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 Chapter
8

 


I woke up horny and Eileen was right
next to me. In the light of day things should have been more sober,
but they weren’t. Maybe I was too horny. Maybe it was seeing
Sandy’s chastity cage on the dresser first thing. I was still the
dom. I kissed Eileen on the shoulder.

“Want to mess around?” I
asked her when she woke up.

“I need to pee
first.”

“And then?” I asked
hopefully. When had I become such a horny slut?

She gave me an enigmatic smile. “Do
you want Sandy to watch?”

I did.

She went to the bathroom. I went to
the other bedroom where Sandy was snoring softly. Shaking his
shoulder, I asked him, “Want to see two women do the
dirty?”

It took him a few seconds to wake up.
“What?”

I tilted my head back in the direction
I had come. “You can watch or you can stay here. But I don’t want
you jerking off.”

I heard the toilet flush and headed to
the bathroom. A pee first thing was a good idea. Eileen and I
passed in the short hallway. I wanted to kiss her or do something
right there, but I managed to contain myself. How was it that the
both of us walking around naked in Sandy’s house was completely
normal?

It wasn’t normal for me to admire her
small butt, but I did it anyway. I was a bit jealous at the way her
narrow hips swayed as she walked. Then I heard Sandy getting up
from his bed and I was overcome with the urge to pee.

A minute later I walked into the
bedroom. I found Sandy sitting on the edge of the bed, his hand
between Eileen’s legs, masturbating her as she softly
moaned.

“What the fuck are you
doing?” I demanded. I wasn’t so much offended as I was
surprised.

He grinned at me. “Just helping her
out,” he said easily. “She was playing with herself when I walked
in.” 

Eileen looked at me with desperate
eyes. Was she as horny as I was? In the light of the day I should
have been more sober with my thinking. This wasn’t exactly sexy.
Our hair was a mess and our faces were puffy from sleeping. Eileen
was naked like me, but Sandy was in pants and a t-shirt. None of
this was normal.

But I wanted it to be
normal.

“You were told you could
watch,” I reminded him. I went to the bed and pushed him out of the
way as I climbed on top of Eileen, laying down on her so that we
could kiss. I liked her warm body against mine, even if she was
smaller. Her kiss was welcoming and her hand went right to my
ass.

“How do you want to do
this?” she asked me, quickly glancing at Sandy who had retreated to
the other side of the bed but was intently watching us.

“I’m going to make you
cum,” I said and quickly kissed my way down her body, focusing only
briefly on her sweet nipples (when I sucked them she shivered and I
loved that reaction) and then pausing at her belly button. I hadn’t
noticed it the night before, but she had a tiny little scar of a
hole where at one point she must have had a navel piercing. Since
I’m not obsessed with belly buttons, I continued on
down. 

She spread her legs for me. In the
light of day her landing strip was a shade darker than the hair on
her head. Eileen was undoubtedly a natural strawberry blonde. She
had just a hint of stubble around the strip so she must have shaved
for our date the night before. Her scent was strong but not
unpleasant and not unlike my own. I suppose if you didn’t like the
smell of a woman’s pussy you had no business eating one. Or owning
one, perhaps.

My tongue parted her labia and she
moaned at the attention. I easily found her clit and teased it. She
squirmed around. I held my hand on her belly, keeping her in place.
Although I shaved everything every morning, I liked Eileen’s
attention to detail. She had shaved her labia as well as the hair
everywhere else. I slipped a pair of fingers into her tunnel as I
sucked on her clit. She loved that and tried to escape my
attention.

“Am I going to make you
cum?” I asked, pausing briefly in my teasing.

“Yeah…but do you want to
make me squirt?”

I raised my eyes up at her. She had a
big grin on her face and seemed ready for anything. “You can
squirt?” I asked her. 

“Yeah. If you get me
really worked up, I can squirt a lot.”

I hated that we were stopping in the
middle of sex for this conversation, but I was too curious to just
let it all slide by.

“It’s not
just…pee?”

“I just peed. Make me cum
and squirt and you can find out.” Clearly this was something that
she wanted to do. For such a mousy middle-aged woman, Eileen was
kinky as fuck.

“How do I do
it?”

She started explaining the process to
me and it sounded a little complex and almost violent. I was about
to refuse when Sandy spoke up. 

“I'll do it for
her.”

I was surprised. “What? Can you even
do that?”

Eileen shrugged. “He’s done it
before.”

“You have?” I didn’t know
what to think. I mean, I knew they had sex before but maybe I
thought it was just something very vanilla.

“Do you want to watch?” he
asked me.

“I’d rather do it myself,”
I told him. “Besides, I’m the one in charge here.”

“You get to make the
decision about what we do. You can order me to do it. It’s not like
I’m fucking her.”

“I wouldn’t be averse to
having his cock,” Eileen offered.

“Quiet,” I told her.
“Okay, this time I’ll watch. Were you trying to get her off when I
walked in?”

“Yes,” he admitted
freely.

I frowned at the both of them. “This
had better be good.”

It was.

Eileen lay on her back, legs spread.
Sandy knelt on the bed at a ninety degree angle to her body. He
dipped the middle and ring fingers of his right hand into her wet
pussy—wet courtesy of me—and slowly started pumping them in and out
of her, fingering her in a way that forced lovely moans from her
throat.

As I watched, Sandy went faster and
faster with his fingering. Eileen clutched the bed sheets to stop
herself from pushing Sandy’s hand away. He was going so hard and
fast that his palm slapped against her pussy and her mons.
Everything between her legs was incredibly wet. Each time Sandy’s
fingers went in it sounded like he was slapping her. She didn’t
mind. She moaned at what he was doing.

“I’m gonna—” was all the
warning that we got. A second later Eileen was stifling a scream as
she came. Her body twisted. Sandy had a hand on her chest, holding
her down and in place. He didn’t stop abusing her pussy. The slaps
got harder.

None of that surprised or upset me.
The startling part was when amrita started spraying everywhere. I
was close enough that the splashing hit me in the face and chest.
Eileen wasn’t exactly peeing, but liquid was leaking out of her,
not forcefully like she was pissing after a long night in a bar,
but a steady trickle. Sandy didn’t stop his fingering and each time
his hand hit her pussy, the amrita sprayed everywhere.

I just sat there and stared,
amazed.

Sandy didn’t stop.

Eileen couldn’t stop.

It seemed to last forever but it
couldn’t have been more than half a minute at most.

She left the bed soaked. The sheet
under her ass and between her legs was like someone had poured a
pitcher of water there. I could feel her amrita on my skin. I
didn’t know what to do or how to react.

Looking at Sandy, he grinned at me and
finally withdrew his hand from Eileen’s pussy. She rolled to her
side, groaning, curling up into a fetal position. Sandy sucked his
middle finger with a grin.

“What does it taste like?”
I heard myself asking.

In reply, he offered his hand to
me. 

It was one thing to go down on a woman
and enjoy the taste of her pussy. It was something else entirely to
taste what I was certain was Eileen’s piss from my boyfriend’s
fingers.

I grabbed his wrist and tasted his
fingers. 

I was disappointed. The strong ammonia
scent of urine was completely absent. The pungent flavor of pussy
was barely there; if anything, it was an afterthought. Eileen’s
amrita, her pussy juice, her squirt was almost flavorless. If
anything it was like water.

I couldn’t help myself. I rolled
Eileen to her back and forced her thighs apart so I could lick her
pussy again.

It was the same. A bit of pure pussy
and a lot of smooth water.

I liked it.

Eileen made a small effort to push me
away, but I was determined to get to the bottom of this issue. Her
pussy was slick and swollen. I tickled her clit with my tongue and
that sent her into a paroxysm of ecstasy. She came again as I ate
her out.

“Please, no, please,” she
begged. “Too much!”

I didn’t stop. I loved the taste of
her. I was too turned on. 

“Can I fuck her?” asked
Sandy.

He had pulled down his pants and was
jerking off. 

“No,” I said firmly. “But
you can fuck me.”

I adjusted my position between
Eileen’s legs, getting on my knees instead of laying flat on the
mattress. I put my ass in the air and arched my back, inviting
Sandy to fuck me. 

He could fuck me anytime, but his
access to Eileen was limited. I wasn’t going to give him the
privilege of fucking her. He could have me or nothing.

Very quickly Sandy decided that I was
better than nothing. He moved behind me and slipped his cock into
my pussy. I knew I was wet—watching Eileen’s performance had really
turned me on—but I hadn’t realized how wet I was. I wasn’t as wet
as Eileen was, but I was ready for his cock.

It felt good to have him inside me. He
started thrusting and I focused on Eileen’s pussy. I wanted her to
cum again. I wanted to have a nice little orgasm for
myself.

Getting Eileen to cum was easy. She
was already on the edge and a little licking and sucking was all
she needed. I found myself laughing as she came on my face. She
didn’t squirt this time, but her pussy got even wetter. Eileen must
have had a lake stored inside her pussy.

Sandy kept pounding away at me until
finally I got my reward. I kissed and loved Eileen’s pussy as I
came, causing her to shake again. Maybe she came, maybe she was
just too sensitive at this point. I didn't know and didn’t
care.

“I’m gonna cum,” Sandy
announced in a low voice.

“Not in me!” I struggled
out from between the two of them. Sandy was frankly disappointed
that suddenly his cock wasn’t inside me. 

“Why the fuck
not?”

“I want to see you cum,” I
said. “Cum on her. Jerk off for me.”

He hesitated for just a second. Eileen
didn’t give any feedback










































































cover.jpg





