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CHAPTER ONE


Peggy Winters was on her hands and knees, her ass jutting into the air.
She had been working on the oven for half an hour, telling herself she would never allow it to become so dirty ever again.
But that was not all on her mind.
She was also thinking of a hard cock.
She had been thinking of hard cocks for weeks now. Each day her thoughts became more and more erotic, tormenting her and making her cunt pulsate and twitch, quiver and become very wet. The sensation was pleasant enough, she enjoyed it when her cunt tingled and burned. But it would be better to have a sweet, hard, throbbing cock fucking into her pussy.
As she leaned over to peer into the oven, scraping at a particularly stubborn spot, her ass arched higher into the air, the back of her skirt lifting.
When she heard the soft gasp, she did not at first associate it with Donny. In fact, she did not associate it with anyone or thing at the time she heard it. Her thoughts were too deep in erotic revelry. But she did hear it plainly when the gasp came a second time.
Turning to look over her shoulder, she found her son, Donny, standing in the doorway, his eyes enormous as he stared at her. Peggy's eyes began to glow with pleasure and a smile of greeting formed on her full, moist lips. Then she realized where her son's gaze was.
Oh, my God! she thought. My dress!
But it was too late flow. The dress was an old one that she wore when she took on housecleaning once a month. It was frayed and faded and a bit too small for her, with a short skirt. Even the skirt was torn with rips in it. But she liked to wear it when she tackled the house.
She knew what her son could see, or thought she knew. Donny could see almost to her ass.
In fact, Donny could see his mother's ass.
He could see the backs of her thighs, the creamy flesh of them, and he could see the bottom portion of her panties. A flush crept over Peggy's face when she realized her son was not leaving, but seemed to enjoy the view. Despite the erotic thoughts she had been having, her first impulse was to sit up and conceal what he was gazing at so hotly. But she couldn't move… she felt frozen in that ass-up position. She was trembling, but she couldn't make her arms move, couldn't sit back.
She saw the glowing of her son's eyes, saw his mouth slightly parted. She also saw the delight on his face as he stared unabashedly at her exposure.
Peggy had been worried about this.
She suspected her son had been pecking at her for some time. He was a precocious boy, bold and unafraid. She had seen the way he looked at girls in the neighborhood, his eyes gleaming with desire. She had given consideration many times of having a talk with him, but kept putting it off. It wouldn't do for Donny to start getting his hands on the girls, feeling them up, maybe sticking his cock into some tight cunt. If that happened, the first thing she knew, angry parents would be down on her.
On the other hand, she knew that she would have to do something about Donny sooner or later, probably sooner. She had been watching him develop sexually, keeping her eyes open for any sign of overt sexuality on his part. She knew he was preoccupied with sex; she had seen the spots on his sheets where he had either jacked off or enjoyed a wet dream.
Peggy was not one to attempt to halt her son's sexual nature or anyone else's, including her own. But she did want him to exercise caution.
Another thing that troubled her was his interest in a lovely blonde girl. She had observed them often, and they were quite close. The girl seemed to be equally precocious and had flirty eyes that dared and challenged. The girl went out of her way to make it obvious that she would welcome Donny's attentions. If it were just that, Peggy wouldn't mind if her son fucked his cock into her tight cunt.
However, the girl's parents were not that friendly. They presented an aloof and standoffish manner, seldom speaking to others. They didn't seem at all friendly, and Peggy was afraid that if they found out Donny was doing some exploring of their daughter's succulent pussy, there would be trouble.
Now, with her son's eyes unabashedly gazing at her upturned ass, Peggy watched his expression closely. She tried to sit up, but her arms would not push and her thigh muscles didn't want to work. Since she had been thinking of erotic exercises and her cunt had been steamy, her gaze drifted downward, seeing the growing bulge in the front of his pants.
She felt a catch in her throat as she understood it was her, her ass and thighs, that was giving him this growing, hard-on. She wondered if it was possible that Donny was interested in her, his own mother, that way. If the swelling lump in his pants was any indication, she knew he was interested, very much so.
For just an instant, she felt humiliation, but it was such a fleeting instant that she let it go. It was replaced by a sense of elation, of pleasure. She felt a pulsation between her thighs, the tingle of her cunt becoming more pronounced.
This is silly, she thought. Waving my fucking ass in the Goddamn air and letting my son look all he wants and me… staring right at his cock. Silly… but kind of nice, too.
Donny never took his gaze from his mother's ass. He could see the slight puffing of her panty crotch. Finally he shifted his eyes and was looking directly into those of his brother. He grinned wickedly, and Peggy gasped when he ran his hand down and cupped his cock and balls, giving his prick a squeeze.
"Donny!" she said sharply, finding the strength to sit on her heels. "What are you doing, young man?"
He ignored his mother and arched his hips forward, his hand still cupping his cock and balls. "Want some, Mother?" he said boldly, then laughed.
"Donny!" Peggy gasped, but her eyes burning as she watched him squeezing his cock and balls.
Knowing she should be angry with him, she found that impossible. On the contrary, watching him so openly fondle himself excited her more than she would have suspected. There was a lurch in and around her cunt, a lurch quite similar to an impending orgasm. She felt her tits swell, and, without looking down, she knew her nipples were pressing against the faded thin fabric. She had no bra on, and her tits were molded by the tightness. Her son's gaze moved to them, and she saw him lick his lips hungrily.
Peggy stood up, her legs shaking as her son continued to look at her, his hand still on his cock. One of her thighs was revealed by a long rip in the dress, and she made no attempt to cover it. It was too late, she thought, Donny has already seen almost every thing I have.
Besides, she wore shorts a lot, so there was nothing wrong with her thigh showing. What was wrong about it was the fact that a smooth thigh was more enticing when seen through a ripped skirt than when she wore shorts.
"You're beautiful, Mother," she heard him say in a strained voice. "You're really beautiful."
She could not answer him, her gaze burning on his hand as he moved it up and down his swollen cock. Her cunt was burning like liquid fire now, and the cheeks of her ass had clenched tightly. She leaned against the kitchen counter, a position that earned her hips to arch forward and her tits to become more taut, her nipples outlined.
"Nice," her son said as his gaze moved over her straining tits. "You've very nice tits, Mother."
She made some small, strangling sounds. "I… I have some nice dreams about you." Donny was saying as his gaze moved about her body. "Some really nice dreams. You want to know what kind of dreams, Mother?"
"I… I think you better go," she said in a thick voice, but not with much conviction. "This talk isn't right."
She gasped when she saw him pulling at the zipper of his pants. She lifted one hand as if to ward off a blow. "No, don't you dare. Donny! Don't you dare take that thing out of your pants!"
Re ignored her, pulling the zipper all the way down. She watched with hot eyes and bubbling twit as his hand went into his pants. He didn't take his cock out right away, but teased her by playing inside his pants. Peggy felt her son knew she wanted to see his cock, that he was very much aware of her excitement end steaming cunt. She couldn't understand how he knew what she was feeling he did, she had no doubt.
Then he pulled his prick from his pants.
Peggy gasped again as she saw her son's cock.
He released his prick and let his cock wave freely. Donny's cock was standing firm, very hard. Peggy's eyes glazed over with flaming desire as she stared at his prick. His cock was long and held promise of becoming quite thick as he grew older. His prick head was quite large, she thought, for his age. The piss hole was flaring and he was dripping clear fuck juices. She could see a pulse beating along the side of his cock as his prick pointed up toward the ceiling.
Donny began to move toward her, and she leaned against the sink as though entranced by his youthful, sweet cock. When Donny was standing in front of her, he lifted one of his hands and placed it upon a firm, spongy tit. Again Peggy gasped.
Her son was almost a head shorter than she was, and she stared down at him, searching his face for something, she didn't know what. His hand cupped her tit, fingers curling around her tit as he squeezed and felt. Her nipple burned into his palm, and her legs trembled so badly she thought she would fall. With his hand on her tit, her cunt was throbbing hotly and soaking the crotch of her panties. She wanted to remove his hand from her tit, but it felt so good… so damned good to have a hand on her tit after two long years. With her body shaking, she dropped her hands, and the back of one brushed over the dripping head of his cock. She felt the fact juices smear her hand, and her cunt almost convulsed.
"Donny," she said, not sharply now but in a whisper. "Don't do this to me… please. I'm weak… I may not be able to stop."
"Then don't stop me, Mother," he replied, bringing his other hand up to squeeze her other tit. With both his hands on her tits, Peggy began to whimper. She was not afraid, and her whimpers were those steaming with intense desire.
Her hand moved of its own volition, and she brushed it about his throbbing cock deliberately this time. She ran her fingers along the hard side, brushed a fingertip ever his smooth cock head and across the dripping piss hole. She moaned, jerking her hand away.
She grabbed his wrists and removed his hands from her tits, then found the strength to walk from the kitchen. She went down the short hall and into her bedroom. But, as she turned to close the door, she found Donny right behind her, his cock still sticking out so sweetly.
She looked down at his prick for a long moment as he stood there, expectation on his face. Lifting her eyes, she stared into his, and, with a deep breath, grabbed hold of her son's cock with tight fingers.
"All right, Donny," she said in a thick voice. "There doesn't seem any way to make you behave. I want this as badly as you do. But I'm warning you, Donny, if you say one word about this to anyone, I'll blister your ass good, understand?"
He nodded, still grinning lewdly at his mother.
She walked over to the bed. Running her hands under the faded old dress, she stripped her panties off and flung them to the floor. She climbed onto the bed and spread her thighs wide. Donny, with his eyes staring between his mother's thighs, shoved his pants down quickly, then knelt between her legs, his cock bulging with eagerness.
Peggy took hold of her son's cock as she lifted her crotch a bit. She placed his swollen prick head upon the lips of her desperate cunt.
"Push, damn you!" she told him.
Donny pushed.
Peggy groaned as his cock entered her cunt. That was all she required to make her start churning her ass. She had her ass twisting and writhing before the full length of her son's cock was inside her gripping cunt. She flung her arms above her head, her auburn hair flying about as she moaned with passion. She gripped the rungs of the headboard with tight fingers, closing her creamy thighs about her son's now-pumping hips. He held himself with his hands on each side of her chest, grunting and panting as he fucked his cock in and out of her clinging, slippery cunt.
Peggy's ass moved with him, bouncing up and down on the bed, meeting his cock with her cunt, hearing the moist slapping of his crotch upon hers. She felt his balls beating a tattoo against her upturned ass. Her eyes were open but were glassy with the intensity of the ecstasy that flowed through her excited body, making her mind reel.
The sensation of having a hard cock fucking into her cunt after such a long time was thrilling.
She lifted her crotch higher as she began to scissor her hot, smooth thighs about her son's hips. She made soft, mewling sounds as her tongue licked her lips. The throbbing hardness of her son's cock seemed to fuck very deep into her bubbling cunt, deeper than she would have expected. His prick also stretched the hair-lined lips of her pussy in a delicious manner. She felt her clit scraping against his taut cock shaft with each plunge he made, and there was an explosive orgasm building like liquid fire in the pit of her trembling stomach.
The panting and gasping of her son excited her, telling her his pleasure was as good as her own.
Then Peggy began to squeal in a soft voice as her orgasm rumbled to a head, causing her cunt to flex on her son's cock, to tighten and relax. It was a motion that she had no control over, a thing her cunt did on its own. The rippling waves of her cunt actually sucked Donny's cock. Despite the ecstasy that boiled through her, she managed to see her son's face contort a few inches away from her own. The throbbing of his cock became more pronounced inside, her cunt, the beating of his balls upon her squirming ass became faster. Donny was making sounds as if he were strangling.
"Do it!" she urged in a thick voice, banging her cunt hard against his fucking cock. "Do it, Donny! Don't hold it back! Let it go! Come, damn you, come!"
With her cunt gripping his cock in contracting waves of her steamy orgasm, sucking on his prick in a powerful, satiny way, Peggy badly wanted her son to come inside her cunt. She did not want him to jerk out, come on her thighs or stomach. She wanted his come juice gushing hotly into her pussy. Donny's body became tight, then he seemed to shiver.
"Ohhhh!" he groaned.
Peggy felt her son's cock lurch, then his come juice struck the sensitive walls of her satiny cunt. She felt the throbbing spurts filling, her, and it triggered a second orgasm within, her body. She screamed with ecstasy and churned her ass swiftly against him, grinding powerfully, her head thrown back and eyes squeezed shut. She gurgled as if she were clicking, her hips moving against him as his cock spurted creamy come juice into her pussy.
When Donny slumped on top of her, exhausted, Peggy wrapped her arms around him, holding him tightly while he recovered. She could feel his cock still inside her cunt, and she felt the involuntary squeeze the hair-lined lips of her pussy gave his prick. She moaned softly with pleasure, then released him.
"Get off me," she whispered.
Reluctantly, Donny pulled his prick free of his mother's clasping cunt. He rolled onto his back beside her, arms and legs flung out, his smooth chest rising and falling.
Peggy sat up, glanced at her son's wetly glistening cock and, cupping a hand between her thighs, entered the adjoining bathroom.
She stared at herself in the mirror above the sink accused her reflections.
How could you? How could you fuck your own son? Are you that hot for cock? Then she answered herself. You're Goddamn right I am!
She used a damp cloth between her thighs, tossing it into the clothing hamper. Again she looked at her reflection, somehow thinking she would see a monster, a sex-crazed woman without guilt or shame.
She saw none of that.
She saw a face that was still beautiful, with honey-colored flesh and green eyes, eyes that now sparkled with the satisfaction she had not felt in two long years. She saw a woman with rich auburn hair that had coppery highlights, a woman with a face that could grace any magazine cover.
She saw a woman who still had the same figure as when she was cheerleading in high school. She saw a woman with firm tits, high and spongy on her chest, with nipples that still jutted.
Peggy's waist was still very narrow, with a flat stomach that had just the hint of roundness to it. Her hips were rounded and flowed gracefully to enticingly long, creamy smooth, thighs and curvy legs. Her ass swelled and arched in a teasing manner, the cheeks as firm as any teenage girl's ass, writhing when she walked, tantalizing any who watched.
Peggy was a woman with an erotic mind, and a body to match.



CHAPTER TWO


Two years before, Peggy's husband had been killed in an industrial accident.
They had been married for nineteen years. It had been a very good nineteen years, years filled with love and sexual satisfaction that delighted them both. Neither had a hang-up with sex.
She had met her husband while still in high school, and there was an immediate attraction between them. On their first date, they wound up in the back seat of his car, discovering the heat of uncontrolled passion.
Within a month, they had gone through every possible action a man and a woman could do with each other's body. They enjoyed it all, and their hunger continued to climb until it seared and threatened to devour them.
Quite by accident, they became involved with another young couple, also engaged tote married.
Peggy found no jealousy in observing her husband-to-be fucking this other woman, nor was there any hr her husband as he watched her fuck and suck the other man. What the incident did to them was create a desire in them both for more of the same. By the time they had gone together for six months, Peggy and he had enjoyed sex with four other couples and two singles. One of the singles had been a man and the other a girl. Therefore, when they married, they still sought out others with the same inclinations. Peggy had been surprised at how easy this was, surprised at the number of couples and single men and women who wanted to join others for rousing fucking and sucking.
Unlike some couples, fucking around with others only cemented the bond of love between Peggy and her husband. They had enjoyed an active sex life with others, until she became pregnant with Donny. That did not stop them altogether. She and her husband continued to fuck another couple well into late pregnancy. She had to drop out for a couple of months, of course, but she continued to enjoy watching her husband fuck other girls, and of course she had her mouth which was always eager to wrap around a hard cock.
She and her husband had kept up the swinging until he had been killed.
Even after that Peggy had wanted to continue, but somehow she felt it would have been disloyal to his memory. Opportunities abounded, naturally enough. She was asked to be introduced to many single men, but that wasn't for her. Some of the people she and her husband had been close to were disappointed in Peggy for stopping, but she didn't care. Even now, two years later, she received calls from a wife or husband, asking her to visit, to climb into bed with them, promising to have a nice-looking single man to join them.
But she had refused all offers.
For the past six months she had not been bothered that much, the people finally understanding and accepting her desire not to join. She had a son to raise, and she wanted to raise him – she would use that as an excuse. She had been shocked when one man and wife offered to allow Donny to join them. The woman had been very explicit in saying what she would do with Donny and let him do with her.
After her initial shock wore off, Peggy began to feel the excitement of incest. She had even been tempted to take her son and visit the couple, but fought it off.
But it had caused her to start watching her son.
And she had seen his interest in the girls about the neighborhood. And she had seen his preoccupation with sex grow and watched him when he was with a girl, especially the blonde flirty girl.
That could be a problem, she thought.
The girl's parents were kind of icy in their attitude with others, and they seemed to watch the girl closely, as if they suspected her erotic nature. The girl, Susy, was certainly a succulent tidbit, Peggy had to admit. If her parents didn't keep a very close eye on her, she would soon be taking her panties off in the alley for boys.
Peggy couldn't understand how the lovely girl could have such an outgoing personality when her parents were so standoffish. She knew the parents, of course, but had not liked them very much due to their attitude. The man wits tall and good looking in an outdoorsy way. The woman, Peggy could see, would be very attractive if she would look at the world with a little warmth in her eyes. Both were in their thirties, and did not seem to have a social life at all. They stayed by themselves, and Peggy seldom saw Susy out of the house after five in the afternoons.
They lived next door to Peggy, and she had seen them in the back yard, barbecuing or having a drink. After a few awkward overtures of friendliness, she had given up when all she got in return were polite comments. Since they had not encouraged friendliness, Peggy had given up and simply waved, when she saw one of them.
She felt no shame after fucking Donny.
He had not approached her since that day, either, but she caught him many times looking at her with that knowing gleam in his eyes. She knew that her son would welcome another opportunity to climb into her bed with her, fuck her again.
Two days after it had happened Peggy realized she had been considering just that.
His cook had felt so good inside her cunt so damned good! The first cock she had had in two years, and she had come so explosively. She knew she had to have more cock or else she would wind up snappish and irritable. For two years she had managed, getting by on her erotic fantasies and using her finger. She had almost become accustomed to it… and then her son had fucked her.
She was preparing for bed, her body fresh from the bath, scented deliciously. She knew Donny was in his room, probably surrounded by his comic books. As she sat at the vanity, stroking her long hair, she wondered if she thought about that day, thought about how her pussy felt clinging to his cock. The thoughts were making her excited. She put the brush down and stared at herself, wondering if she should go to him. There were no doubts what so ever in her mind that Donny wanted her to.
He had been unabashedly aggressive with her that day. But since then, all he seemed to do was look at her. She wondered if perhaps he was feeling guilty about fucking her. That wouldn't do, she felt, her son should not feel ashamed of fucking, even if it had been his mother he fucked. Peggy did not want her son to experience any feelings of shame when it came to sex.
Standing up, she pulled her negligee about her body, her decision firm in her mind. She opened the door and stepped into the hall, going toward Donny's bedroom.
As usual, his door was open.
She found him, sitting up in bed, leaning against the headboard, looking at his comics. "Donny, I think we need to have a talk, don't you?"
He looked at his mother, a shy smile on his face. She entered the room and sat on the edge of his bed. The brown of her nipples were a hazy outline beneath the gauzy negligee. That was where his gaze moved and stayed.
Peggy picked at her negligee nervously. She felt his eyes burning on her tits, and she also felt her tits swelling out sharply.
"What tare we going to talk about, Mother?" he asked, his voice quiet.
"The other day," she said, keeping a tremble out of her voice with some effort.
"You wanna do it again?"
She saw the hot gleam in his eyes and knew instantly that she didn't have to worry about him feeling guilty. What she saw was a desire as hot, if not hotter, than she had seen that day when they had fucked.
Donny had the sheet up to his hips, his knees drawn up with a book resting on his thighs. Peggy felt desire bubbling inside her again, and she was not at all surprised.
"Do you?" she asked, her green eyes taking on a smoky expression as she looked at him.
Donny nodded, licking his lips.
With a flaring of hunger swelling inside the pit of her stomach, Peggy reached out and pulled the book from her son's thighs. She then slipped the sheet away, end her mouth parted in a soft gasp of pleasure. He was naked under the sheet, his lovely cock already hard, standing up from the base, his prick head smooth and moist. Peggy gazed with delighted hunger at her son's cock and balls, her cunt twitching with an almost desperate desire to feel his prick penetrating the sensitive lips of her pussy. Her clit swelled and became intensely distended. She tightened her thighs, a soft mewl bubbling from her tight throat.
She readied out and touched her son's cock tracing a finger down his taut skin, feeling his prick throb so powerfully. She ran her fingertip up and down his cock, then about his balls, listening to her son's gurgles of pleasure. She cupped his balls gently and fondled them. She gave his balls a delicate squeeze and watched his cock lurch with ecstasy. There were tiny beads of clear fuck juices seeping from the piss hole.
She sipped her fingers up from his balls, over his cock, and pressed her palm upon his moist prick head. Finally she closed her fingers about her son's prick and began to slowly and lovingly jack him. She held his prick loosely for a while, feeling his cock throb in her fist. Then she tightened her fingers and made his prick head swell even more. She pumped up and down on her son's prick, gasping with pleasure to have his cock in her hand.
"I wanna see you, Mother," he said in a thick voice. "You gotta let me see you, too."
She smiled at him, a wicked sort of grin. "I suppose that would only be fair, wouldn't it?"
Still holding his cock tightly, moving her fist up and down, her green eyes burning with desire, she slipped her negligee from her shoulders, letting it fall. Her tits came free, shapely and arching with stiff, tingling nipples. Donny reached out and shoved the negligee from her lower body, and, as she lifted one knee to the bed, her other leg still dangling over the edge, his eyes gazed at the thick curls of her cunt hair. His hand moved along the inside of her sensitive thigh, moving slowly toward her pussy. Peggy's body trembled with the anticipation of her urn feeling her cunt, and she lifted her legs to the bed, bending her knees and holding them apart. Her son seemed fascinated with her hairy cunt, his fingers running about the puffy lips and gently probing at her distended clit.
When his finger moved into her cunt, Peggy gave a soft mewl of pleasure, scooting her ass on the bed to give him plenty of room at her cunt. Her fist continued to beat up and down on his cock.
"This isn't what I want, Donny," she murmured thickly. "I can have a finger anytime… I want this!" She squeezed her son's cock to emphasize her meaning.
"I do, too," he groaned.
"Ohhh, baby!" Peggy whimpered as she stood on her knees, flinging one knee of his body. "I want it so much! Oh, God… I need it, darling!"
She reached down and grasped his cock as she lowered her cunt. She teased herself and her son by brushing his swollen cock head about her pussy, her hips sliding back and forth. Then, with a low wail, she settled her cunt upon her son's cock and sank downward. She moaned with the ecstasy of his cock filling her cunt, stretching the sensitive, steamy pussy lips and, going deep as his cock could possibly go. For a long time, she sat there on him, his cock buried in her clasping pussy. Her naked body shivered with pleasure as she reached behind and pulled his balls up, rubbing them against her creamy smooth ass cheeks. She could feel his cock throbbing against the wet, satiny walls of her cunt, and finally she began to lift and lower her ass, fucking her son with slow motions, letting the delicious sensations wrap about them both.
"Hold my tits!" she urged throatily. "Hold Mother's tits, Donny! Oooo, I love it when my tits are squeezed… with a lovely hard cock in my cunt!"
His eyes shot up into hers in surprise.
She gurgled, "That's right, Donny! Tits… cunt… cock!"
With his prick engulfed by his mother's fiery cunt, he laughed, and began to chant, "Cock, cunt, tits, fuck!"
The words erupting from his mouth thrilled her, and she urged him on. "Say it, darling! Oooo, say fuck and cock and ass and ass and cunt and… ohhh, fuck me, baby!"
Her naked ass was churning up and down now, her cunt clinging to his cock as she rode wildly. Her shapely tits, new cupped in her son's hand, swelled until she thought they would burst. Her nipples were inflamed until they were like tight brown bullets.
She leaned over him, her tits dangling down, her naked ass bumping and churning, grating in tight, frenzied circles as she fucked furiously. She groaned and wailed and whimpered above her son's face, her auburn hair swirling down about her lovely features. The ecstasy was so strong within her overheated body that even her asshole was flexing.
The gripping slipperiness of her hairy cunt seemed to grasp her son's cock tighter than ever. Her pussy was so sensitive, she could feel the deep, powerful throbs of his prick as she fucked her pussy up and down. The thick, long hair that curled about her cunt almost concealed his prick as she fucked up and down. She slammed downward with a gurgle of ecstasy, grinding her cunt hard into his crotch, his cock very deep inside.
"Oh, God!" she wailed as her naked ass fucked up and down. "Oh, fuck… so fucking beautiful! Donny, I love your cock… in my cunt… fucking me…! Ohhh, damn, I love it!"
"Faster, Mother!" Donny yelped, arching his hips up from the bed. "Fuck me faster! I think I'm gonna come!"
"Oh, baby, do it!" she wailed. "Come. Come all you want! I love it when a cock comes in my cunt! Let me have it, baby! Let Mother's hot cunt have your sweet come juice!"
When she felt her sop's cock burst, with a hot flow of spurting come juice, her cunt bubbled into a wild, mindless orgasm. She slammed her cunt down hard against him, grinding and wailing with the shuddering ecstasy.
She sat upright on him, his cock still deep inside her cunt, spurting the sweetness of his jism into her hungry pussy. She dug her fingers into her thighs as her hips jerked about, her head thrown back and eyes tightly squeezed together as her cunt continued to contract and convulse about her son's spewing cock. Her cunt was being flooded with the sweetest substance she knew of, and it was making her come in those multiple ripples of orgasm that she had not felt for two years.
When it finally stopped, she slumped, her tits quivering. Weakly, she pulled herself free of her son and leaned against the wall, panting breathlessly, her tits heaving up and down. She had one leg over her son's stomach, the other along his thighs. Her pussy continued to twitch with the delicious sensations.
When she opened her eyes, she found her son looking at her naked body, his eyes burning with pleasure. His cock glistening wetly from being inside her hot cunt, was still nearly hard.
She reached between her knees and caressed his slippery wet cock and balls, smiling affectionately at him. "Was it good, darling? Did you enjoy fucking your mother?"
"Oh, wow, Mother!" he said with excitement. "This was better than the first time."
"I know," she murmured, stroking his cock. "I know! God, how I know!"
"I never fucked anyone before," he suddenly said.
"You haven't? But I thought you knew lots of girls, Donny… girls that let you? I've seen you with them."
"I tried," he admitted. "I get my hand up some dresses, but most of them are afraid. Susy lets me feel her, though."
"Susy?" Peggy felt alarmed.
"Sure, Mother," Donny said, wide-eyed with excitement. "She likes me to feel her. And she touches my cock and she said I could fuck her if we could sneak in the garage without you knowing it."
"I think you should leave Susy alone, Donny," she said.
"Aw, Mother, she's nice," Donny said. "I wanna fuck her, Mother."
Peggy's hand had been sliding up and down her son's cock, and his prick was throbbing again. When she looked at his cock, she forgot about Susy.
"Donny," she said in a low, throaty voice, "Would you think I was bad if I… you know, kissed your cock?"
"Gosh, no!" he grunted. "I saw some pictures of a woman kissing a man's cock! I liked it."
"Would you like it if I kissed your cock?"
"Do it, Mother!" Donny said excitedly, arching his cock up into her fist. "Kiss it!"
Eagerly Peggy scooted about, on his bed until she was on her stomach between his legs. She gazed at her son's lovely hard-on, seeing the juices of her cunt clinging to his prick, his balls so sweet below. She slipped her hands about his hips and underneath his tight ass. Cupping the cheeks of her son's ass, she lifted him slightly. "Would you like for me to take your cock in my mouth?" she purred. "I think you'd like that… I have a wet, hot mouth, Donny."
"Would you, Mother?" he asked with passion. "Would you put it in your mouth, not just kiss it? Would you suck on my prick for me… just for a little while?"
"Mmmm," she purred, pressing her face into his crotch and nuzzling her cheek against his balls and prick. "I'd love to suck on your cock for awhile. I'd love to suck on your cock for longer than just a while."
With a mewl of pleasure, Peggy pressed her hot lips against her son's cock. She kissed his prick, then darted her tongue out and began to lap at his cock, tasting the juices of her cunt that glistened. She ran her tongue up and down, swirling it over the head of his dripping cock and down again, licking at his balls wetly. She pulled his balls into her mouth and sucked them, her nose pressing against his cock. Donny, his eyes huge and burning with ecstasy, watched his mother's beautiful face. She closed her fingers into the cheeks of his ass, lifting him to her face.
Turning his balls loose, she raced her hungry, wet, hot tongue up the underside of her son's cock, then over his seeping piss hole again. Finally, with a low growl, she opened her mouth and sank down onto her son's prick, filling her mouth.
The heat of his hard cock against her lips sent Peggy's body into shivering ecstasy. It had been a long time since she had tasted a hard-on, and she was hungry. She bobbed her beautiful face up and town, devouring her son's cock in a starving manner. Her tongue swirled and licked as she sucked greedily.
She was delighted when her son lifted his legs, bending them at the knees, and pressing his thighs against her face, holding her head tight. She dug into his tightening ass cheeks with strong fingers as he began to pump his ass up and down, fucking into her sucking mouth. She loved the way his swollen cock head probed at her burning, constricted throat. She writhed her hips against his bed, smashing her cunt up and down as another orgasm started steaming inside her pussy.
Peggy usually came when she sucked on a cock, but most of the time her climax happened when the cock discharged into her mouth. She loved the taste of sweet, creamy come juice, and when a cock spurted into her mouth, she, too, would come.
Her tongue flew about her son's throbbing prick as she sucked up and down swiftly, low groans coming from her tight throat. She moved her lips up and down her son's cock quickly, then slowly, wanting to savor this first taste of his prick. She wanted it to last a long time, loving the hard throbbing in her mouth. She wanted to keep sucking on her son's cock all night.
But Donny was too excited for this blowjob to last much longer.
Peggy felt his prick swelling even more inside her greedy mouth, and she knew sign well. He was about to explode, and she rammed her cunt down hard against the bed, grinding as her cunt began going through wave after wave of orgasms. She squealed about his prick and sucked in a frenzy, desperate to have his cock spurting into her mouth.
She sucked moistly and hungrily, her tongue fluttering as he writhed beneath her fucking face. She clawed at his tight ass cheeks, ramming her mouth down on his cock and feeling the few hairs at the base tickle her lips and nose.
With a loud grunt, Donny went stiff.
His hips arched into the air, his mother's face pressing down, her lips squeezing at his cock. Peggy's eyes turned glassy when she tasted the first spurting of his come juice. It flew from the piss hole of his cock and splashed against her throat. With a wild sob of ecstasy, she swallowed and tasted the second gush coat her tongue. Her eyes rolled back as his prick began to squirt time and again, filling her mouth with the thick, creamy sweetness. Her own ass clenched tightly as she experienced a shattering orgasm, her thighs tight together.
Peggy clung to her son's cock with hot lips, sobbing as he filled her mouth, sobbing with intense ecstasy. She twisted her lips on the base of his prick, sucking and drawing as much of that delicious come juice from his balls as she could.
Even when Donny had finished coming, she still held his cock inside her mouth for a long time, her tongue licking at his prick gently.
Finally she lifted her head, grinning up at her son with a wicked gleam in her eyes. "Leave those girls alone, baby," she whispered. "Especially Susy. Mother will take care of this lovely cock when you get nice and hard."



CHAPTER THREE


Peggy found herself happy the next day, very happy.
She no longer found it necessary to torment herself with erotic thoughts, remembering how it had been when her husband was alive.
She could now indulge those sweet, beautiful desires to their fullest. Donny, she knew, would be an eager partner with her. He was so sweet, she thought as she went about her morning rituals. She didn't mind when he was aggressive, not at all. At least it was now open. She knew what he wanted and was more than willing to provide for him.
She hugged herself with pleasure as she finished drying her slender, lovely body. There was no longer any need for Donny to play around with some girl, a girl who could possibly get him into trouble. Peggy giggled to herself at the thought. It was usually the girl that got into trouble, she thought, not the boy. But she knew that her son, being as horny as he was, would not use discretion and some girl would talk to the wrong people.
Dressing for the day, she recalled how sweet and hard his cock had been last night. It had felt so good inside her cunt, in her mouth. And his come juice! Oh, it was so sweet and creamy! Filling her pussy and then later her mouth. Donny loved the sensation of her hot, wet mouth on his cock, she knew.
Lifting her skirt and pulling on a pair of tight pale-blue bikini panties, she ran her tongue over her lips, the memory of his throbbing cock fucking between them starting to make her cunt throb.
Smoothing her skirt over her hips and swelling ass, she went to the kitchen for coffee. While she sat there, sipping coffee and smiling about the night before, Donny came in, rubbing his eyes, still sleepy. Peggy put the cup down and held her arms out to her son. He came into them and Peggy closed her arms tightly around his naked chest. She saw that he had put his pajama bottoms on and slipped her hand down the back of them, closing her fingers about one tight ass cheek.
"Good morning, baby," she murmured, kissing his mouth cheek. "Still tired?"
He drew back, grinning down at his mother. "Hell, no!" he snorted. "I think I could do it again."
"Do what?" she prompted, leering wickedly as her fingers squeezed his ass.
"Fuck!" he yelped. "Fuck you!"
"I hope you mean that in a nice way," she laughed softly, pulling her hand from his pajamas. But then she grabbed at the front of his pajamas and closed her fingers about his cock.
"Mmmmm, nice!" he gurgled softly as her fist squeezed.
She felt her son's cock throbbing in her fist, felt the morning hardness of his prick. She moved her fist, stretching the pajamas until his cock bulged, outlined there so she could see the curvature of his swollen prick head. A moist spot formed where his piss hole was.
"Mmmm, look at that," she mewled, brushing a finger over the spot. Then, before her son could react, she shoved her face down and pressed her lips against the spot, kissing it. Her tongue snaked out and she licked along the outlined cock head, fluttering it against the wet place on his pajamas.
Immediately her son grabbed the back of her head and arched his cock against her mouth, writhing. Peggy gave a soft giggle of delight and opened her mouth, sucking his cloth-covered cock between her lips. Despite the throbbing hardness in her mouth, she didn't like the pajamas there. She allowed her son to writhe and press his crotch into her face for a while, then managed to draw back. She looked up into his hot eyes as she nuzzled her cheek against his hard-on.
Her hand slipped into the fly of his pajamas and withdrew his prick. "This is one of the best breakfasts I can think of, honey," she said, laughing lewdly.
She smeared her cheeks and chin with the dripping piss hole of her son's cock, then began kissing his prick. But Donny wanted more than kisses. He tried to shove his cock into his mother's mouth, and Peggy teasing, held him away. "You're so damned eager, aren't you?"
"Suck me, Mother!" he grunted. "Please, suck my cock!"
"My pleasure," she mewled, spreading her lips and letting him finally fuck his prick into her wet mouth.
The heat of her son's cock between her lips again sent rumbles of ecstasy racing down from her mouth to her cunt as it had the night before. Sliding her hot mouth along his cock, she took his prick deep, making soft whimpering sounds of delight, her green eyes shining up at him. Her lips brushed the sparse hair at the base of his prick as she held his cock tightly and deeply, only her lips writhing as she created an intense suction, the head of his cock probing her throat. With a low squeal of pleasure, she pulled back, her lips holding the hardness of his prick tightly. She dragged her tongue along the bottom until she held only his prick head between her lips. Peggy sucked at the head of her son's cock, her tongue flicking about the dripping piss hole, tasting the fuck juices that bubbled into her mouth.
Donny grabbed his mother by the back of her head again, his eyes flashing with ecstasy. He pulled at her head as he thrust his hips forward, fucking his cock as deep as he could into her hungry mouth. Peggy moaned with the suddenness, but her pulse was racing, too. When her son held her head tight and began to fuck his cock back and forth, she used her tongue and lips expertly, sucking and licking at his hard cock as he fucked her mouth.
Her hands moved up to the single button holding his pajamas about his waist. She tugged and they opened. She shoved his pajamas down as he kept up his fucking motions into her mouth. Now, as he fucked back and forth, his balls swung about, banging her chin. Shivers flowed up and down Peggy's body as she cupped her fingers about his twisting, flexing ass cheeks. She dug hard into them as he held her face, fucking eagerly and energetically into her mouth. She continued to make the low throaty sounds of a woman experiencing intense ecstasy, which Peggy was. Her cunt was burning, throbbing, her clit distended and sensitive.
Being fucked in her mouth by her son this way thrilled her the way she had been with her husband, the way it had when they had been with others. Yet, somehow, this was better. Peggy found it more erotic, so deliciously erotic.
Digging her fingers into his tight, sweet ass, Peggy mewled with ecstasy as her son fucked back and forth, filling her mouth with his delicious cock. She loved the way his smoothly swollen prick head probed her throat, the way his cock stretched her lips and glided along her tongue and the roof of her mouth. She detected his cock swelling more, seemingly becoming harder than ever. His balls slapped against her chin as his fucking motions became more energetic, the sounds of his ecstasy coming to her ears. He was now digging his fingers into her auburn hair as he fucked her mouth faster and faster. She thought he was trying to fuck his cock down her throat, and Peggy realized she would not have minded if he could.
With the first gush of his creamy come juice, Peggy wailed with pleasure, tasting it coat her tongue. She dug her fingers harshly into his tight ass cheeks, her green eyes rolling in their sockets. Her pussy seemed to become impossibly tight, her clit on fire. With the second spurt of her son's come juice flowing into her mouth, her cunt convulsed. She twisted her ass against the chair, muffled squeals of ecstasy coming from round her son's discharging cock. Her mouth filled time and again with the sweetness, and she gurgled moistly when she swallowed, her tongue racing about as she tried to draw every drop from his balls. Her cunt was flexing with tight waves of orgasm as her son spewed come juice down her burning throat.
She felt her son's body starting to relax, but she was still clutched with those waving orgasms. She clung to his prick with tight lips, not wanting to let go, at least not until she finished coming herself.
As her orgasm receded, she allowed her son to pull his cock from her wet lips. She quickly shoved her face into his crotch and nuzzled, kissing his balls and racing her tongue up and down.
"That was so sweet," she cooed softly, patting his naked ass and turning back to her cooling coffee. "I'd suck that thing every morning, honey. Just bring it to me when you wake up."
With his breathing slowing, he sat at the table. "I'd like scrambled eggs this morning, Mother," he said.
Pouring a fresh cup of coffee, she laughed at him. "Now isn't that just like a fellow! Get a fucking blowjob and then all he thinks about is eating. You and your father are just alike."
She cooked his breakfast and watched him eat. Peggy seldom ate breakfast, preferring only coffee. She was amused that he sat at the table naked, his pajamas discarded on the kitchen floor. Even as precocious as he was, she would not have thought he would be this bold. But she was glad he was this way. After she had left him the night before, Peggy thought she would be teaching her son many enjoyable things they could do together, but, seeing him this morning, she didn't think there was much she could teach him. Apparently her son knew a great deal, despite the confession last night of never having fucked a girl before.
After he finished eating, he picked up his pajamas and, leaning over, kissed his mother on her moist lips. She grabbed herself a feel of his cock and balls as they kissed, then she watched him walk from the kitchen, her gaze hot on his tight ass cheeks.
When she heard the shower going, she placed the breakfast dishes in the dish washer, then walked into the shower with her son. Taking the soap from him, she washed his back. When she started downward, she soaped his ass and fondled his ass cheeks, playing with him. She ran a soapy finger into the crack of his ass and brushed it over his asshole. Then, with a lewd giggle, she stabbed her son up his asshole. Just as he yelped in surprise, she pulled the finger from his asshole and stood up.
Tossing him a fresh towel, she said, "You're a big boy; you can dry yourself."
She sat on the toilet and watched him as he used the towel, her eyes gazing at his dangling balls and cock. The sheer youth of his cock and balls held a perverse appeal to Peggy.
Donny turned his back to her as he leaned down to pick up a clean pair of jogger's shorts.
Peggy's eyes gleamed hotly as she stared at his ass. With suddenness, she shoved her face forward and kissed one of his ass cheeks. With a small mewl, she slipped her mouth between his ass cheeks and pressed her lips against his asshole, kissing quickly. Donny straightened up and looked at his mother.
"You do everything, don't you, Mother?" he asked.
For a moment she searched his face to see if he was repulsed by being kissed on his asshole. She grinned when she saw the delighted sparkle in his eyes. "You better believe it, Donny," she replied in a low voice. "I just happen to be an over-sexed woman. I love it, honey. You're right, there isn't anything I won't do, as long as it feels good and just about anything feels good to."
"Really, Mother?"
"Aren't you pleased?"
"Oh, yes!" he gurgled happily. "I like it, Mother! I love anything you want to do with me."
"You don't think it's… wrong?"
"No way! I love it, Mother!"
She stood up and hugged her naked son against her body, pressing her shapely tits tight against him. She kissed him and snapped her tongue into his mouth before pulling back.
"You're just a horny shit, that's all."
"And you're a fucking hot-ass, Mother!" She paused at the door, shaking her ass at him. "You're fucking right I'm a hot-ass. And you love it!"
She was in the living room when he came out, wearing the jogging shorts. She looked at him critically. "Aren't you afraid you'll show something without underwear on?" she asked.
He pulled the leg of the shorts back and exposed his cock and balls to her. "Might get lucky," he said.
"Smart-ass," Peggy replied, lifting her skirt and jerking the crotch of her panties aside. "How's that hairy cunt for getting lucky?"
Donny ran toward her and shoved his hand between his mother's thighs, rubbing her hairy cunt.
"If you do that much longer," she said in a thickening voice. "You'd have to take care of it."
She reached for his cock and found his prick swelling. She pumped his cock with a tight fist, and then his prick was throbbing very hard in her hand. He had shoved a finger into her cunt and was fucking it in and out.
"Okay, baby," she said, "that does it. Now you have to fuck me. You can't go around getting my pussy all hot this way and leave it, you know."
She sat back on a chair, shoving her ass to the edge of the chair and spreading her knees wide. Arching her crotch up, she hooked a finger into her panties and drew the crotch aside again.
"Fuck me, Donny!" she hissed at him. "Fuck me now!"
Donny went to her swiftly, and, even standing upright, his cock could almost reach his mother's hair-lined pussy. She lifted her crotch higher, and Donny gripped her hips, fucking his prick forward. Peggy's eyes filmed over as an ecstatic hiss came from her. His cock went deep into her pussy, his balls rubbing against her twisting ass.
Closing her creamy hot thighs against his plunging hips, she began to grind furiously against him. She gripped the cushion of the chair she sat in, gasping with the heat of ecstasy, her eyes glassy as she stared down at his cock fucking back and forth, surrounded by the thick curls of her steamy cunt. He could feel each throb of her son's cock with the clasping lips of her cunt. She could feel his, swollen prick head penetrate deeply. She loved that her son was staring down at his cock fucking into her cunt. She loved it because she wanted to watch her cunt close around his cock, see his prick fucking her.
Peggy churned her ass up and down, grinding in a frenzy upon his hard cock, whimpering and hissing with the pleasure flowing through her body. She clawed at her blouse until she had her spongy tits exposed, then she began to squeeze them and cause her tingling nipples to bulge between her fingers.
Donny saw his mother digging into her tits and reached forward. She released one tit and he grabbed it with both hands. With his fingers digging into the springy flesh of one tit, her hands on the other, she whipped her ass up and down, her cunt fucking his cock furiously, wishing she had taken her panties completely off.
"Oooo, honey, honey!" she crooned in a thick voice. "Fuck that hairy cunt, baby! Oh, God… fuck Mother's hairy, hot, wet cunt! Oh, darling, I love your cock! So hard… so fucking hard! Mmmmm, fuck the piss out of my cunt, my snatch, my pussy! Fuck Mother's hot cunt, Donny!"
Her mind reeling with deep, burning desire, Peggy tried to pull her nipple to her mouth. She could not quite make it, but she could get her nipple close enough to run the tip of her tongue about it. Donny watched with moist, steamy eyes as his mother licked at her nipple, her crotch churning in a frenzy of erotic passion on his cock. He released her tit and gripped her bouncing hips again, his fingers digging into her creamy flesh as he fucked his cock powerfully in and out of her clasping, hairy, boiling pussy. His balls slapped against his mother's writhing ass cheeks.
Glancing up with smoky eyes, Peggy saw her son's face starting to contort into a mask of intense ecstasy. She knew he was about to come, and she sent her hips into a whirling motion, her cunt sucking and devouring his prick.
"Come, come!" she urged in a hissing whisper. "Come in me, please! Oh, darling, I want to feel your cock gushing that come juice in my cunt!"
Donny fucked his cock hard and deep into his mother's clinging cunt, stiffening up. Peggy felt the powerful throb of his prick, then there was a thick gush of come juice splashing into her satiny, steaming cunt. She yelped as she ground her pussy into him, then screamed as her own orgasm erupted with the shattering force of a volcano exploding. With her head back, she turned loose of her tit and quickly closed her fingers into her son's hips as she strained her convulsing cunt onto his squirting cock, trying to pull balls and all into her pussy.
Donny stood on shaking legs and Peggy slumped, gasping heavily. Her eyes, half closed, were smoky as she gazed at her son, her face glowing with the still-tingling ecstasy. When she relaxed her grip on his hips, Donny pulled free, the front of his shorts covering his cock and balls. He looked down at his mother's cunt, watching come juice drip from her twitching pussy lips. He ran a fingertip lightly over her clit, making her shiver.
She sat upright. "Go play, damn you," she said. "How can a mother get any work done around here when all her, son wants to do is fuck her?"
Donny leaned over and kissed her tit, taking a nipple between his lips to suck for a moment. Peggy hugged his face against her tit for a moment, then shoved him away.
"Go on, baby. I've got work to do."
She stood at the window, watching him, and she frowned as Susy came out of her house and joined Donny on the sidewalk. Turning away to clean house, she felt there had to be some way to turn her son's mind away from Susy.
If only…



CHAPTER FOUR


If only what?
If only Susy's parents weren't so aloof, she thought. If only they relaxed and were more friendly. Buy they acted as if they thought they were better than others in the neighborhood. Not better, actually… they just didn't seem to want anyone close to them.
It was a shame, Peggy thought, because both were good looking. But Peggy knew looks had nothing to do with a person's sexual nature. A person did not have to be beautiful to be interested in fucking. In fact, she recalled a woman she and her husband had enjoyed. The woman wasn't unattractive exactly, but she was certainly eager.
But she didn't think this was the case with her next-door neighbors. She was almost certain they seldom fucked.
After she had dusted and straightened a few things, she went out into the back yard, pulling the hose out and setting the sprinkler going on the flower beds. She walked along the fence separating her yard from next door, looking at the flowers there. Glancing over the fence, she stopped in her tracks.
Susy's mother was in the back yard, lying on a blanket.
Peggy would never have believed it.
The woman was on her stomach, her head resting on her folded arms, dozing in the sun. She also had on a bikini, one of the skimpiest bikinis Peggy had ever seen. In fact, she had not seen one like that in any store.
The woman was named Grace, a name that Peggy felt perfect for her. It was associated with old maids and people with a puritan outlook. But Grace looked anything but puritan now.
Peggy could see the cheeks of the woman's ass and her long slim thighs. From what she could see, Grace apparently had nice-sized tits, too, from the bulge about her chest. The woman had rich dark hair, but it was usually up in a severe bun. Now it fanned about her head.
There was something appealing about the woman, Peggy realized, seeing her this way. She certainly didn't look like the aloof, cool, detached female she had always seen before. For just a moment, Peggy considered calling out a greeting just to see Grace's reaction, but decided that would be mean.
Grace lay with her feet toward Peggy, and Peggy looked at the curve of the woman's ass, realizing that her ass swelled up very lovely.
From what she could see, Grace had creamy smooth flesh on her ass, and her thighs certainly looked beautiful. Grace shifted, and her legs parted. Peggy almost giggled when she found herself seeing the dark cunt hair swirling from the tight crotch of the bikini. She was sure Grace would die of shame if she knew someone was looking at her this way.
The sound of a door closing came to her, and she looked away from Grace. She saw the lovely girl come out of her house and skip to her mother. Peggy watched as Susy squatted at her mother's side, saying something. Peggy saw the way Susy squatted, and gasped when she realized the crotch of Susy's panties was fully exposed. She waited, thinking. Grace would certainly snap at her daughter, but it didn't happen.
Susy stood up, smiling, and walked back into the house.
Strange behavior, she thought as she turned to go back into her own house. Perhaps those people next door weren't as icy as she had been led to believe.
It was close to noon, and she wondered what to prepare for Donny's lunch. He could have sandwiches, she thought as she opened the refrigerator, and a Coke.
As she fixed his lunch, she couldn't get her mind off Grace, off that exquisite lovely body the woman tried hard to conceal. And of course Grace had to have noticed the way her daughter squatted. There was no way she could have missed seeing. Yet she had said nothing, in fact, had actually smiled at her daughter.
Very unusual…
Donny came in almost an hour later after she had fixed his lunch. The bread had dried out, and she had to prepare another.
"Mother, guess what?" he said excitedly.
She sat across from him, watching him eat. His eyes were bright, shining.
"I wouldn't even try," she smiled.
"I'm gonna fuck Susy!"
Peggy's breath caught. "You're going to what?"
"Susy said I could fuck her," he said again. "I don't think that's a good idea, honey," Peggy said. "Not a good idea at all."
His face fell. "Aw, Mother… she told me I could."
"Donny, I'm not trying to stop you from fucking some hot-ass, but Susy… well, think about it."
It was obvious that he wanted to get his cock into that cunt. She understood his feelings, but her misgivings were strong. There must be some way to turn his desire from Susy, but she didn't know what more to do. She had fucked him, sucked his cock, allowed him to feel anyplace on her body.
So what more could she do?
Looking at her downcast son, an idea began forming in her mind. There was no doubt that Donny would enjoy it. He would love anything, she knew.
"Honey, why don't you spend an hour or so this afternoon with me?"
"Sure, Mother," he said, brightening a bit. "You know I will. What do you have in mind?"
She gave him a lewd wink. "You'll like it, I promise."
They went into the living room, and Peggy slumped to the couch, her ass almost hanging over. She spread her knees and began fondling herself, rubbing her hand lightly up and down the crotch of her panties. She saw Donny's eyes start to burn with desire, and the front of his shorts began to protrude with a lovely swelling hard-on.
"Take it out, darling," she murmured with a husky voice. "Take your beautiful cock out and let Mother see it."
Donny shoved aside his shorts and exposed his cock and balls. Peggy loved looking at her son's cock so much, and, as she gazed at his prick with hot eyes, she slipped her panties off. Her son's eyes turned glassy as he watched his mother moving her fingers about the thick cunt hair and puffy pink pussy lips of her fiery cunt. His cock throbbed and swelled into intense hardness, his prick head so deliciously lovely, his sweet balls below. Spreading the lips of her hairy cunt, Peggy rubbed at her swollen clit, then dipped her finger into her pussy. She watched her son with smoky eyes as she openly fingerfucked herself. Then she pulled her finger from her cunt, lifting it and letting her son see the moisture clinging to it. Then Peggy plunged her cunt-wet finger into her mouth and thrust it back and forth, sucking and licking the juice of her own pussy from it, making soft, mewling noises.
Her son was gripping his cock tightly, his fist jerking up and down as his excitement increased from what his mother was doing. Lifting her right leg, she bent it at the knee until it touched her tit. Shoving her hand beneath her creamy ass, she fucked a finger into her cunt once more, then a second finger entered the tightness of her asshole.
"Oh, wow!" Donny gurgled.
"Mmmmmm, feels good," Peggy whispered throatily as she fucked a finger up her cunt and asshole. "I love it."
He stood up and started toward her, still gripping his cock. Peggy lifted her other hand to stop him.
"Wait," she said. "Take your shorts off!" Donny was halfway across the room. He stopped where he was, shoving his shorts down and stepping out of them. Peggy stated at her son, her eyes raking up and down his naked body. His cock stood firm, almost at a forty-five-degree angle to his stomach, his balls growing tight with eagerness. "Now come to Mother," she moaned.
Donny approached, his eyes on her cunt. Peggy opened her blouse so her tits were exposed, her nipples very hard. Pulling her skirt to her waist, she scooted her ass farther yet to the edge of the cushion. The round cheeks of her ass writhed slightly as she shoved her legs wide, her pussy hair framing her pulsating cunt beautifully. "Honey, wouldn't you like to give Mother's cunt a kiss? YOU haven't even kissed my pussy, baby. Kiss it for me. Kiss my hot cunt, darling!"
Donny did not hesitate. She was elated as her son dropped to his knees without so much as a sound. He ran his hands along her creamy thighs, about her hips. He stroked the thick hair of his mother's pussy, then her puffy cunt lips with his fingertip. He stared at her inflamed clit, and Peggy placed her hand on his head, urging his face between her thighs.
Her son's lips touched the wetness of her cunt, and Peggy whimpered with bubbling pleasure. She lifted her ass and wiggled her crotch into her son's face. Donny ran his hands behind her hips, curling his fingers about those firm, luscious ass cheeks of his mother. His eyes bluing with excitement, he opened his mouth and pressed his lips against her seeping cunt, his tongue fluttering.
"Oooo, yes, yes!" Peggy wailed as her son's tongue licked swiftly about her steaming clit. "Lick my cunt, Donny! Oh, I love to be tonguefucked!"
Her son's tongue rapidly stabbed into her pussy, his hands holding her ass tight. Peggy squealed with intense delight as her son began fucking his tongue in and out of her fiery, wet pussy. She lifted her ass and began to make grinding motions into his face, her green eyes burning as she saw his nose buried into her thick cunt hair. She closed her hot, satiny thighs against his head as she writhed and tossed her crotch into his face.
Peggy, usually in a high state of arousal, became so inflamed with erotic ecstasy that her cunt was spasming about her son's fucking tongue, the orgasms feeling like warm waves crashing upon her, but with growing power and force. The lips of her cunt flexed in convulsions about his tongue, the way her pussy did when a cock was fucking into her.
Peggy was gurgling hotly as her son fucked wildly into her boiling cunt, her moans incoherent but quite loud. She lifted her cunt and slammed her pussy into her son's face, grinding furiously as she felt her orgasms growing more powerful, the shattering of them making her tits tighten and her body shake.
The sounds that came from her son's buried mouth sent thrills racing up and down her spine. They told her of his enjoyment at eating her pussy. There was a gathering of forces in the pit of her stomach, and Peggy began to scream, the sound starting low but growing with intensity as her orgasms threatened to destroy her completely.
With a jerking motion, she banged her convulsing cunt harshly into her son's face, grinding mindlessly. Donny kept his tongue slashing at his mother's cunt, but as her orgasms still continued relentlessly, he closed his lips about her swollen, throbbing clit and sucked hard, his tongue beating rapidly against the sensitive tip.
Donny pulled his face from his mother's hair-rimmed pussy only when her ass slumped. He sat back on his heels, his cock tearing up and dripping. His face was smeared with the slippery juices of his mother's pussy, and he licked his tongue over his lips. His eyes shined happily, as if he had just accomplished something no one else ever had.
Peggy sat forward, gathering her son into her arms and hugging him tightly, his face against her naked tits. "Oh, you're so sweet to me, baby!" she cooed. "That was wonderful! My God… you sucked my cunt as if you've been doing it for years! You haven't been holding out on me, have you?"
"I've never did that before, Mother," he said.
"You were like a kid with candy for the first time in years." She smiled at him. "You must have enjoyed it."
"I loved it, Mother! Your cunt tastes good! I wonder if Susy's pussy tastes as good."
Peggy knew she had failed in getting his mind off the girl. There just had to be some way, some way to divert his erotic desire away from Susy.
"Sit on the couch, darling," she said in a husky voice. "After that tongue fucking you gave me, you deserve something nice in return."
With his cock about to burst, Donny quickly sat on the couch. Peggy scooted to the floor, sitting at his feet. She shoved his knees apart and began stroking his hard cock and fondling his balls, using both her hands. Donny moved his ass forward as his mother had done, anticipating her hot, wet mouth on his cock.
Peggy kissed the inside of her son's thighs with her hot lips, her green eyes blazing up at his cock wrapped in her fist. Shoving her tongue out, she licked his thighs, going from one to the other, licking the sensitive inner portions, circling her tongue close to his balls. She shoved her tongue far out, then began to bounce his balls up and down, her fist keeping up the slow jacking motions of his throbbing cock.
Finally she began to circle his balls with the tip of her tongue. She traced about his balls and the base of her son's cock, making soft whimpering sounds of pleasure. Sliding her tongue down again, she shoved it beneath her son's balls and opened her mouth as wide as she could.
Taking Donny's balls into her mouth, she sucked at them gently, running her tongue about the wrinkled flesh. After a bit, she let his balls fall away and ran her tongue up the underside of his cock, flicking it over the smooth head of his prick. At the piss hole she tapped her tongue against it, tasting the seeping fuck juices that bubbled up. Peggy ran her tongue all about his swollen cockhead, then took his prick into her mouth. With her hair swirling, she began to suck up and down her son's cock, taking his prick deep.
Donny's eyes were fiery as they stared down at his mother's cock-filled mouth, his hips pumping to meet the down thrust of her devouring lips. Peggy gurgled with ecstasy, loving the hardness of her son's cock between her hot, tight, slippery lips. She loved the way his prick brushed at her throat when she sucked deep, loved the smoothness of his cock head as her tongue swirled and lapped. Best of all, she loved the taste of his dripping fuck juices against her tongue.
When she pulled her stretched lips from his cock, Donny grunted a protest. "I was gonna come, Mother!"
"I know, lover," she said softly. "But don't worry, you'll come… and it's going to be fantastic!"
She lifted his knees and shoved them against his chest. "Hold your knees there, baby," she said.
With Donny holding his knees, Peggy stared into his crotch. His balls were beautiful, his cock throbbing. The cheeks of his ass parted, and the pucker of his asshole was in view. Shoving her face down, Peggy began to run her tongue about the cheeks of her son's ass. He grunted with surprise, but his eyes flashed with pleasure.
Peggy licked the cheeks of his ass, then she fluttered the tip of her tongue deep, scraping across her son's asshole. Opening her lips, she pressed them tightly against his ass. With a sucking motion, she plunged her tongue into her son's asshole quickly. Donny gasped, but he held his knees tightly against his chest. Peggy, her tongue fucking into his tight asshole, his balls pressed against her nose, gripped his cock and began jacking his prick with a wild flurry of motion. Plunging her tongue deep into his asshole, she could just barely peek past his cock and watch his face. Her son's eyes blazed with erotic ecstasy as he lifted his ass against her face. When Donny began a rocking motion, Peggy pulled her tongue out of his puckered tightness, up over his balls, to the base of his cock, then down again.
Once more she thrust her tongue into his asshole, fucking with intense delight. She felt his cock throbbing harder in her tight fist, and her green eyes watched his swollen prick head closely. His cock was dripping more and more, and his prick head was seemingly growing larger.
Peggy's tongue fucked deep into her son's asshole. She felt his asshole flexing around her tongue as her lips sucked. She anticipated his pleasure, eagerly watching for him to start coming. Her fist gripped his cock hard at the base, squeezing and no longer jerking up and down.
She heard him grunt.
Quickly, her tongue pulled from his tight asshole and she raced it against his balls. Her gaze was still on the head of his cock as the first gush of come juice erupted. The white glob of come juice flew almost half a foot into the air. With a loud squeal, Peggy lifted her head quickly and, just as the spurt of come juice fell to his stomach, closed her lips about the head of his cock in time to catch the other spurts. The thick, creamy sweetness of his come juice coated her tongue, making her eyes roll with ecstasy. Each squirt of his come juice splashed against her cheeks, and she began to swallow with a greedy, liquid sound.
Peggy clung to her son's cock as he came.
Her lips were wrapped about the head, her fist still tight at the base. Her mouth filled time and again, sending sparks of ecstasy between her thighs. She wailed around his cock as a shattering orgasm burst within her cunt.
Falling forward, Peggy still had her son's cock inside her mouth as the small pool of come juice on his stomach smeared her cheek. She could hear her son gasping, and her own breaths came in choking pants.
Releasing her son's cock, she sat back on the floor, his come juices glistening on her cheek. Slowly her son reined, his feet back on the floor.
"Well, how was that?" she asked.
"You sure know how to drain a guy, Mother," he panted.
"Of course I do," she laughed. "That's because I love to suck cock, and I have this deliciously dirty mind… just like you, you horny shit!" She slapped him playfully on the hip. "That should cool your balls for a while."
But as her son pulled his jogging shorts back on, she knew very well it wouldn't cool him off. Her son, she knew could not go long without more pussy. He was as insatiable as she was now that they had started this. The problem was that Donny, she knew, wanted to fuck Susy. She knew that no matter what she did for him, he was soon going to get his hands into the girl's panties, and his cock inside her sugary cunt.
She watched him leave the house, knowing very well that he was going to be with Susy ma short time. Getting to her feet, pulling her panties up, she wandered into her bedroom for a shower.
There was a feeling of apprehension growing within her about Donny's desire for Susy. She didn't feel any fear, strangely enough, but a sort of tension of some impending incident. She ate dinner alone, wondering where Donny was.
He had never been so late before. She wasn't really worried because, despite his manner, he seldom gave her cause to be concerned.
But when he still had not come home by ten that evening, she began to worry.



CHAPTER FIVE


The sun was shining when Peggy woke up. She sat upright in bed, confused for a moment. Then she swung her feet over the side and, wearing only panties, went straight to her son's bedroom.
With relief she saw him sprawled there, still sleeping.
She had fallen to sleep waiting for him and had not heard Donny come home. That was unusual, because Peggy had always waited up for her son when he was at a late movie with friends. But then she had known where was and what time he would be home.
Last night she had not known where he was. And that made a difference, a big difference.
Simply because he was fucking her, she thought, was no reason for her son to ignore the established rules. Feeling angry, she showered and dressed, choosing a becoming skirt with pleats, a garment that emphasized the swell of her ass and swirled about her thighs as she walked. A tight, sleeveless summer sweater concealed her tits, but not the firm thrusting shape of them nor her nipples.
She had her usual coffee, thinking about what she would have to say to Donny about last night. The more she thought of his unconcern, the more she fumed. She thought about spanking him, but he was getting too big for that. She could ground him, as the teenagers called it. She could restrict him to the house for a few days, a week perhaps. If there was one thing Donny dreaded, it was being unable to leave the house during the summer months.
The sound of the telephone startled her out of her thoughts.
"Peggy?" she heard, the voice vaguely familiar to her. "This is Grace."
Peggy's eyes widened.
"Yes, Grace?" she replied, apprehension growing in her.
"I was wondering if you'd like to have coffee with me," Grace said, her voice unusually low. "I know we've never been that close, but it seems we may have something in common."
"I'd be pleased, Grace," Peggy said, hardly believing she could possibly have anything in common with that tall, icy woman.
"Shall we say in an hour?" Grace asked. "Just you and I – Susy will be out, I'm sure."
"Of course, Grace," Peggy replied, hanging up.
She sat there, her coffee becoming cold, deep in thought. She was sure now that Donny had been caught with Susy. After living next door to this woman for some time, this was the first overture of friendliness ever. She recalled how Susy had squatted there to whisper to her mother. And now, Donny out most of the night.
She felt something was wrong.
For a moment she considered waking her son and asking him what he had been doing, perhaps getting some information from him before she saw Grace. Discarding the idea of talking to Donny first, she went to her bedroom and brushed her auburn hair and applied daytime make-up.
She rapped on the door and was admitted by Grace.
Peggy was surprised to see Grace wearing a robe. But, despite the robe, the woman was made up and her hair was gleaming. She still presented an aloof appearance, despite the smile of greeting as she ushered Peggy into the house. This was the first time Peggy had been in Grace's house, and she was pleased to see the good taste of the furniture and original paintings on the walls.
She accepted a cup of coffee, black, from the tall woman. She looked at Grace, thinking she was more aristocratic in her bearing than cool as she had first thought. The woman was obviously well educated. Sitting on the couch with the coffee table – solid oak – holding her coffee, she waited as Grace sat at the other end of the couch, arranging the folds of her robe demurely over her thighs.
"You mentioned we had something in common," Peggy prompted.
Grace looked at Peggy for a long time before answering. Peggy shifted nervously, glancing down to make sure her pleated skirt covered her thighs. Then she felt and saw Grace's dark gaze fixed upon her tits. For a moment Peggy almost blushed, despite the many times she had been looked at his way by men and women, especially those times when she and her late husband had sized up a new couple to fuck with. Yet Grace looked at her tits not exactly with distaste. There was something in those dark eyes that Peggy detected, a warming perhaps.
"Our respective children," Grace said.
Peggy's breath caught in her throat. So it was Donny and Susy. Her anger started to flare again. She had asked him to keep his hands off the succulent girl, but he had gone ahead and done something with her and they had been caught.
"Go on," Peggy said, her voice barely a whisper.
"As I said, we've never been close, Peggy. But there are reasons for that. Perhaps, if we should become friendly, you'll understand."
"Please, get to the point," Peggy insisted.
"Yes, of course," Grace said, and her gaze was again upon Peggy's tits. "As it usually happens, parents become acquainted through the friendship of their children. I've been observing the growing closeness of my daughter and your son."
"Has Donny done anything that…"
Grace cut Peggy off with a laugh. The sound was very low, throaty, and, Peggy thought, close to erotic. This was a Grace she hadn't known about. "No, of course he hasn't done anything to displease us. I suppose you're wondering where your son was late last night?"
Peggy nodded, confused about this woman. There was no icy aloofness now, only warmth.
"Donny was here."
"Here?" Peggy repeated, looking sharply at Grace.
"Oh, yes," Grace murmured. "He's a delightful boy, you know, and Paul and I couldn't be happier that our daughter has taken a liking to your son. We watch Susy carefully about who she plays with, you know."
My God, Peggy thought. This woman is talking as if those two children are planning a marriage, or at the least an engagement.
"We love to have Donny here, Peggy," Grace went on. "We hope that you would welcome Susy into your home as we do Donny. There is an attachment between the two that Paul and I don't object to in the least."
Peggy picked up her coffee and found it cold.
With her mind whirling with puzzlement, she made the appropriate comments, but didn't remember the things she said or half the things Grace talked about. She was there for over an hour, and, by the time she was ready to go, it seemed as if she had just arrived.
"I must admit I am surprised, Grace," she commented as she stood up to go. "You're not as aloof as you indicate."
"My husband and I don't get too close to people," Grace replied. "As I mentioned, you may understand in time. You see, our family is quite close, and we wouldn't like it if others pried."
At the door, she turned to face Grace. Peggy was perhaps an inch shorter. "I assure you, Grace, I do not pry. Your business is not my concern, nor is your family. Please rest assured that I do not peek into your windows."
Again Grace came out with that almost erotic laugh. She placed her hand on Peggy's bare upper arm in an intimate manner. "Of course you don't peek in windows, Peggy. I didn't mean it that way at all. I know, know very well, that you don't pry."
Grace was looking intently at Peggy, those dark eyes almost piercing. Peggy felt the fingers of the woman press into her arm softly. The falling of the robe caught her eye, and she glanced at Grace as the robe parted from neck to foot.
Grace said nothing, slowly pulling the robe back around her body. But not so fast that Peggy had not seen the woman's body. Grace wore a bra, but it was a bra with no cups. It curved beneath her large tits, holding them up. Her tits had ruby-red nipples. About her waist was a black garter belt, and Grace wore nylons instead of panty hose. Her midnight-black cunt hair was thick and formed a perfect triangle.
She lifted her gaze to Grace as the robe covered the woman's nakedness. Grace smiled at Peggy, opening the door for her.
Back in her own house, Peggy found the image of the tall, beautiful woman burning in her mind. What she had seen was not an icy woman at all. Grace, Peggy knew now, was not the cold person she presented about the neighborhood; she was, Peggy knew, quite a hot, erotic person.
The conversation, what she had not missed, told her nothing realty, except that Susy's parents welcomed Donny into their home, and his attachment to Susy was also welcome.
She heard the shower going and went down the hall to see her son just getting out, his body dripping. His cock stood tall, quite hard.
Peggy forgot about Grace as she stared at her son's cock.
"Mmmm, that's beautiful, baby," she murmured. She moved close to him and wrapped her fingers about his prick. Pressing her lips to his, she pulled his wet body against hers, soaking her sweater and skin. "Can I have some of it, Donny?"
His hands went about his mother, gripping her ass tightly as he shoved his prick to her thighs. "You can have all of it," he said.
"Ooooo!" Peggy squealed, dropping to her knees before him in the bathroom. "I want to suck it… just for a bit."
Taking her son's cock inside her mouth, she sucked back and forth, tasting his throbbing hardness. The image of his prick fucking into the sweetness of Susy's cunt flared like a sudden flame inside her mind.
As the image of her son's cock fucking Susy's sugary cunt burned in her brain, she felt her own pussy erupt into an unexpected orgasm as she sucked on his prick.
Pulling her mouth from Donny's cock, she looked up at him. "Donny, did you fuck Susy?"
He nodded.
For a moment Peggy gazed up at him, then she climbed, to her feet. Taking Donny by his hand, she led him, still naked and dripping, to her room. Sitting her son on the bed, she undressed, tossing her wet clothing over the back of a chair she kept in the bedroom. Naked, she stood there, looking at him, her feet spread slightly apart. She placed her hands on her hips.
"You wouldn't listen to me, would you?" she said, but there was no anger in her voice. "I had coffee with Susy's mother this morning."
Donny looked at his mother, but there was no fear in his eyes. "So what, Mother? I think Grace is nice."
"Is that what you call her, by her first name?"
"She asked me to," he said.
"What were you doing there most of the night?"
"I… we… Mother, we just visited."
"You said you fucked Susy."
He nodded. "In her room."
"Where were her parents while you were fucking their hot-assed daughter?"
"In the living room," Donny said.
"Were you caught by them?"
He shook his head. "They knew we were in Susy's room, Mother. In fact, it was their suggestion that we go there."
Peggy remembered the slowness Grace had used in closing her robe, the body underneath it.
"We'll talk about it later," she said, going to him.
Climbing on the bed, she pulled her knees beneath her stomach. "Right now, I'm so fucking hot for your cock, baby, I don't want to talk."
Peggy wiggled her ass wickedly in the air, looking over her shoulder at her son. "Remember when I kissed and sucked your ass, Donny?"
He grinned at his mother. "You wanna get your asshole sucked, Mother?"
He didn't wait for her to answer. He turned on the bed and shoved his face against his mother's creamy ass. The heat of her ass cheeks burned his lips as he kissed from one to the other. He snapped his tongue out and licked every inch of her smooth ass cheeks, then delved between them, licking his tongue over the tightness of her asshole without hesitation. Peggy mewled and shook her uplifted ass in his face.
Donny lapped up and down, sliding his tongue along her wet, quivering cunt lips, tasting the juices that flowed from her pussy. He slipped his tongue into his mother's cunt and fucked it back and forth, then scraped it up to lap hotly upon her puckered asshole.
"Ohhhh, darling, baby… oh, God!" Peggy wailed as her son's tongue fucked into her asshole. "Ooooo, that's so good! I love that… fuck my asshole with your tongue, Donny! Fuck Mother's asshole! Fuck it, tongue it!"
But Donny pulled his tongue from her asshole. Peggy yelped her protest, wanting it back inside. Spreading her knees on the bed, she looked back between her legs. Donny was on his knees, his cock very hard. When she felt her son grip her hips, she knew what he was going to do.
"Oh, yes!" she screamed.
The head of her son's cock rammed against the tight pucker of her asshole. Peggy wailed with pleasure, arching her ass higher for him. The pressure of his cock upon her sensitive asshole seemed to create an intense ecstasy that rippled up and down her creamy flesh. She was gasping and making soft hissing sounds as she shoved her spreading ass backwards.
Before his cock entered her burning asshole, Peggy shot her right hand between her thighs and gripped his dangling balls tightly. She writhed her naked ass in an erotic manner for his visual delight, urging him to fuck his cock up her asshole. The anticipation of taking her son's cock up her ass caused her cunt to twitch, quiver, almost convulse. Her clit had already been quite swollen, but now it seemed about to burst apart with almost unbearable ecstasy. She felt her son's fingers digging into her lips as he shoved the head of his cock hard against her asshole.
"Ohhhh!" she wailed, feeling the smooth roundness of his prick penetrate the ring of her tight asshole. "Ohhh, yes, yes, yes! Oh, God… yes!"
It had been so long since she had felt a hard throbbing cock up her ass, and Peggy's mind soared with the sensations. She had always loved being fucked in the ass, but the feeling her son's cock gave her was much better than she remembered. She swung her ass from side to side, the ring of her asshole squeezing tightly as Donny's cock fucked as deep as his prick could go. She held his balls against her bubbling cunt, tightly, as if she were trying to stuff them inside.
"Ohhh, baby, baby!" she wailed. "Fuck it! Oh, God… fuck Mother up the ass! My hot ass… fuck my hot Goddamn asshole! Give it to me, Donny! Really give me a fuck up the ass."
Donny made no reply.
He grunted with the perversity of fucking his mother in her asshole. With his fingers digging into her hips, he began to fuck his cock back and forth with vigor, his balls slapping against the wetness of her hairy cunt. Peggy turned loose of his bans, her fingers now clawing at the sheets with blazing, mindless ecstasy. Her eyes were squeezed tight, her lips parted. She whimpered softly as the ecstasy flowed through her. The throbbing pulsations of her son's cock could be felt with her sensitive, tight asshole, and she tightened it about his prick, trying to draw on his cock.
Bending her head down, she peered with liquid hot eyes, watching his balls slap rhythmically against her hair-rimmed cunt as his cock fucked excitedly into her asshole. The growing waves of tingling orgasms were building in the pit of her trembling stomach. It was the greatest feeling in the world to Peggy. Shaking her ass in a frenzy as her son fucked in and out almost brutally, she squealed and whimpered when her cunt started through waves of glowing orgasms. Goose bumps raised on her satiny flesh, bumps of intense ecstasy.
As she started to come, her asshole set up a flexing, drawing motion on her son's deeply fucking cock. Her asshole squeezed and sucked at Donny's prick with powerful, gripping muscles.
The throbbing of his cock became more pronounced, sending sparks of heat into Peggy's ass. The burning, searing sensation of his cock fucking in and out of her asshole had her coming in powerful spasms.
"Come in me!" she screamed. "Come up my fucking ass, Donny! Oh, please, come in Mother's hot, fucking asshole! I want it, baby, want to feel your cock coming in my ass!"
Hardly had the words erupted from her constricted throat then her son slammed hard against her upturned ass. His stomach slapped upon her satiny ass cheeks, his cock penetrated deeply, his balls smashed against her convulsing cunt. The come juice splashed from the piss hole of his cock in powerful spurts, flooding the depths of her fiery asshole. She could feel the throbbing of his squirting discharge within her sensitive ass ring, and it sent a mind-shattering orgasm bursting in and around her hairy pussy. Although her knees were drawn up beneath her body, arching her naked ass into the air, she felt a weakness come over them.
She slowly began to slump upon the bed, and her son moved along with her, his cock still deep inside her clutching asshole. She sprawled on her stomach, her long legs spread, her son between them, resting upon the round firmness of her shivering ass cheeks. She felt his lips kissing at her smooth back, between her shoulder blades.
Turning, she pulled her son into her arms and held him tightly, her spongy tits smashing almost flat against his chest.
"You see, darling," she murmured, "you have no reason to screw around with Susy. You've got everything a young man could want with me."
When he didn't reply, she went on, "Don't you see, Donny? There aren't many girls that would let you fuck them up the ass. What does a girl like Susy know? I'll fuck you anytime you want, suck your sweet cock off, and you can fuck my asshole when you want."
Still Donny said nothing, and Peggy sensed he wasn't paying much attention to her.



CHAPTER SIX


Peggy kept seeing, in her mind, Grace.
What she had seen when the robe parted the day before was so unlike the woman, she felt. Although Grace dressed well, her clothing was not designed to draw attention to her body.
What Peggy had seen was a body that should be showed off.
The woman certainly had lovely tits, a bit larger than most, but not grossly so. Her waist was still small and her hips rounded. Seeing her in the back yard, wearing that skimpiest of all bikinis, then seeing the robe fall apart, Peggy suspected there was more than met the eye with Grace.
She recalled the color of Grace's nipples. The color was stark and vivid, and surely rouge or something had been applied to them. Peggy had seen enough naked tits in her life to know when a woman used makeup on them. And she knew that a woman lacking an erotic mind would never do such a thing.
That meant only one thing – Grace was erotic, yet concealed it. That didn't make sense, not to Peggy. Peggy had not heard of people that went out of their way to hide the erotic nature they felt. At least she had never met anyone that way, not in the circle she and her late husband had associated with.
Perhaps, she thought, Grace had no choice but to conceal her desires… perhaps her husband, Paul, insisted on it. Perhaps he was the one that held a tight rein on his wife, being a man with a low sexual desire.
If that was true, then Grace must be in misery, she thought.
Peggy was finishing up the washing, standing next to the washing machine. Suddenly she stood up straight, staring at the wall. Was that it? she thought. Had Grace, in her way, made a pass at her? She certainly look her time pulling her robe close over her body, and then Peggy realized those dark eyes had been glowing at that moment.
She left the garage and went to the bedroom, thinking it over. There was no other answer. And the way Grace had gazed at her tits in the tight, sleeveless sweater. Of course, Grace was starved for sex, sex with a woman at that, Peggy thought. Was it possible Grace preferred women to men, a cunt to a cock? There were women who did, Peggy knew, even though married.
Well, Grace had made the overture, she thought as she climbed into the tub. With scented bubbles swirling about her body, Peggy grinned to herself. If she wants some of my hairy cunt, I'm going to give it to her.
After her bath, she dressed in a becoming white skirt and pastel pink blouse. Underneath she was naked. No sense in putting obstacles in the way. She giggled like a school girl anticipating a quick feel at the drive-in movie.
Without calling first, Peggy walked across the lawn of the two houses, knocking at the door.
"What a pleasant surprise," Grace said when she saw Peggy standing there. "I was thinking about calling you, Peggy."
Seated again on the couch, with unwanted coffee on the table before her, Peggy lifted her left knee to the cushions, but keeping her skirt down. Grace sat at the other end as they chatted. They spoke of Susy and Donny, of their growing attachment to one another, each agreeing not to interfere, each praising the other's child.
After about half an hour, with Peggy watching closely for any sign of desire on Grace's lovely face, she began to feel her judgement had been wrong. Then Grace picked up her coffee and spilled it. With a womanish squeal, she quickly leaned the cup over the couch as if to keep it from falling into her lap. But the motion parted Grace's thighs, parted them wide. Peggy shot a quick glance between them, and, sure enough, all she saw was dark curly cunt hair – no panties at all.
She was not surprised when Grace left her thighs parted after sitting the cup on the table. Grace was pretending she was not exposed to Peggy. But Peggy made a point of letting Grace know where she was looking. Still talking away, avoiding sex talk, Grace suddenly leaned against the arm, of the couch, drawing one knee up. Peggy allowed a small smile to cross her face as she saw the satiny thigh of the woman, the pretended lack of knowledge about her pussy being revealed. Peggy knew that Grace was feeling her out, waiting to see what effect this would have on Peggy.
There was no garter belt, or nylons today, but Peggy felt that was because of her unexpected visit. Deliberately looking at Grace's long thighs and dark pussy hair, she lifted her own leg. There was an immediate response from Grace.
The dark eyes of the woman seemed to flare with a bright gleam of hunger, and what she had been saying was caught in her throat. Peggy saw Grace's tits rising and falling swiftly as Grace gazed with smoldering eyes at the flesh under her white-skirt.
Grace stopped speaking in mid-sentence and just stared under Peggy's skirt.
"Lick me," Peggy said, her voice very low and husky.
Grace made no reply.
She repeated it again. "Lick me, Grace."
Grace lifted her eyes to Peggy's, her tongue moving over her bottom lip. "I beg your pardon?" Grace said in a breathless voice.
"I want you to lick me," Peggy said once more, pulling her skirt high and spreading her legs wide. "I want your tongue on me, Grace."
Grace lowered her hot gaze again, staring with smoldering heat at the thick curls of Peggy's cunt, seeing her pink wet pussy lips and the tip of her clit.
Both waited, bath breathing heavily, both exposed to the other.
Then, with a sob of desire, Grace scooted swiftly toward Peggy, her arms going around her tightly. Peggy felt the woman's moist ups crush upon hers, and when Grace snaked her wet tongue past her lips, Peggy began to suck eagerly as she brought her hands up to close her fingers about Grace's spongy tits. She heard the woman moan against her mouth, then Grace had her hands on Peggy's tits. They broke apart and, with squeals of delight, began to undress each other with fumbling, eager fingers. When Peggy's tits were exposed, Grace looked at them, then gurgled happily as she lowered her face and began sucking vigorously upon a rigid nipple. Peggy held the woman's head tight against her tits, feeling that hungry tongue fluttering and darting, sending moist heat throughout her trembling body.
As Grace sucked on Peggy's tit, her hand moved down and caressed a satiny thigh, working its way between the sensitive, smooth inner surfaces. Peggy parted her legs and then Grace had her hand cupping her pulsating cunt.
Grace whimpered hungrily as her lips pulled at Peggy's firm nipple, her palm rubbing back and forth on Peggy's swollen cunt lips. Peggy writhed on her ass, pressing her steaming cunt into Grace's palm, urging the woman.
"What about the kids?" Peggy whispered.
"Fuck the Goddamn fucking kids!" Grace said, her voice hoarse with desperate desire. "Fuck them!"
Peggy was delighted, hearing this come from a woman she had seen as aloof and somewhat chilly. Her impression of Grace being an erotic woman was certainly correct.
"Okay, fuck them," she said. "Stick your finger in my cunt, Grace! Fingerfuck my pussy!"
"Oh, yes!" Grace yelped, flicking a finger deep into Peggy's slippery cunt.
Peggy leaned back, one leg thrown over the rear of the couch with the other hanging over the cushions. She placed her head on the arm, looking down at Grace's hand, the finger fucking in and out of her cunt swiftly.
Grace, her eyes moist and filmed over with passion, stared at the curls surrounding her finger.
"Eat me, Grace!" Peggy sobbed, lifting her ass and twisting around with desire. "Oh, Grace… eat my cunt! I love a tongue up my pussy! Suck me, Grace!"
"Oh, yes!"
Peggy, through the haze of her bubbling desire, watched Grace dip down, sliding her body along the cushions of the couch as she swiftly buried her face into her cunt. The movement caused Grace's dress to ride past her hips, bunch at her waist. Peggy looked at the creamy swells of that beautiful ass, arching her cunt to meet Grace's mouth.
Then she closed her eyes as passion gripped her.
Grace began to suck and lick and kiss at her cunt with an animal-like hunger. Peggy found Grace very skilled at eating cunt.
She closed her thighs about Grace's head as the woman sucked her puffy cunt lips between her hot lips, her tongue lapping greedily, fluttering over her clit. Then Grace delved her tongue up into Peggy's cunt, fucking it back and forth, fucking wildly. Her hands clutched at Peggy's tight flexing ass, her fingers digging into the hot flesh.
Peggy held Grace's head in her hands as she arched her hairy, wet pussy up, grinding into the woman's face. The muffled squeals coming from Grace was all that was required for Peggy to know she had hold of a woman with intense erotic drives and hungers.
Her cunt closed tightly about Grace's fucking tongue as she churned her crotch up and down, smashing her pussy into the face of the licking, sucking woman. Opening her eyes again, she looked down at the swell of Grace's lovely ass cheeks, watching them twist as she banged her own cunt against the cushions of the couch. The sounds Grace made were those of a woman desperate to suck this hairy cunt.
It had been some time since she had been tongue fucked by a woman, and Peggy's emotions were racing with delight. The ecstasy bubbled within her like foaming waves bursting upon some sandy beach. She held Grace's head tightly, twisting her cunt harshly into that devouring mouth. When Grace sucked her clit between those hot lips, sucking hard as her tongue lapped the tip, Peggy sobbed as a tremendous orgasm ripped through her body. She slammed her cunt hard into Grace's face, twisting.
Grace's nose was buried in the thick curls of Peggy's cunt, her fingers digging into Peggy's light ass cheeks. She was breathing with excitement as she sucked on Peggy's rigid, fiery clit. Her lips clung tightly to Peggy's cunt as she came, moaning with the ecstasy she herself felt.
Grace did not release Peggy until she lowered her naked ass to the couch, and then she looked up with gleaming, bright eyes. Her face was smeared with the juices from Peggy's pussy. Her dark eyes seemed to be pleading, and Peggy understood the driving torment the woman felt. Her naked ass continued to writhe.
"I want… I need…" Grace mumbled, feeling about Peggy's cunt gently. "Oh, Peggy, please!"
Peggy caressed her fingers through Grace's hair, smiling at the woman. "I understand, Grace," she said softly. "I'll help you, of course."
The torment, seemed to leave Grace's face, and she sat up smiling happily.
"But what about Susy and Donny?" Peggy asked again. "We could easily get caught, you know."
"Fuck Susy and Donny!" Grace said, again causing Peggy to be amused. "They can find their own fun!"
But, apparently changing her mind, Grace stood up. Peggy looked at the tall slender woman. It was a shame for Grace to hide that enticing body the way she did. Those goodies were just too sweet to conceal.
Grace held her hand out to Peggy. "We'll go to Susy's room. They won't find us there."
"Susy's room? Why not your bedroom, Grace?"
"Because… you might not understand."
"It's your house," Peggy said, standing up and taking the woman's hand.
They walked quickly to Susy's room. It was the typical teenage girl's room, with a poster bed, canopy and all. The room was painted pink, and all the furniture was white. Lace and ruffles were everywhere. The room was neat and looked very clean.
Grace sat, on her daughter's bed, spreading her legs wide. Leaning back on one hand, she caressed her dark-haired cunt with long fingers, smiling with anticipation at Peggy. Peggy dropped to her knees in front of Grace, sliding her hands along those satiny, slender thighs. She gazed into Grace's crotch, seeing one of the prettiest cunts ever. The hair, dark and very thick formed a perfect triangle. The long strands framed puffy pink cunt lips, and the tip of Grace's clit peeked invitingly from the moist folds.
Peggy pressed her mouth to Grace's cunt, kissing moistly. When Grace lay back, Peggy shoved her long legs up and back until Grace held them tight against her arching tits. Peggy, on her knees, gazed with pleasure at the woman's hairy cunt and puckered asshole. It had been some time since she had had her lips against a cunt, and she was eager for it now. Stroking her hands about the backs of Grace's thighs and curves of her ass, she teased them both. She probed lightly at the lips of the woman's pussy, tickled her sensitive clit, making Grace whimper with eagerness, her ass shaking.
"Ohhhh, Peggy! Eat my cunt, please! Lick my hot pussy and tonguefuck it and make me come! Oh, hurry and suck my cunt!"
Peggy moved her face close, her tongue licking about the woman's puffy pussy lips. She traced Grace's cunt with her tongue tip, holding the parted cheeks of her ass with both hands. Dipping down, she scraped her tongue around Grace's asshole, felt her asshole tighten and heard a sob of ecstasy bubble from the woman's mouth.
Peggy started licking her tongue up and down, going from the pucker of her asshole to the tip of her clit. Up and down her tongue went, her hot breath causing Grace to tremble and yelp with delight. When she slipped her tongue inside the slippery, steaming cunt, her upper lips smashed at Grace's distended clit. Flicking her tongue in and out swiftly, she writhed her lip. Grace began to twist and churn her cunt furiously, making it difficult for Peggy to keep her mouth pressing upon her pussy. Sometimes her lips and tongue were on Grace's asshole, sometimes simply in the thick cunt hair, but most of the time she managed to keep her tongue fucking into the heat of that boiling cunt.
She knew when Grace started coming before her wild screams began to fill the room. She knew it because Grace's cunt closed about her tongue like a wet, slippery vise. She fucked her tongue in and out swiftly as Grace came, the orgasm drawn out until Peggy wondered if Grace would ever stop. And, the screams of Grace got louder. Peggy had to cling to the woman's hips with tight hands because her ass was churning up and down and revolving powerfully.
When she thought the orgasm was over, Peggy started to pull her tongue free. But Grace had grabbed her head and pulled her mouth tightly into her cunt, her long legs draping over Peggy's shoulders. The beat of those thighs against her cheeks sent a rumbling orgasm bursting within Peggy's cunt, and she began to lick and suck furiously once more at the dripping pussy.
"More! Oh, more!" Grace yelled frantically. "I want more! Give me more, you hot fucking cunt! Ohhhh, you sweet fucking bitch! Give me more tongue!"
Peggy heard the words of Grace. Her tongue shot into the cunt once more, sucking in a frenzy.
It was wild and somewhat strange to Peggy. Grace seemed so desperate for this, but the words she yelled somehow failed to fit the image the woman had been showing. Being called those names did not bother her at all. She knew passion was holding Grace. It was the desperation of a woman with intense sexual feelings, nothing more. The words meant nothing except that Grace was almost out of her mind with steaming desire.
The woman's dark-haired cunt was in spasms again, the lips sucking and clinging to Peggy's tongue, flexing in wave after wave of orgasms.
It seemed hours before Grace finally let her ass slump, and Peggy pulled her thoroughly wet face out of the greedy cunt. She sat on her heels, watching as Grace breathed with sharp gasps, her naked body trembling and shivering with the after glow of satisfaction.
Later, after dressing, they sat in the dining room of the house, drinking coffee. Peggy could not get over this difference in Grace. No longer did she appear to be a woman of mindless desire. Once again she looked cool and aloof, but her dark eyes were friendly now, very friendly.
"I've got to be careful," Grace said when Peggy asked about this seemingly double personality.
"I don't understand that at all, Grace," Peggy said. "You certainly aren't a cold person – what we just did proves that very well. Is it your husband? Does he cause this… this coolness?"
Grace laughed, the sound low and sensual. "Oh, my goodness no! I think I've given you the wrong impression, Peggy."
"I still don't understand," Peggy insisted. "We've lived next door to each other all this time, yet you've seldom spoke to me, or anyone else that I'm aware of. Why, be so stand-offish?"
"I told you the other day that once we got to know each other, you might understand it," Grace said. "I'm not sure the time is right, even now."
But Peggy began to think she understood. She looked at Grace for a long moment, then said, very deliberately. "Do you know that Donny is fucking Susy?"
Grace stared back at Peggy. Although her expression did not change, those dark eyes seemed to become mysterious. Slowly, Grace nodded her head.
"You don't mind?" Peggy said.
Again there was slight change in Grace's eyes, but then they became warm again. "There isn't much I can do about it, Peggy, if I did mind."
"Of course you can do something about it," Peggy said. "You're her mother."
"Then why don't you talk to Donny?" Grace said. "Do you care if he's fucking my daughter?"
"Only if you do," Peggy said. "Otherwise, I don't mind at all." She looked closely at Grace. "What do you mean, there's nothing you can do about it?"
"Susy is… hot," Grace said. "She's so fucking hot, she's almost insatiable."
"Susy? Your daughter is…"
Grace nodded. "But it's understandable, Peggy. After all, look what we just did. I'm that way myself."
"And your husband?" Peggy pressed. "I suppose he can't handle you… give you enough?"
"Of course he can," Grace laughed. "It looks as if you're going to find out things quicker than I thought." She stood up.
"Come with me… I'll show you."
Curious, Peggy followed Grace down the hall. She watched the sway of Grace's ass cheeks, seeing a much different walk than usual. She realized that, in her own home, Grace was natural, but strived to be cool in public.
As she stepped into the master bedroom, her eyes went wide.
Every wall, was solid mirror, ceiling and floor included. There was a huge waterbed in the center of the bedroom, and reflections were all over the place. The waterbed was round, and the only thing on it was a black satin sheet. There were white figures all over it, and on close inspection, Peggy saw the figures were all entwined in various sexual positions.
"I love it!" she breathed excitedly. "I just adore it, Grace."
"Paul and I designed it," Grace replied. "He's just as horny as I am… and… Susy. Do you understand now, Peggy?"
"I'm not sure," Peggy said. "I see a room designed for erotic fucking, of course, and I know you're a hot one."
Grace opened a concealed door. It was a closet, Peggy saw, filled with various articles of clothing. When Grace showed the clothing to her, she saw they were all designed with one thing in mind – to tantalize and arouse.
One garment caught her eye.
Taking it from the closet, she looked at it. It was a dress, but certainly too small for Grace. From the front it was complete, but there were two holes in the bodice, where tits could protrude. Turning it, she saw the dress ended at the waist, with the back missing. It had been designed to reveal the person's ass who wore it.
She looked at Grace.
There was a faint flush on her beautiful flesh, and her dark eyes seemed shy suddenly.
"You and Paul are very erotic, aren't you?" Peggy said.
"Now you know," Grace replied, sounding oddly flustered. "Please, Peggy, you won't say anything about this, will you?"
"Now, who would I tell?"
Grace hugged Peggy. "You don't think I'm… wicked?"
"Good God, no!" Peggy laughed. "I find this delightful!"



CHAPTER SEVEN


It was not until after she had returned home that it dawned on her that the dress was the perfect size for Susy.
She began to laugh.
Of course, she thought. Susy was a participant to the erotic action with Grace and her husband. They, too, were heavily into incest.
What she had seen over the fence that day the exposure of Susy's panties when she had squatted before her mother now made sense. Of course Grace had said nothing… she and her husband were doing delicious things with the exquisite girl, having things done to them.
Peggy sat on the couch, laughing until tears came into her eyes. It had come as a surprise, a happy surprise. Grace, that tall aloof and oh-so-cold beauty… she was in reality a raging inferno of erotic desires.
She knew why she had been shown the bedroom and the costume. She knew it was Grace's way of asking not just her approval, but for her to join them in the fun and games.
Peggy was delighted with the revelation.
But how did Grace know she would be receptive? How did Grace know how easily Peggy could be seduced into a lesbian relationship?
Peggy frowned, the answer coming to her. "I'll break his fucking neck," she whispered. "I'll bust his fucking balls!"
As angry as she was, her anger had been tempered by the time Donny had come home. She met him at the door and was immediately wrapped up in his arms, his hands squeezing her ass as he kissed her.
Peggy pushed him back, gazing down into his face. "Donny, you've been saying things to Susy." She saw her son start to protest. "Don't lie to me. You've talked to Susy, about us. I know you have."
Donny hung his head, a faint flush creeping over his handsome face. Peggy took his hand and pulled him to the couch, sitting him down. She sat next to him and held his hand in her lap, looking at him. Donny was uncomfortable.
"Are you aware, young man," she said, "that Susy's parents know that you're fucking her?"
There was slight nodding of his head.
Peggy squeezed her son's hand. "When you were in Susy's room fucking her, where was Grace and Paul?"
"In the living room," he mumbled.
"You knew they were there, knowing you and Susy were fucking? Didn't that embarrass you?"
"No, Mother," he said. "They told us to."
"They told you to fuck Susy."
He nodded.
Peggy wondered if her son had been involved already with the people in more than just fucking Susy. Squeezing her son's hand, she asked him.
He shook his head.
"Do you know what goes on in that house?" she asked softly.
"Not really, Mother," he said. "I just know they said I could fuck Susy."
Peggy thought a moment, then asked, "What do you think of Grace? Is she attractive to you?"
"She's pretty, of course," Donny said. "She's a little cold, but pretty."
"You'd like to fuck Susy's mother, wouldn't you?"
He looked up at his mother. "Sure! Any guy would."
"Honey," she said carefully, "what would you do if I… you know, let Paul fuck me? Would it make you jealous?"
"Oh, no! I wouldn't mind if you fuck him, Mother," Donny said. "I wouldn't mind who you fucked."
As they talked Peggy had began pressing the back of her son's hand against her cunt. Despite the pussy licking session with Grace, Peggy was still aroused, even more than at first. Her tits thrust against her sweater, he nipples outlined deliciously. Her other hand moved to the front of her son's pants, her palm resting upon his cock. His prick we swelling into hardness, she felt. Pressing lightly against his cock, she made her son moan softly.
Eagerly now, she opened his pants and pulled his cock from the gaping fly. Stroking her hot fist up and down, she watched the piss hole, seeing his seeping fuck juices bubble up. Taking her son's hand, she slipped it under her skirt and between her hot, satiny thighs, curling his fingers into her steaming cunt.
"I need this, darling," she murmured in a hot voice. "I need this cock of yours."
"It will always be yours, Mother," he said, working a finger into her hairy, wet cunt. "You know that."
"Pull your pants down," she said, getting to her feet and raising her skirt to her waist. "Oh, hurry, Donny! I want that cock in my cunt… and I want it in there now! Oh, baby, fuck mothers hot cunt – now!"
After Donny had his pants around his ankles, sprawled back on the couch, his cock standing up ever so sweetly, Peggy flung her legs over his hips, her back to him. Reaching between her thighs, she took her son's cock and rubbed his prick back and forth against her bubbling, hair-lined cunt. She smashed his dripping piss hole against her inflamed clit, moaning with pleasure at the contact. Taking the round, swollen head of her son's cock between the velvety lips of her cunt, she then braced herself by placing her hands on his knees. She felt her son's hands feeling the creamy cheeks of her ass as she settled upon his cock.
For a moment or so she writhed against him, his cock deep inside her clutching cunt. She lifted his balls and pressed them against her distended clit, mewling with growing ecstasy. The throbbing of his cock against the sensitive hot lips of her pussy sent ripples of delight up and down her smooth flesh.
She began lifting and lowering her pussy on his cock, fucking him slowly, with small jerking rotations of her naked ass. The harshness of his breathing thrilled her as his hands moved over the springy surfaces of her ass cheeks. With a low, throaty whimper, Peggy began fucking up and down on her son's cock energetically. She sat up straight, her back to him, shoving her sweater to her neck. She cupped her straining tits, her fingers digging into them as her ass began to whirl, and twist, never ceasing her up and down fucking.
The way her son held her shaking ass cheeks in his palms as she fucked him, sent waves of heat through her. Knowing his eyes watched her wiggling naked ass hotly, she revolved ass and writhed in such a way that increased his erotic pleasure. She clung to his balls with one hand, smashing them upon her swollen clit every time she rammed her cunt down onto his cock. Her other hand clung to her tit with desperate fingers, the nipple scaring her palm. She snapped back her head and gurgled with pleasure, moaning and whimpering as her ass, bounced. With Donny's cock throbbing so sweetly inside her gripping cunt, Peggy's almost-naked body shivered and trembled. Every nerve of her being was centered between her hot thighs, in and around her boiling cunt.
She made grunts of delight as the waves of orgasms began to flood her cunt. As before the orgasms came on softly in the beginning, growing in intensity until they were gripping her body in sweet bliss. She was yelling loudly with pleasure, screaming out to her son to fuck her to spurt his thick come juice up her hairy cunt. But Peggy was not aware of her screams. She was seldom aware of her vocal ecstasy when she was coming.
His balls were drawing up tight as she crushed them against her tingling clit. She squirmed her cunt down tightly onto her son's cock, her hips moving violently as her pussy clung like molten fire to his throbbing cock. With the increased force of her orgasms, her cunt began a tight, flexing, waving motion on her son's cock.
Peggy screamed loudly when she felt his cock erupt, sending gushes of thick come juice splashing against the satiny walls of her hot cunt. Her body shook atop her son, her crotch pressing hard as her cunt seemingly began to suck the come juice from his prick.
After it was over, she remained where she was for a long time, her breathing coming in hard gasps. Finally she lifted herself from him, sprawling back on the couch with her legs wide apart, cunt revealed, still twitching.
"Ohhhh, that was so good, Donny!" she hissed. "God, I love to fuck that thing!"
She watched her son slip his pants from his ankles, then walk to the kitchen. Her eyes gazed upon his tight naked ass. There wasn't anything in the world more pleasurable than her son, she thought. When he returned with a soft drink, his cock swinging about, still glistening from the moisture of her cunt and his come juice, she gazed with moist eyes at his prick. She remained sprawled lewdly and watched him sip the soft drink, his eyes smoldering still as he looked between his mother's thighs.
"You like Susy a lot, don't you, honey?" she murmured softly.
He nodded.
"Do you know where she is right now?"
"Sure," he replied, "Why, Mother?"
"Ask her to come here," she said.
"Aw, Mother. Don't jump on her case."
"I'm not, darling," Peggy said. "Just tell her I'd like to talk to her, that's all."
She saw Donny was reluctant.
"I'm not going to jump on the girl, Donny. In fact, you might enjoy it. Now, get your ass out of here and get her."
She watched him pull his pants back on, then leave. She got up and straightened her skirt and sweater, still feeling excitement rumble through her.
A half hour later, Donny returned, dragging Susy with him. The girl, extremely pretty as always, looked at Peggy in a shy way. She was dressed demurely. She looked so sweetly innocent, yet so downright desirable. Peggy was looking at Susy differently now, though, knowing what she did.
"You wanted to talk to me?" Susy asked politely.
Peggy took the girl's hand and drew her to the couch, then sat next to her. Donny, watching his mother warily, sat in a chair across from them. For a long time Peggy just looked at Susy. But in her mind she was seeing the lovely girl wearing the dress Grace had shown her, her sweet ass exposed and her tits peeking from the front. Paying no attention to her son, who sat watching his mother closely, Peggy reached out and held Susy's shoulders, looking into her flashing, mischievous eyes. With slow deliberate movements, Peggy dropped a fingertip down and traced it over a nipple. Susy looked up sharply at Peggy, seeing the heat in those green eyes. Suddenly Susy smiled, throwing her shoulders back to make her tits stand out proudly.
Peggy grinned at the girl.
Donny gasped when he saw his mother place her hand on a tit, curling her fingers. He gasped even more when he saw Susy going along willingly, eagerly.
Peggy, using her other hand and keeping a palm on Susy's tit, lifted her sweater and revealed her own thrusting, shapely tits.
Susy glanced at Donny and giggled in a lewd, girlish way. Turning her eyes back to Peggy's shapely tits, Susy said, "You've been talking to my mother."
Peggy nodded, grinning at the girl. Susy, without another word, brought her hands up and began to feel Peggy's tits.
Peggy looked at her son. "Excite you?" she asked. "Does this make your cock hard, Donny?"
Although her son was too surprised to answer, Peggy saw that the front of his pants was swelling up.
"You might as well take your prick out, baby," she said to him. "That is, if you want to get in on this fun with me and Peggy."
"What's going on, Mother?" he asked. "What you see is what you get, baby," Peggy teased, dropping her hand down and shoving it underneath Susy's skirt.
Susy was no longer shy, she was eager. Throwing her knees wide, she shoved her little ass forward. Peggy shoved the skirt to the girl's waist, running her hand up and down the tight crotch of Susy's panties. Susy was squealing as she fondled Peggy's shapely tits. But this wasn't exactly what Peggy had in mind.
"Donny, I want to watch you fuck Susy," she said in a thick, hoarse voice filled with erotic emotion. "I want to see your cock go in this tight cunt!"
"Ooooo, yes!" Susy gurgled.
Donny, too excited to wonder what was happening, his eyes wide as he saw his mother feeling up the girl, shoved his pants off quickly, his cock throbbing and dripping with readiness.
Susy, just as eager if not more so, jumped to her feet and rolled her tight panties off, throwing them to the floor. She held her dress at her waist as she rushed to Donny. Peggy stared at the naked sweetness of Susy's ass, her cunt starting to flex hotly. Sliding her skirt to her waist, she spread her legs and began to run her fingers through the thick curls of her pussy, her eyes hot.
She was amused to see that Susy had straddled her son's hips the way she had so recently fucked him the girl's eyes were filmed over with erotic passion as she gazed at Peggy, straddling Donny's hips. Taking his cock in her hand, she brought his prick to her sweet pink cunt.
Peggy became intensely excited as she saw her son's cock fuck effortlessly into that pussy. Her pink cunt lips stretched about Donny's cock, the tip of Susy's clit glistening as she settled downward.
Susy gurgled with pleasure as Donny's prick filled her hot pussy. Peggy watched her cunt lips pressing into wiry hair at the base of her son's cock. Then Susy leaned backwards, her legs wide, and began to move her ass up and down on Donny's prick. The position was awkward for the girl, but Peggy knew Susy was doing it this way for her benefit at this moment. She could see everything, watch that sugary cunt slide on her son's throbbing cock. Watch those beautiful pussy lips cling to his prick.
Peggy stood on trembling legs, keeping her skirt about her waist, her hairy pussy revealed. She walked toward them and dropped to her knees. She pressed her son's legs as far apart as she could, leaning her face in close. She watched that lovely cunt fucking up and down, leaving moisture clinging to Donny's cock.
"Fuck it, Susy!" she gurgled in a thick voice. "Fuck my son's cock with your cute cunt! Fuck him good!"
Donny ran his hands about the hips of the bouncing girl, his fingers pulling at her pussy. Peggy stared hotly at the connection, watching her son's cock being devoured by the pretty cunt. The tip of Susy's clit was intensely inflamed, sweetly swollen.
"Lick it," she heard Susy urge in a high pitched voice. "Lick it for me while I fuck Donny! Oooo, lick my cunt for me, please!"
Peggy gave a throaty laugh. "Just like your mother, aren't you, honey?"
"Ooooo, yes, I am!" Susy gurgled as her ass bounced happily. "Please, lick my cunt while I fuck Donny!"
Peggy rammed her face forward.
Sliding her tongue out, she began to lick hungrily up and down her son's balls, sliding her tongue up to that deliciously distended clit. She could taste the juices of Susy's cunt on his cock as she raced her tongue up and down. Her son held Susy's pussylips wide, making it easy for Peggy to lick the girl's inflamed clit with alternate strokes of her tongue.
She cupped one hand on her son's ass cheek, sliding the other up to hold on to Susy's tits. She pulled her son's balls into her hot mouth, sucking on them, her nose being brushed by Susy's clit. Releasing her son's balls, she managed to get her hot lips about the steamy clit of the gurgling, shaking girl.
The excitement was too much for them.
Susy began squealing that she was coming, and Peggy felt the girl's hard clit throb. She pulled her face back and saw those sweet cunt lips flexing in orgasm. Quickly she shoved her mouth down and drew her son's balls into her mouth again, sucking hungrily. Her eyes blazed into the buried cock and cunt lips, then she felt her son's balls tighten. She slung to them and licked frantically as her son began to squirt his come juice into Susy's tightening cunt.
Peggy held her son's balls in her mouth until she was sure they had finished coming, then she let them slip out and sat back on her heels, grinning happily.
"That was the most beautiful fucking I've ever seen in my life," Peggy said. "God, that was so sweet!"
"Now I know you talked to my mother," Susy giggled as she lifted from Donny, his cock wetly flopping free, of her cunt.
"Why do you know?" Peggy asked. "Because we do it this way a lot, too."
"This way?" Peggy asked, smiling up at the sweet girl.
"She licks me when I fuck da…" Susy stopped, looking at Peggy.
Peggy laughed, a low naughty sound. "Your mother licks your cunt when you fuck your daddy, right?"
"She told!" Susy yelped. "Mother told you!"
Peggy laughed. "No one told me anything."
Donny looked at his mother in confusion. "What's going on, Mother?"
"You'll find out soon, enough," Peggy said. "You'll find out, don't worry."



CHAPTER EIGHT


Before bedtime, Grace called Peggy.
She had been sitting with her son, fondling his cock and balls idly, watching one of their favorite programs on television.
Peggy and Grace talked for some time, and she continued to fondle and stroke her sons cock and balls as she talked, her eyes becoming glassy as she gazed down. By the time she hung up, Peggy was intensely aroused.
Donny gave his mother a strange look, not understanding what had gotten her so excited. He had heard the replies of his mother, naturally, but they consisted of grunts and pleasantries.
After hanging up the telephone, Peggy kissed her son quickly, darting her tongue into his mouth deeply, then, with a low growl, she dove her face down. Taking his cock into her mouth, she sucked vigorously, mewling hotly. Surprised, but enjoying it, Donny caressed the back of his mother's head as she bobbed, her lips sliding smoothly and wetly up and down his throbbing cock, her tongue flicking like a flame.
Peggy hungered for her son's cock. The conversation she had had with Grace had thrilled and excited her, and she had erupted into a high state of arousal. As she spoke with – or rather listened to – Grace, her cunt had become extremely wet and hot, steaming with desire. It had not been so much talking to the tall beautiful woman as what Grace had said to her.
Peggy knew the things Grace had said had been designed to titillate and excite her, and it had worked. Now, with her cunt on fire, her mouth full of her son's hard cock, Peggy was sucking as if her life depended on it. Although she had always been an eager cocksucker, she seemed to be much hungrier now.
She sprawled out on the couch, causing her skirt to hike upwards. Her creamy long legs were exposed and the swelling cheeks of her ass were partially revealed to her son as she gobbled greedily at his prick. She hefted his balls and twisted them about gently, pulling to make him grunt with delight. The swollen head of his cock probed at her throat, and she soon had him dripping so much she had to swallow often.
Due to her eagerness, her wet and hot mouth, it did not take long to make her son come. The come juice gushed from his flaring piss hole and filled her mouth. Peggy rushed her tongue back and forth on his piss hole as he squirted the sweetness into her mouth, whimpering and twisting her hips about on the cushions.
But even then she was not satisfied.
With come juice glistening on her full lips, her green eyes sparkling, she pulled her son to his feet and then to her bedroom. She undressed swiftly as he sprawled out in the center of the bed. Her eyes blazed with erotic desire as she climbed onto the bed next to him.
After leaning over to kiss him, feeling his hands grabbing at her naked tits, she pulled up and, without a word, swung her leg over so that she was straddling his face.
"Eat me, darling!" she cried. Her hands pulled at the puffy lips of her cunt, her clit bulging out. "Ohhh, Donny, suck Mother's cunt! Tonguefuck my pussy, baby… suck Mother's hairy cunt!"
She felt his hands cupping the shaking cheeks of her naked ass and could wait no longer. She lowered her bushy cunt down onto his face, squirming and twisting her pussy into his mouth.
As her son's tongue fucked into her fiery pussy, Peggy squealed loudly and began to rub back and forth, smearing her son's face with steaming cunt juice. Her shapely tits jiggled tightly as her stomach rippled, her head back and eyes closed tightly. She gasped and cooed, gurgled and mewled as she tossed her naked ass about, keeping her cunt pressing into his mouth.
Twisting a bit, she reached back and grabbed his cock with a tight fist, squeezing and pulling as his prick once more swelled into the hardness she loved so very much.
With a squeal, she suddenly twisted about until she was facing his cock. Slamming her cunt into her son's face, she leaned over and began to suck at his prick once again, just as greedily as she had in the living room.
Somehow they rolled aver, and Peggy was on the bottom, her son's cock still inside her clutching lips. She closed her fingers about his naked ass while he shoved his mouth tight into her crotch. Closing her hot, creamy thighs against her son's face, she began to push and pull at his ass, making him fuck up and down into her mouth. His balls dangled above her eyes, his asshole brushing at her forehead now and then as he fucked up and down. Donny was squeezing at his mother's twisting ass cheeks as he fucked his tongue in and out of her slippery cunt. She wiggled her pussy against her son's face with mindless passion, whimpering around his cock when she felt one of his fingertips pressing the sensitive ring of her asshole.
Peggy screamed around her son, hard cock.
It was a scream of ecstasy as his finger darted into her burning asshole. With her son's tongue and finger both fucking into her, Peggy went wild with her own mouth. She clawed at Donny's plunging naked ass, trying desperately to swallow his hard cock into her stomach.
The orgasms that were rumbling through her were some of the strongest she had ever felt. Each one was more powerful than the last, and her naked body was shaking with the thrilling sensations, her flesh vibrating with ecstasy. She lifted her hips and began to grind frantically into her son's mouth, her asshole tightening and holding his deeply embedded finger. She came so hard that she almost fainted from the pleasure. It was such ecstasy that she was hardly aware that her son was once more coming in her mouth. She choked and gagged on the thick sweetness of his come juice, but only because she had been so involved in her own shattering orgasm.
They lay limply next to each other. Donny's head rested on his mother's inner thigh, his panting breath hot on her cunt.
It was morning when she woke up, and her son was already up and out of the house.
Feeling somewhat tired despite a good sleep she crawled out of bed and walked into the bathroom. She showered, and the water revived her somewhat. The tiredness she had felt was due to the intensity of last night. It was a good kind of tiredness to her.
Dressing in a sheath that molded to her body with perfection, she brushed her auburn hair until it gleamed. A faint application of lipstick was all the makeup she put on. In the kitchen, she found that Donny had already made coffee for her. She smiled as she poured, feeling love for her son.
She drank her coffee, glancing at the clock frequently.
The call she had received from Grace the night before was still with her, the words Grace had said, the invitation she had extended.
Peggy had no doubt that she would accept it. She was looking forward to it very much.
As she finished her second cup of coffee, she found that her cunt was throbbing. That was nothing surprising to her, however. Her cunt throbbed a great deal, and, now that she was being fucked by Donny, her pussy throbbed not with desperation but anticipation. It was enjoyable to feel her cunt pulsate hotly between her thighs now, knowing that she would not be frustrated.
She had just finished rinsing her cup when the door bell sounded. Wondering who it could be so early, she went to answer it.
"Why, Paul!" she said in surprise.
"Hello, Peggy." The tall man smiled down at her. "May I come in?"
"Of course." She opened the door wider and admitted the good-looking man. "Is anything wrong?"
"No, nothing is wrong," he said in a low voice.
Peggy saw his piercing eyes and she shivered slightly. It was not a shiver of fear, but of arousal. She had seen Paul often, yet she had never felt this way before. But then again, he had not exactly looked at her this way before.
"Would you like some coffee?" she asked, feeling a deep burning in her cunt.
"Thank you," he replied and followed her to the kitchen.
Paul leaned against the sink as he sipped at his coffee, his eyes gazing boldly at her. Peggy felt like blushing. She had not felt this way in a long time, but that was what he made her feel like doing. She could not resist a peek at the front of his pants. Paul was dressed in a pair of old faded pants that he used to work about the house in and a shirt open almost to his waist. His chest, she noted, was quite hairy.
She had the distinct sensation that he could look right through her dress, see her tits and hairy cunt. The sensation was nice, a warm feeling. She nervously wrung her hands, not knowing what to say.
Suddenly he placed his cup on the sink and was reaching for her. Before she knew what was happening, Peggy was in his arms and kissing him desperately, sucking at his tongue as it snaked into her mouth. She rammed her hips against his, and felt his cock pressing against the lower part of her stomach. She flung her arms about his neck and stood on tiptoe, her head back and lips writhing as she sucked his tongue.
She trembled with bubbling desire when she felt his hands slide down her back and cup the tightening cheeks of her ass, his fingers digging into the resilient flesh. She bumped her cunt against him, drawing his head down to smash her lips tighter against his. She felt him arch his cock harder into her lower stomach, and she began to grind and whimper as desire burst into a roaring flame.
Paul worked her dress up in back, and, as he closed his hands over her naked creamy ass cheeks, he grunted with satisfaction. Mewling against his mouth, Peggy sucked his tongue deeply, then released it. Still with her cunt pressing hard against him, she looked up into his face, her green eyes shimmering with heat.
"Does Grace know where you are?" she asked in a throaty voice.
He nodded. "I told her I wanted to see for myself first."
She stepped from him, posing with her shoulders back and tits arching out, her nipples molded by the tight sheath. She placed a hand on one hip and smiled seductively at him. "Well, do you like it?"
"I liked it before." He grinned at her. "I've been watching you, Peggy. I won't deny I haven't. In fact, Grace and I have enjoyed some damned hot fantasies concerning you."
"Don't you think it's time to stop fantasizing?" she teased.
"Take your dress off," he said, but his voice was not demanding.
"Here? In the kitchen?"
He didn't reply but looked steadily at her. A glance down at his pants told Peggy the man had a wonderful hard-on now. His cock bulged out, but she could not really see the size or shape of his prick because of the loose pants. She began to pull the skirt of her sheath upwards, slowly, deliberately tantalizing Paul. She stopped when she had it up far enough to reveal her smooth, shapely thighs.
"Higher," he said, his voice trembling with desire.
"That's all you see until you show something in return," she replied, her green eyes flicking toward his cock significantly.
His hands moved to his pants which had buttons instead of zippers, and he had them open swiftly. She watched him shove his hand into his pants, then he lifted out his cock and balls at the same time. His prick stood very hard, at a forty-five degree angle to his stomach. His cockhead was huge and bright pink with a delicious-looking piss hole that was bubbling fuck juice. His prickshaft was thick and long, and she could see his cock pulsate. His balls, quite large, were hairy, but not too hairy. There was a pulsating fire igniting about her cunt, her clit distending even more than when she had been rubbing against him.
"Ooooo," she mewled with delight as she gazed upon his cock. "That is… is beautiful, Paul."
With a gesture of his hand, she slipped her dress higher for him. She watched a glaze come into his eyes when he saw the thick curls of her cunt, triangled perfectly, the dimple of her belly button. Peggy spread her feet about a foot apart on the floor, arching her hips forward so he could see her readiness.
"Now your tits," he said, his voice gruff but not demanding. "Let's see those sweet tits, Peggy."
She had to release her skirt to reach behind her neck to pull the zipper. But the skirt clung to her hips teasingly. Shrugging her shoulders, the sheath fell to her waist, and her rounded, luscious tits were exposed to him. Her nipples were tingling and hard, throbbing with the need for his hands to be on them.
"Are we just going to stand here and play show-and-tell, Paul," she murmured, "or did you have something else in mind?"
"Do you suck cock?" he asked.
"Of course," she replied.
"Do you take it up the ass?"
She looked at him quizzically. "Why all these questions? Why don't you find out for yourself?"
"It's important," he said, his cock jerking up and down, with the moisture becoming more pronounced.
"Like I said, why don't you find out instead of talk about it?"
She reached out for his hand. Turning, she led him from the kitchen to her bedroom. There, she removed her sheath completely, climbing onto the bed, looking at him over her shoulder with glowing eyes.
She lay there, legs wide, watching him undress. He was all man, she was pleased to see. His shoulders were wide and his chest full. His hips were narrow and his thighs were muscular. But the important thing to Peggy was his cock. His prick was the size of a nice cucumber, and her cunt was fiery with greed.
She writhed her naked ass on the bed as she waited for him to climb onto her. Her tits arched up, nipples swollen.
When Paul was on the bed with her, he stood on his knees at her head. When he reached down and placed his hand on the back of her head, Peggy eagerly opened her mouth to take in that thick, long cock. Her lips stretched around his cock as he slowly, shoved more between them. She felt her mouth full of his hard cock, stuffed until she could take no more. She did not even have room to lick with her tongue. But he began to gently fuck back and forth into her mouth, being gentle with her.
Peggy's eyes glazed over with ecstasy as her lips burned and stretched. She raised a hand to cup his dangling hairy balls, holding them tenderly as he fucked back and forth.
He held her head up with his strong hand, looking down at her as she sucked on his cock. Peggy's eyes flashed happily up at him, making soft, gurgling sounds of delight. She was thrilled with the way his thick cock stretched her lips, and she realized Paul's cock was larger than her husband's, certainly bigger than her son's.
"That's enough right now," he said, removing his cock from her hot, wet mouth. "You can suck me off later."
She waited with steaming anticipation as he moved between her spread thighs, his cock sliding along the sensitive inner surface of one thigh, leaving a moist, searing trail on her flesh. She lifted her head and tried to watch his cock as his prick brushed the hair-lined lips of her wet cunt. She felt him press the head of his cock between the lips of her pussy, and she hissed in ecstasy, her hips lifting from the bed as more of that long thick cock fucked her clutching cunt.
Paul stretched out on top of her, his hairy chest smashing her tits. She ran her hands down his back and clawed at his ass cheeks, lifting her legs and bending them at the knees, holding her thighs tightly to his now-moving hips.
They did not speak, but the soft grunts and moans coming from them was enough to tell the other of the heated ecstasy each felt.
Peggy's cunt, like her mouth, seemed stuffed to the limits as his cock fucked back and forth. Her swollen clit scraped along the hardness of his prick as he fucked her, sending her body and mind into rippling pleasure. As usual, her cunt began to grip and flex, suck and draw on his extremely hard cock. She banged her ass up and down, fucking him as though she were insatiable. Paul continued to fuck up and down slowly.
Despite her frenzied desire to be fucked hard and fast, Peggy loved what he was doing to her, teasing her fiery cunt with his slow, long, tantalizing thrusts. She could feel the head of his cock with the tight, sensitive lips of her runt, feet his prick pulsating inside her pussy.
Then his cock was pulled from her pussy.
"Oh, no! Please, no!" she wailed with disappointment. "Put it back, please! Oh, God… put that cock back inside my cunt!"
But Paul ignored her pleas.
He hooked his hands under her knees and shoved them back, pressing them against her tits as he moved to his knees. He looked down at her cunt, lifting her pussy into the air. Then he lowered his face and began to take long teasing licks of her pussy with his tongue.
Peggy swung her uplifted naked ass about with ecstatic gurgles of pleasure when his tongue slipped into her steamy cunt and began to fuck in and out, then to swirl up over her inflamed clit. Paul sucked her clit between his lips and began to bite lightly. She screamed as a sudden orgasm exploded deep inside her. Even then he did not let up, but kept his tongue fucking in and out of her hairy cunt and brought Peggy to another orgasm.
She was now holding her knees against her tits with her own hands, and Paul was gripping the stretching cheeks of her creamy ass, his tongue moving up and down her crotch swiftly, lapping about her tightly puckered asshole, up the wet lips of her pussy and swirled about her still bursting clitoris.
Finally he pulled his mouth from her pussy. His eyes were burning with desire, his mouth glistening with the juice of her cunt. Peggy, with hazy vision, watched as his cock came up again, and she gurgled softly as she anticipated his prick going deep into her cunt once more.
"You told me to find out for myself," he grunted.
And Peggy screamed.
His cock fucked into her asshole. The scream was not of pain, but of sharp. Unexpected pleasure.
Paul fucked his cock deep into her asshole, his lower stomach slapping against her puffy cunt, his balls against her ass. Peggy lifted her ass as high as she could, twisting as he began to fuck in and out of her tightly stretched asshole.
"Oh, God! Oh, God!" she wailed, having one climax after the other, each orgasm more powerful and mind-shattering than the last. "Oh, God… fuck it, Paul! Fuck that hot asshole! Ohhh, that is so fucking good! I love it… love your big cock fucking my hot asshole!"
Paul moaned as he fucked his cock deep up her clinging ass, then he slowed down and fucked with gentle in and out strokes. Peggy was about to go out of her mind with the multiple orgasms going through her naked body. She twisted her head about, groaning and gurgling from deep inside her throat, her auburn hair fanning around.
She felt him remove his cock from her asshole, and again she wailed in protest. "Goddamn you! Fuck me in my ass! I want you to fuck me up my fucking hot ass and come in my asshole!"
But his cock was fucked back into her cunt again, and he fucked inert vigorously. Peggy rammed her hips up and down violently, mindless with ecstasy. Her cunt gripped his cock tightly, and she was coming and coming more than she could ever remember. Paul's cock continued to throb and fuck in and out, his balls now slapping against her flexing asshole. She again clawed at his ass cheeks with desperate, frenzied fingers, trying to pull his cock deeper than it could possibly go into her burning, greedy cunt.
And Paul once more pulled his cock from her body.
"Goddamn you, Paul!" Peggy screamed. "What the fuck is wrong with you? Can't you make up your fucking mind where yet want to fuck me? Oh, shit, fuck me anywhere… my cunt or my asshole or my cocksucking mouth, but fuck me, Goddamn you!"
Paul moved up her body, his legs on each side of her, and then he placed his hard cock between her tits. Using his hands, he closed her spongy tits around his cock and began fucking between them, his slippery prickhead probing at her chin. Peggy whined with ecstasy and shoved her chin down, making the dripping head of his cock brush her lips. Opening her mouth, she managed to let him fuck between her tits and into her mouth at the same time. But with each backward motion, his cock head came out, only to part her wet lips as he moved forward.
It was when he was pulling back that he came.
Thick, creamy come juice squirted from the head of his cock and splashed into her face. With a wail, Peggy opened her lips as wide as she could, managing to catch the rest of his spurting come juice on her tongue and in her mouth.
Paul slumped beside her, and Peggy, her face smeared with the creamy come juice, her lips glistening, turned her moist eyes toward him.
"You're a son of a bitch, you know that?" she whispered. "And, oh God, I loved it!"
"I thought you would," he replied with a chuckle, caressing her springy tits gently.
"Oh? And what made you think that?"
"You just look, as if you would." He grinned down at her. "Besides, I have inside information."
"Grace," Peggy said simply.
"Yes, my wife told me."



CHAPTER NINE


By the time Donny had returned home, Peggy was cleaned up and wearing shorts. She allowed her tits to jiggle nakedly, and she was still tingling with pleasure over what Paul had done with her.
Donny looked as if he were a bit tired when he came in, and she suspected he had been with Susy. Since it was a little after noon, she fixed him a sandwich and poured him a glass of milk. By the time he finished lunch, he didn't seem too tired.
"Where did you go so early?" she asked. "You were gone by the time I got up."
"I was next door," he said, smiling at his mother.
"With Susy?"
"Sure, and we fucked in her room again, Mother."
"Where was Grace?"
"I don't know," he said. "But she was someplace in the house."
"Did she tell you two kids to fuck again?"
"Sure," Donny said. "She's nice, Mother. You should become friends with her."
"Oh, I should, should I?" she grinned back at her son. "And why should I do that?"
"Because they've got a neat bedroom."
"Who showed you that?"
"Susy," he replied. "And Grace was in there, too. She was sitting at that tiny table and brushing her hair. She didn't have anything on but panties, Mother!"
She watched the excitement glowing in her son's eyes.
"She has real nice tits and legs, but I didn't get to see her ass or cunt."
"Didn't Grace mind that you looked in at her?"
"Aw, no, Mother. She smiled at me. Hey, I bet I could fuck her, too."
"I think you probably could, darling." Peggy smiled erotically at her son. "Would you like fucking her?"
He nodded, his eyes sparkling.
Peggy thought of the conversation she had had with Grace the night before. Images came into her mind, images that caused pleasant pulsations between her thighs.
When her son stood up, she saw immediately the bulge his cock made. "Bring that to me," she whispered.
Donny moved to stand at his mother's side, and she slipped his pants down. His cock sprang forth, and she stroked his prick with her hand.
"You're still wet here," she said, looking up at him. "Susy must have had a real hot cunt this morning."
He nodded, arching his cock toward her. Peggy leaned down and pulled her son's cock into her mouth. "Mmmmm," she murmured as she sucked. "I love it when your cock is slippery with cunt juices, darling!"
She began to suck furiously on her son's cock, tasting the cunt juices of the exquisite girl clinging to his prick. She swallowed her son's cock to his balls, rolling them about her chin. Donny held his mother's head as he began to fuck her mouth. She clutched at his ass cheeks and moaned with the pleasure of having her son's cock inside her hot, wet mouth.
Despite the fact that Donny had so recently come in Susy's cunt, his balls writhed against his mother's chin as she sucked. Her fingers dug into his tight ass and he leaned down, sliding one hand from her head to the front of her body to cup a tit.
"I like it when you dress this way, Mother," he said with a thick voice. "You're beautiful this way."
"Mmmmm!" she moaned around his cock. Before he came, she shoved his prick from her mouth and twisted his body. With his ass toward her, she made her son bend over. When he did she shoved her face into the hot crack between his ass cheeks. Her tongue licked up and down his asshole, managing to dart between his legs and bounce his balls. But it was his tight asshole that she paid most of her attention to. She reached around his hip and grasped his hard cock as her tongue fluttered into his asshole. She tonguefucked her son in his ass and jacked on his cock at the same time.
As she felt his cock throbbing with impending discharge, she quickly yanked her tongue out of his asshole and hurriedly twisted him about again, closing her hot mouth over the head of her son's cock just as he squirted thick, sweet come juice.
"Now," she said with a low laugh, slapping his naked ass playfully, "you can go take a long bath. We're going to a party this evening."
"Party?" he asked. "Where, Mother? We never go anywhere."
"We are this evening," she said. "Now you do as I say – you'll like this party, I promise you."
She watched her son leave the room, holding his pants about his knees. His ass was such a delight to her.
She wiped her fingers over her lips and stood up, the taste of his sweet come juice lingering in her mouth. With a giggle of naughty delight, she took her purse and left the house, wanting to do some shopping before the party.
Peggy bought herself a new garter belt and a pair of nylons, sheer ones. She looked and debated about other things such as panties and bras, but there was no need for those, she decided. The panties she had were perfect – tight, revealing, and sexy enough. Bras were seldom worn anymore, and she loved to have her tits free anyway.
She purchased some items of food then went back home.
Donny was there, fresh and scrubbed nicely. He wore a pair of jeans and a tank top.
She showed him the garter belt and nylons, and right away Donny wanted her to put them on for him. "No, that's for tonight, darling."
He looked at his mother. "What kind of party are we going to, anyway?"
She kissed him. "A nice party," she said. "Don't worry, you'll love it, I promise you that. Why don't you go jack off and fantasize about fucking Grace?"
"I don't want to fantasize about her – I wanna fuck her!"
Peggy laughed.
"Wouldn't I do in the meantime?" she teased.
Donny laughed at his mother. "You'd do anytime, and right now is a good time."
"Race you to the bedroom!" she said, and started off at a fast skip.
Donny was right behind her, laughing as they entered the bedroom. He wrestled his mother to the bed, her skirt flying as she scissored her legs. They grabbed at each other, hands going to cock and cunt. Donny's cock was throbbing by the time she had his pants off, and she gripped his prick while her son stripped her swiftly. There were a few ripping and tearing sounds, but Peggy didn't care.
By the time he had her stripped, Peggy was steaming for his cock. Spreading her thighs wide, she pulled her son between them, his cock going directly into her cunt. Lifting her legs into the air, she closed them about his bouncing ass, locking her ankles. Her hands clasped tightly onto the flexing cheeks of her son's ass while her own writhed and churned, meeting the eager strokes of his cock. Due to his height, Donny's mouth was level with her straining tits, and, as he plunged his cock into her pussy, his mouth closed about one nipple, sucking hungrily.
Peggy squealed and whimpered, her fingers digging into his bunching ass cheeks as she strained her boiling cunt upwards, taking his cock as deep as she could. Donny sucked hard and vigorously on her tit, his tongue licking. He was gasping hotly from his furious efforts, and Peggy's breathing came in hot, husky hisses.
Everything that had been happening in the past few days had been a tremendous impact upon Peggy. She was entering a new phase of sexuality.
Her cunt was bubbling with soft, yet intense, orgasms as she banged her crotch up and down, feeling her son's balls slapping upon the tossing cheeks of her hot, smooth ass. She never, failed to start these orgasms when her son was fucking her, and she never failed to scream with the ecstasy as they grew hotter and more explosive with each succeeding climax. When she began to have multiple orgasms, her son fucked her with vibrant, youthful delight. She knew he could feel the way her cunt sucked and gripped his cock with those reflexive waves. And as usual, she could feel his cock throbbing in a more powerful way, despite the orgasms that sent shudders up and down her naked body.
Peggy screamed loudly, her sounds growing in loudness as her orgasms increased. She rammed her cunt upwards and began to grind in a frantic way against his plunging cock, her orgasms bursting until she could see multicolored lights behind her closed eyelids. Over and over again she screamed.
She clutched at her son desperately, her mind reeling with intense ecstasy. Her naked body shook like a leaf fluttering with a gale force wind. Planting her feet on the bed, she arched her cunt high, lifting her son with her hips. He banged hard into her and went stiff. He lifted his head from her tit and groaned.
Peggy felt her son's cock throb, then his prick jerked and finally began to gush the thick sweetness of his come juice into her thirsty cunt. Each spurt of his come juice was felt by her, felt splashing against the satiny, hot walls of her pussy. She even felt his come juice as it began to seep past his still-buried cock, running warmly over her trembling ass cheeks.
Slowly, she lowered her ass back to the bed, and Donny's cock came free. He sprawled on his back, arms and legs wide, his chest heaving up and down. Peggy quickly sat up, leaning over his cock before he knew what she was doing. Peggy ran her tongue about her son's glistening cock, tasting the juices that smeared his prick. Pulling his prick into her mouth, she sucked, but gently and with love, not with frantic desire.
Her hands caressed his smooth body as she mouthed his cock, touching and feeling of his inner thighs, his now loose balls, the curves of his ass and his still-shaking stomach.
Finally she pulled her mouth away and stretched out beside him, one warm thigh resting over his. She placed an arm over his chest and hugged him, nuzzling at his neck as they closed their eyes with exhaustion.



CHAPTER TEN


Peggy bathed and spent a long time on her appearance.
She made sure that Donny had a bath, despite his protestations that he had had one that morning. After she had bathed, she sat at the vanity, naked, brushing her auburn hair. She was anticipating the evening, and it was revealed on her beautiful face and in her sparkling green eyes.
Donny came into her room as she sat there, and she winked at him in the mirror. He came up behind her and draped his hands over her shoulders, massaging her thrusting tits as he looked at her reflection.
"We're going to visit next door, aren't we, Mother?" he said. He was cupping her tits in a manner that caused her nipples to stand up and poke between his thumb and forefinger. When he lifted it, she lowered her head and shoved her tongue out to lick the tip of her own nipple.
"Yes, that's where we're going, darling," she murmured softly.
"I thought so."
She looked up at his reflected face. "Don't you want to fuck Grace, baby?"
"Aw, Mother," he pouted. "Just because she didn't care, that I saw her naked don't mean she'd let me fuck her."
"Not long ago you said you wanted to fuck her."
"I still do," Donny said.
"Mmmm, you might be surprised," she said. "Now, go dress and leave my tits alone. I can't do anything with your feeling me up."
He left her reluctantly.
Peggy was amused by his mixed feelings. He wanted to fuck the tall cool woman so much, yet he was afraid Grace wanted nothing to do with him. Her son, she thought, was in for a lovely surprise. Grace was a horny boy's dream, the unattainable beauty that tie would fantasize about as he stroked his cock to discharge. Her son would be realizing his erotic dream in a few hours, she thought, pleased.
As Grace had asked, Peggy called a few minutes before they left to walk across the lawn.
"So we'll know it's you at the door instead of some salesman or whatever," she had told Peggy.
It seemed unusual, but she did as Grace asked.
Wearing her new garter belt and flesh-toned nylons beneath her skirt and nothing else, she held her son's hand as they walked across the lawn. She punched the doorbell and waited.
"Oh, my God!" she gasped as the door was opened.
Donny sucked in his breath sharply.
Standing before them was Susy, dressed in the frock Grace had shown her. Susy's lovely tits were exposed, uplifted by the cut-out bodice. Her sweet nipples were already hard, bright-pink in color. She smiled shyly at Peggy and Donny as they stepped into the house.
Peggy sat on the couch next to Grace. Paul, sitting in his chair near the fireplace, greeting them without getting up. He was wearing conventional clothing – a sport shirt and slacks. The room was dim, and Peggy squinted, surprised to see that his slacks had been designed in such a way that his cock and balls were fully exposed. Turning to look at Grace, she saw the woman was wearing a blouse of such sheer material, her tits were completely revealed. Her skirt had a long slit up one side, a slit that ran to her waist. One creamy thigh was exposed, crossed over the other.
Donny was gazing at Susy. The girl turned her back to them as she started for the kitchen to bring in soft drinks. Her sweet succulent ass was fully revealed. Donny was looking from Susy's cute ass to Grace to Paul and to his mother, confused about what was going on.
Grace smiled at him, lifting a hand. "Come and sit beside me, Donny," she murmured. "I'm sure Susy won't mind."
Peggy watched her son as he moved toward Grace, seeing the front of his pants already starting to bulge out. She lifted her eyes to his, smiling. Donny sat next to Grace, and he shot a glance at his mother when the woman boldly placed her palm upon his cock, giving him a squeeze.
Peggy watched Paul's cock lift into hardness as he sat there, now fondling his hairy balls with a big hand. Susy returned with a tray filled with soft drinks, passing them around. Peggy watched as the girl leaned over her father and lovingly felt his throbbing cock, giving it a jerk or two with her fist. She saw Paul run his hand up the back of Susy's smooth, slim thigh and over the curving ass cheeks.
Watching this, seeing Grace begin to fondle her son's thrusting cock through his pants, Peggy's cunt went into a swift pulsation of delight.
She heard a soft snicking sound and turned her eyes toward Grace and Donny. Grace had pulled the zipper of Donny's pants down and had his cock out, running her hot hand up and down his prick, cooing about the sturdy youthfulness of his cock. She was telling Donny what a lovely cock he had, such a hard prick and how much Susy talked about it.
The words she heard came in a throaty sound from Grace, but she was becoming so excited, she didn't hear complete sentences, just a word or two to catch the meaning.
Peggy had always been a voyeur, and she loved to watch others fucking and sucking. It had been one of her greatest turn-ons when she had been with her husband at such parties. Now she turned her eyes to Paul and his daughter. Susy was bending over, still standing. Her sweet and innocent-looking face was close to the swollen head of his cock. Peggy began to breathe faster as she saw the girl kissing her father's cock, brushing the moist piss hole back and forth with her lips. She saw Susy dart her tongue out and flick it about the dripping piss hole of her father's cock, and Peggy pressed a hand into her lap, creating pressure upon her throbbing clit.
Turning once more to watch Grace with Donny, she was not at all surprised to see the woman running her tongue about his cock, licking with the flat surface of her tongue, running over his cock head and delving the tip against his piss hole.
Peggy, intensely excited by watching all this, pulled her skirt to her waist and scooted her ass to the edge of the couch, throwing her knees wide. She shoved her hand under the slit of Grace's skirt, and Grace shifted her ass. Peggy ran her fingers over the bushy cunt of the woman who was licking Donny's cock.
Paul was gazing at Peggy, his eyes, hot as he watched her begin to feel of her own hairy pussy. Peggy, in turn, gazed with liquidy eyes as Susy began to struggle, trying to take her father's cock into her mouth. Since his cock was so large, the best Susy could do, Peggy saw, was to wrap her lips about his smooth prickhead.
There had been no conversation after the initial greeting, and the room wasn't dimly lit anymore. Peggy could see everything clearly. The moist sounds of Susy sucking on the head of her father's cock and Grace's mouth devouring the full length of Donny's cock filled her ears. Peggy plunged her finger into her cunt and began to fuck herself as she turned her eyes from Susy and Paul to Grace and Donny. As she began to fingerfuck herself, she slipped the finger of her other hand into Grace's steaming wet pussy and fucked in and out.
Susy lifted her mouth from her father's cock and Peggy watched as the girl spread her legs over his lap, her back toward her. Peggy's eyes glowed with delight as she watched Paul cup those succulent ass cheeks in his big hands. Susy had hold of her father's cock, and she was fitting his prick into her tight cunt, making soft squealing sounds of ecstasy. Peggy couldn't see how that large cock could fit into such a cunt. Her pink pussylips stretched and Peggy saw the girl plunge her ass downward, taking every thick inch. Susy's tight ass began to bounce up and down, fucking her father's cock, soft squeals of ecstasy bursting from her mouth.
Again Peggy turned to look at Grace and her son.
Grace had moved, and Peggy was no longer fingerfucking the dark-haired woman. Grace dropped to the floor, lifting her knees and holding them wide. She saw her son gazing between the woman's thighs. Grace, with a wicked smile of invitation on her beautiful face, lifted her crotch and motioned for Donny with a finger.
"Come and fuck it for me, Donny," Grace said in a thick voice. "Don't you want to fuck this hot, wet, hairy cunt? I'm a good fuck, you know, and I just love a cock like yours inside my hungry cunt!"
Donny shot a glance at his mother, and she grinned at him. "Didn't I tell you it would be a good party, darling?" Peggy said huskily, still fucking her finger in and out of her pussy. "Fuck her, baby! Fuck Grace… you've been wanting to get your cock in her cunt, now do it!"
Donny went between Grace's spread thighs quickly, and Peggy dropped to her knees at the woman's hips. She grasped her son's cock at the base and fitted his swollen prickhead into the woman's cunt.
Donny fucked in fast, grunting as he was wrapped by the arms of the woman. Somehow Peggy managed to get her hand between their, bodies and loosen his pants. She tugged them down as his ass continued banging up and down. Now, with her son's ass naked, she leaned over and began to kiss and lick as best she could. But he was fucking Grace so wildly and enthusiastically that she was almost being bruised about her hips. Lifting her head, Peggy watched Susy's tight ass twisting and plunging on her father's cock. Sliding a hand underneath the churning ass of Grace, Peggy clutched one cheek. Grace darted a hand out and between Peggy's thighs, a finger fucking into her cunt.
The loud squeal from Susy told Peggy the girl was in the clutches of orgasm. No sooner had she heard Susy's squeal than her son grunted and his body went stiff between Grace's hot thighs. Shooting her hand between her son's thighs, she pulled at his balls as he came, making the discharge more intense for Donny.
When Susy lifted from her father's cock, she cupped her hand against her cunt and giggled. "I'm full of come juice, Daddy!"
Peggy suddenly reached out and caught Susy's leg, pulling at the girl. Susy, still giggling, squatted over Peggy's face, and Peggy shot her tongue deep into the come filled cunt, licking and sucking and swallowing with mindless ecstasy.
Half an hour later, Peggy found herself being undressed by Susy, Grace and Paul. Her son, watching with excited eyes, once again had a lovely hard-on, as did Paul. Peggy knew she was next for those cocks, and she was more than eager for them.
There was some talk going on, but Peggy heard nothing but the erotic roaring in her head. She was positioned on her back, and she felt her legs being lifted, her knees being pushed upwards. It lifted her ass and exposed her cunt, making her vulnerable to any cock that was close.
It happened to be Paul's.
She cried with delight as his long thick cock fucked into her cunt. Then her son was above her face, his hard cock just above her mouth. Hungrily Peggy sucked the prick of her son deep into her mouth, tasting the juices left by Grace's wet pussy.
With a wiggle of ecstasy, she shot her hips high into the air as Paul fucked his cock deep into her burning pussy, her lips sucking in a frenzy on her son's cock. Then she felt wet mouths on her nipples, Grace and Susy sucking on them.
With her tits being sucked by mother and daughter, her cunt stuffed by Paul's cock and her mouth filled with her son's hard prick, Peggy was shivering with intense ecstasy. She was wailing around her son's cock as she gobbled his prick greedily, hunching her ass up and down in a violent motion of mindless pleasure.
She found Grace's hot thighs and shoved her hand between them, reaching for her hairy cunt. She began to fuck her finger in and out, her other hand locating the sweetness of Susy's pussy. Now, being fucked in her hot cunt by Paul, her mouth sucking hard on her son's prick, Peggy was fingerfucking the erotic mother and daughter, the woman she had always thought so cold and aloof, a woman with a pail of ice cubes up her shapely ass.
Every nerve of Peggy's shapely body was burning, flames roaring and eating at her. Her cunt was in convulsions, her orgasms so strong she thought for sure they would rip her completely apart. With her hairy cunt sucking on Paul's fucking cock, she fucked her fingers wildly in and out of the slippery cunts of Grace and Susy. She clamped her lips tightly about her son's cock as he began to fuck in and out of her mouth. She felt the throbbing power of both pricks, and her eyes began to water with ecstasy.
So intense were her orgasms and ecstasy that she hardly realized when Paul gushed come juice into her cunt. But she knew when her son came… her mouth was flooded with the sweetness of his come juice. From a distance she heard the sobbing wails of Susy and her mother, feeling the way those two cunts flexed about her fingers.
After the four pulled from her, Peggy lay slumped in the middle of the floor, her flesh shivering as ecstasy continued to rumble through her. She felt hands caressing her naked body, but it was as though she was outside herself, watching.
Her eyes opened, and, through the tears of delight, she saw them sitting on the floor, each feeling the other. She spread her thighs and felt a cool, refreshing breeze from someplace waft over her overheated cunt.
"Oh, God!" she mewled, sitting up with an effort. "I've never had it so fucking good!"
She watched them feeling each other, then her son was pressing his face into Grace's bushy cunt. Susy lowered her face to Donny's cock, and began sucking him. Paul turned to Peggy, and she rolled on top of him, spreading her thighs about his face as she began eating at his cock.
Never again would she think anyone cold and unapproachable, as she had thought of Grace. With her mouth filled with Paul's cock, she reached out and cupped her son's balls as Susy sucked him, and she felt her son holding one of her tits as he tonguefucked Grace.
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