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“You want these?” I asked.

Chris looked mesmerized.  His head seemed to nod slightly.

“Chris, don’t you dare,” Glen said.

“I—I can’t help it, Glen.”

“You can’t say a thing, Glen.  You told me these were what attracted you to me in the first place.  How can you blame poor Chris here, huh?”

“Janine ...”

“You want my tits, Chris?  You want to suck on my nipples and please me?”

“Janine!” Glen cried, somewhere between panic and anger.

“You know you want it,” I said to Chris, staring into those blue eyes as I hypnotized him with my breasts.

“Chris, don’t look,” Glen said.

I ran my eyes down over Chris’s athletic body.  Even in his sweatpants and t-shirt he looked a picture.  He reminded me of the man I married a long time ago, all muscle bound and full of spunk.

My eye focused on the bulge that was growing in the front of his pants.  I knew that I had him.

“Well, would you look at that ...?”

“Chris!” Glen cried.

“He can’t help it, honey.”

I walked forwards towards him, lifting his chin when I arrived so that he was no longer staring straight at my big tits.

“You want me to service that thing?”

He nodded.

“Mrs. Henderson wants something in return for once, okay?” I told him.

“Chris, don’t do it,” Glen protested, moving around the dinner table now and standing beside us.

“You want to watch or you want to help?” I said to Glen.  “With you or without you, I’m going to get this fucking orgasm.”

“I can’t fucking believe this,” he sighed.

“Believe it.  I’m sick of this shit.”

“Then ... I guess ... I’m helping.”

“Good decision.  I’ve always wanted a threesome.”

Chris swallowed.

“Take out your cock,” I said to him.

“Mrs. Henderson?”

“You want me to take it out for you?”

He looked to Glen who nodded.

“Yes,” Chris said.

I shook out my hair and got to my knees.  “Been a while since I did this to someone I wanted to.”

I stared ahead at the bulge that lay in wait in front of me.  For all over Glen’s faults he wasn’t short when it came to the pants-department.  He packed some serious heat and I hoped Chris came close too.

“Let’s see what we’re dealing with,” I said, and I wrapped my hands over the waist of his pants and underwear.

I took them down as one, listening as Chris gasped above me.  His hand came to his mouth just as I spotted the thick barrel of his cock.

“My gosh,” I cried, marveling as it sprang free.

It shot upwards, pointing to the ceiling.  It bobbed gently and my eyes widened with glee at the sight of it.  It was everything I hoped; unblemished and clean-cut, but with a thick vein that ran up its outside.  It looked fresh.

“Good boy,” I cooed.  I looked back at Glen and nodded to Chris’s cock.  “He’s almost got you beat.”
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“Dinner will be around four,” I called, shouting to my husband Glen and his apprentice Chris who sat watching the game.

Glen had taken Chris under his wing somewhat after discovering his tough upbringing.  He worked for his carpentry business and was becoming quite the fine woodsman himself, despite his nineteen years.

“Come on!” Glen cried.  “That was a clean tackle!”

The pair of them stared open-mouthed at the screen, oblivious once-more to the outside world.  Football could have completely stopped and I wouldn’t have cared.  Perhaps I’d finally get some gratitude around here if it did.

“Hey!” I called again, and the pair of them turned to me.  “Dinner at four.”

“Yes, honey,” Glen said.

“No problems here,” Chris added.

Their attention was fleeting and it only took a second or two for both of them to turn back to the television, gesticulating wildly as yet another call didn’t go their way.

I took a sip of sparkling wine.  It was perhaps the only thing that got me through days like this.  It was supposed to be a day of thanks, but it felt more often like a day of exploitative fun and food at my expense.

“Can you pass me another beer, honey?” Glen said, keeping his eyes fixed on the television.

“Me too,” Chris said.  “Please.”

I narrowed my lips.  I loved them both to death but, Christ.  They were annoying on days like this.  They hung around together so much that Chris seemed to be becoming more and more like Glen with each passing day.

Without a word I got two beers from the fridge, cracking the top off each and then looking to the chili pepper that sat open on the chopping-board.  I had half-a-mind to rub the seeds around the rim of their bottles and teach them each a lesson.

Instead I walked patiently over to them, handing them the bottle and trying to play the model housewife.

“Here you are, dearest,” I said, forcing a smile.

Glen took the bottle and then Chris did too, leaning around me to try and keep his gaze on that God-awful game.

“You’re welcome,” I said,

This time Glen looked up and smiled nervously.  “Sorry.  Thank-you, honey, you’re the best.  Do you need a hand with anything?”

Chris spotted Glen’s cue.  He might have been nineteen but he wasn’t completely selfish.  Yet.

“Thanks, Mrs. Henderson,” he said.  “Can I get you anything?”

“I can think of a few things I need,” I said, and I raised my eyebrows in my husband’s direction.

He looked sheepishly up at me and took a swig of his beer.  Chris’s eyes switched between the two of us.

“What?” Chris said.  “Can I help?”

“I should hope not,” Glen said.

“Maybe,” I added.

Glen was shocked but at this point I didn’t care.  I’d been so long without an orgasm that the idea of getting one from a guy half my age wasn’t too bizarre a notion.  He had youth on his side and, despite his inexperience, perhaps held a staying-power longer than my husband’s.

I walked back to the kitchen-area of our open-plan room and Glen got up to follow me, shuffling quickly afterwards and putting an arm on my shoulder.

“Everything okay?” he asked, then he gave my butt a pinch.

I jumped and tried not to giggle.  As I turned to him I spotted Chris avert his gaze and look back to the television.

“Go enjoy the game,” I said, wafting my hand dismissively.

“What can I do?” he asked.

“Not a lot, clearly.”

He lowered his voice to a whisper and moved closer.  “I can treat you later,” he said, holding my hip.

“Treat?” I hissed.  “You mean those three pumps I get out of you before you blow your load?”

Glen laughed and Chris did too.

“You weren’t supposed to hear that,” Glen said.

“You need to up your game, Glen,” Chris joked back, taking a sip of his beer.

Chris had a confidence about him that told me he wasn’t the three-pump-chump that my husband so often was.  Maybe the idea of him finally giving me the thanks I deserve wasn’t out of the question.

“You got something to tell us there, stud,” I called over.

Chris glanced over and smirked again.  “No,” he said.  “Nothing.”

“Spill it,” Glen called.  “You’ve not got anyone pregnant have you?”

Chris laughed.  “No!  I’d have to finish inside them to do that.”

“Too much information, honey!” I cried.

“Atta-boy,” Glen said.

I gave him a lingering look of disapproval that Glen ignored as he walked back to the sofa, putting his arm around Chris and ruffling his hair.

“Welcome to the majors,” he said.

It felt as though another year of servitude awaited me.

After dinner it was no different.  The pair of them ate fast and looked to be excused immediately.  I could tell they couldn’t wait to get back to the football.  Who the hell needs that much football in a single day?

“Uhh, can I be excused?” Chris asked.

“Oh, so I’m doing the dishes too?” I said.

“You have a dishwasher, don’t you?” Chris said.

“Yeah, she’s sat right there,” said Glen.

I stared straight at him, ignoring the brief splurt of laughter that Chris now suppressed.

“Who the fuck do you think you are?” I said.

Glen was speechless.  I never cursed.

“You guys think this day is just about you?  You think I enjoy cooking all day and getting shit in return?”

“I’m sorry, honey,” Glen said.

“No you’re not.  Or not for long enough.  You’ll go straight back to the couch and carry on watching the game like you didn’t just insult your wife.”

“It was just a joke, Mrs. Henderson,” Chris said, trying to defend his boss.

I stood up from the chair and walked over to Chris.  “You know what the real joke is?  That I put up with this every fucking year.  It’s about time I got something I wanted.”

There was a moments silence as I looked between them, reveling in how quickly they shrank.

“What is it that you want?” Glen said.

“I want to treat myself for a change.”

“Then do it, honey.  You’ve earned it.  Me and Chris can do the dishes.”

“No, you can’t,” I said.

“It’ll be easy,” Chris said.

“No,” I added again, beginning to revel in the freedom of my expression.  “You two will be too busy.”

“Doing what?”

“I’m going to have an orgasm today if it kills one of us,” I said.  “I sure as hell know that Glen’s not going to be the one to give it me, so what do you say, Chris?”

Chris’s eyes widened and so too did Glen’s.

“Now wait just a minute,” Glen began.

“I’ve waited much more than a minute.  It’s time someone did the job you can’t”

“You think I can’t give you an orgasm?”

“I think you’d much rather have your own.”

“That doesn’t mean I don’t know how to get you off.”

“So you’ve been choosing not to give me an orgasm?”

“That’s not what I meant ...”

“Sounded like it.”

The whole time Chris stared, looking awkward as hell and slowly retreating back towards the den.

“Don’t you go anywhere,” I told him, holding up a finger.  “You’re helping him.”

“Honey ...” Glen started.

“Don’t ‘honey’ me, Glen.  I’ve had it with the pair of you.”

I walked over to Chris and slid a finger around the neck of his t-shirt.  “What do you say, stud?  Gonna do what my husband couldn’t?”

“Now hang on, Janine,” said Glen.  “You can’t involve him.”

“Why not?  Why can’t I?  He’s an adult.  He’s nineteen.  I’m sure he’d love to try and finally satisfy me after all I’ve done for him.  Isn’t that right, Chris?”

“Don’t answer that,” Glen said, but before he could finish Chris spoke.

“Yes,” he said.

I looked back to Glen and cocked my head.  “At least someone in this fucking house appreciates me.”

“I do too, hon—Janine.”

“Prove it.  Prove it just like Chris here is going to prove it.”

I took off my knitted, white, button-up sweater and tossed it aside.  By now my breasts were heaving beneath my dress as my breaths rose.  I could feel the adrenaline coursing through my veins and my stomach felt tingly.  Above it all I had an amazing sense of righteousness.  They couldn’t deny me this.

“We’ll do the dishes, Janine.  I’m sorry,” Glen said.

“We’re beyond dishes and we’re beyond sorry.  Chris: take down your pants.”

“M—Mrs. Henderson?”

“Hon—Janine, please,” Glen cried.

“I want his cock in my mouth and you’re either watching, or you’re joining us.”

“You don’t know what you’re saying,” Glen said.

“I know exactly what I’m saying.”

I unfastened the buttons at the front of my dress and pulled it down over my tits, sitting them above so that they bunched together for Chris.  He stared straight into the cleavage as I bounced them for him.

“You want these?” I asked.

Chris looked mesmerized.  His head seemed to nod slightly.

“Chris, don’t you dare,” Glen said.

“I—I can’t help it, Glen.”

“You can’t say a thing, Glen.  You told me these were what attracted you to me in the first place.  How can you blame poor Chris here, huh?”

“Janine ...”

“You want my tits, Chris?  You want to suck on my nipples and please me?”

“Janine!” Glen cried, somewhere between panic and anger.

“You know you want it,” I said to Chris, staring into those blue eyes as I hypnotized him with my breasts.

“Chris, don’t look,” Glen said.

I ran my eyes down over Chris’s athletic body.  Even in his sweatpants and t-shirt he looked a picture.  He reminded me of the man I married a long time ago, all muscle bound and full of spunk.

My eye focused on the bulge that was growing in the front of his pants.  I knew that I had him.

“Well, would you look at that ...?”

“Chris!” Glen cried.

“He can’t help it, honey.”

I walked forwards towards him, lifting his chin when I arrived so that he was no longer staring straight at my big tits.

“You want me to service that thing?”

He nodded.

“Mrs. Henderson wants something in return for once, okay?” I told him.

“Chris, don’t do it,” Glen protested, moving around the dinner table now and standing beside us.

“You want to watch or you want to help?” I said to Glen.  “With you or without you, I’m going to get this fucking orgasm.”

“I can’t fucking believe this,” he sighed.

“Believe it.  I’m sick of this shit.”

“Then ... I guess ... I’m helping.”

“Good decision.  I’ve always wanted a threesome.”

Chris swallowed.

“Take out your cock,” I said to him.

“Mrs. Henderson?”

“You want me to take it out for you?”

He looked to Glen who nodded.

“Yes,” Chris said.

I shook out my hair and got to my knees.  “Been a while since I did this to someone I wanted to.”

I stared ahead at the bulge that lay in wait in front of me.  For all over Glen’s faults he wasn’t short when it came to the pants-department.  He packed some serious heat and I hoped Chris came close too.

“Let’s see what we’re dealing with,” I said, and I wrapped my hands over the waist of his pants and underwear.

I took them down as one, listening as Chris gasped above me.  His hand came to his mouth just as I spotted the thick barrel of his cock.

“My gosh,” I cried, marveling as it sprang free.

It shot upwards, pointing to the ceiling.  It bobbed gently and my eyes widened with glee at the sight of it.  It was everything I hoped; unblemished and clean-cut, but with a thick vein that ran up its outside.  It looked fresh.

“Good boy,” I cooed.  I looked back at Glen and nodded to Chris’s cock.  “He’s almost got you beat.”

Glen lightened up a little.  “Not quite,” he smirked.  “Good job though, Chris.”

“Thanks,” Chris said, as though he had something to do with it.

“Come here,” I said.

I took a grip of him and Chris stumbled forward.  I opened my mouth wide and claimed his cock as it approached, forcing it through my lips and humming contently as I felt that powerful, forbidden arousal inside me.

“Take yours out too, honey,” I said, looking to Glen.  “It’s your lucky day.”

He unfastened his belt quickly and then moved in beside Chris.  I rubbed at his cock as it sat beneath his jeans, feeling it go stiff beneath the fabric of his pants.  By the time Glen had released himself he was all-the-way hard, just like Chris beside him.

“Look at that,” I said, staring between the two.  “The master and the apprentice.”

I raced my lips over Glen too now, jerking slowly at Chris’s cock as I treated my husband.  The pair of them looked down and watched me do my work.  I imagine there was some surreal form of male-bonding going on, but hell if I understood it.

“Look at her go, Chris,” Glen said, admiring my handiwork.  “She’s always been good at that.”

I batted my lashes up at them and put on a performance.  Under their scrutiny I seemed to blossom, snarling and feasting on each of them like an animal until they were both wet from hilt to tip.

“Now it’s my turn,” I said.  “Take off my dress, Chris.”

I stood up in front of him and tickled the underside of his cock with my fingertips as I looked into his eyes.

Chris moved slowly, as though he might be doing something wrong.  Steadily he pushed the garment off my shoulders and then pulled it down over my tits.

Glen helped from behind, pulling it down over my shapely ass until my red, lacy underwear was visible beneath.  I stepped out of the dress feeling like a Queen.

“Now on your knees,” Glen.

Glen got excitedly to the floor, seeming to revel in my new dominant approach.

“Get on the floor and eat my pussy.  Chris, I want you feeding on these tits, okay?”

“Yes ma’am,” he said, and it felt like I was finally starting to get some damn respect around here.

Glen stared forward and watched as he pulled down my panties, revealing the kempt strip of fur that sat beneath.

His eyes sparkled as he looked up at me, then back down at the little fleshy pearly that peeked out expectantly at the top of my folds.

Before my panties even hit the floor he was on me, pushing his face forwards into my pussy and tonguing magically along the crease.  His wet licks felt incredible, and the situation compounded the pleasure of it all.

Chris took a look at his boss’s handiwork, looking mesmerized until I reminded him of the task at hand.

“You,” I said, and I pointed to my tits.  “Here.”

I patted my breasts and reached behind myself to unclasp the bra, then I pulled it forward off my shoulders and let him see me.

“Wow,” he gasped.

“Out of those pants first,” I said to him.  “Shirt too.”

Chris quickly stepped out of his pants, using his feet to push them down again and again and then scramble them off his ankles.  His t-shirt came quickly above his head and I swooned at the smooth, muscled chest beneath.

“Good,” I trembled, feeling the tongue-lashings of Glen continue with aplomb.

His finger was probing through my creamy core as he feasted on me and the whole thing felt incredible.  My shoulders rocked in a tremble and I beckoned Chris forward, hoping his touch would be the cherry on the cake.

“Come on, honey,” I hushed.

He focused on my nipples and moved steadily forwards, docking himself over one of them and sucking fiercely.

“Yes!” I gushed.  “Spoil me, boys.”

Glen sucked lovingly on each breast until my nipples were stiff enough to pierce his skin.  He flicked the tongue over them, appearing suspiciously well-versed.  I don’t think mine were the first pair of nipples he’d excited, but I guess he was a grown man.  Or he would be after this.

“Eat my pussy, Glen,” I moaned.  “Suck my tits, Chris.”

I held Chris against my breasts and tried to focus on each of their tongues individually.  Glen’s would circle my clit and tease it out from its hood while Chris’s would rotate around my areola, like a shark toying with its prey.

“Fuck, I want you both,” I moaned.  “I want you both to fuck me!”

My breaths raced away from me as I grinded my hips across my husband’s face.  He looked up and locked eyes with me, working out of sight in a shared goal to give me what I demanded.

“Make me come,” I whined.  “Make me come!  Make me fucking come!”

The pair of them worked with greater urgency, letting out groans and moans themselves as I pressed forward towards climax.

I could feel it bubbling inside of me.  Each of their tongues were like unstable chemicals, and the more of them I added the greater the chance of a joyous, explosive reaction inside me.

“Yes!” I cried, moving my hand to hold Glen against me.

He sprang his finger through my sodden core, sucking and toying with my clit until it was stiffer and more sensitive than ever.

Chris’s mouth on my nipples was the perfect addition.  He toyed with them, pressing them together and kneading them like two doughy balls that needed working.

“Good boys!” I cried.  “You’re gonna make me come.”

Neither of them broke their stride, and in the strangest of ways we felt more together than ever.  We were all working towards a common goal, and I was certain now we were going to achieve it.

“Fuck!” I whimpered, closing my eyes.

My jaw hung open and the euphoria gripped me, rattling through my body and awakening a groan inside me.

“Yeeeesss!” I cried gleefully, gasping my eyes open and writhing on my husband’s face.

I looked down and felt the contractions of my pussy again and again as it squeezed on Glen’s finger.

“Come for us, honey,” he breathed, talking against my pussy before sucking again on my throbbing clit.

I pushed his finger out of me and convulsed wildly, barely able to accept the kisses of his lips on me.

I started to giggle joyously and felt the heat in my face and chest.  It was a sensation I hadn’t felt in a very long time.

Chris pulled forwards off my tits and looked to me.  I’d never felt happier and I think he spotted it instantly.

“I guess we did good then, huh?” he asked.

“You did, baby,” I said, and I leant forward and gave him a deep, sinful kiss.  “You both did.”

Glen stood to his feet and his jeans fell down around his ankles.  I pulled him towards me by his shirt and kissed him too, tasting the sweetness of my pussy on his lips.

“Happy thanksgiving,” he said as we broke from the kiss.

“It isn’t over yet,” I said.  “Now it’s time for dessert.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“Follow me,” I said, and I took Chris’s hand and walked back through to the den.

I grabbed the remote-control and turned off the television, then I moved Chris to the sofa.  “Sit,” I said.

Chris got in position, sitting naked on the sofa and sporting that magnificent erection of his.

“I’m gonna sit on your cock honey, and Glen is going to fuck me, right in the ass.”

“He is?” Glen said, shocked.  His pants were now off.  “You’ve never done that before.”

“I’m figuring it’s a day for firsts,” I smirked.  “Now fetch that goose-fat, would you?”

Glen’s eyes sparkled as he did as instructed, grabbing the make-shift lubricant from the kitchen counter-top and bringing it over.

“What’s that for?” Chris asked.

“Think of it as seasoning,” I smiled.

I put a knee onto the sofa and then moved the other across Chris until I was squatting above him.  My big tits hung in front of his face but his focus was on my sodden core that hovered dangerously close to his hard, fresh cock.

“Give me that,” I hushed, smiling at him.

He smiled back but when he felt the warm cream of my core his smile turned to a different kind of delight.

“Oh, Mrs. Henderson,” he hushed.

“Stuff me,” I purred, and I dropped my butt down on him.

My pussy sprang over the hard tip of his cock, sending him deep inside me.  He was immediately slathered in the cum that him and Glen had helped to work free.  His stiffness felt so good inside me.

“That’s perfect,” I hushed, then I looked back to Glen.  “Or it will be perfect ...”

He took a dollop of fat on his finger and splayed it over my asshole, rubbing it across the knot that sat just above Chris’s invading cock.

His finger circled and teased.  Coupled with the sensation of Chris deep inside me the whole thing felt incredible.

Glen forced a finger inside to the knuckle and I hissed a breath.  Chris’s eyes widened as though he could feel Glen on the other side.

“Is he in?” Chris asked, breathless.

“Not yet,” I said.  “You’ll know when he is.  You’ll see it in my face.”

I looked back to Glen who was now covering that beautiful cock of his in a film of grease.  He worked his fist over it until the thing was glistening in the light, then he brought the swollen tip to my virginal knot.

“Fuck me,” I groaned, pushing back against him.

I felt the pressure of his smooth head against my slowly-widening knot.  The more he spread me the greater the pain, but my yearning to bury them both inside me was stronger than my pain-threshold.

“That’s it,” I cried.  “That’s it!”

I pushed out as Chris moved forwards, widening my ass just enough to allow the head to pass inside.

I let out a deep groan and felt my ass engulf him, seeming to suck in the inches that followed the first as though it was desperate to gobble him up.

Slowly he drove home and I watched the look on Chris’s face change too.

“Now he’s in,” Chris said with a smirk.

“He really is,” I groaned, vying to overcome the pain.

Gradually the ring of muscle relented and adapted, hugging tight around my husband’s meaty cock and gripping him there.

“Fuck me,” I groaned.  “Fuck me, honey!”

I wriggled between the pair of them, stuck in a sandwich of sin that was all of my own making.  If anyone had interrupted our little bubble of naughtiness we’d sure have some explaining to do, but for now the act belonged to us and us alone.

“Oh, Janine,” Glen groaned, and he rubbed at my big ass as he slowly started to fuck it.

He pulled his cock back out of me, almost all the way free, but then he sent it home with such force that I felt Chris move within me too.

Chris was trying his hardest to thrust upwards, but Glen led the charge for now.  With each buck from my husband I moved forwards, squeezing along Chris’s beautiful cock and getting both of my boys off inside me at once.

“I want you.  I want your cum.  I want you both!”

“Inside you?” Glen said.

“Nowhere else,” I groaned.  “I want it deep inside me!”

I stroked at Chris’s hair and looked down into his face.  “Can you do that for me?  Can you shoot it right up inside me?”

He nodded, looking as though he was close already.  “I can.”

“I don’t need to ask you, do I, hon?” I said to Glen.

“Oh, no.  I’m about ready to fucking burst.”

“See what I mean,” I said wryly to Chris.

He smiled, then his eyes sprang open in shock as he heard a fierce smacking noise.

I felt the rush of heat on my ass and then another harsh spank struck me as Glen taught me a lesson from behind.

Each time he spanked me I could feel my ass and pussy squeeze on my men, tightening around the both of them as if I was trying to squeeze their seeds from them.

“I’m ready for it,” I purred.  “I’m ready.  Treat me!  Spoil me!  I earned it!”

“Oh, honey,” Glen groaned, squeezing my ass with two hands and upping his pace.

His hips thrashed against me and Chris wriggled below, clearly enjoying the sensation of my soaking core draped over his hard cock.

“Give me that fresh, young spunk,” I said, holding his face.

I kissed him deep, rolling my tongue around his and gasping out my breaths as his my husband ravaged my virginal asshole.

“Janine!” he strained.

“Shoot it!”

He slowed his pace and Chris’s expression changed too.  He seemed to be visiting a height of delirium that I’d never known in him.  His face told the story, drifting off in anguished pleasure as though he really didn’t want to come inside me, but had no choice.

“Give me it!”

The pair of them throbbed in unison, pumping out their lineage inside me in hot, thick ropes.  They were so bounteous that I could feel my torso start to warm and my body begin to glow.

“Every drop!” I cried, listening to their breaths get away from them.

I bounced between them and rode their spunking cocks together, plunging down on their poles and sending their juicy cum even deeper.

Chris was shaking as I kissed him, clearly having experienced a climax unlike any other.  Shit, it wasn’t every day that you came inside your boss’s wife.

“Feel better,” I said sweetly as Chris came out the other side.

He smiled warmly.

“Like a million-dollars,” Glen said.

He rained another smack down on my ass and I hissed at how good it felt.  That was the kind of fucking I used to get before we were married—only not in my asshole.

Gradually he eased himself out and I was suddenly reminded that in the melee of it all I’d told him to use goose-fat as a lubricant.  I put a hand to my mouth to stifle the giggle.  I couldn’t believe how depraved I got when I was in the moment.

“Look at that,” Glen hushed, holding my ass open and staring into the abyss as it winked shut.

“Am I full of cum?”

“Absolutely,” Glen said.  “Let’s see what you’ve done to her, Chris.”

I eased up slowly off of Chris and then felt a waterfall of cum escape me.

“Hot-damn!” Glen said.  “It’s a fucking torrent.”

Chris laughed and I looked underneath me to see it pooling above his cock and spreading over his hair.

“What a beauty,” I swooned.

I moved off him and felt their seed bleed slowly from each hole.  My crotch was a mess of hot spunk, but I felt like more of a woman than ever—and not just a woman ... a conqueror.

“Good boys,” I giggled, and I dropped my face to Chris’s cock and gave him one last, slow lick.

“Don’t you be enjoying that too much,” Glen said.  “If it’s anything like my experience you’ll stop getting those in a year or so.”

I popped my lips off Chris and then looked back to Glen dismissively.

“Straight back to being an asshole?”

He leaned over and kissed my shoulder.  “You were incredible.”

I let out a warm smile.  “Thank-you.”

“No,” Glen said.  “Thank you.”

It felt like the gratitude that I’d yearned for, and all I had to do to receive it was to let both my husband and Chris have their way with me.

I’d never been more stuffed after a thanksgiving dinner.

THE END
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Whose Is The Adult DVD?
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The housework was done for the morning and it was finally time to relax in front of the television for an hour.  Looking after a house and renting it out meant that my own time was very limited.  My younger housemates Paul and Sophie were both at home from work and it was kind of nice to have a busy house for once.  I rented a spare room to each of them and it had really helped with the bills, but Paul was twenty and Sophie was nineteen, so they weren’t exactly model tenants.

I dropped into the plush sofa and flicked on the television, idly cycling through the channels to see what trash I could consume.  I always liked the house renovation programs and thankfully there was always one on somewhere.  It wasn’t long before I was watching some burly construction workers help a rich couple to achieve their dream.

I don’t know how I spotted it, but beneath the television I noticed the DVD player was blinking.  It never usually blinked.  A red light flicked on and off steadily, drawing the eye.  My curiosity saw me mechanically change the TV setting and hit play.  I was not prepared for what I saw.

In an instant the sound of hot sex filled the living-room and I found myself scrambling to shut it off.  Writhing, oiled bodies moved against each other and hot blasts of cum shot from the stiff cocks on the screen.

“Jesus!” I cried, my hands trembling as I looked for the pause button.

To make matters worse I suddenly heard the sound of rushing footsteps and Paul arrived in the doorway of the lounge.  He looked straight to the television and then at me.

“Mrs. Jenkins?”

“Will you turn this thing off?” I shouted to him.

“Enjoying your morning?”

“Just ... here!” I tossed him the remote.

Paul caught it and walked closer to the television.  He was topless, wearing only a pair of sweatpants.  Some people started the morning slower than others.

He aimed the remote at the receiver and the video paused, then he looked at me with a raised eyebrow.

“Well it’s not mine!” I cried.  “Got something to tell me?”

Paul let out a chuckle.  “Don’t look at me.”

The melee had by now roused Sophie who rubbed at her face and pouted in the doorway.

“What the hell are you two shouting at?” she groaned.

“Mrs. Jenkins’s DVD,” Paul said, nodding to the television.

Sophie looked at the screen and then her jaw dropped.  She smirked in my direction.  “Mrs. Jenkins!  I never had you pegged.”

“Will you guys quit it?  This isn’t mine, so it must be one of yours.  I want to know whose it is.”

Sophie was studying the television.  It was frozen on the face of a moaning, tanned babe.  A blurry rope of cum hung in the foreground.

“Where do you think it’ll land?” she asked Paul.

“Face.  Gotta be face,” Paul said.

“This is serious!” I cried.  “You have your own rooms for a reason.  We don’t do this in here.”

“Don’t need to tell me,” Paul said.  “You’re the one watching the porno movie.”

I pursed my lips and felt a bubble of frustration.

“So it’s Sophie’s?” I asked, staring at her.

“I wish,” she laughed.  “Hit play, Paul.  I want to see where it lands.”

Paul aimed the remote to the television.

“Do not hit play,” I ordered, raising a finger.  “We’re not all gonna sit round and watch porn this morning.”

“Just you, huh, Mrs. Jenkins?” Paul dared.

“You’re twenty, Paul, start acting like it.”

He raised an eyebrow and shook his head, then he looked to Sophie.  “Fess up,” he said.

She did a double-take at Paul and then the television.  “You think that’s mine?”

“I know it’s not mine,” he said.

I looked between the both of them with narrowed eyes.  One of them was lying.

Without a word Paul pressed play.  The cum that had hung in stasis crashed down on that moaning slut’s face as I let out a gasp.

“I knew it!” Paul cried.

“You knew it because it’s yours,” Sophie added.

The porn played in the background.  It must have been some kind of compilation video because all it was was orgasm-after-orgasm.  It was most unholy.

“It’s not mine,” Sophie said.  “Jeez, look at them go.”

“Guys!” I cried again.  “Paul.  Shut that off!”

Paul paused the video and looked to me.  My shoulders were rising and dropping dramatically with each of my labored breaths.

“Are you okay?” Sophie asked.

I wasn’t.  I could feel the hot lust bubbling inside me.  It wouldn’t be right to get all turned on like that in front of them, would it? It wouldn’t be ... proper.

“You,” Sophie said pointing, “your ...”

Paul’s eyes spread wide and I looked down to see what Sophie was addressing.  I was horrified to see my stiff nipples punching through my tight white t-shirt.

“Enjoying yourself?” Sophie asked, biting her lip.

“Are you sure it’s not yours?” Paul said, still staring at me.

I closed my eyes and took several deep breaths, trying in vain to calm the intense arousal rushing through my veins.  But it did nothing.  If anything it had the adverse affect.  Something about having their eyes on me was driving me wild.

“I’m ... frustrated,” I answered finally.

“Shit, Mrs. Jenkins, we can leave you to it,” Sophie said.

“No.  No, you two are going to sit on the couch and we’re going to get to the bottom of this.”

“Come on, Mrs. Jenkins, I’m halfway through a game,” Paul protested.

“Sit,” I ordered.

Him and Sophie huffed but the pair of them sat at opposite sides of the sofa, staring at another frozen image of the debauched DVD.

I sat between the pair of them.  “Press play, Paul.”

“What?”

“Press play,” I repeated.

“We’re gonna sit here and watch porn together?” he asked, confused.

“This isn’t the house get-together I had in mind,” Sophie snarked.

I snatched the remote from Paul and hit the play button.  The chorus of cries filled the room again.

“I’ve got all day,” I said.

The three of stared forward at the scenes, watching the cum pour out of all of those delicious cocks.  It rained down over the women who feasted on it gladly, sometimes rubbing it around themselves or enlisting the help of a co-star to help lick it off.

“Porn’s come a long way,” I said distantly.

Sophie took a look towards me but then turned back to the screen.  I could feel the arousal build in the room.  Paul shifted in his seat beside me, pulling out the crotch of his sweatpants.  His bare shoulder touched mine.

“Anyone feel like confessing?” I asked.

No reply came.  The sexual tension hung thick in the air.

“Is that what you like to do, Paul?” I asked, nodding at the television.  “You like to let it all out over their faces?”

“Mrs. Jenkins!” Sophie gasped.

“He can answer.  It’s okay.”

Paul closed his eyes and shrugged.  “Sometimes.”

“Paul!” Sophie cried.

“I take it from your response that you don’t let people do that?” I asked her.

“I don’t see that it’s any of your business,” Sophie said.

“We’re sharing, Sophie.  We’re bonding.”

“I don’t think people bond like this,” Paul said, studying the screen as more cum-shots pumped out.

“Looks good though, doesn’t it Soph?” I asked her.  I put an arm over her shoulder.  “Those stiff, beautiful cocks.”

Sophie swallowed.  She took a deep breath and watched the television with me.

I leaned in to her ear and whispered.  “I bet Paul has one just like it.”

She turned to me, her pupils fat.

“Shall we see?” I hushed.

A smile started in the corner of her mouth.

“Paul, honey,” I said, turning to him now.  “Do you like what you’re watching?”

“I’d usually watch it alone.”

“But do you like it?” I said.  I looked to the thick bulge in his pants.  “Nevermind.  I can see that you like it.”

Sophie leaned forwards around me, looking across the seats at Paul.  He had his first to his chin, resting his elbow on the arm of the couch.  He looked at us both out of the corner of his eye.

“Getting excited down there are we?” Sophie teased.

“We don’t have the luxury of being able to hide it,” Paul countered.  “You’re panties are probably soaked.”

Sophie’s smirk faded a little.

“Looks like we’re a sofa full of horny lust,” I giggled.  “Oh, look at that one.”

All our eyes moved to the scene as a cum-shot bigger than any other erupted outwards.  The pumps kept on coming, coating the beauty beneath who had started to giggle at the sheer volume of her lover’s load.

“Damn,” Sophie swooned.

“He’s got a lot to give, huh?” I said.  I turned to look at Paul.  “Is yours like that?”

“Mrs. Jenkins,” he warned.

“Is it?” Sophie asked, leaning forward.

Paul shook his head dismissively.

“I think he’s hiding something, Soph,” I smiled.

“He’s not hiding it very well.”

Paul fidgeted again and the pair of us watched as his thick cock settled elsewhere in his pants.  He looked big.

I turned back to the television and slowly started to squeeze at my breasts, letting my breaths race away from me between the pair of them.

“You sure you don’t want us to leave?” Paul said.

“No, honey,” I said, taking a hold of his wrist.  “I want you to stay.  I want you both to stay.”

I moved his hand to my chest and placed him on me, feeling him rub gently over my stiff nipple that punched through my t-shirt.

“That’s it,” I whispered.

Paul squeezed, softly at first, looking around me to Sophie who was mesmerized by the sight.

“He’s ... he’s squeezing your tits, Mrs. Jenkins.”

“I know, honey,” I groaned.  “It feels so good.”

“Feeling left out, Soph?” Paul said.

She let out a huff, confirming Paul’s suspicions, then she sat her chin on her upturned palm.

I moved my hand to her breasts now, mimicking what Paul was doing to me.  Sophie took her hand away from her face and looked down, then across at me.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Enjoy it,” I mewled, smirking.  “Enjoy it like I’m enjoying Paul.”

My hand continued to squeeze, feeling her firm, ripe breasts awaken to my touch.

“Don’t think about it too much,” I added.  “Just think about how it feels.”

Sophie’s eyes closed as she took my words on board.  Her brow furrowed but then her mouth opened softly.  She let out a slow breath and I felt her nipples stiffen.

“Good girl,” I told her.  “And good boy,” I said, looking to Paul.

I put my arm around Sophie and pulled her close, using my hand to squeeze at her tits as I draped over her shoulder.  My other hand moved along the sofa to Paul, resting on the thick cylinder that lay in his pants.

“That’s so hard,” I hushed.

Paul looked a picture of excited conflict.

“How does it feel?” I asked.

“Good,” he groaned.

I started to squeeze along his thickness now, looking forward at the television as ropes of hot love pumped out.  I imagined Paul’s cock doing the same, sending those viscous, pearly juices all over Sophie.  Oh, gosh!

I hummed contently.  “This is getting me all worked up.”

“It’s getting me wet,” Sophie said.

“I knew it,” Paul joked.

“I guess if none of you are going to confess then we might as well enjoy it.”

“Enjoy away,” Paul said, squeezing harder at my tits.

I took my hand off of Sophie and moved it in-between my thighs.  I could feel the heat of my pussy against my hand and I felt too the wetness that was arriving at my core.

“If you’re gonna touch yourself then so am I,” Sophie said.

“Go ahead,” I breezed dreamily.

I pushed my fingers against my stiffening clit and stared forward at the sordid scenes.  Sophie started to moan beside me and Paul shuffled next to me.  My hand wandered over his stiff length, but it wasn’t enough.

“If you two are playing then I am too,” he said, and without warning he stood up and dropped his sweatpants.

Sophie and I stopped what we were doing and stared immediately to the deliciously thick cock that hung from his waist.  Paul was no slouch.  He easily rivaled ninety percent of the dicks on display on the television, with the added bonus that his was right here ... within reach.

“Fuck, Paul,” Sophie said.  “I had no idea you were packing.”

Paul stood proud and rightly so.  Me and Sophie stared at him in wonder, looking up from his hard cock as if to confirm that it was he that owned it.

“Would you look at that, Sophie?” I marveled.

Paul stepped out of his sweatpants and underwear, his cock swaying on his hips the entire time.  Sophie and me were no longer interested in the television.  Both of our attentions were rapt on Paul and that hidden, delicious thickness that stood proudly on display.

“I don’t know about you, Sophie, but this is exciting me greatly.”

“Are you fucking kidding?!” she smiled.  “This is fucking wild.”

“I agree that’s it—uhh—wild, but calm down with the cursing, please.”

She rolled her eyes.  “Really, Mrs. Jenkins?  Paul’s stood there naked and you’re about to suck his cock and yet cursing is top of the agenda?”

“You’re gonna suck my cock?” Paul asked, looking hopeful.

I pursed my lips.  “I was going to Paul, yes.”

His face was a picture of excitement.  “Now?”

I looked sternly to Sophie as though I’d deal with her later, then I turned with a smile to Paul.  “If you’d like that?”

“Are you kidding?”

He turned to face me and I stared forward down the barrel of his cock.  His hair was a light brown around the base of the shaft, working up in a trunk that bloomed on his chest.  He was quite the specimen.

“You’re actually gonna do it?” Sophie asked.

“If you have a problem you’re free to leave,” I told her.

“Leave?!  I was hoping to be next.”

Paul couldn’t believe his ears.  Truth told neither could I.  I felt like if I stopped for one moment to consider exactly what it was we were doing then this whole sinful house-of-cards would come tumbling down.

“You’ll have to wait for you turn,” I said, sitting forward on the couch.

I looked up at Paul and smiled.  He looked down on me, holding my face gently..

“Do it, Mrs. Jenkins,” Sophie said, and she arrived close behind me, leaning her body on mine.  Her words touched my ear softly.  “Do it.”

I reached out and took a hold of Paul’s stiffness, feeling it now against my skin.  To be in control of something so majestic felt like a damned privilege.  I started to salivate.

“Suck it,” Sophie urged, and now both of her hands were squeezing and pushing at my tits.

I moved my head forward slowly, listening to Sophie suck a breath through her teeth behind me.

“That’s it,” she goaded.

I closed my eyes and felt the tip of Paul touch my lips.  He exhaled a joyous sigh as I drove more of him into my mouth slowly, pushing down on his thickness and feeling like the naughtiest woman on the entire planet as I did so.

“Oh, Mrs. Jenkins,” Paul hushed.

In the background the moans of the porn-stars continued, but it felt as though they had all stopped to watch what we were doing.  It was much more daring than the events on the screen.

“I can’t believe she’s doing it,” Sophie said behind.

I pushed on further, opening my mouth as wide as I could to take him.  He arrived at the back of my throat and his hand held my head in place for a moment.  My tongue pulsed on the underside of his cock and I reveled in the joyous groan that escaped him.

“That’s deep, Mrs. Jenkins,” Sophie said, moving around to watch.

I pulled back slowly, revealing his freshly wet length to her.

“That’s so fucking hot.”

Sophie was animated, as though the lust bubbling inside her could not be contained.  She didn’t know what to do with herself.

“Can I try?” she asked.

I moved off the tip of Paul’s cock and met his smile with me own.  “That’s up to Paul.”

Sophie looked to him pleadingly.

“Be my guest,” Paul said.

Sophie was quickly on her knees beside me.  I moved her hair aside as she got comfortable, then she took a hold of Paul and moved in for the kill.

“It’s just one big house-party, isn’t it?” I said.

Sophie looked up at Paul and kept her eyes on his as her mouth opened over him.  It was so hot that I could feel my pussy call out in response.  She was unfaltering in her eye-contact as she drove him into her and I watched on in suspense.

She pushed, and then pushed further, moving Paul into her throat as her eyes bulged and welled.  I couldn’t believe it.

“That’s some party-trick,” I said suspiciously, but felt it wouldn’t be appropriate to ask where she’d learnt that.

“Damn, Soph,” Paul said, running a hand through his hair.  “I’ve never had that done to me before.

Her eyes smiled but her mouth was so full of cock that the expression didn’t register there.  She pulled off him slowly, unraveling his dick from her mouth and keeping her lips tight around him.

She looked so proud of herself, giggling and wiping her mouth at the feet of Paul.

“Let me try again,” I said.

Sophie angled Paul’s cock towards me like we were passing a cigarette.  I took another puff on him, trying in vain to send him as deep as Sophie did, but I couldn’t manage it.  Instead I spluttered and pulled back quickly, coughing.

“That’s one of the dangers,” Sophie said sagely.

She took him back off me and showed-off again, sending him all the way deep.  Her nose nestled against the hair above his dick and then she crept her tongue out to tease at start of his sack.

She pointed to it and looked to me.  I took my cue and moved forwards, sucking on Paul’s low-hanging fruit and listening to another groan erupt.  ‘Teamwork,’ I thought.

The pair of us treated Paul a while longer, passing him back and forth and taking turns in each other’s position.  Paul’s breaths were getting away from him, but neither of us wanted him to come yet.

“Let’s have Paul here return the favor,” I smiled finally.

“Oh, yeah?” Sophie said.

“Fine by me,” Paul shrugged.

We left his cock vacant for the moment, but there was no danger of him flagging.  Paul had the virulence and excitement of youth, unlike my husband who had disappointed me on many an occasion.

Sophie stood up and took off her sweat-pants, then she rushed her t-shirt over her head until she was standing only her bra and panties.  They didn’t match but I thought better of commenting.

The pair of them looked to me now and I realized it must have been my turn.  I stood up as demurely as I could, clearing my throat and then pulling my t-shirt up over my head.  My big tits dropped out, caught by the hammock of red bra.  I unfastened my jeans and then worked them over my ass, wriggling to get them down.

Paul watched my tits shake on my chest and Sophie stared too.  My breasts were much bigger than hers, which I was secretly proud of.  Sophie might have had youth on her side—and perhaps looks, although I’d never admit it to her—but my tits were undeniably larger.

Sophie reached out a hand, touching and moving them.  “They look so good, Mrs. Jenkins.”

“Thank you, sweetie.”

She came closer and then stooped her head, kissing above my breasts and then moving slowly down.

I closed my eyes to her touch.  It had been so long since anyone had shown me any kind of love that Sophie’s kisses felt wholesome, despite their intention.

Her mouth moved down my chest and I held her against me, pushing my fingers through her lustrous blonde hair and then looking beyond at Paul.

He was staring—I mean, really staring.  It’s not every day you watch your nineteen-year-old housemate kissing a woman’s tits twice her age.  His hand moved to his cock and he started to jerk himself slowly as he watched.

“Oh, Sophie,” I mewled.

Her lips moved further down and then her hand pushed down the cup of my bra.  Her mouth raced over my nipple and her tongue swirled around the stiff teat.

A huge breath of pleasured release escaped me and I moved against her, tickling her scalp with my nails.

She teased gently and then moved to the other breast.  Paul came around behind me and unclasped my bra, pushing it off my shoulders so that Sophie could really get at me.

She fed lovingly on my tits and I watched in amazement as Paul joined her.  He latched on the other breast and soon both of them were feasting on my bountiful tits.  I held them against me and sank into the warmth of contentment.

They teased me a while longer and I felt one of their hands slip in between my legs and finger along the groove of my pussy.

I moaned in approval, feeling them push the digit against my sensitive skin.  I took a hold of the arm and the hair on it told me it was Paul’s.

“Yes,” I hushed.  “Oh, yes!”

Paul moved the crotch of my panties aside and felt the wetness of me against his skin.  As soon as he did his sucks became deeper and the breaths raced from his nose.

He drove his finger deep and bathed it in my sex, curling it back against the spongy spot inside me.  I cried out with such pleasure that Sophie moved her head back to see why.

“Shit!” she cried, watching.  “He’s fingering you, Mrs. Jenkins.”

“I know that, honey,” I replied breathlessly.

Her mouth came back on my tits and a second hand arrived at my pussy.  It teased and awakened my clit, nudging it left and right as Paul’s finger massaged my insides.

“You know just how to treat a woman,” I said.

Eventually I fell back against the couch, unable to stand any longer.  My legs had turned to jelly and I was close to climaxing.

“Which one of you is going to eat my pussy?” I asked, biting my finger.

The pair of them looked to each other, then Sophie put herself between my legs quickly.  Paul looked almost put-out.

“You get up here on the sofa, stud,” I told him, curling a finger in his direction.

Sophie hooked her fingers over the waist of my panties and pulled them down my legs.  Her face was full of excitement as she stared forward at my drenched petals.  It gave me a terrific boost of confidence if ever I needed one.  And she wasn’t shy either.  Before Paul had even climbed up on the couch she was gnawing at the inside of my bare thigh.

“Oh, honey,” I hushed, watching Paul’s cock sway in front of me as he climbed up on the sofa.  He pushed his waist forward and I reached to him and started to suck.

Sophie’s mouth arrived between my legs and her tongue wandered over me, exploring me gently at first.  It tickled down my petals and parted them a ways, then it flicked into my core and took a sample of my juices before moving to the top of my groove and sucking on my clit.

I moaned on Paul’s cock, humming on the barrel and pushing as much of it into me as I could.  My eyes opened to stare up at him and he watched, no-doubt relishing the look in my face as I sucked on his length.

Sophie was mouthing more fiercely over me, burying her face in me and pushing right into my warm groove.  Her tongue continued busily, racing all over me.  I inched my ass down the cushion of the sofa and Paul stooped lower, keen to keep me in his mouth.

Sophie feasted from the rug.  I looked down over her back to see the shapely curve of her ass and the whale-tail of her panties as they were sucked between her cheeks.  I looked up at Paul to see him watching too.

“You gonna help her out of those, stud?” I asked.

Paul looked down at me and then back to Sophie’s panties.  “Undress her?”

“About time you did something,” Sophie said, smirking at him from between my legs.

“Go help her,” I told him.  She looked like the cat that got the cream.

Paul dismounted the sofa and Sophie teased gently at my pussy, keeping one eye behind her on Paul who was eyeing up her ass from a new angle.

“Don’t just stare, honey,” I told him.

Paul got to his knees.  His hard cock wobbled between his legs, as stiff as it had been for the entire encounter.  He stared forward and his eyes dazzled.

“Good boy,” I encouraged.

He reached forward for Sophie’s panties and pulled them down slowly over her ass.  It didn’t seem possible, but somehow his eyes managed to spread even wider as he stared forward.

“She’s shaven clean,” he said in awe.

“Is that so?” I asked, looking down at her.

For my part my pussy had the slightest tuft of hair just above the clit.  I liked to keep it trim just in case my husband ever dared to please me, but I think those days had long gone.

“Taste it,” Sophie said, smirking.

Paul eased behind, angling his head forwards as he got on all-fours.  He moved on the rug, back-dropped by the porn movie that continued to play.  None of us paid it much mind now.

“Good boy,” I told him, moaning as Sophie continued with aplomb.

I studied her face as Paul moved in for the kill, waiting to see the unmistakable moment of contact in her expression.

Her brow furrowed in pleasure and her moan echoed against the inside of my wet thighs.  I could feel the vibration of her cries against me and she squeezed my thigh hard with her hand.

“Oh, Paul,” she moaned.

“That’s good, honey,” I told him.  “Keep doing that.”

I could hear his lips smacking behind her and feel Sophie’s breaths against my wetness.  After a minute-or-two of enjoyment she returned to my pussy, transferring the ecstasy that Paul was giving her into me.

We were a human-train of sin, with Paul latched on to Sophie who in turn was feasting on my aching groove.  I couldn’t believe it.  The debauchery of the porn on the television paled in comparison.  We’d reached a whole new level.

My moans became deeper and Sophie’s continual licks started to drive me wild.  My pussy became more sensitive to her touch and the smallest movements of her tongue felt huge against my swollen clit.

“You’re gonna make me cum,” I hushed, closing my eyes and letting the sunshine fall on my face through the window.

“Come for me,” Sophie said, and she teased a finger into me too now.

It curled back against me and she pulsed it deep, then she introduced a second so that my pussy was tight around her.

“Oh, Sophie,” I cried, running a hand through my hair.  I felt like a Goddess.

The excitement gripped me like a frost.  I hung there shivering, my body tense with coiled excitement.  My jaw clenched and rattled and Sophie continued, recognizing the unmistakable signs.

Paul had no idea, of course.  He was stoically feasting on Sophie’s pussy and jerking his cock as he did so.

“I’m coming!” I cried now, and I exhaled and let the release wash over me.

Paul pulled back off Sophie and watched, looking in awe as I came.  It must have been a sight.  Sophie continued on my pussy, coaxing out my climax and feeling my muscle squeeze around her fingers over and over.

I watched as Paul stood up behind her.  He seemed to be caught up in the excitement of it all.  Without so much as a word I watched in amazement as he squared up behind her and pointed his cock down towards her pussy.

He pushed forward and Sophie looked back quickly, moaning in surprise as Paul’s giant cock burst through her tightness.

“Yes, Paul!” she whimpered.

I moved my fingers over my pussy, watching Paul’s lust-filled face as he focused down on the union of sin.  He pushed forwards and Sophie’s jaw dropped wider.

I moved off the sofa quickly and came beside him, looking down with him as his cock split through her.

“You see it, Mrs. Jenkins?” she asked.

I trembled next to Paul, leaning on him heavily and kissing his body as we watched.  “I see it, honey,” I told her.

Her pussy engulfed him and above that the perfect dot of her asshole flexed.  Sophie mewled on the couch and Paul’s big cock dropped all the way inside her.

He put both his hands on her ass and pushed the last inch through.  “She’s so tight,” he growled.

“I bet she is,” I swooned.  “Fuck her for me, Paul.”

I got to my knees and watched closely, crouching beside Sophie and only inches away from Paul’s thrusting cock.  I could smell the lust floating skywards, all sweaty and sweet.

“God, I bet that cock feels good,” I said enviously.

Paul bucked into Sophie, clapping against her ass.  The ripples of impact rushed up her body and escaped her mouth in joyous yelps.

“Fuck me, Paul!”

I rubbed my pussy and watched the two of them be naughty.  Eventually Paul pulled out his cock and pointed it towards my face.  I was quick to act, pouncing on it and sucking off the sweet nectar of Sophie’s pussy.  It tasted like caramel.

“I want you to come inside me, Paul,” I said.  “Come in my pussy.  Can you do that?”

I took off my panties and moved back to the couch, splitting my legs wide.

“I’d love to see that,” Sophie said.

Paul moved away but Sophie kept her spot as I sat beside her.  She looked over my thigh to my pussy and watched as he came between my legs.  His cock was glistening with the juices of Sophie’s pussy and it was about to mingle with my own.

“Ready?” he asked.

“As ready as I’ll ever be.”

I looked at that giant cock of his and thought that if Sophie had managed it so could I.  I felt the tip of him wash up and down my groove and then he pushed forwards and I felt the full majesty.

My pussy spread wide and I moaned, having flashbacks of my first ever time.  Paul’s cock split me like I was a virgin all over again, breaking me open so wide that I had to cry out in pain.  I don’t know how Sophie had taken it so well.

“It feels fucking good, doesn’t it?” she asked.

“Y-yes, honey,” I whimpered.  “So good.”

“Tight like Sophie,” Paul said, which was another confidence-boost.  With over twenty years on her it was nice to know I still had the suppleness.

His cock felt enormous inside me and I could feel how full of lust it was for me.  It felt like rock as it slid through me.  The bulbous crown delighted me in fantastic ways as it rocked through my muscle, driving deep to tickle a long-forgotten spot of pleasure.

“That’s it, honey,” I goaded, looking up.  “Come in my
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