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CHAPTER ONE


"Move it!" he said. "Come on, shake that ass!"
Kerry Larson turned her head on the pillow and gazed at her husband of twenty years. She was consumed with rage, but didn't want him to know. She knew from long experience that he became nastier when she was angry mid more selfish in bed than usual. And he was always selfish and self-centered in bed. All the years of their marriage.
Except for the first year and the birth of their son, Jason, her entire marriage had been a bust. Oh, sure, Elliot made a good living and always brought home his paycheck. But he was a clod. A boring clod who thought fucking was for the man's, benefit and that the woman deserved nothing.
She knew she would have to eventually do what he wanted so she slowly turned aver and lay on her belly. "I'm in position, lord and master," she said sarcastically.
"Shit, look at her, will you?" he said. "Get on your knees so I can reach it."
"Reach what?"
"Reach your asshole, bitch!"
Kerry raised her body and stuck her ass out in the air. "You, mean like this, slob? Is this what you want? You want to relieve yourself in my butt? Well, go ahead, but don't take too long. I'm tired."
"You're not too tired to spend my money in the department stores downtown though, are you?"
"Okay, okay, I'm sorry, I was just kidding," she said, kneeling on the bed with her cheek resting on her arm and her ass in the air. The last thing she wanted was another argument. Elliot had been known to slap her around when he got angry enough and she didn't need a black eye.
"Kidding, sure," he mumbled, lifting his undershirt over his head.
Kerry shut her eyes tight and waited for the penetration. She knew there would be no foreplay. Elliot thought foreplay was a golf term. He thought when his cock was hard it was time to fuck. Even if her cunt was bone dry.
Still, Kerry was horny and she had hopes that one of these nights he'd tiring her off too. It happened occasionally, it was inevitable, she thought wryly. Her pussy was so horny that once in a while her body responded even to his awkward fumbling.
Swaying her hips in his face, she shivered with horniness. "Come on Elliot," she said. "If I'd wanted to be a nun I'd have entered a convent."
"Look who's rushing things," he snickered nastily. "The all-time ice-cube."
"Ice-cubes melt when they're handled the right way," she said sweetly.
He rubbed his prick around her cunt. That felt good. She knew he was only doing that to turn himself on, but it didn't matter. She'd take what she could get.
Kerry had always been a hot-blooded woman. Even as a teenager. That was why she'd married so young. Her mother had warned her that sixteen was too young to make a life-time commitment, but she hadn't listened. And had lived to regret it.
But Elliot had been so damn good-looking in those days and so sexy. She'd had no way of knowing the honeymoon would last such a short time and the living together would last so long. Kids didn't listen to their mothers. They should hold classes in school about those things. Then maybe young girls with hot pussy's would learn something about life.
There were compensations of course. She had a terrific kid in Jason and a nice house. As far as she knew Elliot was faithful and in his own way he loved her. She loved him, sort of. So far she hadn't cheated on him and she'd had plenty of opportunities. She was still a good-looking woman with big tits that hardly sagged and a nice flat belly from daily exercise. Sure, maybe she'd gained an inch or two around her hips, but she knew she was still built like a brick shit-house. She saw the way men stared at her when she walked down the street. There was no mistaking the look in their eyes. She was a juicy-looking, fuckable woman in the prime of her life with a clod for a husband.
"Is it going to happen in my lifetime?" she said sweetly, arching her neck and gazing at Elliot. "Or are you going to wait until I'm dead and then cornhole my asshole when I'm in my coffin."
"What a mouthy bitch," he said, compressing his cockhead and slowly wedging it into her asshole.
"Don't hurt me!" she shouted.
"Why don't you open the window and tell the neighbors what a bastard you're married to?" he growled.
"They already know," she hissed.
"Bitch!" he said.
"Save your energy for sticking it in," she said. "You need all of it you can gather."
He grunted in response. Actually she didn't mind getting buggered. When it was good, it was very good. There was something about having a cock in her bung that was a terrific turn-on. When it was good, she played with her cunt while he fucked her asshole and she usually managed to have a pretty good orgasm. That is, when he gave her enough time. Please, dear God, she thought as Elliot tried without success to force his dick into her butt-hole. Let me come tonight. I'll do anything you say, but let me have an orgasm tonight. I really need it.
He lunged forward then and Kerry's face was buried against the pillow. "Jesus, don't kill me!" she cried.
"Stop complaining, bitch," he said. "Think about all the slut you can buy downtown tomorrow."
"Fuck you!"
She knew he liked the view from this angle. She knew her cunthole was totally exposed and that Elliot liked to see her this way. Both fore and aft exposed and open for his pleasure. There was something Kerry liked about it too. The feeling of being mounted like a bitch in heat appealed to her. Maybe it was ages old from prehistoric times. She didn't know, but there was something very exciting about it. Was it because she couldn't see him? Was it the element of danger? God knows I need all the excitement I can find, she thought.
Elliot had always loved her body, she'd give him that much. He even liked her thick growth of pussy-hair. It grew down her inner thighs and into her asscrack and sometimes Elliot licked it and that was very nice. Except that she couldn't remember the last time he'd done that. Maybe five or six years ago.
Her pussy was wet with cunt-slime at the moment. Elliot brought his prick from her as to her cunt and wet down his cockhead with her juice. She was growing impatient, but knew that if she complained he'd slow down purposely and she'd just remain frustrated longer.
She shivered when he suddenly pushed a finger into her asshole.
"What do you know, you're alive," he snarled, moving a finger in and out and opening up her shitter.
"Take it easy, Romeo," she said. "That's a real live woman you're poking."
"If you don't like the way I fuck, why don't you find yourself a boyfriend?"
"Oh, shit, don't tempt me!"
"You're too lazy to cheat," he said. "You'd have to get up out of bed and stay out of the stores for a change."
"Don't bet on it," she said. "There are plenty of fish in the ocean."
"Yeah, I'm real worried," he said. "Okay, now!"
She held her breath as his cockhead pushed against the tight ring of her shitter. She forced herself to rein and let the rest of his dick in.
"Fuck, you're tight!" he grunted as he shoved his entire prick up her bung. He held her hips tightly, digging his nails into her flesh and swaying back and forth as he reamed her shit-chute.
Kerry moved a hand to her cunt and began masturbating. If he gave her enough time she would definitely come tonight. She was like a loaded gun. Ready to go off when the trigger was pulled. Only she needed enough time.
There was the usual moment of pain when he began sliding his big dick in and out of her bowels. But it was soon followed by the exquisite sensation of having her asshole packed with his stiff meat and she moaned and frigged her cunt in a frenzy. She breathed rapidly and used her free hand to caress her tits.
"Shake it!" Elliot grunted.
She speared a finger into her cunthole and wiggled her butt. "Don't stop yet," she moaned. "Give me a little more time."
He ignored her pleas and began moving faster. "Thick you!" he said.
"No!" she cried, turning her head and trying to expel his cock from her asshole. "Don't go so fast!"
"I'm almost there!" he grunted. "Fuck!"
"Oh, no!"
She stopped arguing. It was no use and he would win anyway. She fell forward when he began pounding her shitter. Within a moment he came, dumping his load into her asshole and leaving her limp with frustration.
When he was through, he slumped over on his side of the bed and fell into a sound sleep. She lay there fuming and when she was sure he was asleep, she rose up from the bed and tiptoed down the hall to the bathroom, a robe tied loosely around her waist.
His jism dribbled out of her asshole and wet her thighs as she walked. She passed Jason's room and noticed the boy had forgotten to close his door. Averting her eyes, she continued on her way to the bathroom.
She sat down on the toilet and peed. She rubbed her cunt with the toilet paper and automatically tried to bring herself off, but it was no use. Her mind kept returning to Elliot's selfishness, but now she thought about something else. Her son, lying naked on his bed with the door to his room part-way open.
She had the feeling Jason left his door open deliberately. It had happened too often lately to be an accident. He had a habit of leaving a dim light on in his room too. It was a habit left over from his childhood when Elliot had scared him about goblins coming into his room at night. In any case the teenager always left a dim light on in his room and Kerry had more than once caught a glimpse of the boy masturbating.
Now she rose up from the toilet and washed her hands. She pulled the robe more tightly around her overheated body and padded down the hall back to bed.
When she passed Jason's room, she couldn't resist pausing for just a moment and peering inside. He is my son, she thought, I have a right to look in and see if he's okay.
Eighteen year old boys didn't need checking on and she knew it. But she told herself he was still her baby. And in fact he was. But lately her baby made her blood race. He was growing into quite a young man with a nice lean belly and a cute ass. And a big bulge in his crotch that was beginning to make his mother very nervous.
She pressed herself against the wall and peeked inside the room. She smiled, covering her mouth with her hand to stifle a giggle. Boys will be boys, she thought. Jason was laying in the middle of his bed jerking off. A typical teenager, she thought.
She told herself she would only watch him far a moment, but after a while she gave up the pretense. She would watch him until he was through because it was a fascinating sight to see. Here was a child who had wiggled out of her pussy years ago. And who, incidentally, had hurt her like the devil. Now he was there in bed and frigging away. Life was so crazy!
Although her initial response had been amusement and even excitement, she began to feel hornier than ever at the sight of her boy's prick. She hadn't really had a good look at his cock since he was going through puberty. He'd kicked her out of the bathroom then, telling her he was too old for her to see him naked. She'd agreed with the concept. She knew bays who were too close to their mothers ran the danger of becoming homosexual. Still, she missed their old closeness. And she loved watching him jerk off.
He had a good-sized prick too. Almost as big as his father's. There was nothing wrong with Elliot's cock. It was nice and long and thick too. The trouble was the slob didn't know how to use it and didn't want to learn.
Now she gazed at the teen. His fingers flew up and down his shaft and his nuts jiggled around on the sheet. Her mouth watered suddenly and she squeezed her thighs together. There was no doubt about it. Her own son was turning her on.
She knew then she should leave. She should go back to her own room and join Elliot in bed. But she didn't and knew she wouldn't until Jason had emptied his nuts.
Her heart pounded and she moved a hand to her cunt and rubbed it through the thin material of her robe. She parted her legs and felt a glob of juice gush out of her pussy.
Slipping her hand inside her robe, she rubbed her palm over her succulent snatch while she stared at her son. Jason grunted softly and humped his ass off the bed. She watched his balls tighten up and knew he would come momentarily.
She pulled her hand away from her cunt and closed her robe when he climaxed. Jets of jism shot into the air and she forced herself to softly pad back to the bathroom.
This time she removed her robe and rummaged around in the medicine cabinet for some lotion to use on her tits. As unsatisfactory as it was, she had to masturbate and give herself a few orgasms. There was no way she would sleep otherwise.
She placed the lotion on the sink next to the toilet and spread her legs. Then she began to masturbate with a vengeance. She poured some lotion into her hand and rubbed it over her boobs. She used light feathery strokes, handling her tits the way she wanted Elliot to handle them. The way he used to in the old days.
Kids nowadays have the right idea, she thought as she pulled on her stiffened nipples. They live together without getting married. Then if they don't treat each other right, they split. If I'd lived with Elliot for a couple of years, she thought, I'd never have married him.
Elliot's spunk still dribbled out of her asshole. She wondered if Jason knew his parents hated each other. She hoped not. It wasn't good for kids to have a cynical attitude about marriage.
Damn Elliot! she thought as she snaked a finger into her gash. If he did the job I wouldn't have to be in here jerking off. I'm a married woman, not an old-maid. At least old maids know what the score is. They know that if they want the job done they have to do it themselves. But she got married so she'd get fucked regularly. And here she was, sitting on the john and frigging herself dizzy!
Her hand ached and she forced herself to relax. When she was angry like this she couldn't come. And she had to have one little climax before she went back to bed. She'd never sleek otherwise.
Maybe she ought to find herself a boyfriend. She didn't think Elliot would care. Maybe he had a little action on the side. It was possible. Lots of married men did. At this point in her life she didn't much care. If some other woman could get him to light her fire, more power to her.
Marriage was a lousy idea anyway. It killed romance. Everyone knew it and everyone still wanted to get married. It was the security they were after, but it wasn't worth it. Still, the thought of having to go out and earn her own living sent a chill down her spine. What could she do? She'd been married since the age, of sixteen. What was she trained for, but to lay back and let some guy stick his cock in her cunt.
Now she spread her thighs wider apart and gazed down at her hairy gulch. Her clit stood up at the top of her slit like a tiny flag at attention.
Those African tribes who cut off the girls' clits had the right idea. At least then a woman didn't experience the frustration of trying to come without success. They knew what their cunts were for. In the Western world woman were fooled into thinking sex was for their benefit too. Bull shit, all of it!
Her pussy was swollen with need and she plunged a second finger into her hole. Just then she heard the knock on the door and Elliot's voice hissing that he had to pee.
"I'll be out in a minute," she whispered, flushing the toilet.
Damn, fuck and piss! she thought as she stood up and adjusted her robe. Not only does he hog the bed and leave me horny, but he's got to pee just when I'm about to get off. Son of a bitch, some days it just doesn't pay to get up!



CHAPTER TWO


After that night, Kerry had trouble meeting her son's eyes. She constantly pictured how he'd looked jerking off. Her mouth would suddenly water when she remembered how his spunk had shot into the air.
Things with Elliot stayed the same. Rotten. They fucked almost every night, but for her it was always a flop. She gradually stopped complaining. She realized he wasn't going to change and more and more she gave consideration to having an affair.
One morning after Elliot had left for work and Jason for school, she moped around the house thinking about her troubles. She tried to fill her time with domestic things, but she'd never enjoyed cooking and cleaning and all the other typically feminine pursuits. The only thing she really enjoyed was shopping, and even that was beginning to bore her.
She decided to clean out some drawers that hadn't been touched in years and started with the desk she shared with Elliot. She took each of the drawers out in turn and placed them on the bed. Then she climbed onto the bed and emptied the drawer, going over all the contents before either replacing them or throwing them away.
On the bottom of the last drawer she found a large envelope. It was sealed and she didn't remember what it contained. She lifted it up to the light, but there was no way to tell what was inside without opening it.
Carefully tearing open the top, she pulled out a stack of papers and yellowed newspaper clippings. She was about to glance at the clippings, when she saw that on the bottom of the pile were about a dozen eight by ten photographs.
She pulled out the photographs and dropped the papers. The photographs were of naked women in all kinds pf obscene poses. She spread them put on the bedspread, astonished at her discovery. All the women had their legs spread and their pussies were exposed. They all had dark-haired cunts and big tits. One of the girls had a big black cigar sticking out of her gash and another had a finger up her slit.
"Jesus Christ!" she muttered as she gazed from one to the other. "The son-of-a-bitch gets off on pornography!"
She lined the pictures up and gazed at the variety of cunts and tits. At least Elliot had good taste. All the girls were gorgeous and they all had big tits. Still, why would a mature man like Elliot need pictures when he had a perfectly good wife at home?
Glancing at the newspaper clippings and the other papers, she pushed the pictures aside and tried to find a correlation between the papers and the photographs. It didn't take long. The newspaper clippings described various nightclub acts and it soon became clear that the girls in the photos were strippers in local clubs.
She wondered if Elliot used these pictures to get turned on. The envelope had been sealed, but that didn't mean anything. She pictured him rummaging through the desk every night before they went to bed. No, that was impossible. She would have seen him do it.
What amused her was how much the girls in the pictures resembled her. At least the slab went for the same type of woman. Her type. She wondered if he knew any of the girls and if he'd fucked any of them and realized suddenly that she didn't care if he had.
She put the envelope back and threw everything else back into the drawer before replacing it in the desk. She didn't care if he saw the torn envelope. He couldn't say anything to her. If he did he'd have to admit the pictures were his.
That settles it, she thought as she walked down the hall to the bathroom. If he's cheating, so can I. I've only got a few more good years and I'm not going to waste them.
She stepped into the shower and washed her hair. She let it dry while she made up her face. She didn't know what she was going to do to meet a man, but she'd think of something.
Back in her bedroom, she examined herself in the mirror. Just a slight sag to her tits. Not bad for her age. And Jason had nursed until he was two. The thought of her teenage son sucking her tits made her blush, but also brought an itch to her cunt. Anyway, for a woman over thirty who had nursed a baby for almost two years, she wasn't in bad shape.
Brushing her long dark hair, she examined the tiny network of lines at the corners of her eyes. The only place she still looked like a teenager was her pussy. Thank God for that, she thought as she stroked her cunt-muff. With the lights dim, a man would never think she was over twenty-one. Did all cats look alike at night?
When she was satisfied with her face and hair, she went to the closet and rummaged around until she found a skirt and blouse that emphasized her big tits and small waist. She decided it was time to stop living in blue jeans and vowed to go shopping and buy some new skirts. A woman should show off what she's got and maybe she was past the stage of tight jeans anyway.
She left the house at one o'clock and walked quickly down the street to the bus stop. She decided to leave her car at home. A car could be a hindrance when she was trying to meet a man.
When she was halfway down the street, she heard the sound of a bus and started running to catch it. She didn't feel like waiting a half hour for another. She was just passing the last house on the block when her heel caught in a crack in the sidewalk and she fell flat on her face.
"You okay?" a male voice said when she'd lifted herself to a sitting position.
She'd caught herself on both hands and the palms of her hands stung from the impact. She looked up, momentarily dazed, and gazed into the eyes of Lou Bradley, the owner of the nearest house.
"You okay, Kerry?" he said again, a look of concern on his craggy face. "I've been meaning to have that damn crack fixed."
"I think so," she said. "I think I hurt my ankle though."
"Here, let me help you," he said, placing his hands under her arms and lifting her to her feet.
She leaned against him, placing her aching foot on the ground and then lifting it up again. "Oh, God, I think I sprained something," she said.
"Lean on me and we'll go into the house," he said. "I'll take a look at it and put some ice on it."
He draped one of her arms around his neck and she managed to hobble on her good foot into his house.
She sat down on the living room sofa and he went to the kitchen for some ice. It had been years since she'd been in the Bradley house. She'd been friendly with Lou's wife, Grace, but Grace had died about five years ago. Now Lou kept pretty much to himself, raising their teenage son.
"This should help," he said, striding into the room and filling it with his presence.
He used a kitchen, towel wrapped around a dozen ice cubes to bring the swelling down. After a while he crouched in front of her legs and examined her ankle.
"I think it's a minor sprain," he said. "Nothing serious. You'll be as good, as new in no time."
They chatted then and he went to the kitchen for iced tea. She thought it was strange when he crouched down on the floor in front of her again and continued examining her foot and ankle.
"See, it's getting better, already," he said.
"It'd be a damn shame if anything happened to these gorgeous legs. I guess if that happened Elliot would sue the city for damages."
"I'm not sure Elliot would even notice," she said as Lou sat down next to her on the sofa.
He leered at her cleavage. "I can't believe that," he boomed in his husky voice. "Why, half the guys in the neighborhood would like to be in his shoes."
He leaned over and ran his hand over her leg. "Thank goodness you didn't break anything. Those gains are priceless."
"I'll bet you say that to all the women on the block," she said.
Kerry had never considered Lou as a possible lover. He'd seemed so preoccupied recently what with raising his son and taking care of his house. But now she gazed at him and realized he was a very sexy-looking man. He had a big chest and muscular arms and shoulders. He had a thick forest of hair peeping out of the top of his shirt and his legs looked strong through his china pants.
"Only the pretty ones like you, Kerry," he grinned, moving his hand lightly up and down the calf of her leg.
"Do you spend a lot of time rubbing women's legs?" she said. The more she thought about it, the more the idea appealed to her. Lou's son was at school and they had the house to themselves. He would never talk. A man like Lou knew enough to keep his mouth shut about his personal affairs. He'd been around plenty even when Grace was alive and didn't need to show off about who he laid.
"Only if they won't let me rub anything else," he said, stroking her knee.
"Why, Lou," she smiled. "I do believe you're flirting with me."
"Could be," he said, his eyes boring into her cleavage. "If you want to show me what's between those gorgeous legs I'd be happy to look."
She'd never expected such boldness, but found it very exciting. She thought suddenly about the pictures she'd found in the desk and brazenly opened her legs. Fuck Elliot! she thought. Two can play that game.
"You mean like this?" she said, her skirt up to her thighs and the crotch of her panties exposed.
Five minutes later they were upstairs in Lou's bedroom with the shade down. They undressed quickly, staring at each other as each article of clothing fell onto the floor.
"I've had the hots for you for years, Kerry," he said.
"I never knew that." Her heart was pounding so fast she thought she might faint.
"Don't you know what a sexy woman you are?"
"Marriage wasn't designed to give a woman confidence."
"The same old story, huh?" he said. "I never appreciated Grace until she was gone."
Kerry unhooked her bra, and threw it onto a chair. She didn't want to talk about Grace or Elliot. If she thought about her husband she might lose her nerve.
Stepping out of her skirt, she stood in front of him wearing only bikini panties. "Not bad for an old broad, huh?" she said.
"Not bad for any broad," he said, his eyes hot as he stared at her tits.
He turned on the radio and flooded the room with soft mood music. He held out his arms. "Dance with me, gorgeous."
She melted into his arms. He was naked except for his shorts and the bulge between his legs was huge. They danced around the room, her tits bouncing against his chest and his thick chest hair teasing her stiff pink nipples.
He released her and they danced without touching, facing each other. Her full assflesh jiggled and gyrated beneath her flesh-colored bikinis.
The bulge in his crotch swayed and stood at attention like a flagpole. She instinctively hefted her tits and lifted them up, her thumbs caressing her nipples.
"Too big, huh?" she teased.
"They're never too big."
"They say more than a mouthful is wasted."
"They don't know the size of my mouth."
He reached out to wrap his arms around her, but she moved to the side. She enjoyed teasing him and now she turned her back to him and wiggled her ass.
"Maybe I better show you the rest of the merchandise," she said, hooking her fingers into the waistband of her panties and sliding them over her hips.
"A guy could get lost in that ass," he snickered.
"You an ass man?"
"I'm an ass man and a cunt man and a tit man. I love it all. Get over here!"
She danced out of his reach. "Not so fast, big boy," she smiled.
Her eyes boring into his, she pushed her panties down her thighs and finally stepped out of them. She tossed them onto the floor and stood with her legs spread to show him the split of her gash.
The smile disappeared from his face as he grabbed her. He crushed her tits in his hands, holding them tightly as he lowered his face and kissed the puckered pink tips.
She caressed his hair as he kissed and licked her creamy-skinned boobs. She threw her head back and trembled when he nibbled her lust swollen nipples.
"Take your shorts off!" she hissed. "You're driving me crazy!"
He chuckled when he released her and slid his shorts off his ass. He stood back, and with a look of pride on his face, let her feast her eyes on his upthrust fuckpole. She wasn't disappointed. His cock was long and thick and looked very hard.
"Now that's a cock," she whispered.
"Suck it, Kerry," he said.
He gently pushed her down onto the edge of the bed and stood between her legs. The position was perfect. She leaned forward and in a moment her lips grazed his cockhead. She trembled with excitement. His cock smelled horny and terribly masculine and she shivered when she opened her mouth and closed her lips over his knob.
"Kerry, Kerry, Kerry, that's wonderful," he said, standing with his arms folded over his chest and his eyes closed.
She said nothing, not wanting to spit his prick out for even a moment. She loved having a big dick in her mouth. She loved nothing better than a leisurely cock suck. Elliot always rushed her. Just like he rushed her through everything.
Now she moved a hand to her cunt and fingered her pussy while she held his cockshaft in her free hand and sucked more of his dick into her mouth.
At intervals she held his balls in her hand and fondled them, sliding her lips down to the hairy sac and nibbling on his nuts. She kept returning to his cockhead, suctioning it into her hot mouth while she frigged her cunt.
Lou stroked her head, tangling his strong fingers in her hair as she devoured his fuck stick. He swayed back and forth, feeding his meat to her eager lips and grunting softly.
"Suck it, baby!" he hissed when she sucked his entire fuckpole into her throat. "Shit, it's all the way in! You doll, you! Fuck, that's sucking!"
Now Kerry held his hips and urged him to fuck her mouth. She kept her head still while he moved back and forth, fucking her lips with a back, and forth motion. He was careful not to choke her even though at intervals his cockhead lodged in the back of her throat. But he pulled it out again quickly so she had the pleasure of sucking without the discomfort.
She slithered one hand over his ass and with the other held his balls. God, she loved the feel of his nuts! They were packed with jism and felt as big as a bull's. She'd spent many summers on her uncle's farm when she was a child and had always been fascinated by the bulls. The bull's balls, she thought to herself. I was always a horny bitch.
She let the saliva collect in her mouth without swallowing it. She knew it felt good on his fuckpole. Occasionally some of it dribbled out of the corners of her mouth and drenched his balls. But for the most part his prick bathed in saliva.
Suddenly he stopped stroking his dick in and out of the ring of her lips and held her chin while he pulled it out. "I don't want to come in your mouth right now, Kerry," he said. "Let's fuck."
They stretched out on the bed and she spread her thighs to show him her juicy cunt. His eyes glittered as he gazed at her. The itch in her pussy gave her the nerve to hold her cuntflaps open and show him the crimson, slime-coated interior of her snatch.
She arched her back and lifted her ass from he bed. "What are you waiting for, Lou?"
He moved closer, laying on his side as he tore at the petal-like folds of her pussy. Rolling between her legs, he held his prick-root and guided his cockhead into the succulent mouth if her cunt.
"Ah, Lou, you're driving me crazy!"
Lunging forward, he sank his prick inch by twit into her overheated gash. She wiggled her ass, her pussy snugly grabbing his dick as they sine together.
"How do you want it?" he hissed. "It doesn't matter. Just fuck!"
She wrapped her arms around his neck ant her legs around his back. He slid his prick in and out of her pussy, his shaft grasping her cunt with every stroke.
"Oh, Lou!" she sighed. "I haven't had a fuck like this in years!"
"Oh, baby," he said, gradually increasing the tempo of his thrusts.
She felt herself begin to climb toward the ultimate ecstasy. She thrust herself against hi stroking prick and when she came she cried and trembled. Her cunt gripped his dick and brought him off and he grunted as he filled her snatch with his load of spunk.
It wasn't until she'd regained her senses that she realized she'd been calling out Jason's name.



CHAPTER THREE


Jason had been spying on his mother for years. At every opportunity, he peeked into her room when she thought he wasn't looking. He thought his mother was the most beautiful woman in the world and had had fantasies about her most of his life.
When he'd been small she'd walked around naked in front of him until his father put a stop to it. "He'll turn into a pansy," his father had warned her. "You can't walk around with your tits bouncing in the breeze. It's not right."
So when Jason turned ten his mother had started keeping herself covered in his presence. Jason never forgave his father for that.
It wasn't that he didn't love his father. He loved him all right. It was just that he adored his mother. Every time he kissed a girl he pretended it was Kerry he was kissing. He thought of her as Kerry most of the time, not as Mom or Mother. Most of his friends had motherly-looking mothers. A little plump and dowdy looking. He was the only kid around the neighborhood who had a sexy-looking mother with terrific tits and a great ass.
He used to get angry when his friends made obscene remarks about Kerry, but he was secretly flattered. He was proud of her. And wanted more than anything in the world to fuck her.
Jason was a smart boy and he knew that incest was a terrible sin. But he was also smart enough to know that although society frowned on it, people still indulged in it.
Sometimes Kerry was careless about closing the bathroom door and he would stand in the hall, pressed against the wall, and gaze inside as she stood naked before the bathroom mirror.
He especially liked when she examined her tits in the mirror. She would turn around slowly and lift her big boobs while she smiled at her image.
Once she'd seen him looking and had slammed the door shut. She'd hollered at him later, but he could tell she wasn't really mad. "Don't tell your father on me," she'd giggled. "He'll kill me."
Jason had no intention of telling Elliot anything. He thought of himself as his mother's protector. He dreamed about someday living alone with Kerry, without his father. Maybe they would even sleep in the same bed and maybe she'd let him make love to her. If his father wasn't around to stop it, maybe Jason could convince her it wasn't a sin.
Sometimes he stood in the hall outside his parents' room at night and listened to them fuck. He hated his father then. He hated him for leaving his mother frustrated and horny. And for being selfish. Whenever he heard his father grunt, he knew he was coming. Shooting his damn fuck-spit into his mother's cunt and not waiting for her to get off too.
He wouldn't do that to her. He'd be patient and fuck her slow and easy the way she sometimes begged his father to do it. And if that didn't work he'd give her a big orgasm with his lips and tongue and then they'd have a nice hard fuck. That's what he'd do if he had his way.
Lately he had the feeling his mother might be fooling around. He felt a stab of jealousy when he thought about it, but he really didn't blame her if she was. She deserved some happiness and as long as Jason was only eighteen and as long as his father was still around, he couldn't give his mother what she needed. In a way he even hoped she had a boyfriend. At least she wouldn't have to walk around horny all the time.
He lay on his bed one Saturday afternoon and thought about the time he'd seen his mother jerking off. She'd been sitting on the toilet and the bathroom door had been slightly ajar. He'd stood in the hall and watched and beat his meat while she finger-fucked her pussy.
Today, as usual his father had left the house early and would be home late. He heard his mother in her room and wondered what she was planning for the day.
He remembered suddenly that he'd told Kerry he was getting up early and going out to play ball. At this point she thought she had the house to herself.
Jason knew he should let her know he was home, but for some reason he delayed getting up from the bed. The possibility of seeing his mother naked or maybe even masturbating kept him from disclosing his presence.
He moved his hand to his prick and began pumping slowly. He thought about his mother's boobs and pretended he was sliding his dick back and forth inside the deep cleft of her cleavage.
He lay back and closed his eyes, working his lips and pretending he was sucking Kerry's tits. "Jesus Christ!" he hissed when he came, jets of jism splattering the sheets.
When the downstairs door slammed shut, Jason jumped out of bed and opened his bedroom door a crack to listen. He heard his mother laugh and then he heard the booming voice of a man in the living room. He thought the voice was familiar, but concentrated on the snatches of conversation that came from the first floor.
He quietly closed his bedroom door when he heard them walk up the stairs. His heart pounded wildly when he opened the door after a few moments and crept down the hall to his mother and father's room.
The door was open almost all the way since Kerry thought she was home alone. Jason stood in the shadows of the hall and peered into the room.
"Hmmmm, that feels nice," Kerry smiled as Lou pinched her ass.
"I've been dreaming about your butt for days."
Jason felt a wave of white-hot jealousy grip him. Lou Bradley! Why's she fooling around with a slob like Lou Bradley?
He forced himself to remain quiet and listened to his mother flirt with their neighbor.
"Are you trying to say you've been thinking about my ass ever since that day at your place?" Kerry said.
"I've given a little thought to that juicy hot cunt of yours too."
"Have you, now?" Kerry teased.
Jason held his breath as he watched his mother. Kerry was wearing a low necked sweater and a tight skirt. As a matter of fact he'd noticed she'd been wearing skirts a lot lately. Was it Lou's influence?
He felt perspiration drip down his chest and belly as he watched his mother and Lou embrace. Their lips came together and soon Kerry was gasping and sighing and plunging her tongue into Lou's mouth.
His suspicions about his mother confirmed, the teenager watched as Lou squeezed her asscheeks, lifting her skirt as he stroked her butt. Finally they broke the kiss and Lou lifted Kerry's skirt to the tops of her stockings and clutched her assflesh.
Jason noticed for the first time that his mother was wearing a garter belt. He tugged his zipper down and curled his fingers around his prick as he gazed into the room at the wanton sight. He had never seen anything so sexy in his life. A garter-belt and sheer black stockings. And no panties!
"You remembered," Lou said.
"Did you think I wouldn't," Kerry smiled.
"Did your old man see it?"
"He doesn't pay any attention to what I buy."
"If he saw you in that get-up he'd cream his jeans."
"Don't bet on it. I'm just his wife, after all."
Jason sucked in his breath as he gazed at his mother's triangle of fur. He loved the way her pussy-hair grew down her thighs and high up on her belly. He thought her curly thatch the most sexy thing he'd ever seen.
He only got turned-on by girls with dark hair and dark eyes. Girls who reminded him of Kerry. Seeing her in the garter belt and stockings almost took his breath away.
Now Kerry ran her hand over Lou's crotch and laughed. "Have you been saving this up for me?"
"How'd you like me to suck your pussy first?"
"First why don't you help me undress?"
Jason watched as Lou helped her slip her skirt and sweater off. In a moment Kerry was standing before him in her bra and garter belt and stockings, swaying back and forth on her four-inch heels.
The teenage boy wanted to yell for them to stop as Lou sat on the edge of the bed and pulled Kerry in front of him. Kerry giggled huskily as she turned around and stuck her ass in Lou's face. Lou held her hips and ran his tongue up and down and around her asscheeks. He dipped it into her asscrack and Jason stopped pumping his cock while he gazed at the wanton scene. He didn't want to come and spoil everything by crying out. And his cock was ready to explode.
Now Kerry turned around and pumped her cunt at Lou's face. He held her around, the waist and she curled her arms around his neck as he pressed his lips into her bristly cuntmuff. Out in the hall, Jason was both excited and jealous. Watching Lou nuzzle his mother's pussy-thicket was the most thrilling thing he'd ever seen in his life. He couldn't help but wish it was his mouth on her snatch. Pushing herself firmly against Lou, Kerry reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. She shook her tits out of her flimsy bra and tossed it onto the floor. Then she hefted her boobs and shoved them against his mouth.
"How'd you like me to suck your cock, big boy?" she said in a throaty voice.
Jason trembled and slowly squeezed his dick as Lou stripped his clothes off. Kerry sat down on the bed and Lou stood in front of her, pushing his prick into her face.
"Oooohhhh, baby," Lou whispered. "Give it a spit-bath."
Kerry held his cock-root and played with his balls. She sniffed his ball-bag and lifted his cockhead to her lips. Jason held his breath as she ran her pink tongue up and down Lou's cockshaft. When she closed her lips over his cockhead, the teenager broke out in a cold sweat.
Lou held her ears and moved his ass, fucking his cock in and out of her lips with forceful thrusts. He moved faster and Jason could see his balls slapping Kerry's chin. Then suddenly Kerry broke his hold on her and spit his cock out.
"Fuck me, Lou," she said. "I'll suck you again later, but right now I need your cock inside me like crazy."
"Shit, of course, baby," he said. "Turn over and I'll give it to you in the ass."
Jason stopped pumping his dick as he gazed into the room. The thought of this man fucking his mother in the asshole drove him wild with jealousy. He'd dreamed about it for years and now this palooka was about to live Jason's fantasy. It wasn't fair!
The teenager held his breath as Kerry turned over onto her hands and knees and craned her neck, smiling back at Lou. "You won't hurt me, will you?"
"Never, baby," he said, gazing down at Kerry's hair-rimmed cunthole and firmly fleshed ass.
He ran his fingers over her gulch and rubbed her juice over his cock-knob. "You can play with yourself while I fuck your shitter." Lou said.
"That's my habit," Kerry giggled. "Then I get to have both holes filled."
"Does your old-man fuck you in the asshole?"
"Yes, but whatever we do doesn't work for me anymore."
Jason trembled a he listened to his mother discuss his father. As much as he resented Elliot, he felt it was somehow disloyal for his mother to tell Lou personal things. He held his dick-root, mesmerized as he watched his mother squeeze her tits while she spread her legs further apart.
She moved one hand to her pussy and toyed with her cunt-folds while Lou stroked and caressed her butt. He held her asscheeks in his hands and let his prick lodge inside her asscrease.
"Maybe I'll just let it get warmed up in your cunt," he hissed in Kerry's ear.
"Whatever," she gasped. "Just do it soon!"
He pushed his fuckpole into her cunt and Kerry fell forward on the bed. She played with her clit while he pumped in and out of her gash. She wiggled her ass and raised her ass higher to give him complete access to her crotch. Jason had never seen anything like it in his life. He wanted to march into the room and belt Lou and take his place behind his mother's ass, but of course he didn't dare.
Suddenly Lou pulled out of her cunt and dragged his cunt-juice-drenched prick up and down her asscrack.
"Don't tease me!" Kerry gasped. "For God's sake, don't tease me, Lou! Stick it in and fuck me!"
"My hot little pussy-cat," Lou chuckled, continuing to drag his prick up and down her asscrack.
The son-of-a-bitch Jason thought as he listened to Lou tease his mother. He's torturing her!
But Kerry looked more excited than pained. She turned her head and Jason could see the sparkle in her eyes. She'd never looked prettier.
"Fuck me, Lou!" she said.
"Oh, yeah, baby!" Lou hissed, guiding his prick to her asshole.
Kerry reached back under her pussy and grabbed his balls. Lou said something Jason couldn't hear and his mother giggled in reply. He watched her asshole open up to accommodate Lou's big cockhead and he leaned against the wall and trembled.
"Push!" Kerry hissed. "Don't be afraid of hurting me! Shove it in."
"You horny wench!" Lou chuckled.
Her asshole muscle grabbed his dick as he pushed in. A low moan escaped Kerry's throat and Lou leaned down and reached under her to grab her tits.
She rubbed her clit while he forced his dick into her butt and began pistoning his fuckpole in and out of her depths. They rocked back and forth, Kerry's ass and cunt framed by her garter belt and stockings and her tits hidden from Jason's view.
The bedsprings creaked and the teenager wondered if the bed would break from the wild pounding Lou was giving his mother's asshole. Kerry twisted her head around and at one point Jason moved back, afraid that his mother might see him.
"Wonderful!" she yelled. "Bang me, Lou! Dick me! Oh, God, what a fuck! What a fuck!"
Lou grunted and gripped Kerry's hips, digging his nails into her flesh as he began coming. Jason watched his cock streak in and out of Kerry's shitter, sending jets of fuck-spray into her bowels.
Kerry went wild. She raised her head, her hair flying wildly over her face as she climaxed. At that moment Jason knew he should leave and return to his room, but he came too and for a moment the teenage boy blacked out completely.
When he regained his senses, his mother and Lou Bradley were rolling around the bed. They were kissing and giggling like teenagers. Lou hovered over her, sucking her tits and holding her ass as he mopped her cunt-muff with his tongue.
"Ooohhh, how can you?" Kerry cried, but Jason saw her grimace and climax again as Lou licked vigorously on her clit.
"Me too!" Kerry cried. "Let me suck you too!"
Lou moved around and dropped his dick over Kerry's face. Then he fastened his lips to Kerry's cunt and began sucking and licking gluttonously.
For a moment Jason was no longer jealous. His mother seemed to be having such a wonderful time, he was almost grateful to Lou fat giving her what her husband didn't give her. But then his feeling of possessiveness returned and the teenage boy felt the old hostility toward their neighbor.
He watched as the couple performed sixty-nine. The teenage boy had done it a few times with some of the more adventurous girls at school. He felt his balls heat up again as he watched his mother suck Lou's limp cock into her mouth. She seemed to enjoy the sucking as much as the fucking.
Jason stroked his soft dick as he watched his mother chomp on Lou's fuckpole. Suddenly she spit his cock out and said something Jason couldn't hear.
By the time he realize what was happening it was too late. Kerry and Lou both sprang up from the bed and dashed into the hall.



CHAPTER FOUR


Kerry and Lou dressed quickly and Lou was out of the house in five minutes. She slammed the door behind him after a quick goodbye kiss and leaned against it, trying to compose herself.
My God, what'll I do now? she thought. The house was still, Jason had gone into his room and it was so quiet Kerry could hear her heart pound. Her fingers shook and her knees almost buckled under her as she went to the kitchen and poured herself a scotch on the rocks.
I just need something to quiet my nerves, she thought as she gulped the scotch. I've got to sort my thoughts out. Damn, why did I let Lou come here!
Lou's son, Lucky, was home today and Lou had convinced her there would be no harm in getting together in her house. He knew Elliot always went out on Saturdays and thought too that Jason would be out. So against her better judgment, she'd let him come over because she was dying to get laid.
That's what I get for being horny, she thought as she heated up the coffee. God's punishing me for my sins. Oh, Jesus, what'll I do about Jason?
An hour passed and still she heard nothing from Jason's room. She took a deep breath and decided to go upstairs and confront him. Maybe he was old enough to understand why grownups did things like this. She knew Jason was partial to her over his father. Boys his age were usually closer to the parent of the opposite sex. She would try to explain it to him. What else could she do?
She poured herself another scotch before she took a deep breath and went upstairs. She stood outside Jason's room. She had thrown on a robe and still wore the garter belt and stockings she'd bought for fucking with Lou. Her asshole felt sore and her pussy was wet with cuntjuice and for a moment she thought maybe she'd shower, before confronting the teenager.
Clearing her throat, she knocked on the door. Showering now would only be a way to avoid the confrontation. Might as well get it over with.
"Yeah?" Jason said through the door.
"Can I come in, Son?"
"Sure."
The blood racing in her temples, she pushed the door open and walked into the room.
Jason was lying in bed, on top of the blanket, his face hidden in the pillow. He was wearing only tight jeans and he looked so cute and vulnerable stretched out with his tiny ass in the air and his face hidden against the bedclothes.
"We better talk, Son," she said softly.
"What's there to talk about?"
This was harder than she'd anticipated. "It would help if you'd look at me!" she said, sitting down on the chair next to the bed.
She crossed her legs and tried to relax and in a moment the teenager turned over onto his back. "Okay," he muttered, but he averted his eyes.
"Well, this has been quite a morning, hasn't it?" she said.
"Yeah."
He finally met her gaze and Kerry almost cried at the expression in his eyes. He was only a kid and this was his first experience with the grown-up world. God, what a mess she'd created!
"I want to explain," she said.
"You don't have to, Mom," he said.
"Your father and I…" she began.
"I know, Mom."
"But, you've got to understand…"
"I know how he treats you."
He turned onto his belly again and buried his face in the pillow.
"Jason, you're making this very difficult for me, son."
"Shit, Mom, how do you think it is for me?"
He turned over onto his back and stared up at the ceiling. His eyes blazed and she could see he was fighting tears. She reached over and touched his arm.
"Honey, maybe we better finish talking another time when we're both calmer."
"Let's talk now, Mom."
Kerry moved onto the bed and hovered over Jason, patting his chest. She brought her legs onto the bed and began talking. "You're old enough to understand about sex," she began. Jason nodded and smirked.
"Jeez, Mom, I've been around."
"I know, darling," she smiled. "Anyway, you know your father isn't always the most thoughtful husband in the world. You've noticed that."
"Who wouldn't?"
"Anyway, when a woman is married to a man like that, she has to, if she's a warmblooded woman, she has to find other outlets for her sex drive."
For the first time Jason grinned. "Jesus, Mom, you don't have to explain about that. I know you've got to get your rocks off too?"
"What a way to express it," Kerry giggled, stroking his bare chest. "I'd forgotten how sophisticated kids are today."
"I just wish you'd some to me instead of that palooka Lou Bradley."
Kerry's head throbbed. "Come to you? Do you know what you're saying, Son?"
"Well, why not?" he said softly. "He didn't do anything I can't do."
"But, Jason, that's incest!"
"I don't care."
He pushed her arm away and turned onto his side, covering his face with the pillow. Kerry sat there frozen with shock. Was it possible her son was hot for her? She knew it happened in the best of families, but never thought it would happen in hers.
Her entire body quivering, she forced him to turn to her and lowered her face to his. "Maybe it's not too late," she whispered.
The teenager's eyes glittered and his face split in a grin. "You mean it, Mom?"
"Do you have a hard-on right now?" Her excitement mounted as she gazed at the bulge in his crotch.
"Sure!" he said hoarsely.
"Take your clothes off then and show me what you've got," she said.
She at back on the chair and watched as the teenager stripped his clothes off. She blew him a kiss when she saw his stiff dick, pointing up toward the ceiling.
"Beautiful, Jason," she said. "Lay down again and play with yourself for your mother."
"You want me to jerk off?"
"Well, just play with your cock a little, but don't let the faucet explode."
The boy chuckled as he climbed onto the bed and spread his legs. Kerry's mouth watered at the sight of his plum-shaped cockhead and jism-filled balls.
"Don't worry if you come," she said. "I know boys your age don't have as much control as older men." When she saw the worried expression in his eyes she quickly assured him she didn't care. "I can get you hard again if you come, Son. Boys your age can get hard fast. That's one of the advantages of youth."
He smiled shyly as he ran his fingers up and down his cockshaft. His balls were almost hairless and his cock was still the color of a small boy's. The blue veins that bulged out on his shaft were in sharp contrast to the velvety pink of his meat. Her pussy throbbed at the sight. And to think that all the time she'd thought about Jason in sexual terms, he'd thought about her too!
He began pumping faster. His eyes darted over her body and she untied her robe and showed him her tits. He visibly shook as his fingers streaked up and down his fuckpole and Kerry held her boobs in her hands and pointed them in the boy's direction.
"You can suck them later if you want to," she whispered.
Jason moaned in response. His breathing became ragged and he shut his eyes as a geyser of whitish jism shot out of his cockhead and streamed into the air.
Kerry shivered with excitement. It was so crazy to be sitting here and watching her son jerk off. She worked her lips, her tongue snaking out of her mouth as if she were sucking him off.
Splash after splash of spunk shot out of his jizz-slit and dropped back down on his belly and thighs and chest. Kerry rose from her chair and climbed onto the bed, opening her mouth like a tiny sparrow and trying to capture the last few drops in her mouth.
"Jesus, Mom!" Jason smiled. "I couldn't help it."
"That's okay, darling," she crooned, kissing his cheeks. "Mother understands."
She wiped up the jism with her bare hands. With a twinkle in her eye, she licked it off and rolled it around her tongue. "Delicious!" she grinned.
"Hey, Mom, you really dig it, don't you?"
"I do, Jason," she said, leaning over and darting her tongue over his moist dick.
He moaned as Kerry licked his cock clean. She giggled and picked her head up, curling her fingers around his limp prick.
"Maybe what happened today will work out for the best," she said. "I can teach you a lot about sex if you want me to."
"Jesus, Mom, would you?"
"Sure, darling. You were really horny, weren't you?"
"I came before in the hall."
"You got turned on watching, huh?"
He blushed. "Yeah."
She trailed her fingers up and down his dick, feeling it stir back to life. Maybe what she was doing was wrong, but it was the only way she could think of to make amends for what the boy had witnessed today.
"Was it ever any good between you and Dad?" Jason said.
"In the early days."
"Why don't you divorce him?"
"It's not as simple as that."
"I'd live with you. You wouldn't have to worry about that. Unless you wouldn't want me. He looked down at the floor."
"I'd never give you up," she said. "You mean everything to me. But I still love your father even though things aren't quite what I'd like them to be. And I want you to love him too. He's a good father, Jason. What goes on between him and me should have no bearing on your feeling for either of us."
"I'll try not to let it, but I hate when he's mean to you."
"Anyway, let's talk about lighter things. Now that it's all out in the open, did you turn-on watching your old mother get it in the butt?"
"I nearly shit a brick!"
"Me too. Literally!"
She squeezed his cock-root and brought her feet onto the bed. She still wore her robe and her tits spilled out as she lay on her side and caressed the boy. His cock would be hard again in no time. She could feel the signs. He stared at her sleek legs and the garter belt pecking out through her robe as she stroked his throbbing man-stick.
She let her robe fall open, but kept her legs close together so all he would see was her thick bristly cunt-muff. Her fingers trembled and she felt a tightening in her throat as his prick surged to life.
Resting her head on one arm, she moved her free hand from his dick to his balls and dabbed a fingertip at his almost-hairless nuts. "Sweet, baby," she crooned. "I remember when you were born. Your cock was so big for a new born baby."
"Yet, Mom?" he croaked. "You never told me that before."
"Well, it's not something mothers usually talk to their sons about. But it was big and so were your balls. Your dad was so proud of you."
"Were you proud of me too?"
"You bet."
She closed her fist around his half-stiff dick shaft. A drop of cream brimmed in his piss-slit and she spread it around with her thumb.
"You must never tell anyone about this," she said as she pumped his dick. "You may be tempted to brag to your friends, but if you tell anyone they'll think I'm depraved and we don't want that, do we?"
"I'll never tell, Mom," he said, a solemn expression on his face.
His cock was fully erect and Kerry's cunt throbbed. The thought of having her own child's cock fucking her gash made her tremble. She thought about Lou and the fact that her asshole was still wet with his jism.
"I think I'd like to shower, Son," she said to the teenager.
"Can I come with you?"
"If you'd like you can shower with me," she said. "Would you like that?"
"Jesus, Mom, you're too much!"
They climbed off the bed and went down the hall to the bathroom. He stared at her as she removed her stockings and garter belt and turned on the shower.
"Is my figure as good as the girls you know?" she teased.
"Jesus, Mom, they're just kids!"
They stepped into the shower and she adjusted the temperature. "And you like the ripe body of a woman in her thirties, huh, darling?" He nodded and she sighed. "I'm glad somebody does. You know, a woman reaches her sexual peak in her thirties. Just when a man gets more interested in business and other diversions. It's not fair. Someday you might change too, after you're married twenty years. I hope not."
"I'll never change, Mom," he said, accepting the soap from her hand and lathering his chest.
"Now do my back, honey," she said.
He lathered her back and she spread her legs to encourage him to reach all the way down to her ass. "Don't forget my butt, honey," she smiled. "Remember, it had quite a work-out this morning."
He snickered as he scrubbed her asscheeks and moved his hands inside the crease. She twisted her neck and gazed at him as he soaped up her bung. He dabbed at her asshole as if he wanted to wash away the memory of Lou's cock reaming her out.
"You can stick your finger inside," she said.
She leaned against the wall of the shower as he plunged his finger knuckle-deep into her butt-hole. "Can I fuck you in the asshole sometime, too?" he said shyly.
"Yes, darling, but not today. I'm a little sore there. Lately that's all your father's been interested in and my poor little pussy hasn't had any attention at all."
"I'll take care of your pussy, Mom," he said, running his hand into her slit and soaping up her pussy-jungle.
"Oh, darling, that's very nice," Kerry sighed, closing her eyes and quivering as the teenager soaped up her turned-on snatch.
"You've got the prettiest pussy I've ever seen," he said suddenly.
Kerry turned around and took the soap from his hand, lathering his chest and belly and crouching down to soap up his thighs. "Have you seen it before today?" she said. "Tell the truth now, have you ever spied an me before?"
He grunted when she moved one hand around to his ass and held his butt while she soaped his balls. "Aw, Mom," he whimpered.
"You have, haven't you, you little stinker!" she giggled.
She rose up and draped an arm around his neck. His cock stabbed her as she lathered up his balls. "I'll never do it again," he croaked.
"Maybe I wanted you to," she said, rubbing the soap into his dick. "Maybe subconsciously I've been careless about closing doors because I wanted you to see me. One never knows about those things. The mind is a strange and mysterious thing."
She handed him the soap and told him to wash her tits. His eyes glittered as he moved the soap over her wet boobs and inside her cleavage. The soap dropped out of his hand, but they ignored it as the boy held her tits in both hands and squeezed down on the big globes.
She moved a hand between her legs and stroked her cunt. Suddenly he pushed her hand away. "I'll do that," he said, sounding more grown up than ever.
She placed her hands on her hips and spread her legs further apart as he caressed her pussy. Sighing, she closed her eyes as he explored her gash with his fingers.
Sinking to her knees in front of him, she held his hips and moved her lips close to his cock. "Let me, darling," she murmured.
She closed her lips over his cockhead and licked up the spunk oozing out of his pisser. He gripped her head with his strong young hands as she lapped her tongue hungrily up and down his cockshaft.
She slid the ring of her lips half-way down his stalk and squeezed at his butt, encouraging him to shoot off in her mouth.
"Jesus, Mom, I'm gonna come!" he cried. She pressed her mouth more firmly against his dick as his cock exploded. He filled her mouth with his load and she eagerly swallowed it down.
There's no turning back, she thought as she felt her cunt contract. I've committed the worst sin of all and I don't give a damn!



CHAPTER FIVE


Kerry and Jason began fucking regularly. She felt some guilt because he was seeing less of his friends, but told herself their relationship was good for his education.
Still, she pushed him to go out with his girlfriends from school and fought back her own jealousy when he did. She still saw Lou on occasion, but he'd been traumatized when they'd discovered Jason in the hall and ever since then be refused to come back to Kerry's house. Since his own son was in and out of his house, it was hard for them to have any privacy.
One day Kerry went shopping at the neighborhood supermarket. She found her eyes drawn to every teenage boy she saw. Ever since she'd started fucking Jason, she found herself terribly attracted to boys his age. Her eyes would automatically go to their crotches, and their asses and she loved to stare at their biceps and shoulders. A teenage butt packed tightly in a pair of blue-jeans made her pussy itch for hours.
It bothered her because she found she was less and less attracted to men her age. When Elliot approached her, she had very little patience for his clumsy lovemaking and he began looking at her strangely and muttering about finding a girlfriend.
He never said a word about the envelope in the desk being opened. She checked one day to see if it had been moved. She'd remembered deliberately what side it was laying on and the next time she looked it had been turned over. So there was no question but that Elliot had seen it.
She walked up and down the aisles of the store and filled her basket with all of Jason's favorite foods. She smiled to herself when she realized she was beginning to treat her son as if he were her husband. It was funny in a way, but she didn't want to become one of those overbearing mothers she'd read about. It wasn't fair to Jason. She really shouldn't spend so muck time with the boy.
Just the thought of Jason's cock made her pussy itch. What a horny cunt I've become, she thought. But she was proud that Jason found her sexually attractive. And was it wrong to teach the boy what a woman likes and needs in the sack?
She reached the check-out counter and the girl bagged her groceries. She left the store thinking about how she would masturbate when she arrived home. She approached her car, her arms loaded with groceries, when she noticed her left rear tire was flat. Damn! she thought as she shifted the heavy bags in her arms.
She struggled to open the car door while she rested the groceries against the fender. When two boys that she'd met through Jason walked up, she smiled gratefully.
"Can we help you, Mrs. Larson?" the one named Nick said.
The boys wore tight jeans and even in her predicament she noticed the bulge between their legs. She became aware of their eyes on her tits. She was wearing a tight tee-shirt and jeans and her tits pressed against the slightly damp material.
"I'm afraid I've got a flat," she said.
The boy named Joey chuckled huskily. "I don't see anything flat around here, but we'll do whatever we can to help you, Mrs. Larson."
Kerry smiled as the boys took the grocery bags from her hands and placed them on the back seat of the car. "I'm very grateful for your help guys. It's a hot day, too."
"Don't pay any attention to this clown," Nick said, motioning toward Joey. "He's got a filthy mind. Get over here, buddy, and help me change the lady's tire."
Kerry sat in the car and smoked a cigarette as the boys changed the tire. She gazed through the rear view mirror and heard them chuckling, but couldn't hear their words. She tried to remember what Jason had told, her about them. She knew they were older than Jason and in the class ahead of his at school. They seemed tougher than Jason's other friends, too. Try as she might, she couldn't remember what she'd heard about them and she soon stopped trying. It didn't really matter anyway. They were helping her when God knows she heeded the help. There was no way she could have changed the tire by herself. And no one was home for her to call.
When they were through and had hefted the flat tire into the trunk, she offered them a ride home. Then it occurred to her that she ought to thank them in a more tangible way. "Can I buy you boys a hamburger?" she said as she turned the ignition key and drove out of the parking lot.
They both agreed and Nick, who was sitting next to her, draped his arm over the seat as she drove down the highway. She felt a wetness in her pussy as the boys told one dirty joke after the other, all the while leering at her tits.
She didn't mind their dirty stories or the way they stared at her boobs. She was flattered. After all, she was much older than they and it was nice to have horny kids like that find her attractive.
She toyed with the idea of going somewhere with them and fucking them both into the ground. What am I thinking of? she thought as she turned into a popular hamburger joint. Am I crazy or just a horny old broad?
Her cunt throbbed and she grasped the steering wheel with both hands. I'm a horny old broad, she said to herself. Who am I kidding? I wouldn't mind if these kids took me off somewhere and raped me. Then I wouldn't have to take the responsibility for seducing them. I could tell myself I had no choice, that they overpowered me. Oh, God, what's happening to me?
She killed the motor and closed the windows. She turned to the teenagers. They hadn't made a move to climb out of the car, but were sitting and staring at her tits.
"Well, boys, we're here," she said, opening the door on her side. Again her eyes were drawn to their cocks and she was certain their pricks had grown on the drive to the hamburger joint.
They finally climbed out of the car and followed her into the restaurant. She sat down in a booth and they sat on either side of her, somewhat closer than was necessary.
"Cheeseburgers okay?" she said, and the teenagers nodded.
"Onions on mine," Nick said.
Well, I can fuck him without kissing him, she thought, with a smile.
She placed the order with the waitress, a cute blonde named Cindy. The boys paid little attention to the girl. They sat closer to Kerry, their strong young thighs pressing against hers.
"Jason told me something about you two, but I can't remember what it was," she said.
"Aw, that's old stuff, Mrs. Larson," Nick said.
"Yeah, forget it," Joey mumbled, his head down.
"What do you boys like to do in your spare time?" She decided to change the subject since they seemed disturbed.
"We like to play ball," Nick said. "And we like to ball," Joey smirked. "Do you have a special girlfriend?" she said to the bolder boy.
"I play the field," he said, licking his lips as be leered at her cleavage. "I like to give 'em all a chance."
"You're not at all conceited, are you?" she said.
"No, not much!" Nick snickered. Their food came and no one spoke while they wolfed it down. The boys ordered more French fries and Kerry sipped her Coke as she watched them devour their food.
"Do you do everything with such enthusiasm?" she said, deciding to be bold. The idea of fucking both of them continued to appeal to her.
"Yeah, especially eating!" Joey chuckled.
"Yeah, eating's our specialty," Nick mumbled his mouth half full as he spoke. "We both just love to eat."
The way he emphasized the word eat made Kerry's pussy twitch. "Are you trying to tell me something?" she said, cocking her head and wiping her lips on her napkin.
"Come to our club-house with us and we'll show you," he said.
"You've got a club-house?"
"Yeah, it's just a dump we use for club meetings and things," he mumbled.
An idea formulated in Kerry's mind and she rummaged around in her wallet as she paid the check. If he went somewhere with the two teenagers and they got fresh, well, she couldn't help it if they forced her to do something, could she?
"I'd like to see it," she said, rising up from the booth. "Will you take me there?"
"Sure thing," Nick said, and Kerry saw him wink broadly at Joey.
They climbed into the car and directed Kerry to the club-house. Joey sat next to her, and let his fingers graze her thighs. She pretended not to notice, but her pussy ached with excitement.
I'm going to get laid by two young studs! she thought as she drove down the highway. I'm going to get my cunt stroked by two teenage dicks!
The club-house turned out to be a shanty on the outskirts of town that had been abandoned years ago. It was in a deserted area and had a creepy feel to it which Kerry tried hard to ignore. There was a old bed in one corner and a few chairs scattered around. Kerry realized used it to bring girls to. The mattress looked like it had seen plenty of action in its day.
"What the fuck," said Joey impatiently. "It suits me okay."
He gazed at her with naked lust in his eyes. "You're a pretty good-looking chick for your age," he said.
"That's a left-handed compliment if I ever heard one," she said.
She sat down on the edge of one of the lumpy chairs and the boys sat on the bed. "Why don't you sit over here with us?" Joey smirked, pulling his tee-shirt up and yanking it over his head.
"What do you think you're doing?" Kerry said, trying to sound prim.
"Can the act," he said, tugging his jeans and shorts off. He had a big prick with a purplish cockhead and massive balls.
"Well you're certainly well-hung," she said. She licked her lips and gazed at Nick. "Are you going to show off for me too?"
He chuckled. "Joey's a hard act to follow."
"He's built like a fucking horse!" Joey snorted.
Kerry gazed at his upthrust dick. "I guess you boys are planning a party."
"Isn't that why you came here?"
"You're certainly insolent."
"Only honest."
Both boys moved to her side and each one took an arm. They lifted her out of the chair and began stripping her clothes off. "Well, if I wasn't," she giggled, "it looks like I am now."
Nick undressed too while Joey led her over to the bed. She sat down, modestly covering her pussy, but he pushed her legs apart and climbed between them.
"Let's get a good look," he growled, probing her cunt-flaps and pulling her outer lips open. "Look at this fucking jungle!" he snickered. "She's got enough hair to braid!"
"Is she juicy?" Nick said, climbing onto the bed.
"Juicy as hell," Joey said. "And tight too." He snaked a finger into her cunthole and wiggled it around. "Take it easy," she said. "Don't you know a woman likes to be treated gently."
"Yeah, my mom tells me that all the time," he said.
"She's sure a lot better looking than my mom," Nick said in a low voice. "She's got a pussy like a young chick."
Joey rubbed his prick against her gash. "I'll bet you fuck him regular," he said, forcing his cockhead inside her pussy-lips. "I'll bet your old man doesn't know it, but you and that kid of yours probably bang every day after the old man leaves for work."
He lunged forward and plunged his thick cockshaft into her twat and Kerry stopped listening to his words. His cock felt wonderful inside her.
"Jesus, what a horny chick!" he snickered. "Hey, you're in there up to your balls," Nick said. "How does it feel?"
"You'll see, dumbo," he said. "It feels great. How'd you think it feels?"
He stroked in and out a few times and then pulled out and sat to the side of the bed, squeezing his dick. "You try it," he said to Nick.
She met his strokes, shivering with pleasure. After a few thrusts, he pulled out and made room for Joey again.
Joey pushed her onto her side and ran the flat of his hand up and down her asscrack. "Get some grease," he said to Nick. "I got me a nice tight asshole."
"You really think you're tough, don't you?" she said.
"Shit, lady, I know I am."
"You're a cute kid, but you've got a lot to learn."
Nick returned to the bed and handed Joey a jar of Vaseline. Joey greased up her bung, humming and making obscene gestures as he stuffed two fingers into her shitter to loosen her up.
"Jason ever give it to you in the back door?" he said.
"Why don't you ask him?" she said.
"Shit, he hates my guts."
"I wonder why."
He mounted her again and tilted her ass up as he pressed his steaming dick-knob against her shitter. She toyed with her cunt while he pushed forward. The tight ring of her asshole opened up and his cockhead popped inside.
"Geronimo!" Joey hissed as her asshole opened wide and his cockshaft disappeared inside her bung.
Kerry frantically rubbed her clit. Nick lay next to her and sucked one of her tits in his mouth. "Oh, that's good!" she said. "Keep sucking my boob like that!"
Her shitter clamped shut on. Joey's dick and the boy groaned as he pulled out and then pushed in. "Hot and tight as a clam!" he said. "Fuck, this is fucking!"
His balls slapped her asscheeks and pussy and she held Nick's mouth against her tits while she rubbed her snatch. "Fuck!" she hissed at Joey.
He held her thighs and pumped back and forth, corkscrewing his dick in and out of her bowels. Kerry gasped when Nick stopped sucking her tits and instead moved around on the bed and shoved his prick into her mouth.
She closed her lips over his cock-knob and spit it out. She wanted to lick up the cream brimming in his piss-slit. The teenager groaned and pushed his cockhead back into her mouth and this time she suctioned it in.
She trembled as Nick's fuckpole cascaded down her throat and Joey's burrowed deep inside her butt-hole. She had difficulty breathing, but didn't care. Her pussy was on fire and she knew the wonderful sensations would result in a wild orgasm.
She thought about the fact that she was fucking two teenage boys, hardly older than Jason, and realized she was committing a sin. But she didn't care. If there was a hell and she ended up there, she'd worry about it then. Anyway, all the most interesting people would probably be there too.
"Suck it, lady!" Nick growled, interrupting her reverie.
He thrust, his prick in and out of her lips while lacy stroked his in and out of her shifter. She darted her tongue over the flared rim under Nick's cockhead and thrilled at his eager response.
She loved having a prick in her mouth. She twisted her head back and forth with each thrust, licking and nibbling and slobbering over his boy-organ.
Joey fucked her asshole with pile-driving thrusts. Somehow it felt different than when Elliot did it. More exciting somehow. Or maybe it was just because Joey was a kid and teenage boys turned her on more than her husband did.
When they switched holes, she gagged at the taste of her own shit-tube on Joey's fuckpole. "Lick it clean, you horny bitch!" he said.
His fuck-stick filled her mouth. He fucked her more roughly than Nick had and she found she liked the brutal treatment.
The boys came together. Joey's prick erupted first and filled her mouth with bittersweet jism. Then Nick came and filled her shitter with a huge load of spunk.
Her pussy exploded as she swallowed Joey's load. She continued rubbing her cunt as the wonderful sensations invaded her gash and she lost all control of her senses.



CHAPTER SIX


Kerry became obsessed with Jason. She'd enjoyed the wild fuck with Joey and Nick, but it wasn't as good as fucking her son. And he had a sweetness about him the older boys didn't have. Probably because he loved her.
For a while she enjoyed sucking him off more than fucking him. She realized it may have been psychological. If she sucked him off and if he licked her cunt, there was no possibility of her getting pregnant and it wasn't official incest.
In any event, she loved giving him head. She could suck his prick for hours and never grow tired. He was such a healthy young animal that even if he came it was no time before he got hard again. He seemed to have an endless supply of jism in his balls.
She loved to milk his balls and hold his spunk in her cheeks. She loved to suction his fuck-milk out of his piss-slit and let it loll around her tongue before she swallowed it down.
Once she even sucked him off when Elliot was home. She left Elliot in bed and crept into Jason's room and gave him a quick blow-job. They'd giggled like two teenagers when she'd done that. Then she'd gone back to bed and rather enjoyed Elliot's clumsy fucking.
Elliot was giving her asshole a rest too. He was in the mood for fucking her cunt lately and that made her more eager for Jason's cock in her mouth.
Part of the excitement of fucking Jason came from doing things in odd places at odd times. One day she'd driven him to basketball practice and sucked him off in the car in front of the school. She'd knelt on the floor of the car between his legs. There were a bunch of kids not three yards away and she'd drained him dry almost in front of their eyes.
Later Jason told her he didn't play his best and the coach told him to go home and get some sleep before he practiced. But she knew the teenager didn't mind. He was proud of his mother's attention and was always ready for her voracious mouth on his dick.
She practiced cocksucking on him. She learned how to suck slowly, in a way that drove, Jason wild with excitement. She would suck his cock into her mouth and close her lips lightly over the flared rim. Then she would swirl her tongue around the underside of his shaft and drill her tongue-tip into his piss-slit as far as possible.
Pursing her lips tightly, she would suck his dick all the way into her throat and then release, it slowly, all the while stabbing her tongue over his male-meat.
She knew when he was ready to come and if she wanted to cool him off she knew how to do that too. She could control his orgasms and make sure she got her rocks off.
She made him use his fingers on her cunt as often as he used his lips and tongue and teeth. He liked to watch her masturbate and learned from watching what turned her on. Jerking off in front of her own son was incredibly exciting. Almost as exciting as fucking him.
Occasionally they jerked off together. Once they did it in Kerry's bed while Elliot was at work. They sat up on the bed facing each other and he pumped his prick while she finger fucked her pussy.
Jason loved sucking her tits. She realized it was probably a carry-over from when he'd been a baby and nursed at her boobs. He didn't remember, of course, but he'd loved it as an infant too. Except now he sucked her tits raw if she didn't stop him.
One day when Elliot left for work, she ran into Jason's room before he left for school. He had late classes this term and was sitting on his bed jerking off.
Kerry slipped her robe off and lay down on the bed, totally naked. She spread her legs and pulled open her outer cuntlips. "Suck me, Son," she said. "I need a quick come before you go to school."
"Open it up, Mom," he said, climbing between her legs.
She pulled the hood of her clit back. Her passion-button popped out and stood at attention like a tiny cock at the top of her slit. He dabbed a fingertip over the meaty bud and she shivered.
"Stick your finger in," she said.
He held her bristly-haired cuntlips apart and gazed at her crimson gash. "Jesus, Mom, did I really come out of there?" he said.
"You certainly did, darling," she said. "And it hurt like hell."
"Shit, I'm sorry," he snickered. "But I couldn't help it. I had to get out."
"Oh, darling!" she purred. "I love you so! Why don't you lick Mother's cunt now. It's all hot and juicy, just the way you like it."
He dove in, lowered his mouth to her hairy gulch and began licking the juice off her cunt-pulp. His pink tongue lapped over her succulent snatch, twisting and swirling over her cunthole.
He closed his lips over her cunt folds and pressed his nose into her clit. He sucked noisily and lustily on her twat while she moaned with excitement.
"That's wonderful, darling!" she sighed. "You really know what Mother likes, don't you?"
He mumbled something through a mouthful of cuntflesh and she wiggled her ass to get more friction on her slit. He plunged his tongue into her pussy-hole and she writhed with pleasure under the intimate caress.
She felt her juice pour tout of her gash and fill his mouth. He loved to drink down her cream. He loved the taste of it and the feel of it on his tongue.
She'd made him tell her how it compared with his girlfriend's cuntjuice. He'd told her that hers was much thicker and sweeter.
Now he bit down on her cunt-petals and lapped his tongue over her clit. She came, the waves of exquisite sensations making her tremble. He continued sucking her clit and now he drilled a finger into her snatch and she came again. A long deep sob erupted from her throat as she pushed him gently away.
"No more, Son," she gasped. "I can't take anymore."
"Didn't I do it right?" he said.
"You did it perfectly," she said. "It's just that I've got to catch my breath."
As was their custom, he rose from the bed and went to the bathroom for a towel. When he returned with it, he handed it to her and she wiped up the slime from her gash and inner thighs.
"Can we fuck now?" he said.
"Don't you have to get to school?"
"Aw, I can be late."
She caressed the back of his neck and kissed him lightly on the lips. "I really shouldn't," she said. "You'll be late."
He dropped his lips to her tits and sucked one stiff nipple into his mouth. She reached over and curled her fingers around his prick. "It would be a shame, of course, to waste this perfectly lovely hard-on," she said.
"Sure would," he snickered.
She moved his cock skin up and down his rock-hard pole, delighting in his reaction to her touch. She squeezed his cock-root and felt his knob throb.
"How are your grades in your first class?" she said as she moved down on the bed and hovered over his prick.
"I'm getting all A's," he said.
She wrapped her fingers over his dick and lowered her lips to his cockhead. "Well, maybe it's okay if you miss your first class then." She sucked him off and after swallowing down his load she held him in her arms while he rested. His heart beat against her tits and she fondled his hair. She reached for his cock, but it was totally limp. It didn't matter. She'd soon have him hard again.
"Sometimes I think I take too much of your time," she said.
"Aw, Mom, I'd rather be with you than anyone."
"I'd rather be with you too, but it's not fair. You should spend more time with girls your own age."
"I don't like girls my age."
"Since when?"
"They're silly and they giggle a lot."
"You used to like them enough."
"Well I don't anymore."
"You know, young girls have more to learn than women my age," she said. "And I know it's not always easy to have patience with them. I was young once too, you know." Jason chuckled as she played with his dick. "What I'm trying to say, Son, is that I don't want our relationship to ruin you for girls your own age."
"I know what you mean, but I don't care. I'd rather be with you."
Kerry was secretly pleased, but she knew she ought to encourage him to spend more time with girls his age. "Okay, I'll make a deal with you," she said. "You have at least one date a week with a girl from school. How does that sound to you?"
"I'll do it if you want me to."
"I do want you to, darling," she said. His cock stirred in her hand, already half-hard with desire.
God, it was wonderful! An eighteen year old boy got hard again in no time. She understood now why they said a woman of thirty-five and a boy of eighteen were a perfect combination. She and Jason could attest to that.
She reached between his legs and toyed with his balls. They were rapidly filling up and she squeezed them as she pumped his cockshaft. It was wonderful to have Jason's cock at her disposal whenever she wanted it. Still, she didn't want to take advantage of the boy.
"I think the gun's loaded," she said, laying down on her back and spreading her legs wide apart.
He gazed at her with hot eyes as he hovered over her. Her long dark hair framed her face and her cunt yawned open. She held her arms out and beckoned to him.
"Fuck me, Son!" she hissed. Her tits jiggled as she drew him against her. "God forgive me, I need your cock so badly!"
He lay on his side next to her and she rubbed his prick against her thigh. His cockjuice dribbled out and wet her skin and she turned over and draped her leg over his hip.
"I'm going to get on top today," she whispered, climbing on top of him and closing her cuntlips around his dick.
She closed her eyes and felt his shaft rasp against her clit. Then she raised her ass and guided his cockhead into her cunthole. Squatting down, she sucked his dick into her mouth moaning softly at the wonderful penetration.
She held him inside her for a moment without moving. Opening her eyes, she saw the excitement in his face as she raised her ass and began fucking his dick.
The horny brunette gazed down at the teenager with a mixture of lust and maternal tenderness. His eyes were glazed and his breathing was rapid as he stared back at her.
Kerry leaned over and draped her tits over his chest. Soon his chest would be hairy like Elliot's. But now be still, looked like a boy. Half-boy, half-man, she thought. Just what turns me on.
She wondered if she would find him less exciting when he got older. It was the combination of man-child and horny prick that turned her on so.
Now she worked her hips and raised and lowered her ass as she fucked his dick. His cock stretched her cunthole and filled her completely. Her snatch quivered and sent shivers of excitement up into her entire body.
Suddenly she wondered what she would do if he should ever stop wanting her physically. Maybe it hadn't been wise to insist he date a girl his age at least once a week. Maybe he wouldn't want her anymore if be fell in love with some teeny-bopper.
I won't let that happen, she thought as she bounced up and down on his prick. I'll make sure I'm his favorite. How can those half-formed little teenagers work on his cock the way I do?
She rode him like a broncho. Elliot would never let her get on top and it had always been one of her favorite positions. When she was on top, she was able to direct his shaft over her clit and time the thrusts of his cock inside her. She was able to take a cock in very deep too when she did the riding.
Now she leaned over again after scooping up some cuntjuice on her fingers. She smeared it over Jason's lips and laughed hoarsely.
"Your mother is disgusting, isn't she?" she said. "She's a horny bitch, isn't she?" Jason protested, but she cut off his words, with her lips. "Yes, I am, darling!" she cried. "I am a horny bitch, but remember that no one can make you feel as good as I do. No one!"
She sat back and closed her eyes as she bounced up and down on his fuck-stick. The feel of his thick young dick plunging in and out of her cunt was incredible.
Her body glistened with perspiration and she closed her eyes and threw her head back as the raw pleasure engulfed her. She worked her ass and hips like a machine. Her tits bounced around like two heavy melons and her nipples were dark with excitement. Her pussy was slippery with juice and his cock slipped out of her gash at one point and she quickly pushed it back inside.
"I almost lost you," she giggled, holding still for a moment. She didn't want to come yet. She wanted to make the fuck last and last and last until she couldn't stand it anymore. Then she would come and it would be the most intense orgasm in the world.
"Don't stop, Mom," he mumbled. "I'm just making it last."
"Can we move around?"
"Certainly, darling, what would you like?"
"Can I fuck you from behind?"
"Oh, yes!"
She slipped off his body and arranged herself on her hands and knees in the middle of the bed. He came up behind her and she turned her head and watched him gaze with hot eyes at her exposed pussy and asshole.
He held her hips and stroked her asscheeks, finally leaning over and pressing his lips to her humid asscrack. She gasped when he swabbed his tongue over her shitter. She trembled as he wet down her butt with long strokes of his tongue.
She felt her cuntlips puff with excitement when he straightened up and worked his cockhead over her meaty cunt-pulp. "Jason, darling, that's wonderful!" she hissed.
"I'm gonna stick it in now, Mom," he croaked.
"Yes, darling, fuck Mother!"
In a moment he worked his prick-knob into her overheated cunthole. She wiggled her hips, feeling like an animal and loving every moment of it.
He buried his fuckpole in her snatch. She held her tits in her hands and moaned as he pistoned his man-pole in and out of her depths. She thrust, her ass back to meet his strokes, panting for breath at the wonderful sensations caused by his rock-hard dick.
She moved one hand under her body and stroked her clit, loving the feel of his prick against her finger. It wasn't long before she felt herself begin to ride toward an orgasm and she craned her neck to gaze at him.
"Oh, darling, I'm going to come soon!" she gasped.
"Me too, Mom!"
"Let's come together!"
"Yeah, Mom, I can't hold it!"
When she came, she wiggled her ass in a frenzy as her orgasm burst through her. She came again when Jason grunted and dumped his load into her snatch.
His cock jerked and twitched inside her, squirting thick jets of jism into her pussy chute. When he withdrew his prick from her cunt, she moaned at the loss and rolled onto her back with her arms outstretched.
"Come here to Mother," she whispered. Jason fell into her arms and they embraced. "Mother will always love you best of all, darling," she murmured, stroking his hair. "Remember that, Jason. Mother will always love you best of all."



CHAPTER SEVEN


When Jason began seeing a cute blonde on a weekly basis, Kerry became unreasonably jealous. She didn't want her son to know about her uncontrollable envy, so she tried to keep herself as busy as possible.
Nothing worked. When she joined a bridge club, it bored her. She tried shopping more, going to new shopping centers in nearby towns. That bored her too. Even playing tennis and swimming, two forms of sport that usually interested her, bored her.
She had to admit to herself that the only thing that interested her was fucking. That was the truth and she just had to face it. And fucking teenage boys Jason's age turned her on more than fucking grown men. That came as a jolt to her when she picked up a man one day at a gas station and went to a motel with him. He had a giant dick and incredible staying power, but fucking him hadn't been as satisfying as fucking a young boy.
One day Jason was busy with his new girlfriend. Christie Boyer, and she tried to keep busy in the house, but it didn't work. Her pussy was too wet and hot and she knew she had to get laid today or she'd never be able to think straight.
It occurred to her that Joey and Nick would be happy to see her, but she didn't know where to find them. Then she decided to drive to their club-house and see if they were there. If they weren't, there would be nothing lost. If they were there, the two tough studs would give her a good solid fucking.
Within an hour she was stretched out on the bare mattress in their shanty, naked. They jumped onto the bed on either side of her and each of them made a grab for her tits.
"You gonna suck me off today?" Nick said as he chomped on her tit.
Her mouth watered at the thought of having his big thick fuckpole stretching her lips. It had been three days since she'd sucked Jason's dick and it seemed like a month. God, she loved giving teenage boys head!
"Me too?" Joey snickered.
"Later," she said, turning toward Nick. "First I'll do Nickie here."
"Can I suck your cunt while you blow him?" Joey said.
"Would you like to do that?"
"Sure," he said, suddenly sober. "Or maybe instead of sucking I'll fuck you a little first."
"Whatever you prefer," she said. "But first I'll start on Nick."
Nick had stretched out on his back and she hovered aver him. She let her tits grace his thighs and snaked her tongue-tip over his cock-bush.
The boy lay there and let her do whatever she wanted. She loved that. That was one of the reasons she loved fucking young boys. They gave her almost total control and didn't try to direct everything like adult men did.
She liked when a man slammed his dick in and out of her mouth. Lou Bradley was especially good at it. But there was nothing like sliding her pursed lips back and forth over a nice thick prick at her own tempo.
"What are you waiting for?" Joey said impatiently. "Why don't you start blowing him?"
Kerry refused to be intimidated. She raised me eyebrow and stared at Joey. "In my own time," she said.
She bent over Nick's cock and inhaled the pungent aroma of his fuck-pole. She wondered when he'd last showered. She detected the smell of sweat and dried jism and she pressed her nose against his crotch and hungrily breathed in. She knew some women would find it disgusting, but it only served to turn her on.
Her hair fell forward and covered his prick and she pushed it over one shoulder and clamped her lips against his blood-engorged cockhead. Opening her jaws wide, she lapped her tongue-tip over his piss-slit and sucked a few inches of his shaft into her hot mouth.
"Fuck, that's sucking!" Nick croaked.
"You're spoiling us for the girls our age," Joey said.
She pressed her lips over Nick's cock-stalk, thrilled at Joey's words. She wondered if they knew Christie Boyer and if so whether they'd ever fucked her. She wondered if they ever fucked in private. They seemed to have routine worked out and it was possible they never fucked separately. She thought it was rather strange, but knew for sure they weren't gay. They never touched each other. They just got turned on watching each other.
And so do I, she thought, I love watching Joey jerk off while I suck Nick's cock. Two cocks are so much more fun than one!
Nick's prick tasted like it smelled. Like stale piss and jism. As she licked it clean, she realized it was probably perverted to enjoy the smell and taste of a dirty cock. And she didn't give a damn either. If she was a pervert so be it. She'd never been happier in her life.
She closed her eyes and stretched her eager lips over the flared rim of Nick's cock. She held his cockshaft and squeezed down on the root. With her free hand she held his balls, relishing the feel of his bloated nuts and eager to sample his spunk.
Reluctantly dragging her lips off his cockknob, she buried her mouth against his cock jungle. She inhaled deeply, loving the smell of his man-meat and bristly hair. His prick brushed her lips and she moved her mouth to his balls and began nibbling his hairy eggs.
Her ass was stuck up in the air and suddenly she felt them behind her, his head between her legs and his sensuous lips and tongue caressing her inner thighs.
His mouth moved closer to her gash and she sighed deeply and sucked more of Nick's prick into her mouth. The only thing she could wish for was a prick in her butt and then life would be perfect!
Joey darted his tongue over her hairy outer cuntflaps. He ran his tongue inside her meaty outer lips and tongued her clit. She gasped when he closed his lips over her lust-swollen button and began sucking it hard.
Oh, sweet Jesus! she thought as she sucked in more of Nick's fuck-stick. Oh, God, it's marvelous! Marvelous! She grated her hips and wiggled around as she bathed Nick's balls in the wetness of her mouth.
She didn't mind when Joey stopped suiting her clit and moved his tongue over her cunthole. He sucked up her juices and she heard him swallow it down in mouthfuls. The kid loved cuntjuice as much as she loved cockjuice. The sound of his sucking drove her wild with desire.
She held Nick's balls in both hands and lifted them up and she licked them. She shifted them in her palm and lapped her tongue over his jism-stuffed nuts. She spread her legs further apart and shifted forward as Joey stuffed his tongue against her cunthole. She wiggled her ass back and pushed her pussy against his mouth trying to force his tongue into her pussy-hole.
Instead of tongue-fucking her, he once again sucked her tilt between his lips. She panted as she slobbered over Nick's balls. She felt her pussy come totally alive as she rocked her pussy back at Joey's face.
He lapped his tongue from her cunthole to her asshole and back again. She curled her fingers over Nick's fuck stick and sucked his knob into her mouth as she licked and sucked and nibbled and tongued his prick. His balls were soaked with a combination of her saliva and his own sweat.
She slid the ring of her lips over Nick's fuckpole, and in a moment his cockhead tickled the back of her throat. Adjusting her throat muscles, she pushed down hard and let his fuck-knob lodge in the back of her throat. For one brief moment she thought she would gag and maybe even choke. But she didn't. Her nose was pressed into her cock-bush and his fuckpole was deep inside her gullet. She stopped breathing and her jaws ached, but she was incredible happy and alive and hot. She loved it all.
I'm a born cocksucker, she thought as she slowly pulled back and released half his cockshaft.
She thought about Jason and wondered what he would think if he could see her now with Joey's tongue in her cunthole and Nick's cock halfway down her throat. She wondered if her teenage son would be proud of her or repelled by her depravity.
She wondered if he enjoyed fucking Christie as much as he enjoyed fucking her. For the first time she wondered what it would be like to fuck Jason with Christie the way she was now fucking Joey and Nick. The thought of a three-way fuck with another woman suddenly appealed to her very much.
Joey slithered his tongue into her cunthole and it felt wonderful, but she wished he'd stick his cock in instead. She loved having a nice thick prick stretch her cuntlips and rasp against her clit. Still, there was nothing like a man's lips and tongue on her cunt. A tongue could be directed anywhere and everywhere and so all kinds of wonderful things to her pussy-petals.
Her jaws were too sore to continue sucking Nick's cock. She lapped her tongue over his shaft and nibbled his balls. She pumped his prick with her fingers and held his cockhead in her mouth for a moment while she decided what move to make next.
She was proud of her cocksucking and wanted to give him the blow-job of her life. Then if they talked about her, they would have only good things to say.
She worked her lips eagerly over his cockknob. She cupped his balls in one hand to see if he was ready to come yet. You could always tell by testing their balls. If they twitched a certain way the man would usually come soon. She wouldn't mind a good thick load of spunk right about now. She hadn't had lunch and it would serve the purpose of filling her up and turning her on, all at the same time.
Now Joey pushed his thumb into her cunthole and wiggled it around. She slid her lips down Nick's cock and the boy grunted and humped his ass up from the filthy mattress.
"Shit, I'm gonna shoot off!" he croaked.
Kerry shivered when key stuffed a finger in her asshole as he pushed his thumb in and out of her pussy. She almost fainted at the wonderful sensation of having both holes filled. He was holding her like a bowling ball, massaging the delicate membrane that separated her cunt from her asshole. No one had ever done that to her before and she loved its.
Nick came then and jets of thick strong-tasting cream shot out of his prick-knob and snaked down her throat. His cock continued squirting and she eagerly drank down his load at her pussy erupted in a wild come.
Some of the boy's jizz escaped from the corners of her mouth, but she managed to swallow most of it down. She moaned happily and squirmed her ass back at Joey as the boy continued fingering both her holes.
"Jesus, she's killing me!" Nick cried.
"What a way to go, asshole!" Joey shouted. She released Nick's cock and rolled over onto her back, her legs spread wide and her eyes on Joey's prick. Instead of mounting her, he straddled her face, squatting down and stuffing his big man man-sausage inside her waiting lips. Trembling with passion, she started to suck.
She spit his cock out when she heard the knock on the door. "Who's that?" she hissed, fear gripping her.
"It's probably my dad," Joey said, rising up and going to the door.
"Your dad?" she said. "Oh, no! Where are my clothes?"
She started scrambling off the bed, but Nick stopped her. "It's no sweat," he said. "Sometimes Fred comes here and shares the toadies with us."
She looked around frantically for something to cover her nakedness. There was a filthy blanket on the corner of the bed and she reached for it, but couldn't bring herself to touch it.
Anyway it was too late, Joey opened the door and an older version of the tough-looking teenager walked into the shanty. His eyes glittered when he caught sight of Kerry on the bed and he walked past Joey and leered down at her tits.
"Nice," he grinned, licking his lips in an obscene way.
"I better go," Kerry said nervously. "I was just leaving anyway."
"Sure you were, pretty lady," he said, sitting on the edge of the bed, but not touching her. "And I'm Albert Einstein."
"You want a go at her, Dad?" Joey snickered.
Kerry turned to the boy. "You've got a lot of nerve offering me around like, a piece of cheese!"
"Shit, Kerry, don't be mad," he said. "You haven't gotten fucked yet and you know you want it."
"This is crazy!" she said.
"I always like to try Joey's girls," the middle-aged man said. "By the way, my name's Fred."
"Hello, Fred," she said. "If you'll move a little I'll be able to get up."
She tried to scramble off the bed, but he stopped her. "Now, why'd you want to do that?" he said. "I like young stuff too, but once in a while it's fun to stick it to a chick of my own vintage. Now, why don't you just relax and I'll show you a good time."
"You're a slob and I'm leaving," she said, but he pushed her back onto the bed. He pinched and stroked her ass as she glared at him.
"You're not leaving until I've blown my wad!" he said. "Is it agreed?"
"I guess I have no choice."
She pretended to be angry, but in reality she wasn't. She was excited at the idea of getting it from Fred while the boys watched. He wasn't a bad looking man actually. He was wildly built and had a pleasant face. In any event she had no choice. He was going to fuck her whether she liked it or not so she may as well cooperate and enjoy it.
He gazed at her body with hot eyes, finally zeroing in on her thick black cunt-muff and ass. "Is that pussy as juicy as it looks?" he said.
"Why don't you find out for yourself."
He laughed, a low deep rumble erupting from his throat. "I like a woman with spirit," he boomed.
He pulled his tee-shirt out of his jeans and she lay back on the bed and spread her legs. She pried open her cuntlips with her thumbs and smiled sexily.
"I wouldn't mind a little taste of that," he said, kneeling between her legs and burying his face against her snatch.
He mashed his face against her cunt-pulp, probing his tongue into the brimming mouth of her pussy. He licked the crimson meat of her slits and gazed up at her. Despite the circumstances, she found herself responding to his lips and tongue and teeth.
Joey and Nick sat in chairs nearby and made obscene remarks as they watched Joey's father lick her cunt. Her pussy oozed cunt-cream and Fred licked it up with his talented tongue.
She wiggled her ass, pulling her knees back to her tits and gyrating her hips on the mattress as she tried to get as much friction as possible on her clit.
"Don't stop!" she hissed, a pre-orgasmic thunder of sensation engulfing her. "For God's sake, don't stop!"
She brought her legs down and clamped her thighs around his cheeks. He held her hips and wagged his tongue from side to side. At intervals he shoved it into her cunthole and over her clit. Sometimes he licked her inner thighs and moved his tongue down to her asshole.
When he touched her bung, she arched her back and raised her ass up off the filthy mattress. He pulled her clit between his teeth and lashed it with his tongue. Her clit quivered between his teeth and she felt a wildly intense climax invade her entire pussy.
When she was recovering from the waves of ecstasy, he pulled his head back and unzipped his fly. He tugged his jeans down and let them encircle his ankles as he pumped his prick.
"Eat it!" he growled, stretching on his back.
She crawled between his legs and curled her fingers around his meaty fuckpole. It throbbed in her hand with a life of its own and she quivered as she pursed her soft lips and slowly closed them around his bulbous cockhead.
"Suck it!" Joey snickered.
"Yeah, give it to him, Kerry!" Nick said.
She sucked vigorously, ignoring the teenagers as she found a rhythm.
"Shut up, guys," Fred rasped. "She's doing just fine."
Her pussy dripped like a faucet as she slid her lips up and down his seven-incher. Pushing his ass up, she drilled a finger into his shitter while she devoured his boner.
When he came, filling her mouth with musky-flavored jism, she came too. As soon as Fred shot off the teenagers climbed back onto the bed and fucked her while she sucked off Nick. By the time she left the shanty she was walking bow-legged but had a big smile on her face.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Kerry confided in her best friend, Laura, about her affair with Jason. The redhead was divorced and had a teenage son herself and when Kerry confessed that she'd been fucking Jason Laura only smiled knowingly.
"I understand," she said. "Only too well. Before Lance left for college, we went at it regularly?"
After that it was easy for Kerry to ask Laura to join her and Jason in a threesome. She'd already checked it out with Jason and he'd grinned eagerly and told her to arrange it, that he'd be available any time. Then she went to Laura's one morning for her second cup of coffee and discussed the matter.
Laura giggled, her eyes blazing at the suggestion. "Is today too soon?" she said.
"How about tomorrow?" Kerry said. "And can we use your place? Elliot might be home tomorrow."
They made arrangements to take Jason out to lunch and then over to Laura's place. They had lunch at a nice downtown restaurant and afterward Jason found himself wedged between the two sexy women in Laura's compact car.
Kerry draped her arm around his neck and kissed him on the check, as Laura drove to her house. The redhead pressed her thigh against the teenager's and Jason smiled shyly at her while his mother stroked his hair.
"We've never done anything like this before," Kerry said. "So well just have to sort of play it by ear."
She squeezed Jason's thigh and the teenage boy grinned. "Jesus, Mom, whatever happens will be just fine."
Kerry was excited as they sped down the highway back to their neighborhood. She smelled Laura's expensive perfume and gazed down at her son's hard-on. There was no way to hide it in his tight jeans.
"Jason's got a girlfriend," she said suddenly.
"Aw, Mom," Jason protested.
"Is she pretty?" Laura said, driving over the limit and passing every car on the freeway.
"She's adorable," Kerry teased. "The question is, is she good in the sack?"
Jason blushed. "Mom, you said you wouldn't ask me about that."
She tousled his hair and pulled his head down onto her shoulder. Her pussy throbbed and she deliberately let her skirt hike up to her thighs.
"The question is further," she said. "Does Jason prefer young chicks to old broads like us?"
"What do you say, Jason?" Laura smiled. "What do you prefer?"
"Christie's okay, but I really get off on my mom," he said shyly.
Both women smiled and cuddled against him on the small scat.
"Is he hard?" Laura said, her eyes on the road.
"He's hard," Kerry said. "It doesn't take much to give my boy a hard-on."
Jason flushed as he gazed from one to the other. Laura was awfully pretty and he'd been hot for her for years. But his mother was even prettier. He thought there was no one in the world as pretty and sexy as Kerry.
He wondered if his mother would suck his prick. He liked that even better than fucking her. When he fucked her, he came real soon, but when she sucked him he lasted along, long time. She had a way of knowing when he was about to shoot off and she'd stop licking and sucking and let him cool off awhile.
Kerry slid her hand up and down his thigh, her fingers barely touching his crotch. "This traffic is driving me crazy," she muttered.
"Hot pants, huh, kid?" Laura said.
"Ever since I turned twelve."
Jason blushed as the two women bantered back and forth. Kerry continued stroking his thigh and he thought for a moment he would have an orgasm right here in the car.
"When Lance is home from college," Kerry said, "maybe we can have a party!"
Laura shot her a sharp glance. "Let's not talk about Lance at the moment," she said. "In his last letter he talked about nothing but some cheap little blonde."
When Laura pulled into her drive-way and killed the motor, she turned toward Jason. Yanking his zipper down, she pushed her hand inside his fly and grabbed his prick.
"Jesus Christ!" Jason hissed.
"Someone will see us," Kerry said.
"I had to feel it," Laura said. "He's nice and hard and his pisser is leaking."
"Jason's got a lovely cock," Kerry said proudly.
"Aw, Mom!"
"She's right, honey," Laura said. "You've got a wonderful prick. And I ought to know. I've felt hundreds in my time."
Jason felt her fingers man up and down his boner and he closed his eyes and concentrated on the feeling in his balls.
"You're right!" Laura giggled, taking her hand out of the teenager's fly and zipping up his jeans. "I can hardly get his cock back inside, it's so big."
Jason smiled proudly as they climbed out of the car and trooped into the house. He felt nervous, but excited, at the prospect of fucking both his mother and her best friend. It was the most exciting thing that had ever happened to him.
They went into Laura's bedroom and the redhead told Jason to strip.
"Should I, Mom?" he said.
"Sure, honey," Kerry said. "That's why we're here, isn't it?"
Both women sat down on the edge of the bed and waited for him to undress. When he was naked, he looked toward them with a sheepish grin.
"Now what?" he said.
"Come here, Son," Kerry said and the teenager stood in frozen in time, his prick ramrod-stiff and swaying back and forth like a baseball bat.
"He's a real cocks man," Laura squealed.
"He's hung real well but it's what he does with it that really matters," Kerry said.
She held his balls and jiggled them around her hand. She squeezed them to test their fullness while Laura moved her hand over his asscheeks. Jason stood with his hands lunging down as both women worked over him.
"He's got the cutest little ass," Laura said. The redhead slid her fingers lightly up and down his fuckpole. His mother released his dick-root and watched her best friend dab a fingertip over his nuts.
"His cock is even bigger than Lance's," Laura said.
Jason grunted when he felt her finger probe his asscrease. "Jesus Christ!" he moaned when Laura stabbed her finger into hit asshole.
"No good?" the redhead teased.
"Naw, it's okay!" he said.
They soon made him lay down air his back in the middle of the bed while they undressed. Kerry saw him stare at Laura and felt a pang of jealousy. But she told herself it is natural for him to be curious about Laura's body. He'd never seen Laura naked, but he'd seen Kerry many times.
Soon both women were down to their panties and climbed onto the bed. Let their tits fall over his face. He looked bewildered by the four huge melons with their stiff tips and his mouth hung open. Laura swayed from side to side, letting her boobs twirl over his head.
Kerry beamed down at him. She pulled her shoulders back and momentarily draped one tit over his eyes. She shivered with excitement and pulled back, gazing at Laura to see her reaction.
"Play with our boobies," Laura said.
Jason looked toward Kerry as if for approval.
"Go ahead, Son," she said.
"Whose should I play with first?"
"You decide that."
He gazed from one pair of tits to the other, a frown on his young face. "I don't know."
"Darling, don't be nervous?" Laura said. "There's nothing to be frightened about. Just grab us both at the same time."
Jason grinned shyly and sucked in his breath. He moved his hands up and cupped Kerry's and then Laura's tits. He held a jug in each hand and squeezed firmly, rubbing their stiffened nipples with his thumbs.
"Jason's going to be a good fuck," Laura said, bending over and kissing his cheek. "I can tell."
Kerry leaned down and kissed his lips, stabbing her tongue into his mouth and then pulling back. Jason continued stroking her hanging boobs, jiggling them around his hand and pulling on the nipples.
"He's trying to milk us," Laura giggled.
"He's good at sucking," Kerry said.
"Aw, Mom," Jason grinned.
Laura bent down and kissed him on the mouth. Kerry watched the redhead force her tongue between his lips and French him. Her tits hung down over his chest and Kerry felt a rush of warmth. My baby's growing up, she thought is he drilled his tongue into Laura's mouth.
Unable to resist any longer, Kerry moved her hands over Jason's cock and balls and squeezed and caressed him while Laura French kissed the boy. He spread his legs apart and Laura finally realized what Kerry was doing and broke the kiss.
"Oh, no, you don't!" she giggled, pushing Kerry's hands away from the teenager's crotch. "You've got him all the time. It's my turn."
She fluttered her fingers over his cock-bush and stroked his balls.
"There's a volcano in here," she said, winking at Kerry.
"A very tasty volcano," Kerry said.
"I suppose you want the first taste?"
"Well, he is my son."
Both women giggled as Kerry lowered her face to his crotch and closed her lips over his fat, pulsating cockhead. Jason groaned as she suctioned an inch of his shaft into her mouth.
"Yummy!" Laura said.
The redhead dropped a tit over his face and split his lips with one of her nipples. He sucked it in, tilting his crotch up as his mother chomped away on his fuckpole.
Laura purred as he sucked vigorously on her tits. She pulled one tit out of his mouth and pushed in her other boob. "You're making me hot, Jason," she said. "Keep sucking, honey. And don't bring him oft before I get a chance to beat his meat," she said to Kerry.
"Don't worry," Kerry smiled. "Jason's got wonderful control."
The horny woman sucked and licked his prick, proud of Jason's manliness and excited by the crazy scene. She wondered suddenly if her mother had ever fucked her brother. In those days women probably didn't act out their fantasies the way they did now.
She tried to picture her stern mother sucking off her sexy-looking older brother. She giggled as she slobbered over her son's dick. It was no use. She just couldn't picture it.
She wet his balls with saliva and stroked her fingers up and down his cock, she swirled her tongue over his cock-knob. She twisted her head from side to side, gorging herself on the boy's swollen fuck-meat.
She noticed that Laura was still feeding him her tits, switching from one to the other, and the redhead's nipples were reddish-brown with Jason's saliva.
She liked watching Jason suck Laura's tits into his mouth. It seemed so strange that this boy whom she had given birth to only eighteen years ago was now almost a man. She watched him suck and lick Laura's boobs while the redhead wiggled and squirmed over him.
"He's a wonderful tit-sucker," Laura said.
Jason's prick throbbed in Kerry's mouth. She wondered if Jason had ever had fantasies about fucking Laura. Maybe today was the culmination of a hundred wet dreams the boy had had over the years. If he had, she no longer felt jealous. He was a normal horny teenager and it was to her benefit to keep him turned-on.
She released his prick now and continued stroking his shaft. "Let's get these off," she said to Laura, pulling her panties down and examining her thick pussy-forest.
Laura followed her example, letting one big tit in Jason's mouth while she peeled her bikinis off her ass and let them fall to the floor. She deliberately opened her legs and let Jason see the bright pink meat of her pussy. The interior of her cunt was wet with juice and her cunt hair was dark brown. Kerry smirked. Laura dyed her hair red. She denied it, but Kerry had occasionally seen her dark roots. Now there was no doubt about it. Her collar and cuffs didn't match. She wondered briefly if Jason noticed it. He wouldn't care anyway, she thought. Boys his age didn't care about things like that. All they cared about was a tight juicy snatch and a hot mouth. All they really need is a hole, she thought with a giggle.
When Laura finally pulled her tits away from Jason's mouth, Kerry quickly straddled his chest. She arranged her pussy in front of his mouth, her juicy, overheated cuntlips gaping open.
Jason extended his tongue and waited for her to move closer to his lips. She held her pussy-folds open and slowly toyed with her clit.
"See how hot you've made me, Son?" Kerry hissed. "See all the juice coming out of my cunt?"
"Suck it!" Laura said, laying on her side next to the boy and playing with her pussy.
Kerry wiggled her ass on his chest and his cock disappeared inside the redhead's meaty twat and Kerry bounced wildly on his face.
"Get in there!" Laura hissed as she sank down balls-deep on his prick.
Kerry came then and turned her face toward Jason as the sensations raged through her. Jason grunted and shut his eyes, his face contorted as he uttered a muffled cry and dumped his load into Laura's cunt.
Later, they showered together. The two women lathered him up and brought his prick up again. He fucked Laura in the asshole while his mother sucked his balls.
Kerry thought it was the best fuck she'd ever had. Later, on the way home, Kerry told him she wanted to have Christie over for lunch one day.
"Just the two of us," Kerry said. "I want to get to know her. Will you arrange it, Son?"
"Sure, Mom," he yawned. "Whenever you say."



CHAPTER NINE


The luncheon date with Christie was arranged and Kerry spent two hours dressing. She know it was silly to try and compete with a teens but she was determined to try.
As she dressed, she thought about the things that Jason and the little blonde probably did in bed. She wondered if they fucked in Christie's house. She wouldn't let Jason bring her here. That was one rule she had no intention of changing. He could fuck her anywhere else, but not in Kerry's house.
She made up her eyes carefully as she thought about the teenage girl's round firm butt and pointed tits. Her boobs weren't as big as Kerry's, but they were firm and juicy-looking, without a hint of a sag. And her legs were gorgeous. Not too long, but very shapely, with gorgeous thighs. Kerry noticed her thighs especially. The older she became, the more she noticed things like that on young girls.
Maybe it would have been better if I'd have had a daughter too, she thought as she stepped into her skirt and zipped it up. Maybe I'm too involved with Jason because he's an only child.
She pulled her sweater aver her head and stepped into her high-heeled pumps. Too late to think about that now. She'd only wanted one child and that was that. Physically she knew she could still add to her family, but she didn't want to now. She didn't want to give up her freedom. And besides, Elliot would kill her if she became pregnant.
She wondered how Jason would like a baby sister or brother. If she had a daughter, brother and sister could have a ball. But that was silly, she thought as she brushed her long dark hair. Jason would be married and out of the house before the girl would be ten.
When the doorbell rang, she took one last glance in the mirror. Pleased with what she saw, she ran downstairs and opened the door.
The girl who might some day be her daughter-in-law stood there looking breathtakingly beautiful. "Hi, Mrs. Larson," she said.
"Come in, Christie," Kerry said, opening the door wide. "And please call me Kerry."
"Can I really?" the girl said, her eyes wide and young and her perfect tits encased in a tight tee-shirt.
They walked into the living room and sat down on the sofa. "I'd prefer it," Kerry said. "Being called Mrs. Larson makes me feel so old."
"Oh, my mom says that all the time. You've got to meet my mom. You two would hit it off."
"But why would I want to meet your mother unless you and Jason are really serious about each other. You're not, are you?"
The words were out before she could stop herself, and Kerry bit her lip and sat back on the sofa. She averted her eyes and then heard the girl clear her throat.
"Would it bother you if we were, Mrs. Larson?" Christie said.
"You were going to call me Kerry," Kerry said. "Remember?"
"Oh, yes," Christie said in a tiny voice. "Well, anyway, would you mind if Jason and I got married some day. When we're older, of course," she added quickly.
"Why would I mind?" Kerry said, sounding somewhat piqued. "Of course we expect him to go to college and get started in a career before he even thinks about taking on the responsibility of a family. And you're only eighteen yourself. Isn't that a little young to be thinking about getting married?"
"Lots of kids make plans while they're still in high school. Jason told me you were real young when you and Mr. Larson got married. How old were you?"
Kerry sucked in her breath and gazed at the girl through glittering eyes. "Things were different in those days. It was before woman's lib."
"I'm not a libber," Christie said quickly. "I believe a woman's place is in the home, taking care of her husband and children. I want lots of kids. At least four or five."
"You may change your mind about that," Kerry said, rising up. "Let's eat. That's what you're here for, isn't it?"
The teenager followed her into the dining room where Kerry had set the table. She sat down while the older woman went to the kitchen for the salads she'd prepared.
I wish there was arsenic on hers, Kerry thought as she brought the dishes to the dining room. The little slut!
She knew in her heart she was being silly. She couldn't keep Jason with her forever. She didn't even want to. One of these days she might get bored with fucking teenagers and he would set in her way. Still, it made her furious that the little blonde bitch was making plans for Jason's future after a half dozen dates.
When the food was on the table, she sat down and began eating in silence. She knew that Christie probably sensed her displeasure, so she forced herself to make small-talk with the girl.
"We have to go shopping some time," Kerry said. "That's a pretty tee-shirt you're wearing."
"It's my mom's," Christie said. "We wear the same size and share all our clothes."
"That's nice," Kerry said, spooning some cottage cheese into her mouth.
"I wish you didn't hate me, Kerry," Christie said.
Kerry dropped her spoon. "What makes you think I hate you?"
"Oh, I understand about those things," Christie said, placing her fork on her plate and folding her hands in her lap. "He's an only child and you probably think we're tod young to have a sexual relationship."
"I wasn't an angel when I was your age," Kerry said. "I did a lot of crazy things when I was in high school."
They began talking then and Kerry found herself relating personal things to the girl. Things she'd never told another living soul. She spoke rapidly and Christie laughed out loud when Kerry came to a funny story. By the time Kerry brought out dessert, she found herself liking the girl more than she'd thought possible.
"Let me tell you about the night I met Jason's father," Kerry said.
She spent the next hour compensating for hating the girl and by the time she finished they were best friends. "No one would expect a pretty thing like you to be a virgin," she said, patting Christie's hand. "I know from experience. They're all over you like flies, huh?"
Christie nodded as Kerry continued. "When you've got a face and figure like yours, the boys don't leave you alone." She smiled teasingly and held the girl's hand in hers. "And when you've got hot pants, it makes it hard to refuse, doesn't it?"
Christie blushed. "You've got a much better figure than mine," she said.
Kerry glanced down at her big boobs. "Oh, it's nice of you to say so, but I don't think so."
"After I met you, Jason told me you had the nicest tits in the world. And once I met you I agreed with him. They're absolutely gorgeous."
"Well, I have always had nice big ones," Kerry smiled.
They returned to the living room and Christie sat close to Kerry on the sofa. "I was so nervous about coming here," the blonde said, placing an arm around Kerry's shoulder. "And it's turning out so nice."
"I'm enjoying it too, dear," Kerry said.
The teenager toyed with Kerry's hair. "You know what you said before," Christie said. "About boys being all over me. Well, it's a real pain in the butt sometimes. I mean, sometimes I just like being with a girl, if you know what I mean."
The girl's fingers fluttered over Kerry's neck and the older woman's face felt hot. "You mean like today, having lunch together or going shopping?"
"No," Christie said, pushing her tit against Kerry's arm. "I mean more than that."
Kerry wondered if she'd heard her correctly. It almost sounded like the girl was propositioning her. And the way she was pushing her tits against her arm made shivers run down Kerry's spine.
"Just exactly what are you trying to say?" Kerry said, turning to face the blonde. "I believe in being blunt."
"Jason told me that," Christie grinned. "So do I. How would you like to ball with me?"
"What?"
"Don't look so shocked. Things haven't changed that much since you were my age. Don't tell me you never tried it with another woman."
"Well, I never did!"
Christie giggled and got to her feet. She tugged at Kerry's hand. "It's a gas if you've never tried it," she said. "Come on, Kerry. A cock is great, but a pussy is nice too."
Kerry rose to her feet and let the girl lead her out of the room and up the stairs. She was no longer thinking for herself. The teenager's words rang in her ears like a silent command. "It's a gas if you've never tried it," she said.
They went into Kerry and Elliot's room. The little blonde told her to sit down oh the bed and she stood next to her, stroking her tits, Kerry felt her nipples pucker up immediately and she gazed up at the teenager.
"Does your mother know you do things like this?"
She stroked Kerry's big boob and the brunette trembled. The girl's caress was wonderful and she felt herself getting turned on.
Her excitement mounted as the teenage girl fondled her jugs. Her heart pounded as she let her lop fall open. She wondered if Christie would lick her pussy. She fantasized about having another woman suck her cunt, but never dreamed it would happen.
Kerry licked her lips and felt her nipples stiffen. She was totally confident about what they were doing. They kissed, moist lips meeting and tongue tips into each other's mouth. The girl lifted the bra off her tits and tossed it aside.
She supported Kerry's tits with her hands while they frantically tongued each other's lips. She plucked her nipples, pulling and pinching them until they almost burst with desire.
Kerry's pussy moistened and she felt her clit stiffen at the top of her slit. Without a word spoken, they both rose up and began undressing.
Kerry was naked first, and she watched with fascination as the little blonde peeled her clothes off. Her body was gorgeous. Her cunt muff was thick and golden-blonde and her tits were pink-tipped and firm.
The teenager noticed the hunger in Kerry's eyes because she smiled mischievously and spread her legs wide, showing Kerry her juice-coated gash.
Kerry almost stopped breathing at the sight of the girl's pussy. It wasn't just that Jason had fucked the blonde's crimson cunt. It was more. There was something so erotic about gazing at the girl's twat and knowing that soon she would be licking it. Because Kerry knew now with absolute certainty that she would suck the girl's cunt. She wanted to. Her mouth watered at the prospect of closing her lips over her juicy-looking twat.
"I think you're turning-on," Christie giggled, as they climbed onto the bed.
The teenager stretched out on her back and Kerry stretched out on top of her. Staring into the girl's eyes. They lay there, tit to tit and pussy to pussy. Kerry being on top directed what happened next.
She pressed her lips against Christie's. The girl shivered visibly when Kerry snaked her tongue into her mouth and pound her cunt against Christie's cunt.
"Hey, you're really digging it!" Christie squealed.
"Yes, I am," Kerry sighed, dragging her tongue down to the girl's pert tits.
She sucked one of Christie's nipples into her mouth and darted her tongue over the girl's boot. The sweetness of Christie's creamy skin overwhelmed her. Licking a girl's skin was so different from licking a boy's.
She bunched down on the bed, dragging her tongue over the girl's boobs and belly and wetting down her pussy-thicket. Christie groaned when Kerry's tongue fluttered over the edge of her cunt lips.
"Make me come!" Christie begged.
The teenager splayed her legs open and grabbed Kerry's hair. She forced Kerry's mouth against her cunt, arching her back and panting for breath as she strained to achieve the ecstasy she so desperately sought.
Kerry held the girl's ass in her hands and lapped her tongue up and down her overheated gash. She sucked and licked her lust-swollen cunt-folds and caressed her butt-flesh.
She used her upper lip to caress the teenager's clit. She tried to remember all the things that turned her on when she was with a man and she did them all to the little teenybopper.
She shoved a finger into Christie's cunthole and rasped her tongue over her clit. She added a second finger and churned them around as she tongued her love-button.
"Fuck me!" Christie shrieked.
"I'm doing my best!" Kerry hissed.
"I mean fuck me! Stick your tongue inside my cunt and fuck me!"
Christie's cunt expelled her fingers and she stiffened her tongue and forced it into Christie's pussy-hole.
"Yes, fuck me!" Christie sobbed. "I'm coming! Fuck me!"
Kerry used her thumb on the girl's clit while she tongue-fucked her gash. Her jaws ached, but her pussy throbbed with excitement. She knew in that instant that when Christie came, she would come too.
Suddenly the little blonde trembled violently and babbled incoherently as she climaxed. Kerry's tongue was buried deep inside her cunt, she felt the waves of sensation engulf her own pussy.
She rolled over onto the bed and the blonde soon rolled over on top of her. "Oh, Kerry, that was wonderful!" she gasped. "As soon as I catch my breath I'll do it to you too!"
The sounds of their breathing filled the room and soon Christie leaned over and began kissing and licking Kerry's tits. She used one hand to part Kerry's thighs and it wasn't long before she had a finger streaking in and out of Kerry's cunthole.
It felt strange to have the girl's dainty fingers stretching her inner thighs while her pouty mouth nibbled on her jugs. She was used to a man's bristly whiskers on her skin and yet enjoyed Christie's femininity.
Soon Christie's head was between her legs and she was darting her tongue over Kerry's snatch. Her blonde head bobbed up and down, but Kerry could no longer see her pretty features.
She bucked her ass up off the bed when Christie's tongue rasped over her pussy tissues. She clung to the girl's hair and shivered as she thrust herself against the teenager's sucking mouth.
She loved the feeling of Christie's warm breath on her twat. The sucking and licking were wonderful, but she gasped when Christie plucked at her clit with her teeth.
She bucked her ass and wiggled her hips. Her damp hair flew over her face as she tossed her head from side to side. She was about to explode in a climax when Christie stopped sucking and picked her head up.
"How about a sixty-nine?" the blonde smiled.
"A sixty-nine?"
"Yeah, you know, a double-sucking."
"Sure," Kerry giggled.
Why not? she thought as the teenage blonde scrambled around the bed. In a moment the girl's cunt was over her face and she reached up and held her round butt in both hands as she prepared herself for a good long suck.



CHAPTER TEN


Two years passed. Jason and Christie became engaged and Kerry no longer objected to Jason's early marriage. She had become extremely fond of the blonde, but her relationship with Elliot remained unsatisfactory.
The wedding plans were made and Christie's mother kept Kerry abreast of everything. She and her husband had taken Kerry under their wing and although nothing had happened yet, Kerry was certain a sexual relationship would follow.
She and Jason discussed what had been going on between them and decided to discontinue it when he and Christie were married. On the night before the wedding, mother and son spent the evening together for one last wonderful fuck session.
The problem was that Elliot was staying home that night and they had to leave the house. "I haven't gotten laid in a car in years," Kerry said to the twenty year old boy.
Jason grinned. His voice had deepened and he'd grown a few inches, but he was still her sweet sexy boy. "How about a drive-in, Mom?"
"How clever of you to think of it," Kerry grinned.
Once they arrived at the drive-in, Jason hooked up the speaker and mother and son cuddled close together to watch the movie. They had to watch it in case Elliot asked them about it. Anyway, there was something exciting about fucking at a drive-in and something exciting about fooling Elliot that Kerry knew she would miss when Jason was married.
Jason had become more aggressive as he became older and now he put his hand on Kerry's knee and slipped his fingers over her bare thigh. She adjusted the steering wheel so they would have more room and instinctively opened her legs to accept his hand.
"It's hard to believe you're getting married tomorrow!" she hissed.
"You can say that again."
"It seems that just yesterday you were my little boy."
"Yeah, Mom," he whispered, his hand slipping up her thigh to her crotch.
She gazed at the screen, but didn't really see it as his fingers stroked the insides of her thighs. His teasing caress soon had her pussy wet with desire.
"Jason, you're driving me crazy!"
"Ssshhh!" he hissed. "Watch the movie." She giggled as she gazed at his profile. His eyes were on the screen, but she knew he wasn't really watching the movie. The musky aroma of her cuntjuice filled the car and the bulge in his crotch throbbed.
"Shit, Mom, I'm gonna miss fucking you," he said, his fingers planted on the tiny wet crotch of her panties.
"You'll have a full-time wife," she said.
"But can't we still get together once in a while?" he said.
She moaned softly when he ran his finger up and down her nylon-covered slit. "We decided not to," she said. "It wouldn't be fair to Christie."
She opened her legs as wide as possible and closed her eyes as he stroked and fondled her horny gash. "Oh, Jason, I'm going to come if you keep that up."
"I want you to, Mom," he said. "I want to make you come a million times tonight."
"Maybe we should open the window," she said. "It smells so raunchy in here."
"I like the smell."
"Jason, you're too much."
"Take your pants off, Mom."
"Oh, Jason, I thought you'd never ask."
She raised her ass up off the seat and peeled her panties down her legs. Her skirt bunched up around the top of her thighs and anyone looking into the car would never know she was half-naked.
She glanced around at the other cars. No one gave a damn what they were doing. They were all fucking up a storm. Spreading her thighs wide, she lifted her skirt to her waist and brought Jason's hand against her wet gash.
"Do me," she said and the teenager probed his fingers between her cuntlips in search of her clit.
It didn't take long for him to find it. He'd had lots of experience with his mother's girl cock. "Jesus, Mom, your clit is hard."
"You know the way I am," she said.
She rubbed her cunt back and forth and she lay her head on his shoulder. "Stick a finger inside," she said.
He shoved a finger into her cunthole while he continued massaging her clit. A gush of cuntjuice, sticky and warm, escaped her gash and drenched his hand.
She moaned and pumped her hips, fucking back at his finger. It didn't take long for an orgasm to crash through her pussy and she cried out when the wonderful sensations raged through her.
She bit her lip when it was over, but Jason continued stroking and fingering her twat. "Now let me do you honey," she said, and the teenage boy quickly released her and unzipped his fly.
She wrapped her fingers around his already hard dick and moved his cock skin up and down his upthrust pole. "Should I take your first load in my mouth, darling?" she asked.
"Yeah!" he croaked. "Now, Mom!"
Hunching down on the seat, she caught his hot load of jism in her mouth and clamped her lips on his cockhead to get the last few drops.
She draped her arm around his shoulder and he lay his head back as he fought to regain his breath. Kerry watched the movie, cuddling close to her son and putting his cock back inside his pants.
She became engrossed in the movie for a while, but soon Jason kissed her and whispered in her ear. "Let's get in the back seat and fuck," he said.
"Do you think we should?"
"Shit, Mom, everybody does."
They climbed into the back seat of the car and stretched out on the seat. They lay side by side and Jason held her ass in his hands and squeezed her round firm flesh.
"Can I do whatever I want for our last fuck?" he said.
"Sure," Kerry said. "Think of it as another wedding present."
"You've been real good to Christie and me," he said, squeezing the lush globes of her butt.
"I'm very fond of Christie."
"She loves you a lot Mom."
"And I love her, Son."
His prick pressed into her belly. "What would you like to do in honor of our last fuck?" she said.
"Can I have your asshole?"
"Why, darling, of course!"
She pulled his cock back out of his fly. It steady half-stiff and she stroked it fast. She loved having her shitter fucked. She especially loved when Jason fucked her butt.
The realization that this was their last fuck suddenly struck her and she became momentarily depressed. She'd become used to having Jason's dick at her disposal and now he was moving out of the house and beginning a new life, flow would she ever enjoy sex again?
Maybe I ought to adopt a teenage boy, she thought. But she knew Elliot would never agree to it. He had talked of nothing else lately but the fact that Jason would be moving out of the house and he could use his room for an office.
Now Jason tickled her asscrack and rubbed her bung. "Enjoying the ride?" he snickered.
"Love it."
She played with his balls and felt them fill up with a fresh supply of spunk. Jason unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked the front of her bra. Her tits spilled out into his hands and he lowered his head and kissed them.
"No one kisses my boobs the way you do," she murmured.
"I love your tits, Mom," he said.
Her nipples were stiff and throbbing and he sucked them into his mouth one by one. He held her asscheeks in his hands and squeezed and stroked them while he nibbled and licked her titties.
"I love fucking your butt," he said, squeezing her plump mounds of assflesh.
She held his head against her tits and fed him her jugs. "Suck a little more, darling," she said. "Get me good and hot and then we'll fuck."
She rolled over onto her belly and he climbed between her legs. She rested on her arms and he lowered his lips to her hanging tits. He scooped one nipple between his front teeth and bit down hard.
After he had lashed her tit with his tongue for a few minutes, she rolled onto her back and he lay on top of her, his face hidden inside her cleavage.
"You've got the best tits in the world," he said.
"Ssshhh, darling," she said. "After tomorrow you're going to be a married man and your wife's tits will be the best in the world."
"I love Christie, Mom," he said solemnly, "but I'll always love you best."
Kerry felt a thrill rage through her. "Oh, darling, you've made me so happy," she said.
She shifted around on the limited space until he was flat on his back and her lips were an inch from his crotch. She pushed his jeans down around his knees and sucked his meaty fuckpole into her mouth.
"Mmmmmmm," she murmured happily as she licked and sucked his dick.
She swirled her tongue hungrily over his cockshaft, flicking her lower lip on the sensitive underside directly under his knob. Her cheeks sank in as she sucked vigorously on his meat. She pursed her lips and slithering half way down his fuck stalk.
He grunted as she began bobbing her head slowly up and down on his upthrust fuckpole. He soon swayed his hips back and forth and she was able to hold her head still while he fucked her mouth.
"Don't bring me off, Mom," he hissed. "I want to save it for your asshole."
She spit his prick out of her mouth and held it against her check. "Whatever you say, darling."
She fondled his balls while he fought to gain control over his orgasm. "It's okay, Mom," he said. "I'm okay now. Can we fuck now?"
"Sure, darling," she cooed. She shivered with excitement as she gazed at the giant screen. The star of the film, a tough cowboy type, was driving down a highway at breakneck speed. He was her absolute favorite actor, but now as she gazed down at her son she realized no one else could ever take Jason's place in her heart or in her pussy.
They moved around again until Kerry landed on her back on the car seat. "Are you sure you don't want me on my hands and knees?" she said.
"No, Mom, I want to see your face while I fuck you."
"It might be difficult this way under the circumstances."
"We can do it," he said, sounding more grown up than ever.
He climbed around and assumed the fucking position between her legs. He humped his prick while he squeezed her boobs. He moved his fingers over her gash and stroked her cunt pulp.
"Right here's the juiciest gash in town," he grinned.
"Only for you, Son," she said.
"Oh, Mom, you fuck other guys, don't you?"
"Once in a while," she admitted. "But no one turns me on like you do."
"Sure. Hey, we've talked about it and we're gonna have an open marriage. There's no way we can turn each other on forever and we both know it."
"You kids are so much smarter than your father and I were at your age," she said. "Ooooh, there, honey, touch me there!"
She humped her pussy at his hand, forcing another finger into her hot hole. He moved his hand from her tits to her butt and stroked her asscrack.
"Rub my bun," she mumbled.
He moved his fingers over her asshole and rubbed the puckered ring of muscle. He spit into the palm of his free hand and rubbed the saliva over her shitter.
She caught her breath as he finger-fucked her asshole. She pulled her knees back and tilted her ass up to give him ready access to her shitter.
"Get it good and loose, honey," she said.
He sucked his fingers into his mouth and wet them with saliva. Then he pushed them back into her bung and wiggled them around her bowels.
"You're pretty loose, Mom," he said.
"I guess that little thing's gotten a lot of exercise in the past few years."
She giggled and he grinned. He had come inside her back door many times in the past months and there was nothing she loved more than his thick stalk exploding in her butt-hole.
Once she had held a mirror in a certain way and watched the way his thick prick stretched her asshole. It had amazed her and turned her on even more.
Some day she hoped to buy a camera that would photograph her son fucking her in the asshole. It would be something to look back on when she was an old lady. Unless, of course, Elliot ever found it and beat her to a pulp.
She wondered if Elliot suspected that his son and his wife had been having an affair. If he did, he gave no indication of it. He was still a selfish bastard in bed and Kerry still resented his lovemaking. But she loved him and never considered leaving him.
She was wondering what it would be like when Jason was out of the house when the teenager interrupted her reverie.
"I'm gonna stick my cock in now, Mom," he said, positioning himself between her thighs and pushing his spongy cockhead against her shifter.
Kerry wiggled her ass and pushed out to insure there would be no pain when his prick penetrated her asshole. He worked his cock in slowly and she groaned hoarsely as her asshole stretched to accommodate him.
"Oh, Jason!" she cried.
She hooked her hand under her knees and pulled her legs back to her boobs as he thrust more of his fuckpole into her shitter. She moved a hand to her cunt and played with her clit as her widely-stretched asshole clamped shut over his thick fuck-stalk.
He began thrusting in and out of her butt hole. "Jesus, Mom, I'm not gonna last long," he croaked, sounding more like a boy than a man for a moment.
"I won't need long, darling," he said, rubbing her clit in a frenzy. "I'm almost there now."
She came after a few more strokes, her body convulsing in the sensations that only came when her asshole was stuffed with a stiff prick. He stayed hard, gripping her hips with his hands and clenching his teeth until her cunt stopped spasming.
"Now!" he groaned then. "I'm gonna shoot off now, Mom!"
"Come, Son! Come!" she cried.
He battered her asshole with his fuck-stick and in a few moments he filled her with a load of warm sticky jism.
Later, after they arrived home, Elliot told Kerry he wanted to talk to her. Her hands shook as they walked into the kitchen and she took ice cream from the freezer.
Did he suspect anything? Had he followed them and seen them ass-fucking in the back seat of the car? She couldn't tell from his face, but he seldom looked so serious and hardly ever talked to her about anything important.
"What is it?" she said as Jason flopped down on a chair and began spooning ice cream into his mouth.
"Jake and Phyllis split up," he said.
Jake was Elliot's brother and he and Phyllis had been having troubles for years.
Kerry felt confused. "But what does that have to do with us?"
"I'd like to have Lloyd come and live with us. Now that Jason's leaving us to get married we've got the room and Lloyd's already eighteen. He won't be around for more than four or five years. What do you say, honey? It'd mean a lot to me to help my brother."
Kerry tried to control her excitement, Lloyd was a darling boy with a constant bulge in his crotch. She glanced at Jason who was averting his eyes. She gazed at Elliot and nodded her head slowly.
"Why not?" she said, winking at Jason. "A mother's always got room for another child."
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