



As he hung there at the mercy of this strange monster, a fifth tentacle reached up between his legs and seemed to playfully inspect his penis. It lifted it up and let it flop back down limply. It moved a bit lower, the thin tip of the tentacle firmly stroking and molesting his sack, taking each nut in turn and gently squeezing them, almost as if to check what they contained.



The poor guy’s cheeks visibly reddened as he was having his grapefruits examined, his eyes wincing in slight pain as the inquisitive tentacle squeezed his nuts a little bit more, making them tighten up in fear.



As if this wasn’t humiliating enough for the brave young man, something was about to happen that would make his cheeks redden further. On each of the tentacles were little holes, kind of similar to the gills of a fish. The same arm that had been caressing his balls moved its way between his legs and snaked behind him, stopping just at where his butt-crack was located. It shot some kind of sticky ectoplasm from one of its gills right over the unfortunate guy’s butt-cheeks, coating his ass-crack.



Paige watched on in compassion and disbelief as the probing arm of the blob began furrowing between his butt-cheeks, apparently in an attempt to find his backdoor. She was watching from the front, so she couldn’t actually see the guy’s ass, but the expression on his face told a thousand words - far more telling than any visual viewing could ever be.



Paige locked eyes with the guy as the determined tentacle started to rub the cold ectoplasm gel up and down the length of his ass-crack, fully lubricating it. The tip started to press against his tight tulip, demanding to be let inside his narrow sphincter. The guy clenched his butt-cheeks together hard in a weak attempt to prevent this unwanted anal intrusion from happening, but the persistent alien arm continued to press against his puckered hole.



The look of shame and humiliation in his eyes were unparalleled as the tentacle pushed its way right inside his anal passage, buggering him fully. It went in at least 8 inches deep, making the guy cry out in anguish. Paige really felt for the guy – he had tried to save her but was now being punished in the worst possible way.



However, as the slimy arm penetrated his anal opening, something remarkable happened. The tip of the tentacle was not drilling the hapless chappy, but more massaging his sensitive prostate, and really giving his g-spot a good working over. Paige’s eyes widened further as she witnessed his once limp cock spring to attention, as if the prostate massage was having a positive effect on him. His foreskin naturally contracted as his cock stood erect, and Paige saw that his previously worried expression had turned to one of pleasure and desire.



As the well-lubed arm gave him a gentle screwing, Paige noticed that his balls had tightened up greatly, to the size of walnuts, and his bell-end had started to ooze pre-cum. So much so, in fact, that a long string of pre-cum dripped down from his helmet to the grass beneath, just missing his left flip-flop.



Whilst enjoying the amazing view, Paige hadn’t noticed that another serpentine arm of the blob had coiled around her waist. It picked her up off the floor with ease and carried her over to the floating guy who was still getting a good probing, and lowered her slightly so that her face was level with his erect penis.



As the alien pushed her face towards his throbbing cock head, she started to feel very aroused. It was a crazy situation, but she had admired this guy during this whole experience and she genuinely wanted to taste him.



So, she opened her mouth and as the thing pushed her face forward, his large cock slipped into her mouth perfectly. She eagerly sucked on his full length, the alien rocking her back and forth so minimal head movement was required by her – it was almost as if the blob was controlling the sucking for her. She blew away, instinctively reaching out and cupping his full sack as the other tentacle continued to drill his anus.



The blob slipped its arm out of the guy’s ass and turned its attention to Paige. It playfully slapped her tits from side to side with two of its arms, making them wobble in the warm afternoon breeze, before pushing them together tightly so they almost spilled out from her tight bikini top. She looked straight ahead and could see the guy eyeing up her cleavage – it made her feel wanted and desired. Just how every woman should feel.



Next, the tentacle focused its attention on her bikini bottoms, tugging them down and fully exposing her smooth pussy, making the on-looking guy’s eyes light up like a Christmas tree. The alien parted Paige’s legs and used another arm to dally in her warm wet pussy, before expertly sliding a tentacle inside, which responded by clamping down upon the girth with passionate force. It was almost as though the alien was trying to figure out about human anatomy and was giving itself a firsthand science lesson.



The alien withdrew its now-moist arm from Paige’s burning snatch, leaving it tingling and desperate for more attention. The blob must have sensed this, because while still holding her legs apart, it pushed the guy forward towards her, lining up his erect tool with her awaiting opening. The two locked eyes again in what could only be described as a beautiful moment, and forced the young man’s throbbing cock into her wet love-slit.



So there they were – floating and helpless, yet fully aroused, being ‘encouraged’ to make love in mid-air by a huge alien monster. Paige felt that she actually fell in love at that moment, as the willing stud’s cock was drilled in and out of her aching pussy, fully impaling her and making sweet love to her.



During this out-of-this-world love scene, and unbeknownst to the unlikely pair, another tentacle had worked its way around to the back of Paige. Here, it sprayed its familiar goo on her shimmering bum-cheeks, whilst momentarily stopping the young man’s thrusts. Without any warning, it delved its sneaky tentacle deep into Paige’s well-lubricated virginal pucker, making her scream in a pleasure and pain combination, whilst restarting the guy’s thrusts once more.



There she hung, in the cool summer air, getting double poked good and hard, the anus-intruding alien arm gently slipping in and out of her burning back-passage whilst the guy’s large dick screwed her with purpose. His wide shaft rubbed her clit with every poke, his big balls banging satisfactorily against her skin making an audible ‘slap’, which was slightly muffled by the sound of the overhead twittering birds.



As she found herself enjoying this extreme bout of double penetration, Paige wondered to herself if this could actually work. As crazy as it sounded, she wondered if she could have a monogamous relationship with this guy - who she legitimately fancied - but also have the alien join in to give her an anal shafting and satisfy both her holes. Technically it wouldn’t be monogamous because it would be a threesome, but she realized that it was a ridiculous idea anyway – there was no way they’d be able to fit this thing in the house.



The alien continued to slide in and out of her tight passage whilst really picking up speed of the guy’s thrusts, and it wasn’t long before Paige felt herself about ready to explode. An amazing climax built up inside her body and she came uncontrollably, orgasming on the guy’s cock and squirting around its girth, soaking his full balls.



Fully spent, she watched in wonder as the thing withdrew the man’s still-stiff knob from her satisfied pussy and once more squeezed his balls which were now full to bursting. This last squeeze was all it took and he spunked his load, shooting copious amounts of thick white cream all over Paige’s shaven mound and flat stomach. Which was a relief, Paige thought, because obviously the blob hadn’t yet learnt about birth control.



The alien creature lowered the two panting lovers to the grassy ground, where they lay, arms intertwined and kissing softly. The blob wobbled off down the street, leaving the two alone at last.



 



Paige’s new found man was a much better lover than Roger could ever hope to be. Eventually they ended up getting married and having a kid. A boy. They named him Bob.



 



-----
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J
 ust another day at the office. At least that’s what Amanda thought. An attractive young woman in her early thirties, she sat at her desk, steadily number-crunching and simultaneously doing menial admin tasks.



This hadn’t been her career path of choice, but was just a means to pay the bills; and pay the bills it did, very nicely. She had actually gotten sidetracked from her childhood ambition of being an erotic dancer, and as the years progressed she had come to the realization that to make some serious coin in the erotic dancing world you had to really make it big. She had a mortgage to pay after all. And this office job (although not what she strongly desired to do) was still enjoyable and she made the most of it.



She looked to her left at Jane’s desk and smiled. Looking at Jane filled her with joy – at least she had made a good friend here, she thought. They had shared a few good laughs together, especially at the expense of their frumpy and sometimes downright miserable female boss, Mrs Jaspert.



Mrs Jaspert was a woman in her late forties, 5ft5 and slightly overweight. Her mousy colored hair was always tied back in a bun, tightly stretching her freckled forehead. Her over-use of make-up bordered on the ridiculous – she really slapped that stuff on. She was married and although Amanda had never met her husband in the flesh, a part of her pitied the poor guy, not because of his wife’s looks but because of her quite rude and unfriendly manner. She hoped that Mrs Jaspert wasn’t like that at home – for his sake – and hoped that it was just her work demeanor.



Jane on the other hand, was the polar opposite to Mrs Jaspert. A very attractive girl in her mid-twenties, Jane was an ambitious high-flying office type who had started at the bottom and was steadily working her way up. Amanda wondered whether it was Jane’s womanly charms that had got her this far so quickly, but she hoped it was her sparkling personality and great attitude. Jane had beautifully groomed long blonde hair that went down to the small of her back, and always looked good in her tight-fitting office suits. Amanda also looked good in her work suit, and although she was about 10 years older than Jane, she drew just as many eyes, if not more. She had a curvier, more voluptuous figure. Long silky wavy brunette hair fell at shoulder-length, her firm Double D breasts almost bursting out from within her shirt.



“I’m just going to the stationary cupboard,” she said to Jane.



Jane looked up at her work friend and offered a warm smile. “Ok cool. Grab me a new pack of Post-Its while you’re there please.”



“Sure,” Amanda said as she got up from her desk. Mrs Jaspert was nowhere to be seen. Sometimes she disappeared for long periods of time without any word to anyone. Amanda just assumed she was doing apparently important head office paper work. She walked part all the suits typing away at their desks, down the flight of stairs and along the corridor to where the stationary cupboard was located.



 



Upon nearing the stationary cupboard, Amanda was both shocked and surprised to hear familiar wet slurping noises coming from within the small room’s ajar door. She tip-toed nearer to investigate, and her eyes widened and her jaw dropped simultaneously as she witnessed the goings-on inside.



Inside the stationary cupboard was Mrs Jaspert, her large un-shapely bottom perched unceremoniously on top of the room’s only table. Her skirt was pulled up to her waist and her legs were parted as she sat there groaning. In-between her legs and on her knees was Bonita, a young Mediterranean college student that was over on work experience to research her dissertation for her upcoming exams back in Spain. However, Amanda was unsure that this was the correct research she had intended to do, for Mrs Jaspert’s big panties were lying in a crumpled heap on the floor and Bonita’s lips were parted as she earnestly lapped at Mrs Jaspert’s trimmed but hairy snatch.



Bonita was the last person Amanda expected to see in such depraved circumstances - the pretty girl had always been very nice and polite when they had previously briefly chatted when passing each other in the office corridors. However, the tanned-skinned girl had her sleeves rolled up, and was parting Mrs Jaspert’s large labia as she enthusiastically flicked her tongue over the older woman’s large clitoris, flicking the circular nub from left to right with her soft lapping.



Mrs Jaspert was obviously enjoying herself greatly, moaning and humming in a deep tone that was the same register as her spoken voice. She had her hand on the back of the black-haired girl’s head, forcefully encouraging her to lick faster and harder as her looming orgasm boiled within her.



Viewing this unusual scene from the half-open door, Amanda dropped to her knees, pulled her panties to one side underneath her knee-length skirt and began to rub her already-wet pussy, unbeknownst to the unlikely pair inside.



As Amanda watched on, Mrs Jaspert’s moans got more frequent and angry until they merged into a never-ending humming noise. The stout older lady rocked her hips back and forth in time with the young girl’s licks, eager to speed up the process and reach her climax.



Amanda noted that Mrs Jaspert was being quite forceful, and wondered whether Bonita actually wanted to do this or was perhaps being wrongfully encouraged to do so. Either way it didn’t stop the young Spanish girl’s outstretched tongue from steadily stimulating Mrs Jaspert’s swollen clitoris with such consistent force that it wasn’t long before the boss moaned out under her breath, “I’m cumming… keep going… good girl!”



Her mature body twitched and writhed underneath her drab work clothes as an incredible orgasm shot through her body. Bonita’s small olive-skinned hands trembled with excitement as she continued to part the orgasming woman’s muff while her tongue continued to steadily press against her spasming bean. Female squirt ejaculated from her quivering flange, jetting into Bonita’s open mouth. The young girl swallowed as much of it as she could, her eyes watering and almost gagging as most of the female liquid dripped down her chin and splashed her perky tits through her opened work shirt.



“Oh God. I enjoyed that,” Mrs Jaspert panted, a bead of sweat rolling down her wide forehead.



Bonita looked up at her employer, “Okay Meesuz Jasparr. Can me goo back to work now?” the girl enquired.



An ominous smile spread across the mean woman’s thin lips as she informed her, “No, Bonita. I’m not through with you yet. There’s something I’ve always wanted to do to you. Now stand against that shelf rack with you back to me.”



Bonita did as instructed and stood against the ceiling-high metal shelving unit with her back to her boss and her legs spread wide as if undergoing a police frisk. Mrs Jaspert wasted little time in lowering her own skirt, before standing behind Bonita. Here, she ripped down the pretty girl’s black skirt revealing her perfect toned ass. She was wearing a black thong that rode up in-between her caramel-colored ass-cheeks, and as she kicked off her skirt her buttocks shimmered and wobbled like firm jelly fresh from the fridge.



Mrs Jaspert grabbed a long metal ruler from one of the racks behind her and walked up close behind the obedient girl.



“This is a secret we both share, as women. Understand?” Mrs Jaspert ominously informed her, before whacking the flat metal surface of the ruler down on Bonita’s apple-shaped buttocks firmly and with authority. Bonita yelped out in a pleasure & pain combination, her pretty eyes closing as her full lips opened, visibly enjoying the spanking.



Another strike of the ruler came down moments after making an audible ‘thwack’ as it slapped the firm butt-cheeks of the willing sub. Amanda’s rubbing of her own pussy intensified, as she began to furiously rub up and down the length of her swollen labia, masturbating gratuitously as she witnessed this depraved scene. Thin girly ribbons of female juice sprayed from her burning sex as she crouched there, silent as a sniper. However, as Amanda lifted her masturbating hand up to her lips to taste her own love-juice, a snail trail of female pre-cum squirt had trickled from her wanton snatch down to the opening of the door. The hallway light bounced off the see-through liquid, catching Mrs Jaspert’s sharp eye and she turned her head abruptly to see Amanda’s shadow.



“Who’s there?!” Mrs Jaspert asked firmly, her chubby paw clutching the ruler as through it was the handle of a sharp blade and she was ready to slay her prey.



“It's me,” Amanda admitted sheepishly, knowing there was no use in trying to run away at this point. She straightened her skirt and walked into the stationary cupboard, unsure of what was going to unfold.



“Amanda?! Look, if the higher-ups hear about this I’ll be in all sorts of trouble. And if I’m in all sorts of trouble I’ll make your work-life here a living hell. So, let’s come to some sort of agreement. Okay?” Mrs Jaspert said with eyes of stone.



“Okay, I’m listening,” said Amanda, realizing she was in the driver’s seat but also aware Mrs Jaspert could make her life difficult.



“Get that skirt off Amanda, and I’ll give you so much pleasure you’ll praise the day you came to work for me!” Mrs Jaspert demanded. With her tight gash still sore from her furious fumbling in the hallway, Amanda dropped her skirt to the floor and stepped out of it, showing the two women her toned firm thighs and lacy white thong.



“Now bend over and let’s see you from behind,” Mrs Jaspert instructed, and Amanda bent over the table that her boss had been perching on, making sure her palms missed the sweat marks the huge seat had made on the wood surface.



Mrs Jaspert’s cold hands pulled down Amanda’s thong, revealing her round white globes. She grabbed Bonita by the hair, and pushed the exchange student’s face down near Amanda’s ass-crack so that it was level with the beautiful tushy. Bonita knew what was expected of her and she took to it like a fish to water.



Her inquisitive hands reached up and expertly parted the plentiful flesh, revealing Amanda’s deep ass-crack and minute starfish. Her tongue darted out and began to flick over the tiny back-door, the slickness of Mrs Jaspert’s vaginal fluids still present on her tongue making the probing easier. Amanda gasped as she couldn’t believe her luck – here she was, getting her anus licked by a pretty Mediterranean twenty-something, and it felt great. The soft young tongue delved further, and began probing in and out of Amanda’s winking back-passage, lubricating her ham flower and sending shivers of pleasure down through her quivering pussy.



Mrs Jaspert was obviously enjoying the view, for while she stood there surveying the spectacle her chubby hand reached down to her knicker-less crotch. Her plump digits ruffled through her hairy vaginal mound, and she started to furiously frig her soaking gash, egging on the pair of deviant cupboard-goers with sadistic glee.



Bending over the table and having her bum-hole licked was almost too much excitement for Amanda to take, and she naturally traced her hand down her own stomach to rub her tingling nub, making sure to press her anus backwards as far as she could to envelope the young girl’s face.



It wasn’t long before Amanda felt an intense climax build up inside her beautiful body, and as she frigged her burning snatch and massaged her special spot she came uncontrollably, squirting backwards into Bonita’s open mouth behind her. The young Spanish hottie swallowed down the warm water as quickly as she could, while Mrs Jaspert furiously masturbated herself to her second orgasm of the day, panting like a rabid dog in the depths of the gloomy stationary cupboard.



“Now get back to work, at once!” Mrs Jaspert commanded to her employees, keen to re-establish her managerial role.



So, the girls left the cupboard and continued with their day.



 



Jane had invited the girls over to her apartment that evening for a little get together. Just a social couple of drinks. However, the only girls that could make it were Amanda and Bonita. As Jane had invited them, Mrs Jaspert had overheard the plans and invited herself along. Not wanting to lose her job, nice-mannered Jane had gone along with it and said it was fine for Mrs Jaspert to come.



So, later that evening all four women were at Jane’s apartment, having a couple of drinks and chatting. The bubbly alcohol was flowing and, believe it or not, one thing led to another. Jane and Amanda had always fancied each other, and as the music played and they sat on the comfy sofa sparks flew – their eyes met and they tenderly exchanged a loving kiss. Bonita sat there next to them embarrassed – both because of the kiss and because of her earlier extremely sexual exchange with Mrs Jaspert that afternoon in the stationary cupboard.



Viewing the situation was too much for the randy Mrs Jaspert to take, and she saw her opportunity to exploit the situation. As their vaginas naturally sweetened as their kissing intensified, the two girls’ hands roamed freely over each other’s bodies, taking each other’s clothes off and unhooking each other’s bras. Quite enjoying being watched by Bonita and Mrs Jaspert, their wandering hands removed each other’s skimpy underwear and they sat they naked, embracing and enjoying the moment.



“Join them! Do it!” Mrs jasper commanded to young Bonita, and of course not wanting to be exported back to Spain early for not listening to her boss, Bonita did as she was told, stripping to her bare sweet ass and stroking both girls’ firm thighs as she kneeled before them sub-servantly.



With make-up that looked as if a box of crayons had exploded in her face, Mrs Jaspert angrily instructed all three girls to: “Bend over the sofa. I want to see those sweet asses in the air!”



Fully aroused, the girls did as they were told; their taut buttocks looking like three ripe peaches in a row as they eagerly awaited the stern woman’s next command. However, a command didn’t come, but instead Mrs Jaspert’s firm palm came down upon Amanda’s milk-colored fleshy ass-cheeks. She looked to her left at Jane, and the two shared an electrifying moment of lust and excitement.



Still maintaining eye-contact with Amanda, Jane was next to feel the dominant wrath of Mrs Jaspert. Jane’s ass was perfection – a fake-tanned bubble butt to the ninth degree. Her eyes momentarily winced as her boss too laid down a heavy smack upon her awaiting cheeks.



Next up in the line was Bonita, who waited there patiently whilst wondering to herself whether this whole situation was a normal part of working life. She didn’t have time to ponder that thought for long though, as she heard Mrs Jaspert’s stern voice behind her.



“I’ve already spanked your bum-cheeks once today! But I know you deserve another!” and with that, Mrs Jaspert licked the palm of her hand, before bringing it down firmly on Bonita’s apple-bum, the warm saliva making the slap sting just that little bit more as it connected with the hot flesh, and Bonita squealed out loud like a piglet.



“Good. That’s good,” Mrs Jaspert said encouragingly. Observantly noticing that all three girls were getting wet at the pussy, the older woman instructed further, “Get on top of each other. All three of you! I want to see a totem pole of tushy!”



The girls did as they were told – Bonita got on the bottom, Jane got on top of her and Amanda was the ‘head’ of the totem pole. All three bare asses were facing Mrs Jaspert in a colorful ménage of anus beauty – snow white at the top, then fake-tanned, then natural caramel.



While the girls were clambering atop each other to partake in this female mass of fleshy ass, their boss had donned her humungous strap-on penis that had been secretly concealed in her naff snakeskin handbag. The large plastic member was about 8.5 inches long, black in color with a large bell-end and round plastic nuts that hung down like ominous dark grapefruits. The harness was black leather with short metal spikes that protruded in intermittent intervals.



Knowing that all three hungry females were already wet between the legs and in need of a good probing, Mrs Jaspert pressed the aggressive head of the beastly sex toy up against Bonita’s quivering slit first.



“I’m going to work my way up!” she told them. And this she did – she slid the huge member right up Bonita’s incredibly tight freshly-shaven puss until it was balls deep. The girls above heard her squeal once again (partly because this was the first time her pussy had had any attention all day, but also the weight of being at the bottom of the sandwich).



The dominant woman thrust her hips back and forth, rampantly fucking the young girl like an easy trick, before withdrawing the black rod and turning her attention to Jane, who was next up in the pile of muff. Jane’s puss was perfect like the rest of her, and her aching love-tunnel seemed to invite and almost beg the humungous tool to come inside, her womanly muscles clamping down on the black beast as it slid in and out of her rampantly.



Mrs Jaspert made love to her aching snatch for a good few minutes, all the while Amanda knew that her turn was next and her burning love-hole trembled in anticipation. As the older woman withdrew the tool from Jane’s tight sphincter, the combination of both Bonita’s and Jane’s hot love-juice had fully lubed up the veiny shaft of the monstrous instrument. This made the insertion into Amanda’s awaiting puss that much easier, and it slid in with the greatest of ease.



The thrusting movements of Mrs Jaspert’s wide hips sent tremors downwards through the human totem pole of sex, making all three girls shake whilst feeling intense quaking sensations of lust.



 



The dominant boss withdrew the strap-on from Amanda’s always horny gash, and knowing that none of the three had achieved their climax, she got on her knees on the floor. The girls dismounted the sofa and instinctively knew what was expected of them. They circled Mrs Jaspert and started to dally in their frustrated pies, eager to reach their impending orgasm and cum over their boss’s ugly face.



All three girls masturbated furiously, rubbing their hardened nubs and slipping their smooth fingers in and out of their soaking snatches as they formed a circle around their kneeling boss.



The depravity of masturbating over such an unforgivingly unattractive face was too much for Amanda to take, and she felt her looming orgasm rise up through her body. She flicked and frigged furiously as she came, squirting uncontrollably and shooting her girly sex-piss into the awaiting face of Mrs Jaspert. Seeing this was too much for the other two to take, and this caused a domino effect as both girls followed suit and expelled their womanly girl-jizz from their horny holes, shooting strings of scented ejaculate into Mrs Jaspert’s already soaked face, and making a splattered mess of her already awful make-up.



The nasty boss licked her thin red lips, her tongue swirling round and round in an attempt to consume as much of the amber nourishment as she could fathom.



Still feeling like they had some unfinished business, Amanda and Jane started making out again, and Jane revealed her 15 in inch double ended flesh-colored dildo, which Amanda was pleased to see. Both randy beauties got on their knees on the rug, their asses facing away from each other, while the always helpful Bonita strategically placed the wide toy between their keen-to-clap buttocks.



The girls rocked their hips backwards and engulfed the very long toy dramatically, their gorgeous buttocks slapping together as they swung back and forth in mirrored unison, taking every inch of that double-header as deep as possible.



Of course, this beautiful sight of passionate love-making was too much for Mrs Jaspert to take, and she forcefully plunged Bonita’s innocent face back into her hairy beaver, instructing the young exchange student to “Lick steadily”, an act that Bonita had now become used to.



Amanda and Jane bounced off each other with a sense of urgency, keen to reach another climax, and this they did. They came once again, squirting backwards and splashing gushes of goo over each other’s shiny ass-cheeks, as Mrs Jaspert reached her third orgasm of the day and dry-came whilst pressing her hair-plate against Bonita’s nudging nose.



As all four females sat there panting and exhausted (but very satisfied), Amanda wondered whether things might be a little bit awkward tomorrow at the office.



 



<><><>
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A
 s they sat back on the comfy sofa, Roxy looked at Chris and gave him a cheeky smile. The surprise she had bought for him was neatly stored away in her closet, and she still wondered how she was going to bring it into the conversation. They’d been together a while now and although they didn’t have any secrets between them, she was unsure if he was going to be able to handle what was in store.



“Do you want to go out or stay in tonight?” He asked.



She took a sip of wine before answering, “Actually, I’d prefer to stay in… if that’s cool with you?”



Their eyes met, and as they exchanged a smile he sensed exactly what she meant. She was up for a bit of ‘quality time’ with him, and he was absolutely fine with that.



He laughed. “I’m a lucky guy.”



“You sure are!”



As Chris got up to get another bottle of wine from the kitchen, Roxy reached up and gave his buttocks a firm slap through his well-fitted jeans. He didn’t seem to mind one bit, as he stood still for a moment, and pushed his butt out in her direction, as if asking for another. She gave his buttocks another firm slap, and she felt relieved and excited that perhaps her instincts were right after all.



“I did a bit of shopping earlier.” She told him when he returned, “Well, it was a bit of online shopping about a week ago to be precise, and it arrived today.”



“Oh really? I’m intrigued. Tell me more.”



“It’s a surprise,” Roxy chuckled. “I’m ok for wine - I’m going to take a quick bubble bath. Come up and join me in a bit if you like.”



Chris watched her disappear up the stairs and felt a stirring in his boxer shorts. She still absolutely did it for him. She was a very attractive woman, but it wasn’t all about the looks – she had a great personality too. He wasn’t kidding earlier when he said he felt like a lucky guy. Damn, she even watched porn with him, and seemed to enjoy it just as much as he did. Those firm hand-jobs she gave him while he watched girl-on-girl action were amazing memories that he would cherish till the day he died. He felt the warmth of the wine in his system as he took another sip.



“I don’t need any more to drink,” he whispered to himself. “The bubble bath sounds much more fun.”



Upstairs, Roxy sunk into the hot bubbles as the water continued to run, resting her head back. She figured that even if he didn’t want to, he wouldn’t mind that she tried, and they’d probably end up having a good laugh about it.  She’d already bought it, she thought, so she may as well go through with it – it was something that had been on her mind for a long time. She closed her eyes and imagined what it would be like, to have that
 power
 , that control. She ran the soapy lather all over her arms, her legs, her stomach, her full breasts.



She reached to the side and grabbed the moisturizing lotion from the ledge of the bath. She undid the cap, turned the bottle upside down and squirted the thick white lotion all over her breasts, leaving long snail-trail-like patterns on her wet skin. She knew Chris loved her breasts, and she knew why – they were a DD cup, with nice pink nipples that were now standing erect as she looked down at them, the lather from the bubbles running down the globes as they bobbed up and down in the steamy water, half exposed. She rubbed the lotion into her breasts, making them smooth and shiny, before washing them off in the water, leaving them clean and moisturized.



She reached down and touched herself, her hand feeling her soft mound of trimmed hair. Although she preferred a cleanly shaved pussy, she knew that Chris preferred it neatly trimmed, so she kept a very well maintained strip of hair there just for him. She closed her eyes as she gently rubbed her clit, remembering how much he loved to lick her pussy, and knew that she’d keep trimming as long as he kept licking. Her memories and imagination ran away with her as she lay there, gently touching herself.



She opened her eyes, and there he stood.



Her eyes widened, as there he was next to the bath, naked, his erect 7 inch cock in front of her. His balls were smooth, and similarly to her, was neatly trimmed up above.



He leaned over and kissed her on the lips, as her hand instinctively reached out to cup his balls, giving them a gentle squeeze.



“Full,” she said into his mouth during their kiss. “But tonight isn’t all about
 your
 gratification – it’s about me, and what I want to do. I’m going to have a bit of fun with you tonight.”



Chris pulled away and looked at her – he could sense a change in her voice. It was a tone that he hadn’t heard before. A dominant undertone.



“Ha ha, ok,” he chuckled, slightly nervously.



“Now hop in and share these bubbles,” Roxy told him.



As soon as Chris stepped into the tub, Roxy’s already soapy hands immediately shot round to his ass, stopping him in his tracks. He stood there, as she sat up and carefully caressed his smooth cheeks, giving them a soapy lathering. She opened her mouth and began to suck him. He let out a soft moan, and she gave his ass a good massage, rubbing it firmly. Her index finger found his anus, and she flicked her finger over the tight hole.



She smiled to herself, as she now knew there’d be a very good chance this would go to plan.



He started to lower himself to his knees with the intention of fucking her there and then in the bubble bath, but as he did so Roxy got up and abruptly stepped out of the tub and onto the fluffy dry bathmat.



“What, you think I’m that easy?” she asked him. He gazed at her firm ass as the soapy bubbles ran down her long legs. She grabbed a towel and as she wrapped it around herself, he thought to himself that this really
 was
 a different side to her, a side he hadn’t seen before. He kind of liked it.



She threw a dry towel at the foot of the bath and said, “I’ll be in the bedroom. You’d better hurry up.” With that, she opened the door and left.



Chris stepped out of the bath, his anticipation growing and his excitement increasing. He grabbed the towel and dried himself off.



He walked into the bedroom to see her sitting on the bed. The computer was switched off, so he knew porn wasn’t on the agenda. He offered her a smile, but this time she didn’t smile back. Instead, she almost glared at him. She looked a little pissed off.



“Crikey, you really do mean business tonight,” he joked. However, Roxy wasn’t laughing.



“Look, just be quiet and come here.”



He did as he was told.



He stood in front of her as she sat on the bed, similarly to how they had been in the bathroom, only now the mood was very different. She reached out and squeezed his balls again. Quite hard this time, not hurting him, but enough to make his cock spring up, erect. However, there would be no sucking.



Roxy picked up her hair band that was sitting on the bedside table and tied it around his balls  – a little bit
 too
 tight. She had never done anything like this before and Chris started to feel rather uncomfortable.



“Umm… that kinda hurts.” He told her.



“Oh really, does it? Well, this is what you get for complaining.” She picked up her hairbrush and gave his cock a firm hit with it. His dick swayed from side to side with the blow, and he felt a combination of pleasure and pain.



“Now, let’s play.” With that, she got up and walked over to the closet, opened the closet door and took out a small black box. She took it over to the bed, rested it down and opened the lid. Chris stood there, and watched in amazement as she took out a dildo which appeared to be attached to a studded belt, and a tube of lubrication.



“Do you like the look of it?” she asked.



It was about 8 inches.



“Hmmm I’m not sure – won’t that be a bit big for you?”



She didn’t answer, and instead held it up next to his cock. As he looked at them both side by side, Chris started to feel slightly inadequate and embarrassed.



“You like that don’t you, you dirty boy.”



As much as he didn’t want to admit it, he was really enjoying this. He glanced over to the closet and half expected another woman, perhaps her friend Cheryl, to pop out smiling, but he realized there was nobody else there, and the realization of what was in store for him was starting to hit him.



“So… you want that in your pussy? Is that what you had in mind?” he asked, checking, almost trying to talk her into doing something else.



She looked up at him and said, “This isn’t for me. It’s my present to you.”



Butterflies and nerves started to swarm in his stomach as he said, “But how
 could
 it be for me?... I’ll just fuck you instead. Good ol’ traditional sex. Ok?”



Roxy shook her head. “Uh-uh. No way. We’re doing this.”



He stood there still for a few moments, while what she had just said began to sink in. He’d never seriously considered doing this. But he figured, as long as he wanted to carry on dating this hot woman, he probably didn’t have much say in the matter.



Roxy took the elastic band off his nuts, stood up, put her hands on his shoulders and pushed him down to a seated position on the edge of the bed. She straddled him, her firm tits in his face as he hungrily sucked and licked at her erect nipples. She moved back and got down on her knees, crouching in front of him.



She took his cock in her mouth, but this time just for a couple of seconds, before swiftly moving down to his balls, licking them, taking them in her mouth one at a time, sucking them and making him squirm.



Roxy was enjoying being in complete control, and opened his legs wide, making him lay back on the bed. Her tongue darted out as she held his cheeks open, and she began flicking the tip of her tongue over his crack. Chris winced and writhed around in pleasure – this was the first time he’d ever had his ass licked, and he was amazed at how good it felt.



Chris closed his eyes and rolled his head back. But she stopped licking. A couple of seconds later he felt some cold wet gel being dropped onto his ass-crack. He opened his eyes and looked down, this time witnessing Roxy’s long finger beginning to press against his ass. He gasped as she pushed her finger deep inside him, all the way to the knuckle. All feelings of embarrassment quickly disappeared but the nerves stayed, as she finger banged him rhythmically.



“Get on your hands and knees on the bed. Turn over,” she commanded. Surely she was going to loosen him up a bit more first, he thought, but didn’t dare complain or say anything. He just turned over and got on all fours on the bed.



“I’m going to milk you,” he heard her say over his shoulder. Roxy slid her finger into his ass again. She began to tug downwards, with her finger deep in his ass, milking his cock like a cow’s udder.



Suddenly she stopped and stood up straight. “It’s time,” she said.



Chris looked over his shoulder as watched in disbelief as she wrapped the strap-on around her waist and fastened it firmly. She grabbed the lube and squeezed some out onto the head of the dildo. “Arch your back for me. Good boy.”



Chris did what he was told. He faced the front, arched his back and spread his legs a little. Suddenly he felt the head press up against his ass. There was no way this huge thing was going to fit inside him, he thought, as she grabbed hold of his hips. But she had prepared him enough, and she began to thrust forward, pushing the sex-toy into his ass. The head slipped in, and he cried out in pain, but before he was able to pull away she pulled his hips back and drilled forward, sliding the full length of the shaft right up his ass, impaling him fully.



She slowly rocked her hips back and forth and began to fuck him. Now there was no pain. The toy was massaging his g-spot, and it was starting to feel good. Really good.



Roxy started to speed up and really take the reins, sliding the plastic cock in and out of his ass, faster and faster, fucking him hard. She slapped his ass-cheeks repeatedly, making them red.



Even though Chris was enjoying it, he wouldn’t have been able to get her to stop even if he’d wanted her to, because Roxy had grabbed a hold of his hair and was now pounding him like a sissy, truly dominating him. The insults came next. “You’re loving this aren’t you, you dirty whore.”



God, what a nasty bitch she really was, he thought to himself, as his ass was being totally violated by someone he thought loved him.



He felt her reach around and grab his throbbing cock, and after only a couple of strokes he felt himself cumming. He shot his hot milky load all over the bed in front of them.



He moaned as she pulled out of him. “Right – you got off. Now it’s my turn. Lie on your back!”



Exhausted, Chris turned over and lay on his back, his sore ass beneath him. He felt used and abused, but it had been a massive turn-on. Not only had he never seen this side to her, but he had never even imagined that it existed.



Roxy straddled his chest. Hovering above his face and still wearing the strap-on, she began to finger herself and rub her clit. Chris looked up, and saw the big plastic balls bouncing up and down before him. She let out a huge ecstatic moan, and squirted her love-juice all over his face. He had been fucked like a cheap whore, and then been cum on. He guessed she now wore the trousers.



Roxy lay down next to him, panting. Her smile was back.



“I really enjoyed that,” he said.



She kissed him on the lips. “Me too… and I’m glad you did, because we’re going to do that a lot more often!” she said with an evil glint in her eye.



Chris decided that he definitely liked this new side to her.



 



<><><>
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L
 inda bound her hair in a thick bun. The length of it had gotten out of hand and she knew it was
 far
 past time for a cut.



“What am I doing to do with you?” she asked her hair. At least she was able to keep it tidy enough to look decent.



Her body still radiated with warmth from her recent shower and she sat naked in front of her mirror as she readied her body lotion. A lullaby from her past flooded her mind and she sang it aloud while applying the lotion. She rubbed and massaged it into her skin. By the time the process was complete she noticed a small mark on her left shoulder. Linda was certain it hadn’t been there before. No, her skin was flawless. She rubbed at it and grimaced as it flaked away and fell to the ground.



Humming her favorite song, Linda danced her way through her home in the nude. She glanced over at the few pictures of her ex-boyfriend and tried to subdue the pang of sorrow she felt about their recent break up. Vincent had been a good man but he never really had much passion for life,
 or
 for Linda. When Linda finally garnered the courage to confront him about it he simply looked away and stated his disinterest in her. She
 knew
 she’d recover, though. She deserved a lover that could please her, in all aspects of her life. But maybe she didn’t know where to look.



Linda went to bed, relaxed, moisturized and ready for the next busy day at the office. She closed her eyes. But she was unaware of the thin film of liquid spreading over her body at a slow rate, encasing her in a sack for transport.



She opened her eyes just a crack only to be blinded by a bright light. She noticed her surroundings were wrong. She was in a room of pure gray, no color at all. Linda sat up on the hard surface. She stood, only to fall to her knees when she realized how weak she felt. There was another table on the opposite side of the room with several objects lined in a row. When her vertigo waned she stood and walked toward the table.



“What the hell?” she growled.



Lined in front of her were several variations of different dildos and pleasure tools. Turning around she noticed there were no sheets or clothing to be found, nothing to cover herself with. Her eyes moved skyward and she scanned the gray ceiling for any indications of cameras filming her.



“Choose one,” a deep voice rumbled through the air.



Linda jumped at the sound.



“Why?” she asked. “Who are you? Why did you kidnap me?”



“Choose one. I will tell you later as to why you’re here.”



“Are you going to kill me?”



After a long pause, “No.”



A tear ran down her cheek and she examined the different dildos on the table. One looked violent and painful, hooked at the end with an almost knife-like head. Another was long and thin, long enough to go far up into her body. The thought made her shiver. Several others looked like normal male penises but she noticed one that looked different and unique.



Tentatively she reached out and touched it, finding the head to be bulbous and firm. The shaft was hard and only slightly bendable, unlike the others that were very flexible. Her hand moved down the length and she felt the round bumps that covered the shaft as well as the big veins that ran down it. She picked it up and held it up in the air.



“I chose one,” she announced.



“Now use it,” the voice boomed.



“No! You’re disgusting!”



“I
 need
 you to use it.”



Linda paused and looked down at the dildo in her hand. Something was awfully strange about the situation. Some of the dildos were crazy and imaginative. The voice that came through the air was loud and crystal clear. There was no possible way it was coming through an intercom system. It was like the voice was right beside her.



“Do you have lubrication for it?” Linda asked quietly. She felt humiliated. Why was she here?



“Yes, you’ll find it on the side of the table.”



True to the stranger’s words she found a supply of lubrication and blushed fiercely when she noticed it was the brand she used herself for the dildo she kept at home. She opened the bottle and doused the toy with the liquid.



It’s alright. Just like college and doing the sex camera work to pay for school. I can do this.



She relaxed on her back and spread her legs. Taking the dildo, she placed the head against her pussy and pressed it into her. The head entered her and then the rest of it until it filled her with its girth. Her head swam with the sensation. She sat up and moved to her knees, ready for directions.



“Ok. I’m using it,” she gasped. The fake cock inside her felt astonishingly good -- ungodly good, in fact. Her vision blurred and pleasure lanced through her body at the feel of it inside her.



“Use it the
 right
 way,” the voice commanded.



“Finish? You mean?”



“Yes.”



Ok.



Linda gripped the base, and pulled it half-way out before thrusting it back in. “Oh, fuck,” she groaned. It didn’t take long for her to get off and cum from the dildo. The beads that coated the shaft almost seemed to pulse against her walls and the veins bulging along the girth rubbed her just right. “I’m done.”



“Now, put it back on the table and stand back.”



Linda readied herself for a fight. If she was going to be nailed then she was going to put up the fight of her life. A door in the wall slid up slowly.



Linda watched large feet as they were revealed -- bare feet leading up to strong looking legs and a large, hanging cock. She was ready to fight but she was also in awe of the Adonis’ body being exposed inch by inch, as the door raised. The door reached his head and revealed a bald skull and chiseled face.



The man’s skin was almost pure white, except for hues of purple and blue across his exposed legs and down his arms. He stood tall, well over six feet. And when he walked into the room, Linda could tell he was much taller than even that.
 Almost
 closer to seven feet,
 she thought.



Her body ached with sexual desire for him. There was nothing she could do. Even with her fear for her own safety he was the epitome of a muscle stud and rugged hunk. Her eyes locked onto the man’s cock, hanging down between his legs. He had no hair anywhere, not even on his groin. He had perfectly smooth flesh over his rippling and bulging muscles.



“Don’t hurt me,” Linda gasped as he drew closer. He grabbed her wrists and forced her hands down to her sides while he leaned in and gently nuzzled her neck. “Please.” She closed her eyes as he kissed up and down her neck, still holding her wrists.



He turned his hands and twined his fingers towards her. She gripped his hands with her own and let his massive hands envelope hers. Linda felt his body against her and relaxed. He felt safe, and she could tell his motivations weren’t violent. So she let him take her.



He pressed her to the wall and kissed her, before moving her to the table where he pushed her on her back. He mounted her, and pressed himself up against her. She gasped as his cock penetrated her. He thrust hard. His penis was bigger than the dildo she used, and it felt
 much
 better. She could feel the pulse of the veins and the heat of his body inside her. Her hands explored his ribs and the planes of his back while she moaned at the feel of his hip-jerks.



She felt him pause and she gasped at the feel of his climax. Cum pulsed into her body in thick streams filling her wonderfully.



“I have very potent sperm,” he whispered and pulled out.



“What?” Linda gasped, now fully aware of herself.



He touched her face and smiled. “Fear not. But we need your milk.”



“I don’t understand,” she gasped.



“Just breathe. It’s time for the milking,” he said.



“
 Milk
 me? What do you mean?”



“Milk you like a cow, that’s what I mean.”



“Seriously?”



He didn’t acknowledge her. Rather he lifted her up and carried her out of the room. She watched the tunnel pass by as he walked with long strides. Tubes and other mechanical mysteries passed Linda’s sight as the tunnel narrowed. The creature had to crouch down and step through carefully.



He bent down and gathered a set of long tubes that he used to wrap around Linda’s arms and thighs. He clamped large prongs that held her comfortably in the air while she stared up toward the strange man’s face. He took two tubes and attached them to her aching nipples. When he placed two large suction cups over her swollen breasts she locked eyes with him.



“What are you going to do?” she asked.



“I will extract it out of you.”



“Have you done this before?”



“Maybe.”



She clenched her hands and tried to slow her racing heart.



“I’m going to start the process. Relax, it will be over before you know it,” the man said.



Before she could ask anything else a gentle, barely audible hum came through the tubes and immediately she began to feel a strong suction on her breasts. They pulsed and sucked in a steady rhythm. It didn’t hurt. She could feel her milk begin leaving her nipples through the machine’s steady sucking. The man watched with his naked body still exposed. Linda stared at his cock and licked her lips.



“I want you to fuck me,” she groaned.



His penis slowly hardened and stood fully erect. He approached and poured a drop of the same lubrication that she’d found in the room over his phallus. His cock entered her forcefully, and she moaned at the feeling. He breathed against her as her milk was extracted.



“Oh,” she groaned. “That feels so good. Fuck me harder.”



The man thrust harder, his cock striking her sweet-spot with each strong push. She loved it, the feel of his veins and the bumps of his shaft inside her. His muscled stomach and chest rubbed up against her, and his grunts grew deep and ragged. The sucking of the machine combined with the man’s fucking caused Linda to roll back her head and scream. She came with him inside her, and squirted around his girth.



He pulled out, and she was shocked to see that she was still producing milk.



“I shouldn’t be making so much,” Linda said.



“You’re being stimulated to keep producing,” the man told her. His shoulders heaved and sweat slicked his skin.



“That can’t be healthy.”



“Remember you’re not going to be harmed. It’s a very safe process.”



“Then fuck me until it’s finished. You feel so good.”



He smiled, and revealed white, human-like teeth. His tongue darted out, snake-like.



“Or you could tongue-fuck me. It looks like you’d be good.”



He knelt down between her legs. His long, vine-like tongue slipped up into her pussy. He tasted himself and her own cum, and she panted and sighed in intense pleasure.



“Oh, fuck!” she yelled, and came again, waves of euphoria washing over her. The milking process seemed to slow down, but she was still craving the big cock the big man possessed.



“You’re finished,” he said and removed the suction device from her nipples.



“Sweet Mary. Mother of God.”



He unbound her left arm, and then her right. She wrapped her arms around his neck as he unlatched her legs.



“The process is complete. I’ll return you to your bedroom now.” He began to move but Linda grabbed his biceps, too large for her to wrap her hand around. “What is it?”



“Will I see you again?”



“Most likely not.”



“Then can I fuck you one last time?”



Linda pushed on his chest and sat him down. She straddled his thick thighs and kissed him. His cock sprung up, still hard, and entered her with ease. She kissed him deeper, inciting a moan from him. His tongue slid into her mouth. She accepted it and rode his cock while he grabbed her back.



She rode him fast, grinding down against him, building up force. He grabbed her hips and held her still so he could thrust up harder and harder. He came, crying out in pleasure. His cum sprayed into her and he groaned, throwing back his head.



He grabbed her face and slid his tongue into her mouth again, while relaxing from his climax. The fluid on his tongue sedated Linda, and she soon went limp in the embrace.



 



She woke up in her bed, still sweaty, with cum leaking down her thigh.



Walking weakly toward the shower, she stepped inside and turned on the hot water, letting the streams cascade down her body. Touching herself she noticed she was relaxed and loose from the man’s big dick.



She’d been abducted. She was certain of this. But what she realized as she stood in the shower’s stream was that she wanted that feeling again of being filled so entirely.



She glanced at the bottle of lube she kept on her bathroom counter. She looked up at the doorway and was pleased to see him standing there, naked.



“You said I wouldn’t see you again,” Linda stated.



“I enjoyed your body so much. I’d like to have your help again. The pleasure you gave me. Can you give it to me again?” he inquired.



“Of course. Come shower with me.”



He stepped under the water and stood there while she knelt down and took his cock between her lips. He hardened in her mouth while she sucked and licked him. She tasted his hot cock and gently moved herself forward to get better suction. He turned her on so much it almost frightened her. But she could definitely get used to having him around.



 



~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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“R
 eady!?” Evelyn cried with excitement. She practically threw herself into the passenger seat of Kyle’s car.



Kyle laughed loudly. He finished the packing into the trunk and joined her in the car, fastening his belt and starting the engine before Evelyn launched herself over the middle and kissed him deeply. They drove for hours before Evelyn finally sighed and looked out the window.



“Baby,” she began. “I’m painfully horny right now.”



Kyle looked over at her a moment. “Oh, you’re serious?”



“Yeah. It’s almost not like me.”



“Well then let’s stop for the night and fuck like animals,” Kyle stated. He grabbed her thigh and rubbed the muscles through her jeans.



“I’ll be alright until we’re at the campsite. Just… you know. I could use some Kyle lovin’ tonight.”



“Come here.” Kyle leaned over and kissed her. Her fingers moved up to caress his jawline and he sighed.



Evelyn couldn’t keep her eyes off Kyle as they drove. Her eyes scanned his chiseled face and rugged features. His beard had grown out lately and he trimmed it well so that when they kissed she didn’t get burned.



Her father had teased Kyle for being an accountant. And when he said he would only get to be fat and ugly, Kyle saw it as a challenge. Kyle worked-out every day and religiously ate a very clean diet of protein. The end result were the bulging biceps and forearms that held Evelyn at night and the bulging barrel chest she stared at at that very moment. If she stared at the handsome man any longer she knew she’d lean over and start fondling him as he drove.



 



“Here we are,” Kyle announced while pulling into a secluded area of the forest. He wondered about the sparseness of the occupants. Only a few tents were constructed in the large field and none of them looked occupied. “Maybe they’re just out for the evening?”



Evelyn and Kyle set up their tent and brought in their inflatable mattress as well as stuff to build a fire and a small amount of supplies.



“Do you think we’ll see it tonight?” Evelyn asked, referring to the meteor shower expected that night.



“If the sky is clear like the reports stated, then the shower should be incredibly bright.”



They stared up at the sky for an hour before Evelyn couldn’t hold herself back, and she kissed Kyle by grabbing his face and pulling him toward her. Kyle stood up, and hooked his hands below Evelyn’s ass to hoist her into the air. She sighed and giggled as his tongue slid into her mouth. She ran her fingers down the nape of his neck as he carried her to the tent. He had plans.



Kyle stripped quickly, revealing his tight and heavily muscled body. He moved forward and ripped off Evelyn’s clothing to expose her firm, perky breasts. He leaned down and kissed her chest, around her sternum and down her stomach. He undid her jeans and pulled them down in one fell swoop, along with her slightly damp panties.



“Oh!” Evelyn threw back her head and moaned as Kyle’s tongue flicked over her clit and delved into her Brazilian-waxed pussy, exploring her. “Kyle, you’re going to make me cum.”



Kyle saw this as his cue to stop eating her for a moment and kissed the inside of her thigh. He moved back up and looked into her eyes. “I’m going to fuck you now,” he cooed.



Evelyn wrapped her arms around Kyle’s back and her legs around his waist as his dick nudged against her opening, asking to be let inside. She gave him full permission, and in he slid. He started slowly, lovingly, but his thrusts grew strong fast as sweat began to glean across his developed back. She looked over his shoulder and watched his hips buck forward as his erection slid in and out perfectly. Kyle did something subtle when he screwed Evelyn, a slight twist of his hips. Evelyn couldn’t take it anymore. It made her moan loudly, until she arched her back and came. Hard.



Kyle’s manly grunts and the feel of the condom he’d put on his dick prolonged Evelyn’s orgasm and made her cum more. Kyle couldn’t cum. He hated condoms.



“How was that?” Kyle inquired breathlessly.



“Always
 so
 incredible. You really know how to get me going.” Evelyn purred. She stroked his face and head.



Evelyn spent the dark hours exploring the hard lines of Kyle’s body. He stayed on his back, with full balls but a smile on his face, while her fingers travelled down his chest and ribs to pet his tight stomach.



She relaxed and closed her eyes.



 



A sound roused Evelyn. Her eyes, though tired, opened slowly. A figure stood over her, a silhouette against the wall of the tent, like a shadow watching her. Her limbs felt heavy and she almost panicked when she realized she couldn’t lift her arms or legs.



“Kyle?” Evelyn croaked. She had just enough energy to turn her head. Her eyes widened.



Kyle’s body hovered in the air, a dark blue liquid wrapping around his naked body as his head hung back limp, before disappearing behind the liquid. She watched in disbelief as the liquid dripped onto her chest and spread across her skin like small fingers. It muffled her attempt at a scream as it crept over her, covering her face. She lost consciousness.



A probing finger woke her a second time and immediately she knew she was in trouble. She was upright. She heard a gurgling, throaty sound from behind. Her eyes came into focus and she saw Kyle facing her, his body still naked. As naked as her own. He was restrained in mid-air by what appeared to be rope, hanging from the dark ceiling of wherever they had been taken to. There he hung, floating in bondage.



“Kyle? Baby?” she cried.



The figure that had been watching her moved forward.



Tall and thin in frame and purple in color, the being looked at her with small, black eyes. Its fingers were long and bendy, and moved almost independently from its body, like the tentacles of an octopus. It made a gurgling sound, reached out and grabbed Kyle’s head. A finger curled around his face and into his mouth.



Kyle tried to yell but with the long finger in his mouth all he could manage was a grunt, and Evelyn watched in horror as his throat bulged at the invasion of the tentacle. His face turned red and he fought his restraints as he made gagging sounds. Evelyn watched the developed and toned muscles in Kyle’s naked body flex wildly as he fought. But it was no use. Soon he slumped and went limp.



“No!” she screamed.



Another of the beings stepped out of the shadows, approached her and grabbed her face. She fought and writhed where she stood, only now aware of the restraints around her wrists and ankles that kept her from moving. It stepped forward until its face was so close that all she could see were its blank, black eyes.



A long, thin tongue darted out of its mouth and pushed in-between her pretty lips. She was about to bite down on it as it entered her mouth, but before she got a chance it trickled a luke-warm liquid down her throat. She swallowed the liquid and she too went limp.



 



Evelyn awoke, still bound. Tied up, and naked as the day she was born.



She looked over and saw Kyle, who was now on his back, his eyes closed. Her eyes travelled down his torso, the torso she knew so well, down to his penis. The penis that she knew
 so
 well. She saw that a long tentacle had placed a see-thru tube over Kyle’s thick, erect cock. It made a slight sucking sound as it milked him.



Kyle’s full balls churned and tightened. Although his mind wasn’t conscious, his manhood most certainly was, and his frustrated testicles wanted,
 needed
 , to be relieved. They needed to shoot. Kyle  came, and his milk-white jizz spurted out in steady, healthy squirts. The tube filled with his ejaculate, and the purple beings carried it away, Kyle still none the wiser.



Evelyn gasped as a long tentacle slithered around her waist and pressed against her pussy. She had no choice—it slid up inside her. She wanted to scream, but as it slipped in and out of her, penetrating her smoothly and rhythmically, the scream building in her throat was replaced with a loud, pleasurable moan. The tentacle sliding around in her tight, moist pussy felt astonishingly good. And as she watched Kyle being frogmarched away by their abductors, Evelyn began to sigh deeply as the tentacle pushed deeper into her body, its silky surface screwing her perfectly, just the way she liked it.



Bound and probed, Evelyn could feel her climax building up. Her hardened bud throbbed, and she came, hard and fast, throwing back her head in ecstasy as her orgasm cascaded through her body. She squirted wildly, downwards, soaking the tentacle and her thighs. The tentacle withdrew and she hung there, panting, suddenly weak and fatigued.



She felt herself becoming drowsy and drifting off once more, strangely content and satisfied.



 



The next thing she knew, she was lying down, comfortable and warm. She was surrounded by a clear sack, as if in a bubble. She was surprised at how relaxed she felt, given her predicament.



Kyle stirred from within another pod and Evelyn couldn’t help but notice that his large cock was erect again, as if he’d just woken up from a deep sleep. Evelyn knew first hand that Kyle always woke up with ‘morning glory’, but this was a boner like no other. He was ridiculously stiff. Throbbing.



Her eyes travelled across Kyle’s bulging barrel chest and his shredded stomach muscles. He looked more lean than usual, as if he’d just downed a protein shake and done 100 bench presses. Each hard line of his developed body was pronounced. This made Evelyn’s groin ache, and she felt a pulse in her pussy.



She pressed her bare breasts against the rounded side of the pod and the shape forced her back into an arch. Through the thin wall that encased her she saw a group of the purple beings. They watched Evelyn intensely and their long tentacle-fingers travelled across their neighbor’s skin and into each other’s intimate crevices, exploring and probing.



Is that how they reproduce?



But the thought didn’t stay in Evelyn’s mind for long, before flitting away and being replaced with her need for a nice, good, hard fuck. She was human, after all.



Evelyn and Kyle’s pods moved closer, and then touched, as if they had a life of their own. Evelyn moved back and gasped as the two pods joined together and became one large bubble. They were together again, at last.



She could hear Kyle’s breathing, heavy and ragged as his chest heaved. He opened his eyes.



“Evie?” Kyle said softly. “Something’s wrong.”



“No kidding.” Evelyn nodded at him, smiling comfortingly, and reached down, unable to control herself, or her urges. “Something’s wrong. But… so wrong its right.” She fingered herself, expertly self-frigging her juiced-up snatch as her eyes locked onto the throbbing, thick shaft of Kyle’s cock as it twitched on its own accord.



“I need you to nail me,” Evelyn stated.



Kyle didn’t need to be persuaded. He climbed on top of her, their bodies intertwined as their tongues slipped into each other’s mouths, kissing each other passionately and deeply.



She moved against him, the strength of his body turning her on and making her ache with need. They rolled over so that Evelyn was on top. She kissed her way down his body. She kneeled between his legs and licked the deep-red head of his erection before giving him three strong sucks.



Evelyn took her mouth away from his dong, moved up and climbed aboard, mounting him. His hands squeezed her fleshy ass as his cock entered her with a single upward thrust, bareback.
 Finally bareback,
 thought Kyle.
 I hate condoms.



She panted and stared into his hazel eyes as she rode him like a seaside donkey. The slick, tight walls of her pussy clamped down around his straining girth, skin on skin.



This is how sex is meant to be. It feels so good… so good,
 he thought as he watched his girlfriend bounce up and down, caught up in the moment. It wasn’t ‘making love’ and it wasn’t gentle. It was a hard, fast, rampant screw. Kyle was primal in the way he reached out and grabbed her perky, bouncing titties, tweaking her rock-hard nips.



Evelyn was vaguely aware of the company watching them from outside their pod. As a bead of sweat slid down her breasts and stomach, giving her more lube to ride Kyle’s throbbing shaft, she learnt forward as Kyle sat up slightly. She bit down on the joining of Kyle’s bulging trapezius muscle and where it met his strong neck. She bit so hard a small stream of blood ran down Kyle’s broad back. He yelped and smiled as he rolled her onto her back, and hooked her feet up over his shoulders so he could go deeper. And harder.



He slid his 8 inch schlong in and out of her now-soaking snatch, his big balls banging off her and making a satisfying slapping sound as they did so.



“Kyle! I need
 more
 !” she cried.



Kyle was going to
 give
 her more. With animal-like grunts he pulled out and turned her onto her stomach. She got on her hands and knees and presented her jiggling ass to him like a bitch in heat. He gripped her hips and entered her from behind, sliding all the way back in, easily.



“I can’t stop…” Kyle moaned as he slammed her methodically. The shimmery reflective bubble that encased them started to get rather steamed-up. Evelyn shrieked as her orgasm crashed through her body like a tidal wave. Her pussy walls tightened almost painfully around Kyle’s cock, forcing him to stop his thrusts. Evelyn needed to recover.



Kyle withdrew and lay down next to her, his balls still tight and ready. The pod that had become their new bedroom slowly lowered to the floor. The bubble-like texture that surrounded them started to fade away and disappear. They were now in the big, open room with the purple beings, too spent from their sexual indulgence to do anything but lie there and see what awaited them.



One of the purple beings brought forth a vial of thick white goo, and Evelyn recognized it as being the same vial that contained Kyle’s seed. He had shot a big load, and the vial was almost half-full.



The being held it to her mouth. She didn’t even try to fight this time, she just opened her mouth and watched as it was tipped and the contents were poured down her throat. She glugged and swallowed and could taste the bitter-sweet flavor of her lover’s cum.



“What are you doing to me?” Evelyn voiced, a trickle of sperm running down her chin, her body feeling heavy. Another tentacle-finger slid up between her thighs and entered her still-lubed pussy. It wriggled and pulsated for a moment, and then pumped a warm liquid into her. It actually felt nice, so warm and deep, coating her fertile inner-workings.



She watched the tentacle slide back out of her as her vision hazed over.



 



“Evelyn, wake up!” Kyle yelled. Evelyn opened her eyes. They were alone. Kyle held up a cluster of vials filled with white fluid. “Semen,” he stated. “There are tubes filled with semen!”



“Why?” Evelyn asked drowsily and sat up.



They glanced at a vial of blue liquid on the floor.



“Jesus. Did you see what it left us?” Kyle asked with wide eyes.



“Yeah, I did. But let’s get the
 hell
 out of here.” Evelyn pleaded. “I don’t want to stay here.”



Other than their memories and the vials filled with cum it were as though nothing had happened.



“Hang on a sec. I’m curious about this one,” said Kyle, holding up the blue vial. “There’s some lettering on it.”



Drink. Mate.



The pair made eye contact for a moment before a cheeky smile crept across Evelyn’s lips. She ripped the vial from Kyle’s hands, pulled the top off and drank half the tube. Kyle drank the rest and his cock hardened immediately.



Evelyn pushed him down on his back, mounted him again and rode his strong erection with gusto. She ground down and rocked her hips against him while he thrust up and pet her heaving breasts. She placed her hands on his ribs and gripped his torso as she rode him.



Kyle suckled on her fingers as he oozed pre-cum inside her, preparing her for the growing climax he felt in his dick, her skin soft against his hands as he explored her fine body.



“Oh, Kyle,” Evelyn moaned. She leaned down and kissed his neck.



He didn’t say anything. Instead he groaned and thrust up into her, harder and faster.



“Fill me, baby.” Evelyn sighed.



Kyle flipped her onto her back and took charge. He fucked her hard, not even growing tired or fatigued as he pounded and thrust. The feel of her pussy around his throbbing cock was nothing short of amazing,
 so
 slick and tight. Evelyn’s climax grew slowly but steadily. Every other thrust of Kyle’s straining penis caused her to arch her back and throw back her head in pleasure.



“I’m going to cum, baby,” she gasped.



“Squeeze me,” Kyle commanded.



Her pussy seemed to suck him in further, really milking him, and he gasped into her ear. They came at the same time. Kyle’s orgasm was heavy with rich streams of cum jetting from his body and into Evelyn’s body, filling her up internally. She gasped at the feel of being so filled and she buried her face against his chest, almost trying to hide from the intense sensations. She gave a satisfied sigh.



“How do you feel?” Kyle inquired breathlessly.



“Like I’m good and fucked. Whatever that blue stuff was it had a great effect.”



“No kidding.” Kyle rolled off her, onto his side and smiled. But his face grew serious. “Evelyn?”



“I feel it.” She said as she patted her belly. “I feel it.”



Kyle looked worried. “But… who’s the daddy?”



 



~~~~~~~~~~
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