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CHARACTERS: 

David Farrell: Twenty-six years old. Brown hair. Green eyes. Recently discharged from the 

U.S. Army. Currently Eve’s house guest. 

Evelyn Larkin (Eve): Thirty-one years old. Black hair. Blue eyes. Psychologist. Teaches at 

the University. Sex therapist. Writing a book on sexuality.  

Dawn Carlyle: Twenty years old. Red hair. Blue-gray eyes. 

Virginia Clayborne (Ginny): Thirty years old. Blonde hair. Blue eyes. Eve’s Friend. 

 

* * * * 

Recap of previous Erotic Adventures of David Farrell: While traveling through Eugene, 

Oregon, I met Eve Larkin, a sexual psychologist whose car had broken down, and offered to 

drive her home. It turned out to be a night of the wildest sex I’d ever had.  

The next morning at breakfast, Eve invited me to a party on Saturday. She even offered a 



room in her home where I could stay.  

I dropped Eve at her car dealers, then checked out of the Holiday Inn and returned to Eve’s 

home. There I discovered Dawn Carlyle, a sexy university student Eve had hired to clean her 

house. When I found Dawn in one of the bedrooms, she was not involved in house cleaning but 

in a session of self-pleasuring.  

After giving Dawn a hand (pun intended) with her sexual pleasures, I assisted with the 

cleaning chores. We finished about noon, had lunch and spent time in the hot-tub where, late in 

the afternoon, Eve came home in the company of Ginny, a blonde beauty. Eve and Ginny joined 

us in the bubbling water.  

 

* * * * 

Before meeting Eve the day before, my sexual experiences were ordinary and proper, so 

being naked and in a hot tub with three stunning females, all of whom were sexually 

freewheeling, had me in a state of constant arousal. They’d noticed my turned-on state and were 

having great fun at my expense. Eve, being the most aggressive of the three, suggested we move 

to the room she liked to call her sexploratory and see about helping me with my predicament. 

The other two agreed. They all seemed intent on taking advantage of me. Of course, they 

couldn’t have found a more willing victim. The anticipation had me ready for anything sexual. 

Once in the sexploratory, the tree women drew me toward the alcove with the king size bed.  

Eve took the lead by taking my erection in hand, giving it few strokes then, using it as a 

tiller, steered me backward to the bed and gave a gentle shove.  

I offered no resistance and fell back on the satin sheet. Three sexy, aggressive women, 

wasted no time arranging me to their satisfaction in the center of the bed, with Eve on one side 

and Dawn on the other.  

Propped on my elbows, I watched Ginny position herself between my legs where she 

nuzzled and stroked my erection using only her nose, lips and cheeks.  

Rising a bit, she looked directly into my eyes and licked her palms. When they were slick 

and wet, she used both hands to apply several long, firm strokes from tip to base. She smiled at 

my intake of breath and teased the sweet spot just under the head.  

When she took the first two inches of my cock into her warm mouth and sucked, I moaned 

and lay back on the bed. 

On that signal, Eve and Dawn began their versions of pleasurable torment. Dawn tongued 

my nipples, and Eve hovered over me, alternating between licking my face and neck and probing 

my mouth with her tongue. 

With Ginny’s handling below and Eve and Dawn coaxing twitches and tremors up above, I 

was soon on the verge of losing my load. I’m sure they realized that, but all three kept doing 

their thing, steadily driving me toward the brink. When I realized they intended to work me 

straight to a conclusion, I relaxed and let them do their magic. 

Three very wet tongues and six soft, skillful hands manipulating my every erogenous zone 

with slow and constant strokes brought me quickly to a state of erotic agony.  

I closed my eyes and forced my mind to focus on no one part of my body and allowed their 

constant touches to push my excitement higher and higher. The surface of my body tingled. 

Every muscle trembled.  

I recognized the sensation as being orgasmic but not the usual kind. It gradually built to a 

peak and maintained at that level for what seemed like minutes then culminated in a slow but 



forceful ejaculation. Dawn received part of my emission as it rained down upon my chest. 

All three women continued their touches until I could take no more. They stopped but 

stayed their positions on top of and around me. 

The first to break the silence was Ginny. Taking hold of my deflated manhood, she held it 

up then let it plop back to lie inert between my thighs. Looking at me provocatively, she asked, 

“David, if Eve and I put on a little show for you, do you think Junior here might rise to the 

occasion, again?” 

The thought created a tremor down there. “You never can tell, but I do know Junior loves a 

good show.” 

Eve smiled and moved to the foot of the bed and lay on her back. Dawn and I adjusted 

ourselves to watch, Dawn in front and I behind, looking over her shoulder. 

Beginning with Eve’s toes, Ginny kissed and licked up one leg, down the other, then back 

up where she spent a moment kissing and sniffing the moist flesh between Eve’s legs.  

Eve moaned when Ginny’s lips moved up and found her breasts, wetting the nipples, 

tonguing them, tweaking them, making them stand taut. 

Moving higher, Ginny kissed Eve’s lips, and rolled her onto her stomach. She lifted Eve’s 

hair then kissed and nibbled her way down the spine. When she came to the top of Eve’s crack, 

she paused and, with her thumbs, spread the globes, exposing Eve’s little wrinkled orifice. Eve 

rotated her pelvis, waiting, welcoming Ginny’s next move. Ginny didn’t disappoint. She moved 

close, first sniffing the crack, then using her tongue, she teased the dark little opening. Eve made 

noises of approval and encouragement. 

After a while, Ginny rolled Eve onto her back, spread her thighs wide, and lay between 

them. She made a production of lubricating the first two fingers of her right hand with Eve’s 

fluids and placed a wet finger at each of Eve’s bottom openings. Then, without preamble, she 

invaded both channels with the slick digits and began slow, deep strokes. Eve’s response was a 

sudden grunt and a long, drawn-out sigh. The thumb of Ginny’s other hand massaged Eve’s clit 

encouraging a deluge of free-flowing fluids. 

I looked at Dawn and saw she was watching the show with bated breath just as I was. Her 

left hand stroked one nipple for a moment then switched, doing the same to the other.  

Remembering that she hadn’t orgasmed since our bout before noon, I caressed her inner 

thigh down to the knee and back up to her vagina. She was wet and warm to my touch. She 

turned her head toward me, gave me a grateful look, and opened her thighs for easy access. 

Dawn looked delicious lying there with lips slightly parted, and, when I kissed her, she tasted as 

delicious as she looked. I probed with my tongue for a moment then nibbled at her bottom lip, 

tugging with my teeth. 

In this position, I had the better of two worlds. I watched Ginny fuck Eve and enjoyed the 

taste, smell, and feel of Dawn.  

I hooked my leg over Dawn’s. This way I could stroke between her legs and orally titillate 

her upper body at the same time. I placed the palm of my hand over her mound, and used my two 

middle fingers to search for and enter her drooling pussy. As my fingers stroked in and out, my 

palm stroked her clit.  

Dawn’s approval of my technique was apparent in her breathy gasps―sounds, I think, 

partially inspired by Eve’s excited cries only inches away. I placed my mouth over Dawn’s left 

breast and sucked, teasing the nipple with my teeth and tongue, causing her gasps to sound more 

like grunts. 

The rhythm of Dawn’s hips matched my hand, thrust for thrust. Reading the strain on her 



face, I decided she was close. 

Eve’s sounds signaled her approach as well, and Dawn turned her head, to watch Eve work 

her way to orgasm.  

Eve arched up onto shoulders and heels, pushing hard against Ginny’s face and fingers then 

collapsed back to the mattress with shuddering groans. Ginny moved up and held her orgasming 

friend close, gently stroking, kissing her lips. 

The sight and sounds of Eve’s peaking pushed Dawn over. Her thrusts against my hand 

grew erratic and her chest arched in a quivering release. I covered her mouth with my own and 

rode her orgasm out. 

Moments later, Ginny raised her head and noticing ‘Junior’s’ rampant state, smiled at me. 

I said, “Hey, it was a good show. What can I say?” With that, I stood up, took Ginny’s 

ankles, pulled her to the edge of the bed, and spread her legs. I knelt between her knees prepared 

to indulge in a feast.  

Because of the recent sexual activity, the room held the combined aroma of three aroused 

females. I’ve noticed a subtle difference between the scent of one woman and the next. I suppose 

there’s a difference between aroused males as well, but, not being a connoisseur in that 

department, I can’t pinpoint the differences. Within the past twenty-four hours, however, I’d 

been up-close and personal with the genitalia of two of these three women and, shortly, was to 

be up-close and personal with that of the third. I drew closer to Ginny’s pussy and inhaled. I 

detected the aroma of dried apricots with the hint of vanilla. 

Three sets of eyes were upon me. I was fully aware that all three women knew more about 

performing cunnilingus than I would ever know. All I knew was that giving a woman pleasure in 

this way was one of my favorite things. The taste, the smell, the textures of having my nose and 

lips and tongue in this, a woman’s most private recess, is erotic beyond description. My first 

taste of Ginny invigorated ‘Junior’ to the degree that I knew he would soon have his way and 

replace my tongue. 

I must have been doing something right because, after watching my efforts for a moment, 

Ginny lay back with a sigh and closed her eyes. Eve moved to Ginny’s side while Dawn took the 

other; both kissed and caressed Ginny’s breasts and lips. Ginny’s first trip to the edge came 

quickly as our three sets of lips and tongues drove her over the top and through a body-wracking 

orgasm. 

The bed consisted of only a very tall mattress, and as I stood on my knees between Ginny’s 

legs, I realized the height was perfect. Without delay and before she had fully recovered from her 

orgasm, ‘Junior’ made his entrance into her soft, hot pussy and started slow, thrusts, going up to 

the hilt. All the time I looked directly into Ginny’s blue eyes and enjoyed how she stared back as 

though to shout, “Go on! Fuck me. Shove it to me!” But, even though ‘Junior’ wanted to speed 

up the action, I kept it slow and steady. 

Ginny broke eye contact and signaled for Dawn to move up and straddle her face. Dawn did 

as requested, placing one knee on each side of Ginny’s shoulders, facing me. I could hear the wet 

sounds as Ginny used her mouth and tongue on Dawn. Dawn appeared pleased with the 

arrangement. Her eyes closed and she caressed herself.  

Eve simply watched the action, touching herself. Picking up moisture from her pussy, she 

coated her breasts, making her nipples shiny and slick to enhance the abuse she was giving them. 

Eventually, the sight must have gotten the better of Eve. She straddled Ginny’s body, the inside 

of her knees caressing Ginny’s rib cage. 

Eve reached for Dawn and embraced her—hard nipples against hard nipples. Their lips 



locked and Dawn’s hands dropped down between Eve’s thighs. One hand caressed Eve’s pussy, 

while the other, now covered with Eve’s effusions, stroked Ginny’s rigid nipples. Ginny went 

into her second orgasm. Her entire body bucked and thrashed, almost throwing off her two riders 

and nearly dislodging junior. 

Even before Ginny calmed, I withdrew and pulled Eve away from Dawn. I roughly laying 

her down beside Ginny.  

Immediately, Dawn dropped forward, her tongue reaching for Ginny’s still twitching clit. 

Ginny seemed agreeable. The slurping resumed, and Dawn moaned gratefully. 

I urged Eve’s legs wide and took her in one brutal thrust. The sudden invasion of Eve’s 

vagina brought a shocked expression to her face—mouth open, eyes wide. Eve’s vagina wet of 

its own juices, and my erection, liberally coated with Ginny’s fluids, assured the penetration 

brought pleasure, not pain. 

I developed a steady rhythm, and Eve matched mine with eager thrusts of her own. Because 

this was my third go in a matter of six hours, it was taking me longer to come. My arousal had 

peaked, but I was having trouble reaching the height when you know you’re about to go over. 

Normally I’m a gentle lover, brutality is not part of my nature, but this time I needed to resort to 

ungentle means. 

Eve was the recipient of my need to find release. I think she knew that because we settled 

into serious action. She got into my pile-driving rhythm and met my every thrust with equal 

power and brutality. We stared into each other’s eyes, our only connection except belly-to-belly 

and pelvis-to-pelvis. Eve reached the top first. I realized she was in orgasm by her agonized 

expression and the clinching of her vagina. From the look in her eyes, though, she was 

determined to bring me with her, and she continued to match my quickening thrusts. At last, I 

felt the contractions begin and shot spurt after spurt into the depths of Eve’s grasping vagina. 

When we recovered sufficiently to be aware of our surroundings, we discovered two 

grinning ladies, arms around each other, watching from the middle of the bed.  

“Wow!” Ginny breathed. “Are either of you seriously injured?”  

* * * * *  

Thank you for reading “Ginny.” If you enjoyed the story, please consider writing a review 

on your favorite retail site. Comments and positive reviews are always welcome.  

Check out all my stories and free reads on my website https://www.madison3x.com/ 

* * * * *  

Excerpts from Other Stories by Madison Langston 

The Basement  

Includes: masturbation, MF 

* * * * * 

Closing her eyes, Claudia reclined into the softness of the cushions and let the sounds of 

wind and rain remind her of another stormy night. 

 

Ensconced in the basement, storm sounds muffled by the insulation above and around us, we 

are safe and warm. Robert and I lie in bed, exchanging soft, lip-only kisses. The wind had killed 

our electric power, but rather than start the generator, a dozen candles provide our lighting. His 

https://www.madison3x.com/


hands apply tender touches to my body. Having done this so many times, the caressing fingers 

know the places and the pressure I like. His fingers even know the sequence I prefer the caresses 

to follow. They start their journey on my face―my lips, my closed eyes, my ears―touching, 

stroking, probing. As they move across my neck, they stop on the pulse there, verifying my rising 

excitement. When the fingers reach my chest, they stroke lightly between my breasts, coming 

close but never touching the more sensitive spots. I feel my labia begin to swell; I bend my knees 

and open my thighs, needing the fingers to explore there too. I’m impatient, and I squirm, trying 

to make contact, but the fingers know best and seek other places to stroke. They caress from my 

spread knees, along the inside of my thighs, toward my sexual center. Still bypassing my more 

sensitive points, the fingers travel across my abdomen and return to my breasts. They circle my 

stiff nipples, then pinch and twist the erect buds. Gasping, I push up, reaching for more. 

Finally, a hand travels to my pussy, opening the labia, testing the wet, slick folds, exploring 

all the sensitive places. As the fingers focus on my clit, I feel my orgasm grow and know that 

very soon I’ll explode. While one hand is busy with my pussy, the other moves back and forth 

between my breasts, abrading the nipples, creating the erotic pain they need. As my lust grows 

and my orgasm builds, I hear a pounding in my ears, persistent, demanding. I’ve heard this 

pounding before, but never so disturbing, so insistent. It seems almost like it’s is coming from 

somewhere outside me... 

 

Through her pre-orgasmic haze, Claudia realized someone was actually pounding on her 

front door. As she pulled herself from the sexual trance, anger flooded her senses. She drew the 

robe around her body, covering her nakedness from the unknown intruder. Why was someone 

knocking on her door in the middle of a storm? No one should be out in this. She considered 

ignoring the knock, but then it sounded again, even more insistent. Do they know I’m in here?  

 

An Excerpt from Dawn at the Vineyard 

Includes: masturbation, MF, MM, BDSM 

* * * * * 

My spread position opened me and forced more blood into my already engorged clit. The 

heady aroma wafting up from between my legs added even more fuel to my lust. My 

concentration had turned inward so completely that I was only semi-aware of Abigail’s voice, 

“Isn’t the ache in your cunt good, Little Pussy? Your scent is everywhere. I can smell your cunt 

all the way over here. I’m sure my guests can as well. You’re trembling like you need to come. 

Do you need to come?” 

I managed to nod my head and say, “Yes, Mistress.” The sexual tension building in my body 

was blocking everything out. My loins ached. I was on the verge of orgasm. The sensation was 

mind-blowing, and I kept myself there willing myself to enjoy the almost painful pre-orgasmic 

pleasure. I was determined to come only on Abigail’s command. I waited expectantly. 

Instead, Abigail said, “Stop. Take the presentation position.” 

I almost cried from disappointment, but I placed both hands on my thighs, palms up, my 

body trembling. I closed my eyes and waited for Abigail’s next order.  

I’d been so close that I’d almost let myself go over. When I looked at the audience, I 

realized I was not the only one who needed a release. Brad’s cock was at attention. Nine or ten 

inches, I guessed, of needy man flesh. The younger woman had a frantic look on her face, her 



hands abusing both erect nipples. The two older women caressed each other with their eyes 

glued to me. 

“Are you still about to come, Little Pussy?” 

My voice trembled, “No Mistress. I’m close, but I will not come until you tell me.” 

“Good girl! But look what touching yourself has done to Tess, don’t you think you owe her 

some release. Come down off the table, Little Pussy, and present yourself for Tess.” 

I realized then that I didn’t even know the names of most of my audience. I assumed Tess 

was the young woman next to Traci. She looked almost as aroused as I. One hand pinched a 

nipple, the other she clamped between her chubby thighs. I quickly decided it would be pure 

pleasure to give little Tess an orgasm. 

Without hesitation, I slid down and took the position Abigail directed and awaited further 

orders. The room did indeed smell of sex, but in my position, my nose picked up a sweeter 

fragrance that made me think of a mixture of watermelon and raw cucumber. I wanted to get 

between Tess’s thighs to verify the source.  

When it comes to a choice between oral sex and an ice cream cone, I prefer the former. I 

hoped Abigail had that in mind. I sneaked a peek under my lashes and saw that Tess and Traci 

were kissing, their tongues entwined. But I noticed their eyes watched me, anticipating what I 

would be ordered to do. Traci had promised to join in, and I surmised sharing this tender young 

woman with me was her plan.   

At last Abigail ordered, “You’ve been a good girl so far, Little Pussy. You deserve a reward. 

I can see how much you want Tess. Go for it, do a good job and maybe there will be another 

treat.” 

Tess’s thighs clamped her hand tight with a slight pelvic grind. Leaning forward, I took 

Tess’s knees and spread them wide. Her fingers remained curled in her pussy; I gently removed 

them from their slick abode and brought them to my face. One by one I licked them clean, 

confirming the watermelon/cucumber source; the taste was as fresh and sweet as the scent. 

Finishing the delicacy, I laid Tess’s hand on her abdomen and moved closer to the fount of that 

sweet nectar. 

Tess’s moist, fragrant skin had me almost swooning as I kissed my way up and down and 

back again from her dimpled knees to the untrimmed blond curls of her mound. Yes! Salted raw 

cucumber, I thought, as I nudged my lips through the wet curls. I extended my tongue and 

searched her inner folds for that special bundle of nerves.  

 

An Excerpt from The House of Eve (Compiled stories of The Erotic Adventures of David 

Farrell)  

Includes: masturbation, MF, FF, ménage, mild bondage, group sex 

* * * * * 

Dawn started off with, “Look, David, I know you feel bad about walking in on me, and I 

think you’d like to make me feel better, but there isn’t anything that would do that.” Her eyes 

filled with tears again and her voice quavered. “It was a dumb thing for me to do. I’m supposed 

to be working.” 

“Let me try anyway, okay? Look, I masturbate too. I’m sure most people do.” Then an idea 

came to me. It was a nutty idea, but the thought excited me. “Would it make you feel any better 

if I let you walk in on me while I was masturbating?” 

She gave an odd look, but I could tell the idea intrigued her. “But that wouldn’t be the same. 



You’d be expecting me. I had no idea anyone was in the house.” 

“But wouldn’t it make you feel a little less embarrassed?” 

She considered it a moment. “I guess so, but... but... You would do that?” I could see she 

was considering it; her hardening nipples showed through her t-shirt. 

“Absolutely! I don’t think I’d be embarrassed. In fact, I think it’d be exciting.” 

Dawn didn’t say anything for a moment. Then with a mischievous smile, she said, “As 

appealing as your offer is, I don’t need that. It wasn’t so much the embarrassment of being 

caught masturbating. I’m open and liberal about sex. Mostly it was the shock of not being alone 

and being caught pleasuring myself when I’m supposed to be working. Besides, the discomfort I 

felt toward you a moment ago is gone.” She sat back on the sofa, took a sip of her Pepsi, and 

looked straight at me for the first time. “I don’t think my walking in on you with your dick in 

your hand is necessary, but thanks, anyway.” 

I was disappointed. “You’re welcome!” I’d convinced myself it would be hot to let Dawn 

catch me masturbating. My face must have shown my disappointment.  

She turned toward me and said, “You know, David, you interrupted me before I came, and 

I’m still horny as hell.” Her fingers touched my face, the same hand she’d been using to 

masturbate. I inhaled.  Yes, her scent was still there. She stroked her fingers across my lips. 

“Would you be interested in making love to me?” 

Again I was taken aback. I’d thought Dawn innocent and shy, yet here she was 

propositioning me. I’d misjudged her big time. After I wiped the shock off my face and regained 

my composure, I took her by the hand and pulled her to her feet, saying, “I can’t think of 

anything I’d rather do. Shall we adjourn to the scene of the original crime?” 

Dawn gave a quick laugh and started for the hallway. “Let me take a shower, first.” 

I held onto her hand, pulled her into my arms and kissed her on the mouth. She returned the 

kiss. She felt good—soft and tender—and I didn’t want the wonderful scent washed away. “No, 

don’t shower. I want you just the way you are, except the tee shirt and cutoffs, of course.” 

By the time we reached the bedroom, she’d shed her tee shirt. I sat at the foot of the bed and 

picked up her white cotton panties. For a moment, she just watched as I held her underwear to 

my nose and inhaled her scent. Then she undid the drawstring for her loose-fitting cutoffs and let 

them drop to her ankles. I moved my eyes over her, taking in the details of her body, realizing 

that I hadn’t noticed just how sexy this girl was. Her breasts probably required a c-cup, sagging 

just the right amount to turn the pointy nipples gently upwards, stiff and erect. 

Dawn stood naked, watching me for a moment, and then cupping her breasts, she took the 

nipples between thumb and forefinger and rolled them. Her expression grew more and more 

lustful, as with half-lidded eyes, she watched me devour her visually and breathe her scent from 

the used panties.  

Unlike the luxuriant red mane that flowed down past her shoulders, her mons was smooth 

except for a small triangle of red fur ending where her puffy lips split and disappeared between 

two full thighs. When she turned to pick up the cutoffs, she stayed in that position for several 

seconds. My breath caught as I viewed her backside, a perfect view―pink and inviting, moist 

and pouting. 

An Excerpt from JANA  

Includes: lesbian 

Our lives went along much as they had. It was near the end of fall quarter, so we were both 

busy tying that up and planning for the winter session. Most weekdays our time at home 



overlapped only briefly. When I was coming, she was going.  

Things slowed down around mid-December. 

Jana had gone to the final get-together with members of a study group―not to study but to 

party. She liked the people in the group so I expected she’d be home late.  

It snowed that day, and I choose to go Christmas shopping. By late afternoon, we had four 

inches of the white stuff spread over everything. The absence of wind let the giant flakes stack 

on trees, roofs, shrubs, and cars, turning the drab city into a winter wonderland. To me, one of 

the most beautiful times of the year is during and after a quiet snowfall, yet there was something 

about this one that made me melancholy. Knowing I was going home to an empty apartment 

made it worse. 

By the time I got home, Christmas lights had illuminated every building in sight. The first 

thing I did was switch on the Charlie Brown Christmas tree Jana had insisted we decorate. The 

sad little tree did nothing to cheer me up. 

I made a cup of hot chocolate, sat at my computer, answered a few emails, took a fast 

shower, put on my flannel PJs, stretched out on the couch, thought of Jana, and gave myself a 

quickie. Feeling better, I dozed off. 

 

* * * * * 

My first thought was that a stray kitten had snuck into the apartment to nuzzle my ear. When 

I realized there was no cold nose and the tongue was warm and wet, I opened my eyes and found 

Jana lying next to me, nibbling on my earlobe. I wasn’t sure what to think. I smelled alcohol, not 

much, but I knew she’d had a drink or two. Rolling over to face her, I said, “Jana?” 

With a teasing smile, she pinched her arm and said, “Yep, I’m me.” 

I looked at the clock. I’d slept only twenty minutes. “Didn’t you go to the party?” 

“I went, had one drink and left.”  She snuggled up, and said, “I missed you.” She gave me a 

long kiss, and I felt a stirring between my legs. Only when I put my arms around her did I realize 

she was nearly naked. That and the way she kissed me left little doubt of her intentions. My 

pulse raced. I’d imagined our first time would be after an in-depth discussion about feelings and 

commitment and whether or not we would come into the open about our relationship. I hadn’t 

dreamed I’d wake up from a nap with Jana seducing me.  

As she pulled back, her focus swung from my eyes to my chest, and she began unbuttoning 

my pajama top. I said nothing as she struggled through six buttons and laid my top aside. My 

bare breasts stared her in the face, and her expression darkened as she touched each in turn, 

brushing her fingertips frustratingly slow around and over my hardening nipples. I thrilled at her 

touch. I could have lain there forever watching her caress me with such fascination, but for 

months I been fantasizing about making love to her, and I couldn’t wait any longer. 

Rolling her over me, I switched positions so that my upper body was over hers. I said, “I 

love you, Jana,” and took her mouth with mine, kissing her with a hunger that was almost 

painful. I kissed her face, her nose, her eyes and down across her neck to her firm pointy breasts, 

both pink nipples already tight. I kissed one breast, nipping gently, then treated her other to a 

round of the same. She groaned and thrust her chest up for more. I worked the tips with my 

tongue, and her moans increased.  

Moving back to her lips, I savored her sweet taste, cupped her left breast and fondled the 

nipple with my thumb until she whimpered. Sliding my hand down to stroke the inside of her 

thigh, I discovered a garment. Looking down, I saw she still wore her heavy winter leggings.  

Starting the kiss again, I slipped my hand under the waistband and discovered she wore no 



panties. At the top of her pubic mound, I felt a patch of hair and visualized its color the same 

shade as the hair on her head. As my fingers moved lower to caress her pussy’s outer lips, she 

gasped into my mouth. Her thighs spread wider, and the humid scent of her sex reached me, 

causing the ache in my pussy to grow.  

An Excerpt from JENNY GOES HOLLYWOOD 

Includes: masturbation, FF, MF, FFM 

* * * * * 

Paul had removed trousers and underwear. His only garment was an open-down-the-front 

white shirt. Reclined in the armchair, he held my damp panties under his nose and watched his 

wife go down on me, stroking his erection with slow, gentle caresses.   

The firm muscles of his tight abs and arms rippled as his arm moved. As I watched Paul’s 

palm pick up his leaking precum and smear it over the head and shaft, my nipples became 

pebbles. His penis must have measured nine inches and thick. Even in his large paw, it was a 

handful. I yearned to take its glistening head into my mouth and taste it, feel its satin smoothness 

on my tongue, and breathe the masculine scent. 

Paul locked eyes with me. His wanton expression and the knowledge that he was aroused by 

what his wife was doing to me raised my lust to a level that banished rational thought. I 

submerged myself in erotic stimulation—Paul’s unhurried self-touching, ‘Licia’s oral titillation, 

and the mingled sexual smells of three aroused people. My steady climb toward orgasm 

continued until I was precariously teetering on the edge.  
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