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CHAPTER ONE


A shaft of late-afternoon sunshine burst through the overcast and shot down between the tops of the tall spruces that sheltered Liz's house from the street. Liz jumped up and looked out the picture window of her living room, feeling the sun's warmth on her cheeks.
"Well, it's about time!" she exclaimed. "I was beginning to wonder whether we'd ever see the sun again."
Carmen, still resting on the couch, chuckled.
"And I was beginning to wonder whether the sun had ever shone in Fullerton. I was just telling my husband Lester last night, if it gets any drearier around here, I'm going back to Chicago. Chicago weather might also be a little glum at this time of year, but at least there's enough excitement there to take your mind off it."
Liz reseated herself at the end of the couch opposite Carmen, pulling her bare feet up under her to warm her toes. "Give Fullerton a chance, dear. You haven't even been here a week."
"One of the longest weeks of my life," Carmen complained.
"Oh, come on! Give yourself time to adjust. Granted, you won't find the big-city excitement here that you would in Chicago, but you won't have to worry about being mugged, either. And, believe it or not, the sun does shine here most of the time. April showers are just about over with May flowers will be here any day."
Carmen smiled. "Why is it that all you small-town folk think of nothing but muggings and murders whenever you hear the name of a big city? Darling, I was born in Chicago and spent all thirty-eight years of my life there, and never once was I mugged or raped or shot."
"But don't you find Fullerton so much more peaceful, so much cleaner and more quiet?"
"It is a quaint little town, I'll admit. But I think I'm more likely to die of boredom here than I ever was of being murdered in Chicago. You know, you're the first person I've been able to have any kind of conversation with since I got here? I thought people in these small towns were supposed to be overly friendly, nosy, in fact. All I seem to get from anybody is an indifferent glance."
Liz laughed. Now it was her turn. "Why is it that all you big-city folk think small towns are always friendly and nosy? Some may be, but not all, and surely not Fullerton. My hometown had only three thousand people – ten times smaller than Fullerton – and people there were even less friendly than they are here. And as for boredom, look at me: I've lived all thirty-five years of my life in towns like Fullerton or worse, and I'm quite content. So I get a little bored at times – so what? I'm sure you got a little bored every once in awhile even in Chicago."
Carmen stretched, extending her long legs out along the seat of the couch until her bare feet nearly touched Liz's curled-up legs. "I suppose people get bored everywhere, but at least in a place like Chicago things are more liberal – if you know what I mean." She simpered at Liz. "You know, more open, freer."
"I'm not sure I know what you mean."
"Less prudish. Sexually liberated."
Liz felt herself flush. "More wine?"
"Certainly, darling. I thought you'd never ask."
Liz got up and went to the kitchen for the wine bottle. She was beginning to find her new neighbor's conversation annoying. In the hour since Carmen had appeared at the door, her black hair in waist-length braids like some schoolgirl, her feet bare, Carmen had insulted Fullerton more than once and had brought the conversation repeatedly around to sex. Liz was about ready to tell Carmen that she had work to do, that Carmen would have to leave. There was something strange about Carmen's glinting hazel eyes, something devilish, something that made Liz uneasy. Liz returned to the living room.
"Here we are." She poured the wine into the glass Carmen held out. Liz refilled her own glass, set the wine bottle on the end-table, and resumed her seat, pulling her feet up under her once again. "Now, where were we? Discussing boredom, if I remember."
Carmen toasted Liz. "To us. To a long, lively friendship." She put the glass to her lips and drained over half the wine in one gulp.
"Right," Liz said, sipping her wine, annoyed by Carmen's guzzling.
"Tell me," Carmen said, "is there a swingers club in Fullerton?"
The wine pinched Liz's throat. She coughed. "A what?" She didn't know whether she had heard Carmen correctly.
Carmen smiled. "Down the wrong pipe? A swingers club."
Liz had heard correctly. "I wouldn't know."
"You're not into swinging, then?"
"I'm afraid not." Liz looked at her watch. "Getting late. I should be starting supper."
"Stan must be some stud to keep you so satisfied."
"And he'll be hungry when he gets home. I really should get supper going." Liz couldn't believe Carmen's shameless talk.
Carmen caressed Liz's thigh with her bare toes. "Tell me the truth, Liz don't you ever get a little itchy for some fresh meat?"
Liz was shocked. She moved to get up. The wine, the conversation, the cramped position of her legs, all made her attempt to stand a struggle. When she did get up, she felt faint, dizzy. Carmen jumped up and caught her.
"Easy, Liz! Here, sit back down. What's the matter?"
Liz was embarrassed. "Got up too fast." She closed her eyes, letting the faintness pass.
Carmen sat next to her, hugging her. "I do that myself every so often. Did you see stars?"
Liz nodded, opening her eyes. She forced a smile. "Thank you, Carmen. I'd better try and get up again. I really have to start supper."
"Of course," Carmen said. She pinched Liz's chin, turned Liz's face toward her, and kissed Liz on the lips.
Liz tasted Carmen's saliva, felt Carmen's breath on her upper lip. A thrill passed through Liz's lips as if she had just been kissed by a man. Her pussy tingled. She remembered the first kiss she had ever received from a boy. She had been a young girl then and the boy had kissed her just as suddenly.
Carmen's warm, slippery tongue slid into Liz's mouth. It slid across her own tongue, then tickled the back of her throat. A shower of tingles passed down Liz's throat. Her cunt contracted. Carmen's hand groped the crotch of Liz's jeans.
Aware suddenly of what was happening, Liz fought to push Carmen away. "No! Carmen! No! What are you doing? No!"
Carmen grabbed her wrists, forced her down on the couch, and fell on her. Carmen was strong, like a man. She writhed on top of Liz, grinding her big tits at Liz, biting Liz's chin and neck.
With all her strength, Liz struggled to push Carmen off. Her heart sledge-hammered her breastbone. Her muscles ached and were trembling from the exertion, nearly cramping.
"Carmen, please! Get off me!"
Carmen's demonic eyes glared at her, glazed with lust – lust like a man's. "You're hot," Carmen said. "Pretty blue eyes. Lovely blond hair. I love it, Liz. You're hot, and now you've got me hot. Let's do it, honey. Oh, let's do it." She started to unbutton Liz's blouse.
The woman was crazy! Liz squirmed under her, feeling herself becoming weaker by the moment. "Carmen, no! Please!"
Carmen got her hand on Liz's right tit. She squeezed hard. She felt the crotch of her jeans getting wet.
"That's it, honey – relax." Carmen kissed her gently up and down her cheeks. She licked Liz's nose. "Beautiful, the way you're panting, your tits rising and falling. Mmmmm!" Carmen slid down. She pulled Liz's blouse wide open and buried her face between Liz's swelling tits, kissing her way up and down Liz's tits and all around Liz's nipples. All at once, she closed her hot mouth over Liz's left nipple.
Liz moaned. She felt herself melting into the couch, felt her flesh becoming all soft and sensitive. Her eyes were closed now. She was a teenage girl again, being seduced for the first time. She was out of her head now, helpless.
Carmen tongued her left nipple, then moved over to her right. As she sucked Liz's hard nipples, she managed to get Liz's arms out of her blouse sleeves.
Liz felt Carmen pulling her blouse off, felt herself becoming naked above the waist. In one part of her mind, Liz wanted to resist – but she was powerless, excited, in need of being taken. She sucked in her belly, hoping Carmen would quickly move down to her jeans and undo the snap.
Carmen's hand found the snap and undid the zipper. She raised off Liz, then pulled off Liz's jeans.
Liz felt her pussy gushing. The air felt cool on hr nearly naked body. She lay there clad only in her panties. Carmen was above her, looking down upon her. Even when Liz closed her eyes, she could still feel Carmen's eyes roving up and down over her body like warm fingers. She spread her legs, letting the cool air lick the sopping crotch of her panties.
"Angel!" Carmen said. "I bet your cunt is as blond as your hair. Mmm, and you're wet." Carmen pressed her face to Liz's crotch. She sucked, pulling panty-crotch, cunt-hairs, and pussy flesh into her mouth.
Liz stretched, pushing her arms above her head, spreading her toes, and hooking one leg over the back of the couch. Her entire body flashed with goosebumps. Her cunt ached and burned. She wanted Carmen to chew into her pussy slabs, to sink her sharp teeth into them, to bite them off.
Carmen's tongue slipped under the panties. It probed between Liz's pussylips, finding the soft, wet, sensitive flesh that formed the opening into Liz's body. Carmen's tongue slipped inside Liz's cunt.
"Ohhh!" Liz groaned. "Lord!" She squirmed, arching her back and pressing her excited crotch up into Carmen's face. The feeling, was incredible. Not since she had been a teenager had she felt a tongue inside her cunt. No other boy had ever done this to her. No other man. Not even her husband, Stan, had ever licked out her cunt.
Carmen slipped her tongue out of Liz's pussy and yanked Liz's panties down and off. She fell on Liz, full-length.
Liz gasped. Carmen covered her like a hot blanket – stark naked. Liz opened her eyes, looking once more into the lusting eyes of her shameless new neighbor.
"Why so shocked?" Carmen asked.
"You're nude!"
Carmen laughed. "Would you rather that I was clothed?"
"So fast. How did you get, your clothes off so fast?"
Carmen laughed again, her spongy tits bouncing against Liz's. "Magic. I can strip in a blink. I should have been a stripper. I'd hold the world's record." She humped her spongy muff at Liz's puffed-up cunt.
Liz wrapped her arms around the naked woman. She humped upward, rubbing her cunt against Carmen's furry pussy. She could feel Carmen's pussyjuice trickle down between her own pussylips like warm, salty tears. Her cunt ached. She could feel her pussy gaping, the inner walls contracting, longing to suck in a phantom cock.
"I wish you were a man," Liz said. "I wish you had something to shove into inc."
Carmen reached down between their legs. Her finger slipped up Liz's cunt. "How's that?"
The inner walls of Liz's pussy shivered. A pleasant prickling sensation shot through her cunt and asshole simultaneously. "Uhhh!" she gasped. "Oh, Lord!" Her pussy contracted rhythmically.
Warm cuntjuice rolled down over her ass and between her asscheeks.
Carmen twirled her finger furiously, then yanked it out.
Liz gasped again. "What…"
Carmen shoved her pussyjuice-drenched finger into Liz's open mouth. "Suck it!"
Liz sucked, swallowing the tangy juice from inside her own pussy. She almost gagged when she realized what she was doing. Then she sucked Carmen's finger harder. She felt dirty, naughty.
Carmen pulled her finger out, and Liz's lips, still sucking, smacked shut.
"Like it, honey?" Carmen asked.
"Mmmmm!"
"I'll just bet you do. Here, have some more." She jammed her finger, dripping with fresh pussy juice, back into Liz's mouth.
Liz sucked, devouring the salty-sweet pussyjuice before she realized that the warm fuck fluid had come not from her own cunt but from Carmen's. She gagged.
Carmen yanked out her finger. "Now what?"
"You're filthy!" Liz said. She had never imagined that she would ever taste the cuntjuice of another woman. She couldn't believe she had actually done it. She wished she could vomit.
Carmen frowned. "My pussy not good enough for you? You think yours tastes like honey and mine like piss and vinegar?"
The realization that she had tasted Carmen's cunt had numbed the warm pulsations in Liz's pussy. Suddenly she was again desperate to escape. She dug her fingernails into Carmen's back. "Get off me. Now!"
Carmen winced. "Take it easy. Ouch! Let go. Let go and I'll get off."
Liz relaxed her grip but remained ready to dig in again if Carmen failed to move.
Carmen raised up slowly. Liz released her fingernails from the woman's flesh. Carmen was off her.
Liz closed her eyes. She sighed. Free at last!
Liz choked, fighting for breath. Suddenly she was being smothered. It was as if a warm wet pillow covered her face. She struggled but her arms were pinned, her wrists held in the strong grip of Carmen's hands. A humid, musky aroma overwhelmed her – the smell of cunt, the smell of ass.
Carmen laughed playfully. "Thought you could get rid of me that easy, did you? Don't like the taste of my pussy, huh? Well, now you've got a juicy cunt-pie in your face, and you're going to eat it if you ever want to get up." Carmen wiggled her ass, impaling her open cunt on Liz's nose.
To Liz, Carmen's pussy was a huge, dark, gaping mouth. Her fat, hairy cunt slabs completely engulfed her nose, and Liz was sure her cheeks would vanish inside next, followed by her entire head. Carmen's crotch was unbelievably hot and wet. Warm pussyjuice streamed down Liz's cheeks, filling her choking mouth. The smell was overpowering, intoxicating. Liz's world was now completely cunt – the smell, the taste, and the wetness of Carmen's pussy.
Carmen rotated her ass, squishing the slippery slabs of her open cunt over Liz's nose and lips and cheeks. "Lick it, darling. Suck it. Eat it. Tastes real good."
Liz had no choice. Her tongue came out and she began to lick the hot, quivering slabs of cunt-meat, all the while swallowing the pussyjuice that flowed from Carmen's cunt. She was smothering in Carmen, drowning in Carmen.
"Mmmmm!" Carmen said. "Wonderful! I haven't had a good pussy-lick since I got to this town. You do it good, darling. Lots of experience, huh?"
As she munched and slurped at Carmen's pussy, Liz could just make out what the mad woman above her was saying. She wished Carmen would shut up and let her perform this disgusting, degrading act without her heckling.
"Taste good?" Carmen asked. "Like honey, right? Juicy piece of female meat, huh? Mmmm, feels so good! You know what you're doing, all right. Eat it, darling, suck my hot cunt. Ohhhh, mmmmm, oh, yes!"
Liz sank her tongue deep inside Carmen's body, licking out the salty, spongy folds. Carmen was hot inside – Liz still couldn't get over how hot. Liz began to imagine herself gnawing on juicy slabs of steak. She forced her face deeper between Carmen's cuntlips, cutting into the juicy flesh with her teeth. Carmen wanted to be eaten. Well, then Liz would eat her – really eat her.
Carmen shrieked. Her cunt gushed as if her pussy was a water-soaked sponge that Liz's teeth were wringing out. "Ohhh, darling, ahhhhh! Eat it – uh, uh, uhhhhh!" She churned her crotch down over Liz's face, sitting on her heavily.
Liz struggled for air. She felt herself blacking out. She knew she would die – smothered by cuntlips, drowned in pussyjuice.
Carmen's ass shuddered. Her loins began humping. She bounced up and down on Liz's face, her cunt dripping juice like warm rain. She giggled, out of her head with lust. "I'm… I'm… I'm coming… coming… ohhhhh, darling!"
Liz gasped for breath. She pressed her face to Carmen's crotch, moving up and down with her pussy, licking her cunt frantically, hoping to get Carmen through her orgasm quickly so she could be over with this ordeal and regain her freedom.
Carmen wailed as if she was being whipped. Her cunt shuddered with spasms, opening and closing, continually dripping.
Liz forgot her disgust for a moment and watched, fascinated by the spasming of Carmen's cunt. The cunt-meat was flushed nearly purple. Her pussy shivered, vibrated, seemed to suck at the air. With each shiver of Carmen's cunt, Carmen groaned.
At last Carmen's climax was over. Carmen got off Liz's face and toppled onto the thickly carpeted floor.
Liz lay there panting, her face raw and wet, the smell of Carmen's pussy saturating her. She was too exhausted to move. She reined on the couch, happy to be alive, happy to be free. She was aware of her heart thudding. She breathed deeply. Suddenly she was aware of her crotch throbbing, of the sun-warmed air nibbling at her exposed pussy, of warm cuntjuice dribbling down over her ass and between her asscheeks. As distasteful as this entire ordeal had been to her, Liz realized that she was now more excited than ever, more excited even than she had been with Carmen's tongue inside her pussy. As insane as it sounded, eating Carmen's cunt and watching Carmen climax had gotten her more excited than she had been since her first fuck. She gripped her cuntlips with both hands, aching to crush out the tension.
"Now I'll eat you," Carmen said. "You did a good job, so now you're in for a treat."
Liz turned her head to look at the naked, hazel-eyed woman with the black braids. In the sunlight Carmen seemed to wear a glaring halo. Liz squinted; Carmen moved toward her.
For a moment she thought she was hallucinating. "Oh, my God!" she gasped, sitting up, staring at the front door.
Pressed to the middle window of the door, was the flushed face of a teenage boy, his brown eyes bugging out of his skull.



CHAPTER TWO


Liz struggled with her jeans. She was trembling uncontrollably. Her life was ruined. Just like that, in an instant, her life had been destroyed.
Liz yanked off her jeans again. She had finally got them up, but she had put them on backwards. She could hardly control her hands. After putting on her blouse inside-out, she had taken minutes, endless minutes to button it. She had to get her jeans on now and get back out into the living room. Perhaps by chance, by some quirk of luck, Glen was still out on the front porch.
Maybe she could talk to the teen before he had a chance to squeal, could find out how much he'd seen; could bribe him, threaten him, kill him if necessary to stop him from talking. Lord, I must be losing my mind! she thought. She sat on the floor to stop herself from stepping on the legs of her jeans as she tried to pull them up. She wasn't even bothering with panties now. Panties! They were still out on the living room floor – evidence!
The police were probably walking up the front walk right now. They would knock quietly, warrants ready. They would push open the door, the door Carmen had undoubtedly left half-open as she had fled the house. They would see her panties, her wet panties, and they would smile at each other knowingly. Then they would shake their heads. Guilty as hell!
Liz stood up, fastening her jeans. She trembled all over. She felt like locking the door of her bedroom and cowering in a corner until they came for her. She knew now that she shouldn't have fled the living room in such a panic, leaving the gawking boy, the evidence, and Carmen. She should have invited the boy in immediately and sworn him to silence, bribing him with whatever it took.
She should have destroyed the evidence – those panties reeking of her lust-mad cunt. Then she should have leapt on Carmen, wrung the bitch's neck, and sent her back to Chicago. In the heat of the moment she could have done all those things. But now, trembling, sick to her stomach, she felt too weak even to talk. She crept back to the living room, sure she would faint.
The front door was closed, the boy's face gone from the window. Perhaps he had been an hallucination.
The livingroom was empty, deserted. Liz thought she smelled cunt in the air, but perhaps she was imagining that too. Perhaps it was her face she smelled. She'd have to scrub her face with soap.
Sunlight still blazed in through the picture window. The sky was clearing. Liz could make out blue through the tops of the trees.
In the center of the livingroom, like a stage upon which the whole nightmarish drama had been played, the white couch rested, bathed in sunlight. The air was still.
Carmen was gone; the boy was gone. Perhaps it had all been a dream. Perhaps she only imagined the scent of pussy now. Perhaps nothing at all had happened. Perhaps there was no evidence – no panties lying on the floor in front of the couch.
Liz stepped out of the hallway and into the livingroom. She crept around the end of the long couch, holding her breath.
Carmen looked up at her, smiling wickedly. "Isn't he a doll, Liz?"
Liz went numb inside. For a few moments she just stared. The scene before her was too unreal to believe.
"Come on, honey, join us," Carmen urged. "This boy loves getting his prick sucked. Don't you, angel?" She kissed Glen's cockhead, then looked at him.
The brown-haired boy, his shiny eyes glazed and rolling nodded. "Mmmm!" His brown toes wiggled, his skinny loins humped a few times, and his cock, well developed for a teenage boy.
"Well, come on," Carmen said, glancing back up at Liz. "Let's show this stud what a couple of hot women can do for him." She turned back to the boy's quivering cock and swallowed his entire prick in one gulp.
"Ohh, mannn!" Glen sighed. "Ohh, wow!" He squirmed sensuously on the thick carpet, his long naked body looking shiny in the sunlight. His skin had a bronzed cast. His writhing muscles stood out as if carved out of metal.
Carmen, lying alongside the boy, cooed as she bobbed her head up and down, munching on his cock. She was still as naked, as when Liz had left her, and Liz could see moisture between her round asscheeks. Her dark hairy crotch was still sopping with pussyjuice, and the pink meat of her parted cuntlips glistened.
Liz was aware that her mouth was hanging open. She was frozen where she stood, held by shack and fascination. She felt as if she'd been standing there for years, dazed, watching the writhing woman and the writhing boy, their limbs like twisting snakes. She was aware of herself trembling, but she couldn't move. She felt too weak even to faint, powerless to shut her eyes, even more helpless than when Carmen had sat on her face.
Carmen pulled her head off Glen's prick. She held the base of the cock in her fist, letting his prick jump and quiver in the air.
The boy's prick gleamed with Carmen's saliva. The head, purple and bloated like a ripe plum, looked ready to pop off the shaft. His hard prick stick twitched, as if straining to escape Carmen's hand. Down below, the teen's balls, looking like twin eggs, rose and fell in their sac.
Carmen licked Glen's prick as if his cockshaft was a candy-cane. She lapped at his prickhead as if his cocktip was a scoop of strawberry ice-cream on top of a cone. "Sweet baby," she murmured. "Angel. Oh, I could just eat you up!"
Glen watched her, panting, twisting his head, licking his flushed lips. "Oh, man, that feels good! Oh, man! Oh, jeez!"
Carmen giggled, licking his cock up and down as he squirmed and muttered. Then, all at once, she released his cock, letting his prick whack down against his tight brown belly. She swung round and tugged at Liz's legs. "Come on, honey. Off with the clothes again. This stud would just love to get his cock into you. Wouldn't you, angel?"
"Huh?" Glen said, his eyes opening wide.
Carmen reached up and unsnapped Liz's jeans. "You'd like to fuck this sexy blond lady, wouldn't you, handsome?" She glanced over her shoulder at Glen.
Glen sat up, his prick pounding his flat belly, his cockhead tapping his navel. "Oh, man! Heck!"
"See?" Carmen said to Liz. "He wants you, darling. And he's got a really hot cock stick. Ooh, nearly burnt my lips!" She pulled Liz's pants down.
Liz stepped out of them obediently. She unbuttoned her blouse, her fingers trembling. Her mind was a blank. The room was strange, alien. She knew only that what she was doing was necessary, something destined, a command. She felt content, compliant, willing to obey the voice that directed her. And she felt excited. As soon as she had stepped out of her jeans, she was aware of streams of hot pussyjuice gliding down the insides of her thighs from crotch to knees. Her cunt ached, burned, throbbed, and seemed to suck at the air. Her blouse drifted to the floor.
"Isn't she beautiful?" Carmen said.
Glen gazed up at Liz, his hand pumping up and down his long prick. "Shit, yes! Oh, wow, look at 'em!"
"What, darling?" Carmen asked. "Look at what?"
"Her tits," the boy muttered. A trickle of spit oozed from one corner of his mouth. His pink tongue flicked over his full, flushed lips.
Liz felt the boy's gaze on her nipples. Her nipples tingled, standing out like buds ready to flower.
Carmen reached up and gave Liz's tits a swing. Liz felt her tits swaying, jiggling. A shower of tingles flooded her cunt.
"Oh, man!" Glen said. He jumped up, hurling himself at Liz. His mouth, closed around Liz's left tit. The boy sucked furiously.
Liz nearly passed out. She felt dizzy, dazed. Hot, needlelike thrills shot through her tit. She threw her arms around the boy to steady herself. She had never felt a body so hot as this boy's.
Glen released her left tit. He muttered hotly. He sucked up her right nipple, sinking his teeth into it, munching on her nipple, Liz whimpered, wrapping her arms around the boy's brown head, hugging him to her. Something hard, hot, and silky prodded her thigh – the boy's cock, desperate to get inside her pussy. Liz was flushed from head to toe with lust. Her strength was returning, her mind, her will. Suddenly, she knew exactly what she wanted.
She pulled the boy's head up to her face, kissing him hard on the lips and sucking the breath out of him. She gazed into his brown eyes in love immediately. The boy had the same lust-crazy eyes as had her first lover. She could never forget those eyes, could never forget that first intense fuck he had, given her, and now it seemed to be happening again. It was as if she were reliving her first fuck session.
She held Glen's head in her hands. His pageboy style hair half-covered his eyes. His nostrils were flared, lips parted. His breath felt warm on her face, smelled sweet. Carmen was right – he was an angel, a stud. And he was so handsome, so pretty.
"Fuck me," Liz said. She smiled at him.
"Jeez!" the boy gasped, his eyes rolling. "Oh, jeez!"
Liz felt him go limp, begin to collapse. She caught him, hugged him against her, and guided him to the floor. Carmen assisted her, helping to stretch the dizzy boy out on the carpet.
Carmen's babbling was like background music. Much louder than Carmen's words, she heard Glen's heavy panting breaths, his delirious mutterings.
Liz straddled the boy's skinny hips. She reached down between her legs for his cock. His cock was hot as a hotdog on a grill. His prick was so stiff that his cockhead seemed permanently glued to the teen's belly, pointing forever upward at his chin. Liz closed her hand around his prick, feeling his cockshaft jerk in her palm, feeling his prick throb. She bent his cock up toward her hungry cunt. Like bending a spike, she thought.
Glen rolled his head on the carpet. Blue veins stood out on his neck. His skinny asscheeks flexed, his loins humped. He muttered, out of his head with lust, "Oh, man, oh, man, oh, man!"
Liz lowered her open cunt until Glen's acorn hard prickhead nestled between her spread pussy slabs. Immediately, Liz felt warm cuntjuice stream down over her hand and over the teen's cock. She massaged his firm balls, slippery with her pussyjuice.
"Ohhh, wowwwwww!" Glen moaned.
"Uhhhh!" Liz said, feeling his hot prick fill her cunt. The teen might only be a teenager but his cock was as big and exciting as any man's, and Liz's cunt quivered throughout with warm tingles.
Carmen squealed as if she herself had been the one to sit down on the teen's stiff cock. She slid up next to the teen and petted his twisting head. "Like it, angel? Like the feel of a hot cunt?"
"Mmmmm!" the teen said, squirming under Liz, trying to hump up at her though she was sitting on him with all her weight.
"Your first fuck, stud?" Carmen asked.
"Mmmm!" Glen said, nodding his head in the affirmative.
Carmen squealed again, turning to Liz. "Hear that, darling? You've got his cherry, honey. You're fucking a virgin stud. Make him remember his first fuck, honey. Show him what a woman can do."
Again Carmen's babbling sounded distant. Liz gazed at the boy's face, at his flushed cheeks, at his rolling eyes, at his pink tongue nestled between his lips. She listened to his groans, felt his cock flexing crazily inside her. She began to ride, clamping his prick tightly with her strong cunt walls, slipping up and down on his cock until she saw his eyes nearly pop. She felt his cock jerking and swelling, on the verge of orgasm. Then she paused, resting her hot cunt slabs on the boy's balls, holding her breath, feeling his prick inside her pussy dangerously close to climaxing.
The boy's skinny belly popped up and down as he panted. Liz could see his breastbone pulsating, hammered by his heart. His tiny nipples glowed a purplish-brown, standing up stiff as any girl's. Carmen must have noticed his excited nipples at the same moment as Liz for her head fell on his chest and she began chewing on them.
Glen's brown hands gripped Carmen's head, his fingers sliding into her black hair. "Oh, mannnn!" he moaned, squirming.
His cock flexed inside Liz, a signal for her to start riding him again. She lifted up, fucked down. Up again, down again. She concentrated on her cunt and felt every precious inch of the boy's seven-inch cock as his prick slid in and out. There was something special about the boy's cock, something different about his prick. His cock was harder than Stan's prick, stiffer. Glen's cockshaft quivered more intensely, throbbed with greater excitement, and exuded electrical, vibrations. The boy's cock was fresh, new, just beginning its life of satisfying women's cunts. His prick was strong, hard and his cock was buried up her own cunt, throbbing with life inside her own body.
Carmen was licking the sharp-clean edges of the boy's chest muscles. Her tongue slid up and down between the ridges of his abdominals. She cooed as she licked the boy. She muttered about how good he tasted, how sweaty-sweet, and how much like a stud he tasted.
Glen began to hump wildly, thrusting his sinewy loins at Liz's split crotch, bouncing his tight ass off the floor. His stiff prick jabbed in and out of Liz's cunt faster than she could rise and fall to meet his prick. To each up-down fuck Liz made, the boy fucked his cock in and out.
Liz felt her insides swirl with sex-sensations. Her clit squirmed between her thick cuntlips each time the boy's slick cockshaft slipped against her clit. Her cunt walls pulsated, contracting hard and rhythmically around his cock. Her nipples stood out like spikes, so hard that they almost hurt. Her asshole prickled. She felt her cunt walls shudder. Her orgasm began to gnaw through them.
"Ahhhh!" she gasped. "Ohhh! Ohh! Uh! I'm coming!" Her ass bucked with hard jolts of orgasm. She let go, feeling the sensations overwhelm her, uncaring whether she lived or died. All she cared about was the feeling. "So good!" she muttered. "So good!"
Glen's cock began to throb and flex crazily inside her. His balls seemed to bloat up like balloons. Each time her ass met them they seemed plumper, more turgid.
Carmen pinched the boy's nipples. "Now!" she said. "Darling, come with her. Squirt her full now! Shoot your jism, angel – now!" She fell on the boy, licking his flushed, twisting face.
Glen's cock flexed hard. His cum burst hot into Liz's pussy. "Ohhh, mannnn!" he cried. "Ohhhh!"
The boy's cock spurted like a machine gun spitting hot lead with each explosion of jism, the boy's body shuddered and be let out a high-pitched cry. Had Liz known the boy was going to shoot such a flood of jism, she would have counted his spurts. She wondered whether he was setting some sort of record. Shoot it, she urged in her thoughts, and she cooed.
She watched the boy writhe, watched his body jerk, heard his boyish cries, felt his cock swell and flex and spurt. Carmen hovered over him, her long black braids swinging and swaying like whips or snakes, her fingers teasing his goose-pimply flesh. She sucked his nipples, licked his armpits, showered his face with kisses.
"Oh, momma!" the boy moaned again, and Carmen plopped one of her big, hanging tits in his face. Her large purple nipple slipped into his mouth, and his lips closed around it. He sucked her nipple hungrily, at the same moment squirting another round of hot jism up Liz's cunt.
Liz rode the spurting cock, clutching his prick with the tight, slick walls of her cunt. She would suck him dry, milk every last drop of jism from his boyish loins. The boy was hot, exciting. The boy was good – very good.



CHAPTER THREE


Lonnie's heart felt like a hammer in his chest. He could hear it pounding. At times it seemed as if his heart had jumped right up into his head and was pounding at his temples. He could hear the blood roaring through the arteries of his brain, could feel it gushing through all the other arteries of his body, making his skin tinge, making him sweat, making him breathe faster. His prick was stiff as iron and felt burning hot pressed up against his belly, nearly sticking out the top of his jeans. His prick ached and was shot through with tingles. He wished he could rub his cock, crush out the hot feelings before they drove him crazy. But he couldn't do that, not right here in front of Jade, even though Jade was the cause of his excitement.
Jade! Holy shit, he'd never even heard a name like that before. But it fit the girl. Her eyes glowed green, like jade. She had these green cat's eyes that made him feel funny inside – weak, warm, and sexy. When she looked at him with those mysterious eyes his prick got hard in a second, and ached so bad he felt like cutting his cock off. Shit, she was the hottest girl he'd ever seen, the prettiest, the sexiest. And she lived just a few houses down the block. Somehow she just didn't seem real.
Lonnie hadn't had much luck with girls. Shit, here he was, already a teenager and getting really old really fast, and he had never had a date with a girl. He'd never been alone with a girl, had never touched one. For all he knew, girls might be made of rubber or plastic. The closest he'd ever got to a girl was that yellow-haired, blue-eyed beauty in the magazine centerfold he had found in the trash can at the park. Shit, she had been something.
The centerfold opened up almost as large as his bed. The girl was half the size of a real girl, and she was spread wide open. Christ, her crotch looked like a big pink tunnel – all soft and warm and waiting. And she was smiling, her blue eyes calling out. Come on, she seemed to say. Come on and fuck me! Put your prick right up my hot pink hole! Jesus Christ, he jacked off until he could hardly crawl every time he took that girl out and laid her on his bed. And then one day, crazy to really get inside that girl's cunt, crazy to really fuck her, to feel her hot naked skin rubbing against him, he had cut a slit in the picture of her cunt and rammed his prick through the slit. He had wrapped himself in her and fucked her savagely. And then, when he had come, after he had shot all over everything, he realized that he had torn and chewed and fucked the centerfold girl to a wrinkled, shredded, cum sticky mess. And that had been the end of her. It had been worth it, though; while he was fucking her he could feel her, could feel her hot tits, her nakedness, her juicy cunt wrapped around his prick.
Jade, her long hair shining like black silk in the sunlight that had just crashed through the dark overcast, twisted the doorknob, then rang the bell. "I don't think Mom's home," she said. "She likes to go out in the afternoon – at least she always did in Chicago." She rang the bell again.
Lonnie watched her. He was trembling. He could hardly speak. He had been that way from the moment Jade had said hello to him and had asked him if he would like to walk home from school with her. She was so friendly and outgoing and carefree – just the opposite of himself. He wondered if she had got that way from living in Chicago. She talked about Chicago enough. He regretted that he hadn't grown up in Chicago. Maybe if he had he wouldn't be so fucking shy.
Jade unlocked the door and pushed it open. "Come on in," she said, walking through the doorway. "Mom!" she screamed. "Mom!"
Bonnie followed her in. The house was impressive, awesome. Outside it had those tall white pillars supporting a roof over the front porch, and inside it had a winding staircase with a brass banister. "Hey, wow!" Lonnie said when he saw the winding stairway.
"What?" Jade said. She had turned toward him and was smiling.
Lonnie looked down. Her green eyes made him go limp. He was speechless. He was alone with a girl now, all alone, inside her quiet house.
"Well, what, silly?" Jade asked again. "You're the quietest boy I ever met."
Lonnie could tell his face was redder than a fire truck. He could feel his cheeks throbbing. He tried to smile, knowing that he looked goofy. "Your stairs," he said. "I like your stairs."
"Wild, aren't they? Like a pig's tail. Come in." Jade started for the stairs and was climbing them before Lonnie knew what was happening. "Well, come on!"
Lonnie followed her. This girl was really something – so sure of herself, so clever. Like a pig's tail! He would never have thought of that.
Lonnie climbed the steps slowly, watching the livingroom below him twist. This was wild. When he got to the top, Jade was sitting on the top step taking off her shoes.
"Mom!" she screamed. "Anybody home?"
Lonnie sat down next to her. He wondered what all her screaming was about. Evidently her mom wasn't home, and if she was, so what?
"I think we're alone," Jade said, and Lonnie felt like turning into a snake and slinking down the steps. He knew he was going to faint, knew he was going to make a complete fool of himself stammer and stuttering, unable to get out a word.
"Take off your shoes," Jade said. "Gee, look at the way the sun shines on that statue down there like a spotlight or something. I think this is the first time the sun has shined since we moved here. I like the way it hits that statue. I love that statue. It's my favorite in the house. How about you?"
Lonnie looked down at the statue as he finished taking off his shoes and socks. There it stood, against one wall of the livingroom, gleaming shiny black in the sunlight that came in through the front window. It was one of those ancient Greek things, a copy of an ancient Greek sculpture, scaled down to about four feet in height – a naked guy, maybe an athlete. Then Lonnie noticed it. "Holy shit!" he muttered. He hadn't seen it at first because he had been looking at the statue from the front and above, instead of in profile.
Jade rubbed the sole of her foot playfully across Lonnie's toes. "What do you mean, holy shit?"
Lonnie's cheeks throbbed with fire. How embarrassing! The statue had a big long prick, and it was sticking straight up in the air, just as hard as Lonnie's own prick.
Jade let her foot rest heavily on top of Lonnie's. Her foot was hot. She wiggled her toes. They were hot too. "Well, what, silly?"
"Nothing," Lonnie stammered. "It sure is a nice statue." He wondered what Jade thought about the guy's prick. Jade sidled closer to him. Her leg pressed against his. Her leg was warm. She rubbed her hot sole over his instep. "We brought it all the way from Chicago."
Lonnie felt dizzy. He realized suddenly that he and Jade were touching. His prick was nearly splitting his pants, his cock was so hard. "What?" he asked.
Jade punched his shoulder. "The statue, silly, what else? It's a satyr."
"Oh." Lonnie shook his head as if he understood, although he hadn't any idea what a satyr was.
"He's got a pretty big one, doesn't he?" Jade said.
Lonnie stammered, "I guess so." She couldn't be referring to the guy's prick, but what else?
Jade leaned her warm head on Lonnie's shoulder. Lonnie wanted to die. He could feel a pulse beat in her temple.
"I'll bet yours is pretty big, too," Jade said.
Oh, God! Lonnie's bones were melting. He felt as if he were getting a warm enema. His heart swelled up into his throat.
Jade's hand was on his chest. It slid down his blue nylon jacket, feeling hot against his belly as it moved. It fell on his prick, closing around his cock.
Lonnie's prick felt as if a hot rod had been shoved up its center. His balls throbbed. His groin ached. "Uhh!" he gasped. The sound came out spontaneously.
Jade's head seemed to flush with heat. Her breath came out like a hot whisper. "Oh, it is big! I knew it."
Lonnie couldn't control himself. Suddenly Jade had become that naked, wide-open girl in the centerfold. He twisted against her, fell on her, wrapped her in his arms and legs, crushed his rockhard cock to her groin. From head to toe, his body pulsated. He gasped. "Jade, oh, Jade, I love you! Oh, man, I'm gonna come! I'm gonna come!"
Jade hugged him. "Oh, Lonnie, darling!" She pulled his head down, crushing his lips to her own.
Lonnie tasted her mouth, her warm sweet spit. Her tongue rubbed against his and licked his throat. He felt as if her tongue were sliding all the way down into his stomach. His chest ground against her tits. They were warm, spongy, and pointed. He humped at her crotch as if his prick were inside her pussy. He felt so good that he thought his cock must be inside her. His balls contracted. His loins flooded with tingles. His prick became a red-hot, throbbing poker. He felt his jism move through his prick. Cum shot against his belly, feeling like hot oil.
"Ohhh, mannnn, Jaaade!" he moaned. "Ohhh, wowww!"
Jade petted his head, caressed his back, sucked his lips, and humped her crotch at his spasming prick. Her hot hands pried under the waistband of his jeans. She rubbed his bouncing ass and slipped a finger between his asscheeks, massaging his asshole.
Lonnie's asspucker was like a button. The moment Jade pressed his asshole Lonnie felt more jism uncoil in his balls and squirt out of his cock. His underwear was becoming drenched. It was as if he had pissed in his pants, only his jism, unlike piss, was thick and slippery. His spasming cock squirmed crazily in the slippery mess, and Lonnie felt his eyes roll back nearly into his brain. The sensations were unbearable, more intense than any he had ever felt. Shit, he thought, and I'm not even inside her cunt!
Lonnie lay on the girl, panting. He humped until he had squeezed every last thrill through his cock. Then he relaxed.
Jade kissed him on the nose and stroked his head. "Feel better now?"
Lonnie giggled. He couldn't help it. The sudden explosion of all that sexual tension had left him giddy. "Mmm," he said, shaking his head.
"Good." Jade pushed him off. "Take off your jeans. I wanna see how much cum you shot."
Lonnie sat on the floor next to her, his head woozy. "What?" he said, not sure whether he had heard her correctly.
"Now don't clam up on me again, Lonnie, dear. Off with your pants."
"All right." Lonnie began taking off his jeans. Although Jade was a year younger than he was, she had a certain motherly quality about her, a mature confidence that made Lonnie feel that be was in the presence of a woman instead of a teenager.
"Cute," Jade said, looking at his prick sticking out the top of his bikini underwear. "Take off your jacket and shirt, too."
"But…"
"No arguing. Quick! I wanna see you in nothing but your underpants."
Lonnie pulled off his jacket and T-shirt, and dropped them next to his jeans. He crossed his arms across his chest, feeling a little chilled and very naked. He sat at the edge of the steps, looking down at his cock mashed flat up against his lower belly, pinned there by the waistband of his underwear. His belly and cock glistened with cum. His prick was still hard as a rock, the back of the cockhead looking like a purple arrowhead.
Jade slid down a few steps. She rested her chin on Lonnie's thigh. Her eyes seemed to cross as she studied his cock. Her chin was warm, her head pleasantly heavy on his thigh.
"Ooh, you shot a lot!" She inhaled deeply, closing her eyes for a moment. "Smells so good. I love the smell of a guy's jizz."
Lonnie rested his hands behind him on the carpeted floor. He leaned back slightly. He still felt a little weak but at least he wasn't trembling anymore. His mind was becoming clearer. He thought that at any moment he would wake up from a dream. Jade wasn't real – she just couldn't be.
"Now slide off your shorts," Jade said. "Show me all of you." Her green eyes looked like lamp flames.
Lonnie felt himself flushing again. His hands began trembling as he slid off his shorts, lifting his ass slightly as he pulled them off his hips, lifting his feet as he slid them down his long legs and off completely. The white shorts were wet, sopping with cooled cum. He felt really naked now, so naked that he wanted to hide, but he felt really excited at the same time. His prick stood up perfectly straight, vertical. The cool air of the room wrapped around his cock. He smiled self-consciously, feeling strangely proud. Jade really appreciated him. He could tell by the way she looked at him.
Jade held his underwear. She pressed them to her lips. "Cock-juice," she half-whispered. Then she rubbed the wet shorts all over her face, moistening her skin as if with cold-cream. Suddenly, as if the scent of Lonnie's cum had maddened her, she dropped his shorts and dove between his legs. Her lips mashed against his balls, her nose along the backside of his prick.
Lonnie gasped, then sighed. Jade's warm tongue lapped at his balls, the tip of her tongue probing underneath his sac and licking his ass. He couldn't believe the feeling. Nobody had ever sucked on his balls before. He fell back, bracing himself with his elbows, presenting Jade with his cock and balls as if presenting her food on a plate.
"Mmmmm!" Jade said. "I love the smell of a guy's balls." She pushed her nose up under his balls, kissing his ass, inhaling deeply.
Lonnie's cock hopped up and down, beating his belly. The silky hot head of his prick tapped at his navel.
Jade pressed her hands against his inner thighs, forcing his legs apart. "Lift your cute ass, Lonnie." As Lonnie arched his back, raising his ass up out of the carpet, Jade slipped her hot tongue between his asscheeks. Her tongue slithered like a snake up his asscrack and nipped at his ass pucker.
Lonnie watched Jade as if entranced. He couldn't believe the things she was doing. He couldn't believe that even the girl in the centerfold would do such things, let alone a girl in his class at school. Shit! Let alone a girl who had only a few days ago moved into a house just a few doors down from his own. Christ! He had imagined licking a girl down there – down there between her legs – but he'd never dreamed that any girl would ever lick him down there. And he hadn't even asked Jade. She was licking him because she liked to do it, because she was hot, because she liked him. Goddamn – actually licking his asshole!
Jade's warm nose moved up, nuzzling his balls. She licked his crotch all over – all around his balls and all over his balls. One of his nuts slipped into her mouth.
Lonnie tensed. Christ, if she wanted to, she could bite his ball off, could kill a guy that way!
Jade's warm tongue played gently with his captured ball. She released his ball, then swallowed up the other, polishing his ball just as gently with her circling tongue.
Lonnie fell back completely, resting on his back, stretching his arms out long behind him. He stretched his legs out and spread his toes. He felt a few of his backbone joints crack pleasantly. Jade could suck his balls any day, could suck his balls forever. It felt so good. He had never felt anything like her sucking his balls. He could lie here forever, letting the sexy, green-eyed girl suck his ass, lick his asshole, munch on his balls. Christ, he had never felt anything like this.
Jade's warm tongue lapped at his belly now. "Mmm! Cum. Jizz." She smacked her lips, sucking the jism off his lower belly, from his blondish brown crotch-hairs, off the root of his cock. Her soft hand closed around the base of his prick and she lifted his quivering cock so she could lick at his belly, could suck the jism out of his navel. Then, all at once, she was eating him, her mouth sucking his cock.
Lonnie felt his toes curl. His prick felt like his cockshaft was getting longer, harder, fatter. The prickhead felt like exploding. He could feel his balls squirming, lifting, almost turning upside down in their sac. Tingles shot through his cock, sensations just as intense suddenly as those he had felt when he had been humping at Jade's crotch.
"Ohhh, Jaaade!" he sighed. "Ohh, mannnn! Shit!" He squirmed on the thick carpet, his hips rising and falling with each flick of Jade's tongue at the underside of his cockhead. He watched Jade's pretty raven-haired head moving up and down over his prick, her thick lips tugging at his cockshaft, her green eyes glinting at him seductively. Just the vision of her sucking his cock was exciting enough to make him come.
Jade pulled her mouth off his cock. She held his spit-shiny prick tightly by the base, her green eyes roving up and down its length. Lonnie's cock was so excited and Jade was holding his prick so tightly, that his cockhead looked ready to pop off his prickshaft.
"Beautiful!" Jade licked her lips. She smiled at Lonnie. "There's nothing I love more than cock. I just love how hard it is, and the way it smells and tastes. And you've got a nice big one. Did you ever measure it?"
Lonnie was embarrassed suddenly. Jade didn't seem to care what she said. He had never heard a girl talk like her. "No," he answered. He wished she would shut her mouth and suck on him again.



CHAPTER FOUR


Jade's bed had a canopy over it, a canopy of pink curtains. Lonnie lay in the middle of the bed, studying the canopy. It was something like you'd see in a movie, he thought. In fact, Jade's entire bedroom was like something seen in a movie, the kind of room found in a mansion or a castle. He rubbed his feet on the furry bedspread. It, too, was pink and felt as soft as the bearskin rug Lonnie's grandfather owned, the rug he'd always enjoyed rolling on when he was a kid. He had always had the wicked urge to take off all his clothes and rub his body around in that rug, but he'd never had the opportunity to be alone with it, for it sat right in front of the piano in his grandparents' living room. Now, lying here naked on Jade's bed, he was at last getting the chance to experience soft furriness against his skin. He rolled back and forth across the bed, giggling aw he rubbed himself on the spread. For a moment he felt like a little kid again.
Jade came into the room, interrupting him. She closed the door behind her. "All I could find was this," she said, holding up a ruler.
Lonnie's face got hot again. In her few minutes absence he had almost forgotten her intention to measure his cock. Why was she so crazy to measure his prick? Why couldn't she stop saying embarrassing things and just suck his cock? During the short time his prick had been in her mouth, Lonnie had thought he was in heaven.
"Stand up," Jade said.
Lonnie couldn't do anything but obey. Jade was so assertive that he would probably jump into the Grand Canyon if she were to tell him to. She irritated him somewhat, but he took a strange delight in obeying her. He was beginning to think of her as a wild woman.
Lonnie wiggled his toes in the soft red carpet. He looked down at Jade, on her knees at his feet. He arched his back a little, trying not to be obvious, and tightened his ass, pushing his hips forward so as to make his cock look even bigger if possible.
Jade smiled up at him. "Do you think that's as hard as it will get? You think it'll get any bigger than that?"
What a question! "I don't know." Christ, why didn't she just measure his prick? Then she could get back to sucking his cock. For a moment – but only for a moment – he felt like grabbing her head and ramming his cock down her throat.
Jade stood up. "I bet it will. Watch this." She stepped into the sunlight that came in through the latticed window. Her black hair shimmered as if the individual strands had been waxed and buffed. She unsnapped her jeans and unzipped them.
Lonnie's mouth dropped open. His cock flexed. He could see her panties. They were white, with blotches of other colors on them. Shit, she was going to strip! Lonnie had been so taken up with the feelings in his prick, with his own sense of nakedness, with his embarrassment and lust, with his awe of Jade, that he had somehow forgotten that he wasn't the only one who could be naked. Now that he realized that he would soon be seeing Jade's tits, her cunt, her ass-bare naked-his cock vibrated with such excitement that he thought he would shoot off in the air any second.
Jade licked her lips and grinned. "Oooh, honey, your cock is getting bigger. I bet you never saw a girl naked before, did you? I can just tell. Mmmmm, look at the big thing shake. It's turning purple. And it's oozing. Oh, honey!" She dropped her pants and kicked them off behind her. She grasped the bottom edges of her T-shirt and pulled it over her head. She stood there in nothing but her bra and panties.
Her panties had fruit designs on them, red apples, green pears, purple grapes. Her skin, smooth and soft, still had the tinge of last summer's tan, and golden fuzz glinted on her legs and belly. Her bra-cups were too small for her tits which were well developed and her tits looked like they would plop right out of the cups if she moved. Lonnie couldn't wait to see them plop out, couldn't wait to get a look at her big red nipples. He would suck on them – that's what he'd do – suck her nipples right off her tits.
Jade reached behind her, unhooking her bra. She dropped her arms to her sides and her bra tumbled to the floor. Her nipples were big, like half-dollars, and they were pink, and her nipples were stiff.
Lonnie's cock jerked. A spittle-like strand of shiny precum hung from his pricktip, slowly dropping to the floor.
Jade dove for it, catching the end of the clear strand in her mouth. The rest of the strand stuck to her face, Jade sat on her heels, cleaning the precum off her face with her fingers, then eating it. Her big tits jiggled.
"Jesus, you're hot," Jade said. She licked her lips and swallowed. "Never saw a guy ooze like that. And your stuff is real sweet."
Lonnie couldn't stand the excitement. Almost as if his hands belonged to another person, they clamped around Jade's head. His bloated cockhead banged her lips. Her mouth opened, and he rammed his cock down her throat.
Jade gagged and choked. Her eyes were wide, her face white, then red. Veins stood out in her forehead.
Lonnie humped, jamming his cock in and out of her mouth, hammering the back of her gagging throat. His balls flogged her chin. He felt power surge through his loins. The muscles of his arms, shoulders, and chest seemed to pump up with blood. Lonnie felt strong and sure of himself. His cock felt enormous, as if his prick had doubled in size. He felt red-hot tingles flood his asshole, drill the tip of his spine. His balls swelled. He felt his jizz uncoiling.
"Shit!" he gasped. "Ohhh, Goddamn! Here it comes! Ohhh, woww! Awwww! Uhh! Ahhhhh!" His cum squirted. He could feel long hot ropes of cum shoot through the center of his cock, could feel his balls contracting, could feel Jade's hot throat choking and swallowing round his fucking prick.
Jade's eyes were closed. Her face looked almost blue and all puffed up. The muscles of her jaws and face stood out. Her mouth looked completely stuffed. Her lips were stretched to the limit around Lonnie's fucking cock.
Lonnie hugged her head. He fucked hard, banging his hips at her face, fucking his jizz down her throat. His orgasm had taken him over. He tried to hold back, tried to be gentler with Jade, but his hips moved spontaneously, fucking the girl's mouth with abandon.
"Ohhh, mannn!" Lonnie cried. "Oh, Jesus!" It felt good, so very good. Lonnie had never fucked anything but his hand, his pillow, the bedsheets, and a paper centerfold. Jade's mouth was hot and slippery. Her throat was tight, tightening more each time she swallowed. Even her choking was good, the way her spasms massaged his cock.
Lonnie fired a few last spurts of jism down Jade's throat then pushed her away. He staggered backwards and collapsed across the bed. The furry bedspread felt good on his bare back and ass. He panted, feeling now weak, his strength of moments ago drained, shot down Jade's throat.
Jade sat on the red carpet, the beads of sweat on her flushed face shiny in the sunlight. Her long hair was mussed, half of it hanging over her left tit. Juice dripped from her chin – spit and cum. Her tits rose and fell quickly. Her tits jiggled. She looked like the defeated opponent in a wrestling match.
"Whew!" she said. She wiped off her chin with her hand. "You're a wild-man when you get going."
"Guess I got carried away," Lonnie said. He was propped up on his elbows, looking at her. "Sorry, Jade."
Jade struggled to her feet. She grinned. "No need to be sorry. I like my men with a little spunk in them. I was waiting for you to start feeling yours."
Lonnie sat on the edge of the bed. He looked down at his prick. His cock was soft at last. His prick hung there over the edge of the pink spreaded bed, dangling down between his legs. He had a big cock even soft. His prick was as long soft as when hard. Jade looked at Lonnie's prick. "Soft?"
"Soft," Lonnie said. He giggled self-consciously. Jade looked disappointed.
Jade was frowning. "But it's still so big." She lifted her bare foot and nudged his prick with her toes. His big cock swayed heavily. "Wow! I never saw one that big, soft."
Lonnie giggled again, feeling both a little embarrassed and a little proud. He knew he had a big cock. Even the guys in the locker room at school talked about his prick.
Jade snatched up her ruler from the floor where she had dropped it. She squatted between Lonnie's spread legs.
Lonnie was less embarrassed than he had been earlier. In fact, he was beginning now to enjoy the attention Jade was giving to his cock. He slid his ass more toward the edge of the mattress, letting his prick dangle free in the air.
"I wish I could find the tape-measure," Jade said. "That would be more accurate. And then I could measure it around, too." She butted the ruler against Lonnie's groin. Then she lifted his cock slightly to straighten his prick where his cockshaft curved over his balls. "Am I stretching it any?"
"I don't think so," Lonnie said. He couldn't really tell.
"Seven and three-quartets," Jade said, reading the ruler. "Wow! The biggest one I ever measured soft was only five and a half. That proves it – country boys have bigger cocks than city boys."
"I'm not a country boy," Lonnie said. Who did she think he was, some farm kid?
"Ha! Compared to Chicago, Fullerton is country, at least that's the way I like to think about it. I'm a country girl now, and you're my big cocked country lover." She winked.
Christ! Lonnie thought. He still couldn't believe Jade was for real. He'd never even imagined a girl as wild as Jade.
"Now we'll measure it hard," Jade said. "And I want it real hard, as long and hard as you can get it."
Lonnie frowned at her. She's slightly loony, he thought. "I just came twice in a row. I just can't make it hard whenever I want to. It's tired now."
Jade stood up. "Maybe you can't make it hard, but I sure can – and whenever I want to." She tossed her head, throwing her black hair back over her shoulders. She looked very smug, her turned up nose seeming to turn up ever higher. She stood with her hands on her hips. Her pink nipples appeared to redden, glowing in the sunlight. Her lips flushed like her nipples, and she moistened them with her tongue.
Lonnie felt his cock flip up to half-mast in a few quick jerks. His prick hovered there, half-up, half hard, feeling heavy as lead as his cockshaft twitched. A few tingles crawled through his cock.
Jade glanced at his cock. She smiled as if to say, what did I tell you? She hooked her fingers under the waistband of her panties. Then, with her lips parted seductively, gazing into Lonnie's eyes, she pulled her panties down her long smooth legs. She lifted her feet slowly, pointing her toes as she stepped out of the panties. She stood there smiling, her pussy looking furry and warm as the sunlight fell on her. She held her panties up, letting them dangle between index-finger and thumb. Then she tossed them to Lonnie.
As he caught the girl's panties, Lonnie could feel his prick glue itself to his belly like a hot candy cane. Prickling sensations shot through the heart of his cock. He may have just come twice in a row, but his prick felt suddenly just as excited as if he hadn't come at all. Jade's panties were as wet as if she had pissed in them. He was astounded.
"They're all wet!"
"Well what did you expect them to be?" She smiled. "You don't know much about girls, do you?"
"Sure I do."
"Ha! When a girl gets excited, when she sees a guy's cock or something, what happens to her pussy?"
"It gets wet," Lonnie said. He knew pussies got wet, but not this wet. Jade's panties were sopped and still warm from being pressed against her crotch.
"Well, if you knew, why did you sound so surprised?" She went on before Lonnie could answer, "Stand up now and let me measure that hard hunk of meat."
Lonnie stood. His prick stood up vertically, the gaping piss-slit staring him in the eye. A drop of precum oozed between the slit-lips, looking like a clear pearl. As Jade dropped to her knees in front of him to measure his prick, Lonnie pressed her wet panties to his nose and lips. Instantly, Lonnie was dizzy. The scent of a cunt was as intoxicating as a strong liquor.
Jade grabbed his hips to steady him. "Hold still, damn it! As soon as I'm done measuring it, you can fuck me."
Lonnie shuddered. Had he not shot his jism twice within the last fifteen minutes he would have shot into the air at that moment. Fuck Jade? Goddamn, he couldn't believe it! Shove his cock up a girl's cunt, a real girl's pussy? Shit! He felt weak, ready to faint.
"Eight and a quarter inches!" Jade announced, butting the ruler against his groin and measuring his cock. "But it curves a little bit upward, so it might even measure longer with a tape measure. Oooh, it's a really big one! I've never been fucked by one that big. Come on." She jumped up, grabbed Lonnie's hand, and pulled him with her onto the bed. The sun had shifted, and now much of the bed lay in its warm light. Lying on her back, Jade jack-knifed her knees to her shoulders, presenting Lonnie with her gaping, dripping cunt.
Lonnie trembled so hard that he could hardly control his movements. His prick whacked up and down. He was sure his cock would shoot before he got his prickhead inside the girl.
Jade tugged at her cuntlips, spreading herself wide open. She resembled the girl in the centerfold now, her eyes blazing with lust, begging Lonnie to fuck her. He could see down into her cunt, could see the pink meat of her inner pussy lips, the inflamed meat of her cunt canal, her clit poking out between the lips like a tiny quivering cock. She was hot inside, bubbling like a cauldron full of a spiced brew. Lonnie could smell her cunt – so pungent, so exciting and intoxicating. The musky female smell drove him crazy.
Jade's tits quivered. In fact, all her flesh quivered. Her entire body was flushed. The deep pussy cavern between her legs appeared to pulsate. Lonnie imagined her cunt seething like a volcano.
"Ram it in!" Jade cried, her voice pained. "Shove that big thing in me! Fuck me, Lonnie! Make me feel it! Make me come! Quick, darling! Oh, yes!" Her cunt appeared to gape even wider. Lonnie imagined steam rising from her dark cunt chamber.
Lonnie bent his prick down, guiding the head of his cock toward Jade's red-hot cunt. He felt drunk and dizzy. He shook so hard that he didn't think he would ever be able to get his prick inside her. All at once he collapsed, crashing down on top of Jade.
"Ohhhhhhh, yesssssss!" Jade groaned.
For a moment, Lonnie lay on top of her, stunned. Then he felt it – Jade's molten cunt wrapped around his steel-hard cock, Jade's hairy pussylips kissing his groin, his inflated balls mashed against Jade's ass. He was inside her. Goddamn! He was fucking her. Unbelievable!
Jade bucked her ass up and down. She threw her legs around his hips, kicking her heels at his asscheeks. Her fingernails clawed at his back. Her hot skin quivered under him. Her nipples stabbed at his chest.
"Fuck me!" she gasped. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! Oh, please, oh, please! Do it, do it, do it!" She sounded crazy. She tossed her head from side to side on the pink bedspread.
Lonnie humped, using all the muscles of his back and loins and legs and belly. The hot sensations shot not only through his cock and loins now, but up his spine, down his legs, through his flexing muscles. He felt good all over, felt good even in his ears and nose and toes. He fucked hard, swinging his body at Jade, hurling his groin at her crotch, slicing his eight-plus-inch cock through the puffy depths of her cunt. Though he still trembled, he felt power surging through him once more. He felt strong, proud, in control. He felt as if he had been fucking all his life, as if he had never done anything but fuck his cock in and out of a cunt.
Jade's sharp fingernails gouged his back and clawed his ass. Her cunt tightened each time he thrust into her pussy, then sucked at his cock hard as he pulled out. Her cunt chewed his cock like a mouth, a hot, deep, slippery mouth. Her cunt walls pulsated, sizzling like steaks on a grill. Jade whined as if she were being tortured. She sounded like a cat, a she-cat with a torn mounted on her ass. Her green eyes rolled.
Lonnie wanted to go on fucking like this forever, fucking away at Jade's cunt until the end of time.
But at the same time, he wanted to come, wanted to come more than he had ever wanted to come before. His balls, flogging Jade's ass as he fucked at her cunt, felt like they were going to explode. His prick, nearly skinned alive each time he rammed it up Jade's super-tight cunt, felt like splitting completely in half at any moment. The sensations were so intense that they verged on pain.
"Bite my neck!" Jade gasped. "Oh, quick, quick!" She flung her arms around his head, crushing his mouth to her soft hot neck. "Bite! Bite! Ohhhhh!"
Lonnie sank his teeth into her tender flesh, felt her tendons and muscles quiver between his teeth. Her flesh was salty, sweaty. Lonnie thought he could taste blood. He bit again and again and again, all around her neck.
Jade wailed, half-laughing, half-screaming. Her body tensed, her muscles becoming like wood for a moment. Then she jerked, her body jolted by a great shudder.
"Ahhhhh, Lonnieee! Ohhhhhhhhhh!" Her cunt spasmed, massaging Lonnie's cock like the hot oiled hand of a blacksmith. Pussyjuice bubbled out of her cunt. Lonnie's balls squirmed against her ass as the hot juice gushed down over it.
Jade humped wildly, her pussy sucking hard. Lonnie could tell by the way her eyes had rolled back, by the way she whimpered, that she felt as ecstatic in her coming as he felt when he came. He wanted to come with her now, wanted more than anything to share the feelings of climaxing with her. He made three quick cock-thrusts, then collapsed on his sexy girlfriend and felt himself melting into her. He felt his jism coming now. He crushed his mouth to her lips, drooling into her mouth as the first spurt of his jism drilled her cunt.
"Jaaaaade!" he moaned. "Coming, coming! Ohhhhhhh!" He kissed her passionately, receiving her returned kisses as his ass twitched and his jism spurted again and again and again into his girlfriend's body.
Lonnie had never felt so good. As good as he had imagined shooting cum into a girl would be, he had never imagined that it would feel this good. He wished he could stay like this always, spurting his jism up Jade's cunt until time passed away.
"I love you, Jade," he muttered. "Oh, wowww!"



CHAPTER FIVE


Liz squirmed under the sheets. She shoved her hand between her legs and rubbed her wet pussy. By the time Stan finished his bedtime ritual in the bathroom, Liz would have the bed toasty-warm for him. The scent of her steaming cunt hung heavy under the bedsheets like the scent of some exotic jungle orchid. Liz slipped a finger up her pussy and massaged her slippery cunt walls. She never ceased to be amazed at how hot she could get inside.
She listened to Stan gargling, spitting, gargling again. Now he was filling the sink. She thought about how long they had been together – married eighteen years. She wondered how many times she had lain in bed like this, naked, hot between her legs, waiting for him to finish up in the bathroom and come to bed.
In the early days of their marriage she had been extremely impatient with him over his long bedtime ritual in the bathroom. More than a few times she had become so restless waiting for him that she had gone ahead and rubbed herself off. Then they had argued, Stan angry because she was no longer in the mood to fuck by the time he got to bed, and Liz angry with Stan because he had been so long in the bathroom and angry with herself because she had rubbed herself off like some teeny bopping schoolgirl. Then, as the years went by, Liz got used to waiting for her husband, had trained herself to hold off satisfying her cunt until he came to bed. Over the years she had become amazingly patient. Tonight, however, she didn't know whether she could hold out until he got to bed. Tonight she was burning up between her legs. Her patience was running out. She worked her finger faster in her cunt.
"Stanley, will you please come to bed?"
"Coming, coming, coming! What are you so excited about?"
"If you don't know by now, you'll never know."
"All right, Liz, keep your panties on."
"They're already off."
"That figures."
"Oh, honey, come on. I'm hot."
"Coming, coming."
"You'd better be." That man! Liz thought. He takes more time getting ready for bed than a Miss America contestant does getting ready for the big contest.
Liz finger-fucked her cunt quickly and felt the tension build, felt herself coming dangerously close to orgasm. She stilled her fingers, took a deep breath and held it. The sensations in her cunt mounted like foam in a beer mug.
Liz tensed, holding her breath, praying. Her cunt relaxed, the pulsations petering away and the sensations sinking back down.
"Oh, thank God!" she muttered to herself. She pulled her finger out of her cunt, then pulled her arm out from under the sheet. A string of tingles ran through her pussy. She groaned.
She held her finger up. It dripped. She shoved her finger into her mouth, sucking off the tart, honey-like pussyjuice. Mmmmm! Cuntjuice was tasty. Strange that she hadn't realized this before. She had tasted her own pussyjuice once, a long time ago, on that day when her first boyfriend had seduced her, had eaten her pussy and had fucked her. She'd only been a teenager then. That had been so long ago. That was why she, had forgotten what pussy tasted like – she'd only tasted it once and that had been so long ago. Then, this afternoon, she had tasted pussy again, and she'd remembered.
It was all Carmen's doing. Carmen! In a way, Liz hated that woman, hated her for being so uninhibited, so smug, so absolutely shameless. Carmen was worse than a whore. But, at the same time, Liz admired the woman, envied her, even loved her – and all for the very same reasons that she hated Carmen. Carmen had come like a burst of sunshine into Liz's somewhat dreary life. Until today Liz hadn't realized how glum, how stagnant, how zestless, almost feelingless, her life was becoming. Carmen, having brought the bad news, so to speak, was the villain. But, at the same time, Carmen was her savior, having shown Liz the sunshine, having reawakened Liz's youthful feelings.
"Well, Goddamn, Stanley, what are you doing?"
"Twiddling with my cock."
"You better not be. Hurry up, will you?"
"Just a few more minutes."
He'd better be only a few more minutes, Liz thought, or something is going to short-circuit lit my pussy and it'll go up in a puff of smoke. Lord, she was horny! She hadn't felt this horny since her teenage days or since the early days of her marriage. Carmen's antics this afternoon had set a fire in her, a perpetually burning fire. Liz had been jittery all evening, ready to jump out of her panties, crazy to get to bed and fuck.
The entire evening had been colored by the events of this afternoon, her excitement carrying over. Liz suddenly felt more alive than she had in years. Stan looked better to her now than he had in a long time. And Lonnie had looked like an absolute doll to her this evening. She had hugged and kissed him warmly, and her euphoria had seemingly rubbed off on the boy, for his usually shy, downcast eyes blazed like stars. His blond hair shimmered as if a halo surrounded his head, and he couldn't stop smiling.
"What are you so happy about?" Stan had asked the teen.
"Nothing," Lonnie answered.
"And you, too," Stan said, looking at Liz. "You're acting like you just met Paul Newman. What's with you guys? Am I missing something I shouldn't be?"
Then Liz had felt her cheeks flush. Lord, if you only knew! she had thought.
What would Stan's reaction be were he to find out about the events of this afternoon? Stan wasn't a prissy husband. In fact, Liz suspected that he played around behind her back from time to time. However, she wondered how he would have reacted had he walked in on Carmen and herself this afternoon, or if he had walked in while she was fucking the teen's cock. She imagined him having all sorts of reactions, ranging from a chuckle to a stroke.
As her thinking stood now, she was in no way anxious that Stan should find out. And he wouldn't find out – why should he? Carmen surely wouldn't tell, and Glen, having been well bribed by Carmen, surely wouldn't tell anybody. Carmen had assured her.
Liz fell a certain confidence in Carmen, felt confident that Carmen knew what she was doing and that Carmen could handle any complications that might arise. In any event, Liz had her fingers crossed. She looked forward to possibly getting into Glen's pants again sometime, if Carmen would arrange it, and she looked forward to fucking the teen without qualms. Somehow Carmen would safeguard Liz's secret rendezvous with the horny teen. Why she trusted Carmen as she did, Liz didn't know. Perhaps she was being foolish. Perhaps she would come to her senses tomorrow and regret what she had done this afternoon, but right now she had neither regrets nor guilt.
Liz attributed her change of attitude toward Carmen to the fucking she had received from Glen. She had fallen in love with the fucker the moment she laid eyes on him. How could she help herself? The teen had big brown fawn's eyes peeking out from behind his thick forelocks. He had a skinny, but virile, tanned body, all his muscles defined and quivering with excitement. And he had a big cock, as big as any man's, sticking straight up out of the narrowest of hips, tight hips. When the teen had come he had newly blown her off his cock with the force of his squirts. Liz honestly hadn't felt anybody shoot into her that forcefully since her first fucker. Liz wanted more of Glen's stiff cock, more of his hot hard spurts, and with Carmen's help she could have more.
Without Carmen's uninhibited antics this afternoon. Liz wouldn't be lying here in bed, suddenly aching for her husband as she hadn't ached for him in years. Liz felt rejuvenated and as lusty as an adolescent. She had Carmen to thank – Carmen, the woman she loved and hated, admired and envied.
"Well, Liz," Stan said, emerging from the bathroom, "here I am." He wore only his underwear, and his flesh shined with the light coating of baby oil he always massaged into his skin after his shower.
"Don't turn off the light, darling," Liz said. "I wanna look at you tonight."
Stan smoothed his wet, but neatly combed hair. "Anything you say, Liz. Shall I dispense with these immediately?" He snapped the waistband of his underwear.
"Please do."
Stan slipped out of his underwear quickly and dropped them to the floor where he stood. His cock hung limply over his swollen balls.
Liz smiled. His balls looked really plump tonight. She and Stan hadn't fucked in three or four days. When he came tonight he would really shoot a load. She uncovered herself, displaying for him her completely naked body. The smell of cunt rose in the air like perfume.
Stan's cock swelled, began to twitch its way up as his prickshaft hardened. His cock stood up, pointing straight out from his body. The fleshy prickhead blushed deeply, piss-slit lips beginning to part. He walked toward the bed, his prick wagging like a stiff snake.
Liz sighed. She felt a trickle of hot pussyjuice roll down between her asscheeks. She held up her arms, welcoming her husband. His firm warm body covered her, his prick branding her belly. She moaned and kissed him.
"Darling, I want you to fuck me. I want it so bad."
Stan's face turned red. He breathed on her hotly. "Jesus, you're hot tonight. Somebody feed you some Spanish fly or something?"
Liz giggled. "Well, I don't know. All I know is that I want you inside me. I wanna feel your prick in my cunt."
"How bad do you want it?"
"Real bad."
"Bad enough for a doggie fuck?"
"Mmm, yes. I feel like a real bad girl tonight." She did feel bad, wicked. She was in the mood for getting fucked from behind like a bitch. Stan loved to fuck her that way. He claimed she was tighter that way, that it turned him on more. But she only allowed him to fuck her that way occasionally – when she felt naughty, dirty, like a bad girl, or when she wanted something from Stan and could use her upturned ass to barter for what she wanted.
Stan kissed her, raised up off her, and turned her over. "To you you're a bad girl, but to me you're a good girl. Jesus, look at that sexy ass!" He grabbed her hips and pulled her up onto her hands and knees.
Liz felt really sexy. She could feel the cool air lick between her asscheeks where her pussyjuice had run. She arched her back, turning her ass up high, giving her husband a good view of her ass and pussy.
Stan kissed her asscheeks. She could hear him sniffing up and down the crack. "Christ, you're juicy tonight!" He rubbed his finger up and down her inner thighs sliding his finger in the pussyjuice that trickled over her sensitive flesh.
"Why don't you taste my pussy once? You know how much you love to get your cock licked. I wouldn't mind having, my pussy licked once in awhile, too."
"I'm just not into it. I can't imagine putting my face in all that slime."
"Slime?"
Stan chuckled. "No offense. But it does smell strong, you know. The smell does turn me on, can't deny that, but it makes me want to fuck, not lick."
"Then fuck, for crying out loud!" He was hopeless. For eighteen years she had been after him to eat her pussy, but he simply refused. She had even tried offering him a pussy-fuck from behind, if he would only eat her first, but he wouldn't lick her cunt. Well, at least Carmen had licked her cunt, and she bet Glen would have done it if she had given him the chance. This thought made her feel righteous and allay any guilt she felt for having cheated on Stan this afternoon. If he refused to lick her cunt, then he deserved to be made a cuckold by a teenager.
Stan mounted her, spread her pussylips with his thumbs, and prodded her cunthole with his cockhead.
The moment Liz felt Stan's burning cockhead touch the meat of her cunt all resentment toward him for refusing to eat her pussy passed away. The touch of his cock sent an electric thrill through her cunt. Her ass wiggled spontaneously. Her cunt felt like her pussy was gaping, aching to suck in his cock. Pussy juice bubbled from her cunt.
"Oh, Stan, shove it in!"
Stan grunted. Like a bull, he rammed his cock up her cunt. "Ahhhhhhhhh!" he sighed.
"Ohh, Stannnn! Yessss! Fuck me, darling!" Stan's cock was hot and his prickshaft penetrated her deeply. One advantage of a doggie fuck was that Stan could get into her cunt deeper.
Stan slammed his cock in and out of her pussy, fucking her hard and fast immediately. He had never been one to waste time. His belly whacked against her waving ass.
"Tight!" Stan muttered. "Oh, baby, I love it!" He slapped her ass playfully a few times, then fucked her harder.
Liz's pussy clutched at Stan's cock. Each time his hot cock slipped in and each time his prick pulled out, Liz felt her eyes bug out. A whirl of hot sensations flooded her pussy. She moved in rhythm with her husband, jerking her ass backward at his belly as he thrust his cock up her cunt. His prick felt so good, so very good. She had been waiting hours for this, had come close to rubbing herself off in anticipation of this hot fuck, these luscious feelings.
Stan grunted and gasped. "Jesus, honey, I can't hold it much longer. Oh, man! You're so fucking hot tonight! I'll do my best to hold back awhile, but I don't think I can for long."
Liz didn't care. She could feel her orgasm on its way already. "Grab my tits, Stan! Oh, quick!"
Stan's warm hands kneaded her tits. He rolled her stiff nipples between his thumbs and fingers.
Deep sex-sensations gnawed through Liz's body, shooting through her tits, through her ass, through her cunt, through her toes. Her ass shuddered, jolted as if by lightning.
"Ohhh, Stan, I'm coming, honey, I'm coming! Come with me!"
"Oh, Jesus!" Stan gasped. "Uh, uh, ahhhhh, baby, here it comes! Ahhhhhhh!" He slammed into her.
Liz jerked with orgasm, her pussy contracting around her husband's throbbing cock. Stan's cock spurted, his thick cum bathing the spasming walls of her cunt. His cum was warm. Liz imagined her cunt tissues saturated with the sticky white fluid, absorbing jizz like a sponge.
"Shoot it, darling!" Liz moaned. And he did, spurt after spurt.



CHAPTER SIX


Carmen laid on the horn. "Same to you, buster!" she shouted out the car window, and she flicked her upthrust middle finger at the driver in the other vehicle.
Liz was thrust back in her seat as Carmen floored the accelerator pedal and the car squealed onward. Although holding on for her life, Liz had to giggle.
"You know, you didn't stop for that stop sign. You didn't even slow down," Liz pointed out.
Carmen stared straight ahead, determined as a race driver. Her face was set in grim concentration. "I slowed down as much as was reasonable. As for stopping, nobody in Chicago stops for stop signs."
"But this isn't Chicago."
"Might a well be. Did you hear that guy? I thought Fullerton was a friendly town."
Liz shook her head. They had been through that discussion once before, yesterday afternoon.
Carmen's face broke into a smile as the supermarket came into view. She turned sharply into the driveway, again squealing the tires, and fish-tailing the rear of the car. She pulled into a parking spot near the rear of the store, behind some delivery trucks.
Liz looked at her. "What are you parking way back here for? There are all kinds of empty spots up front."
Carmen smiled as if she had just told herself a private joke. "I don't want somebody opening the door against my car. I can't stand nicks and dents." She winked and slid out of the car. "Coming, darling?"
Carmen did her shopping quickly, pulling the items off the shelves and dropping them into her shopping cart like a farmer harvesting a corn crop. She appeared completely unconcerned about prices, never pausing to check even one price. Within five minutes her shopping cart was overflowing, and she wheeled it up to the cash register with the same reckless speed as she drove her car. Liz, running along behind her to keep up, stooped to nab an orange that had been flung off Carmen's cart.
"Thank you," Carmen said, accepting the lost orange. She stood in line tapping her foot, obviously impatient, but smiling at everybody who passed by.
Of the three lines, Carmen had picked the longest one to stand at the back of. Liz pointed out to her that the other two lines were shorter.
"Oh, I don't mind waiting." Carmen smiled mysteriously. Then she glanced toward the front of the line.
The bag-boy, a teen with thick auburn hair, which kept falling down over his nose as he jammed cans and packages into shopping bags, glanced back at her from behind his forelock. He blushed, his neck reddening against his white collar. His Adam's apple bobbed a few times, seeming to pop out of the knot of his red necktie.
Flirting with the bag-boy, Liz thought. Of course! Why else would Carmen pick the longest line. She likes the bag boy at this register. But she was embarrassing the teen. Couldn't she see that? Carmen simply had no shame – that's all there was to it.
Strangely, when Carmen reached the register she completely ignored the teen, instead gabbing with the check-out girl about the weather and other such trivia, at last announcing that she was from Chicago.
"Hope you like Fullerton," the check-out girl said over her shoulder as Carmen and Liz followed the bag-boy out of the store as he pushed their cart.
"I'm sure I'll get used to it!" Carmen yelled back. "Have a nice day!"
Neither Carmen nor the bag-boy said a word all the way across the parking lot, and as the teen piled the groceries into the trunk, both remained silent. The teen banged shut the trunk.
"Thank you, darling," Carmen said at last.
The teen glanced shyly at Liz.
"This is a very dear friend of mine," Carmen said to the teen. "Tommy, meet Liz."
The teen extended his hand. "Hi."
Liz shook his hand. She was momentarily stunned. "Glad to meet you," she said mechanically. Then she frowned at Carmen.
"I met Tommy Monday," Carmen explained. "He's such a considerate and helpful young man."
Tommy blushed even deeper. "Well, I'd better be getting back. The manager has a fit if I don't come right back."
"Did he have a fit Monday?" Carmen asked, sounding concerned.
The teen looked sick for a moment. "No. But I got back to the register just in time."
"Good," Carmen said. "I'll get your tip. It'll only take a minute."
A shuddering sigh escaped from the teen's throat. Suddenly, he was visibly trembling.
Carmen opened the front and back doors on the driver's side and pulled the teen between them. She dropped to her knees in front of the teen and hiked up his white apron. The teen took the apron and held it up.
"Carmen!" Liz gasped. "What on earth are you doing?"
"Hush! If you don't want to watch, look the other way." Carmen yanked the teen's pants down to his knees. The teens prick was standing up hard, twitching wildly. "Beautiful!" Carmen said, and she gobbled his cock up.
Tommy fell back against the car, his shoulders braced against the top of the door-frame. His loins humped at Carmen's face, his prick fucking in and out of her mouth.
"Oh, God!" he moaned. "Oh, man!" His forelock had fallen over his eyes.
Carmen made munching sounds as she sucked. She bobbed her head up and down furiously. Liz could see the teen's prickhead jab the insides of Carmen's cheeks and thought she could see his cockhead expand Carmen's throat.
Liz couldn't believe what she was seeing. She was terribly excited and terribly nervous. Oh, come quick, Tommy, she thought, before somebody comes along and catches us all.
Carmen grabbed the youth's balls, massaging them while she sucked. Tommy's head wobbled, his eyes covered by his auburn hair.
"Mmmm!" Carmen moaned. "Mmmmmm!" She twisted and turned her head, sucking the teen's cock as if she was a dog yanking at a sock.
"Oh, oh mannn!" Tommy groaned. "Oh, I'm gonna come! Uh, oh, Jesus!" He let out a long, breathy moan. His skinny body shivered. He bucked his loins, his knuckles turning white as they clenched his apron.
Carmen cooed, making slurping, sucking, munching sounds. She swallowed, rings of contractions passing down her throat.
In moments, it was all over. The teen's gleaming prick flopped out of Carmen's mouth, a few drops of cum flicking down onto the asphalt of the parking lot. He yanked up his pants, dropped his apron, and ran away, red as the dawn.
"I don't believe it. I just don't believe it."
Carmen laughed. "Calm down, darling." She leaned her elbow out the car window, driving with one hand.
They had been on the road for about five minutes. Carmen was driving leisurely around town now, apparently in no hurry to get anywhere. She even was stopping for stop signs.
"But what if somebody would have seen you?"
"Why do you think I parked in back of the store? Who goes back there but winos?"
"Delivery people, for one," Liz said.
Carmen simpered, shaking her head. "Darling, you're just too tight. Loosen up. You only live once."
"But you can get arrested for messing around with teens like that." Liz had begun to worry about Glen. One reason Liz had accompanied Carmen in her grocery shopping was to discuss what had happened yesterday. Liz had gone to sleep last night feeling elated and secure. She had awakened this morning, worried.
Carmen accelerated over a dip in the road. The car flew. Liz felt her stomach rise. Carmen squealed like a giddy schoolgirl.
"Relax, honey. I've had years of experience with teens. I can read their minds. I can tell the dangerous ones a mile away." She smiled confidently. Her black hair flew behind her in the wind like fine streamers of black silk. She had unraveled her braids since Liz had last seen her and her hair was perfectly straight now.
"I don't share your confidence," said Liz. "I really wish you wouldn't keep pulling things like that when you're around me."
"Liz, Liz, Liz, I do believe you're jealous. If we would have had more time, you could have had a taste of him, too." She licked her lips. "He had the sweetest cum, and his cock was a little sweaty from his working. Mmmm, I love guys with a little sweat on them. Don't you?"
"I wouldn't know," Liz said. "And I'm not jealous. Tell me, what happens if Glen decides to tell his friends about what happened yesterday? And what if Tommy starts talking about this afternoon? Even this afternoon, I'm an accessory."
"Darling, you talk as if we're murderers. Trust me, nothing will happen. I tell you, I know my guys. Darling, I've tasted hundreds, maybe thousands."
Liz believed that last sentence. "You might find Fullerton boys somewhat different from Chicago boys."
"Boys are boys," Carmen said. "And boys will be boys wherever they are. They care more about their cocks than they do about their mothers. Like I said, some of them you shouldn't tamper with, but most of them are all right. You just have to know how to spot the all right ones. It comes with experience."
Liz crossed her arms and sank back in her seat. Arguing with Carmen was hopeless. Would she ever be able to talk some sense into Carmen's head? If not, Liz would just have to avoid her – and hope that nothing would ever come of the two potential tragedies Carmen had brought upon her thus far. Too bad, because she still rather liked Carmen.
Liz turned away, watching the trees go by. They were near Fullerton Park now, a huge park, half the size of the city itself. Since the cost of maintaining so large a park was great, the city left three-quarters of the park in its natural untouched state – a sort of wilderness area. Liz mentioned this to Carmen.
Carmen said, "I bet the park is just full of little love nests for the teenagers."
Liz blushed. "Is that all you think about?" Carmen was right, though. Half the high school population would disappear into Fullerton Park after school every afternoon. Liz remembered many secret trails and hiding places in the woods from her own high school days. In fact, Fullerton Park was the place where Liz had lost her virginity.
Carmen made a sudden turn and they were driving in the park. Sunlight blazed down through the tall old trees. The scent of some blossom was in the air. For the first time since last year, Liz was conscious of a summery feeling. After a long winter, and a cold wet spring thus far, she had almost forgot that summer existed. The day was warm, in the mid-seventies. Liz closed her eyes and stretched, dreaming of a secluded beach in the tropics. She felt herself dozing off.
Carmen shook her by the shoulder. "Liz, are you sleeping?"
"What?" For a moment Liz didn't know where she was. That sunny beach, that blue-green surf, those rustling palm leaves – all faded. Dim forest light filtered into her consciousness.
"Sorry to wake you, dear, but we've got a passenger. Get out so he can slip in between us, will you?"
Liz dragged herself out of the car.
"Howdy," said the long-haired, barechested young man waiting to get into the car. He had wind-blown blond hair, blue eyes, and very white teeth. He looked to be in his teens, and despite his hippy-like appearance, he reminded Liz of Lonnie, her son.
"Hello," Liz said, wondering where he had come from.
The teen smiled nicely. Then, without another word, he slid into the car next to Carmen. Liz noticed that he was barefooted. In fact, all he was wearing was a pair of tight, low-riding, extremely worn jeans.
"I'm Carmen," Carmen said, "and this here is Liz."
"I'm Pete. Glad to meet both of you. Thanks for the ride. It's a long walk downtown."
"Our pleasure," Carmen said and they were off. A few minutes later Carmen had stopped to admire a cherry tree in blossom. Instead of heading back toward downtown she had driven deeper into the park. She switched off the ignition.
Liz's stomach contracted. She sensed what Carmen was up to. She wanted to say something, but Carmen had been talking nonstop to Pete, and Pete seemed to enjoy listening to her. She felt left out of whatever was happening and a captive audience to it. The thought occurred to her that she ought to slide out of the car and just walk away.
Neither Carmen nor the teen would notice. Then Liz wouldn't have to watch Carmen seduce the young man.
Carmen's arm was draped around the teen's naked shoulders. Her fingernails scratched gently up and down the teen's brown back muscles, leaving momentary trails of pink on the skin. The teen began to breath deeply. His periodic laughs began sounding self-conscious. Liz looked down at his crotch where a large tent had suddenly grown.
That does it! Liz thought. She couldn't stand another moment of this. She would leave. Good riddance, Carmen!
Carmen and the teen were kissing, Carmen biting up and down his brown neck, the teen moaning. Carmen's hand caressed the youth's chest and roved up and down his skinny abdomen. Her other hand ran through his long hair. The teen's cock jerked in his pants. The scent of his sweat filled the car.
Liz inhaled. The smell of the youth was like an exotic perfume, overpowering even the sweet scent of the cherry blossoms. She was aware of the warmth of his body, as warm as the sunlight filtering through the trees and streaming in through the windshield. She watched his grubby brown toes wiggling as he kissed Carmen. She thought she could hear his heart thumping to the same rhythm as his throbbing cock. Suddenly Liz was moving, doing what she knew she had to do. There could be no other way.
The teen's jeans popped open almost automatically. His zipper slid down as if lubricated. As Liz pulled his jeans down over his skinny hips, the teen gracefully lifted his ass. Liz got his jeans completely off in a moment, letting them drop to the floor beneath his brown feet. Liz smiled to herself. The act of undressing the teen had flowed like a ballet. It had been so easy, so graceful.
She cradled one of the youth's feet in her hands, watching his brown toes move sensuously. The teen's foot was wide, nicely shaped, his toes wide spread. She kissed his instep, rubbed her cheek against it, kissed his toes, then licked her way up his leg. The teen's leg was covered with golden hairs. She nuzzled the wiry hairs, rubbed her cheek along his thigh, approaching his prick.
Carmen smooched the youth loudly all over his face and neck. Her hand ran rapidly up and down his chest and abdomen. The teen's turgid prick whacked against his flat brown belly, standing up straight. The teen sighed, cooing like an infant suckling at its mother's tit.
"Our stud," Carmen said. "Liz and I are going to make you feel real good, honey."
The teen groaned. "Oh, yeahhhh!"
Liz pressed her nose to the teen's brown ball-sac. His big balls inside throbbed against her nose like turbines. His balls shifted restlessly. Liz thought she could hear his cum brewing inside them, the hot cum she was going to suck up through the teen's quivering cock.
Liz nuzzled all around and under the youth's hot balls. His sweaty scent made her moan. She rubbed her nose in the moist warmth, wishing that somehow she could capture the scent, could carry it with her always. The teen had the same smell as her first lover.
"Hold on, honey," Carmen said. "She's gonna suck it now. She gonna suck the jizz right out of your nuts."
The youth squirmed nearly off the seat. "Oh, man! Oh wow!"
Liz licked his cock and tasted his prick from its root in the teen's ball-sac to its throbbing purple cockhead. His prick jumped as the tip of her tongue caressed the sensitive strand just under his cock head. Precum oozed from his piss-slit, and Liz sipped it like a hummingbird sipping nectar. The cock-juice was warm, sweet, sticky-slippery, fresh out of the youth's writhing balls. Liz closed her mouth around the prick head and sucked, hungry for more of the delicious cock fluid.
The teen's strong hands closed around her head. His fingers massaged her scalp. He forced her head down on his cock. His cockhead lodged in her throat, hot and throbbing.
"Suck," he said. "Please suck." He wrapped his fingers in Liz's hair and humped upward at her mouth.
Liz salivated. The teen's prick was delicious. His cockmeat had a flavor that made Liz wish she could bite the youth's cock off and swallow his prick. She clamped his throbbing cock between the roof of her mouth and her tongue, holding his cock there, savoring the taste. She could feel his prick throbbing against her lip, could feel the electric tension surging through the core of his horny cock, could sense the erotic explosion about to take place.
"Suck me, please!" Pete said, his voice a whimper. "Oh, suck, suck, suck!" He humped with greater speed now, fucking Liz's mouth as if it was a cunt, driving his slick prick down her throat.
Liz gagged for a moment, then grabbed his jerking cock at the base to keep his prick from strangling her. She bobbed her head, riding Pete's cock with her head and mouth in the same way that she had ridden Glen's cock with her cunt yesterday. As she moved up and down on his cock, she churned her tongue at the underside of his prick shaft and cock head, at the same time using her lips to further stimulate his smooth cockskin.
"Oh, fuck!" Pete gasped. "Oh, fuck yes! Feels great! Oh, baby!"
"Suck him, honey!" Carmen urged, sounding like a cheerleader. "Suck off this man of ours! Suck that big cock! Suck out his jizz!"
Liz was aware of his cock now in the same way that she had been aware of cunt yesterday while she had been sucking Carmen's pussy. She felt his cock fill her mouth, her throat, her entire head. She smelled and tasted his prick. She heard the man's grunts and saw his brown abdominal muscles writhing before her eyes. He was all man, all cock – so exciting, so delicious, so hot! She sucked furiously, hungry for his jism.
"Shoot it, baby!" Carmen said. "Blast your hot cream down her throat! She wants it, baby. She's hungry for it. Give it to her, stud. Give it to her now!"
Pete's hot cock swelled, quivered, and jumped like a fish out of water. "Yeahhhh!" he sighed. "Yeahhhhh! Ahhhhhh!" His jism exploded, squirting down Liz's throat like hot milk from, a cow's tit.
Carmen laughed. Pete groaned, firing one spurt after another. Liz swallowed, her eyes closed. She savored the taste and creamy texture of the teen's jism. She felt his cock swelling and contracting in her mouth. She squeezed his bloated, pulsating balls, making Pete whine, making him shoot more jizz.
The teen was still firing and his cock still throbbing when Carmen started the car. The car jerked forward. Liz choked as Pete's cock lunged down her throat.
"Stay down, Liz," Carmen said calmly. "And Pete, as soon as you're finished, put your pants back on."
The teen's dripping cock flipped out of Liz's mouth, banging her on the nose. Suddenly, Liz's heart was up in her throat. "What?" she asked.
"Stay down," Carmen said. "We've got a cop on our tail."
We've had it now! Liz thought – but five minutes later they were letting Pete out of the car on the main street of town. The squad car had followed them out of the park then had turned off on a side street.
Pete closed the car door for Liz, then leaned into the window. He tossed his head, brushing the blond locks out of his eyes. "Thanks, you guys. Say, either of you got a few bucks to spare?"
"Of course," Carmen said, shoving a handful of bills his way.
Pete smiled, snatching the bills from in front of Liz's nose. "Thanks. See you both around." He turned and swaggered down the sidewalk, stuffing the bills into his hip pocket. His grubby toes hugged the concrete. He looked naked and sleek, his yellow hair sweeping around his shoulders.
"Cocky stud, isn't he?" Carmen said.
"Yes," Liz said, watching the teen turn a corner and disappear. "How much did you give him?"
"Six or seven bucks – my change from the store."
"He looks like he can use it. I should have offered him something, too."
Carmen laughed. "Darling, we wouldn't want to spoil him. Next time he'd expect the same."
"Next time?"
Carmen shook her head, chuckling. "You need an education, honey. Haven't you ever seen a teenage gigolo?"
"A what?"
"A hustler, a whore."
Liz stared at her. Now she had heard of everything! "In Fullerton? No way!"
Carmen started the car. She laughed so hard her hand trembled on the shift lever. "Honey, you've got a lot to learn. Not every stomach full of cum is free."
"I don't believe it," Liz said. "Let's go home." She swallowed, still tasting the teen's cum in her mouth. She was content to know that his jism was inside her. She didn't really care to argue about what the bay was, or to think about the cop who had followed them. All she wanted to do was to go borne and to rub herself off. Her panties were drenched. She felt as if her pussy was being licked by a thousand tongues.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Lonnie pressed the doorbell. Please be home, he thought. The sunlight glared off the white front door. Lonnie turned away and glanced around the large front porch. The white columns were wood, he decided, not stone as he had imagined at first. Oh, well, they were still unique. Jade's house was the only one in the neighborhood that had pillars supporting the porch roof. The house reminded him of one of those southern mansions, and maybe a little bit of an ancient Greek temple.
The house was silent – nothing stirring inside. Where was Jade? She had to be borne, just had to be, or he was going to go nuts. He rang the doorbell again and waited. The bell was working all right – he could hear the chimes going off inside the house. Still no answer. He sat down on the concrete steps of the porch. He'd wait. Maybe she would get home from school soon.
Where in the heck was she? He had assumed that the two of them would walk home together again today. But after school, Jade was nowhere in sight. He had waited around school long enough, had even gone back inside and had checked her locker and homeroom three times. No Jade, though. Suddenly he had the horrible thought that some other teen had walked her home today, and he had run nearly all the way to her house to find out. He had no idea what he would do if he found out that another teen had walked her home, but he just had to find out.
He looked around the yard. It looked very much like his own yard – spruce trees lining the front edge of the lawn, secluding the house from the street, flower-beds thick with red and yellow tulips. A shiny blue-black bird was perched at the edge of the birdbath pecking at the water. The day was summery and warm, with birds singing and the scent of blossoms in the air. Lonnie imagined himself lolling beside a river, fishing pole in hand, grass and dandelions between his bare toes. He lay back on the porch, pillowed his head in his hands, and stretched sensuously.
Maybe he could take Jade fishing this summer. He would take her to his secret spot along the river. They would be hidden by the thicket of willows and cottonwoods. They would be all alone. He'd suggested they go swimming. Then, after they climbed out of the water, he would lay her on the grass and fuck her. They'd be all wet and naked, and she'd be warm under him, and her cunt would feel like a hot mouth around his prick. Shit, the thought of fucking her made him want to yank out his cock now and jack off.
His prick felt like a rod of steel in his pants. His cock had been that way all day. Shit, his prick had been that way all last night. After yesterday's fuck session with Jade, Lonnie didn't think his cock would ever go down again. His prick had tasted cunt for the first time yesterday afternoon, and now Lonnie knew that his cock would never again be satisfied without the feel of a pussy. Shit, if he could just get his cock inside Jade's cunt and fuck her forever, he wouldn't care about anything else ever again.
Lonnie rubbed his cock through his jeans. "Oh, Jade," he said out loud, "come home."
Where in the hell was she? He'd been waiting all night for her, all day. Despite the, unbearable feelings shooting through his cock all last night and all day today, Lonnie hadn't jacked off. He was saving his jism for Jade. Besides, knowing now what it felt like to fuck, Lonnie didn't think jacking off would ever be the same again. Jacking off would be a waste. No hand could ever match a hot, slippery, sucking cunt. Goddamn, Jade, I need you, he thought. I need you so fucking bad.
"Well, well, what have we here?"
Lonnie started. His eyelids snapped open like window-shades. The sun blinded him as he squinted in the direction of the voice. "Jade?"
The figure stepped out of the sun's glare. She laughed. "I'm afraid not, darling, although I wouldn't mind being Jade's age again."
The woman looked like Jade's sister – same long black hair, same shape – although wider in the hips and larger in the tits than Jade – same impish look on her oval face. The one striking difference between this woman and Jade was in the eyes.
Although his woman had the same catlike eyes, they were hazel, in contrast to Jade's flame-like green eyes. And this woman, of course, was older, quite a bit older than Jade.
Lonnie sat up, throwing his book-bag over his lap to hide his hard cock. He hoped that she hadn't noticed his prick. He felt himself flushing, felt his forehead misting suddenly with sweat.
The woman leaned toward him, holding out her hand. "I'm Jade's mother. You can call me Carmen."
"I'm Lonnie Welton. I was waiting for Jade."
He shook hands with her. She had a strong grip for a woman, and she didn't let go. Her goofy smile made him uneasy.
"So you're Lonnie! Your mother has told me so much about you. I was wondering when I'd get to meet you. Your mother was so right – you are a very handsome young man. Come on inside." She pulled Lonnie to his feet.
"Will Jade be home soon?" Lonnie asked. He couldn't think of anything worse than having to sit around talking to Jade's mother for an hour.
Carmen unlocked the door. She put her arm around Lonnie's shoulder and walked him into the house. "She'll be home before too long," Carmen said. "She had a dentist appointment right after school."
Lonnie started to pull away. "Maybe I should come back later."
"Nonsense, darling. You and I really must get to know each other, being neighbors and all." She turned him towards her, holding him at arm length by his shoulders, grinning at him foolishly.
Lonnie smiled back, feeling self-conscious and trapped. He should have left when nobody had answered the door. He hadn't expected this.
"Like our statue?" Carmen asked, drawing him toward the black stone sculpture. The statue sat in a shaft of sunlight, just as it had yesterday when Jade had painted it out to him from up on the stairs.
Lonnie felt himself really flushing now. "I guess so," he said. He looked down at the man's legs and feet, avoiding the long, pointed cock. "Hey!" The word come out before he could catch it.
"What, darling? What's so exciting?"
The man had hooves instead of feet, and his legs were those of a goat. Lonnie pointed this out.
Carmen laughed. "That's because he's a satyr – half-man, half-goat. In Greek mythology satyrs were very sexy creatures." She rubbed his shoulder. "Of course, that's easy to see, isn't it?" She laughed, sounding somewhat phony.
"I guess so," Lonnie said. He wished he could leave. He felt embarrassed as hell. Shit, here he stood with the mother of his girlfriend, looking at a statue of a guy with a hard cock – and a big prick at that.
Carmen laughed again. Everything seemed to be funny to her. She took his hand. "Come along, Lonnie. You can tell me about yourself while I change into something more comfortable." She pulled him toward the spiral stairway.
Carmen's bed was identical to Jade's, having a curtained canopy and a furry pink bedspread. Carmen's bedroom was larger than Jade's, however, with a bathroom entry along one wall. Pink lace curtains hung in the windows, and, as the sun glowed through them, the entire bedroom was cast in pink. Lonnie sat at the edge of Carmen's bed while she changed clothes in the bathroom. More than once he considered slipping out of the house while he had the chance, but what would Carmen think? He knew sneaking out would be impolite, so he sat there as helpless as if he was shackled.
Carmen, who had been talking incessantly all the while she was changing and, thought Lonnie, sounding as giddy and foolish as some of the girls at school poked her silly face around the corner of the door-frame suddenly. "Lonnie, would you do me a favor? Get me my pink bikini out of the upper-left bureau drawer and bring it to me."
Lonnie rummaged in the drawer and pulled out the pink bikini. He couldn't believe what all he saw in the drawer – about a dozen other bikinis and maybe two dozen pairs of panties of all colors. He carried the bikini to the bathroom, wondering how Carmen could ever get her tits into such small tit cups. Without a word, he handed the bikini to Carmen, who was reaching out around the doorframe.
"Thank you, darling. Oh, wait, before you go back, will you toss these into the clothes hamper in the closet over there?" She handed him the clothes she had just taken off – bluejeans, a red blouse, and white panties. Lonnie took them obediently.
The jeans and blouse he dropped directly into the hamper. The panties he held onto a few moments longer, inspecting them. The crotch was stained yellow and the material was moist Lonnie's hands trembled suddenly. His prick, which had softened due to his ordeal with Jade's mother, stiffened in an instant. Goddamn, he thought, her cunt gets wet just like Jade's. Then he realized what that meant – Carmen was feeling sexy. He lifted the panties to his face and smelled them.
"Holy shit!" he whispered. Carmen's panties smelled just like Jade's only maybe a little bit stronger. The scent went to his head like strong liquor. Dizzy, he swayed where he stood. His legs felt weak. If he touched his prick, he knew he would come.
"Sorry to have kept you waiting, darling."
Lonnie's heart stopped. He jerked the panties away from his face, letting them fall into the hamper. He stared into the shadows of the closet, wishing he was dead. If she hadn't seem him smelling her panties, she was blind. He turned around slowly, holding his hands over his groin to hide his shamefully hard cock.
Carmen smiled, looking completely unperturbed, as if she hadn't noticed a thing. She might as well have been stark naked. Her bikini covered almost nothing. Black pussy hairs curled out wound the top of the pink panties, and the tit-cups covered little more than her nipples. She might just as well have wrapped a pink ribbon around her loins and tits. They would have covered just as much. She looked sexier than any woman Lonnie had ever seen. In her ribbon-like bikini, she looked even sexier than the centerfold girl he used to jack off with. Carmen reminded him a lot of that centerfold girl. The centerfold girl had been dark like Carmen, and her eyes had had that same hot gleam.
Lonnie found himself trembling harder now. He stiffened and tensed all his muscles, trying to control his trembling, but he only trembled worse. His face was burning up. He had never been so hot, so horny, so embarrassed in his life. He prayed that he wouldn't shoot while standing there.
Carmen's face seemed to pout, her red lips forming and oval. "Is something the matter, angel?"
"No," Lonnie muttered, hardly able to get the sound out through his dry throat. "I gotta go home." He staggered forward like a drunk.
Carmen caught him. Her huge tits, like water filled balloons, pillowed his face. Her naked female flesh swaddled him. Lonnie felt like a little boy being held in his mother's arms. His mind whirled. Things were happening too fast to comprehend them.
Suddenly he found himself on Carmen's bed. He hugged her naked waist. His belly pressed against her hot, upturned ass. He was completely naked, as was Carmen. He kneeled on the furry bedspread, humping at Carmen's cunt like a stud dog at a bitch. Her cunt tightened and relaxed, sucking his cock as he fucked his prick in and out of her. Her cunt was incredibly hot, and her wiggling ass was the sexiest thing he had ever seen.
Carmen grunted, panted, and tossed her head. "Fuck, darling! Fuck, fuck, fuck! It's a big one, angel, such a big one. Oooh, I love it, love it, love it!" She gyrated her ass like a fan. Her cunt sucked as if she wanted to vacuum his balls right out of their sac.
Lonnie arched backward. He dug his fingers into Carmen's meaty tanned asscheeks, clawing at them savagely as he fucked her cunt. Carmen seemed to love this. She squealed and her cunt sucked harder.
Lonnie looked down between her ass cheeks. Carmen's pinkish-brown asspucker appeared to quiver, opening and closing slightly like a mouth. Had he been in the position to manage it, he would have kissed her wet asshole. He felt so horny that he let really dirty thoughts come into his mind. How he would love to lick out Carmen's asshole! Shit, he would love even to shove his hard prick straight up Carmen's ass! Holy hell!
Carmen arched her back, making the long muscles along her spine stand put, making a valley form between the muscles. Lonnie fell forward and licked the valley. Carmen's skin tasted like perfumed powder and sweat. Lonnie rounded his back, humping savagely. He took almost as much pleasure in the physical exercise, in the humping movements themselves, as he did in the unsurpassed feelings shooting through his cock. His prick felt super. His cock seemed to have grown to the size of a billy club.
Carmen shrieked. She fairly danced on her hands and knees, her ass jolted by great shudders. Her cunt gushed hot pussy juice, drenching Lonnie's balls. "Eeeeeeeh, angel, ohhhhh, honey, I'm coming! Mmmm, mmmmm, ahhhhhh!"
As hot as Lonnie was, he couldn't help giggling as he clung to Carmen's churning hips. The vibrations shooting through her ass tickled his belly. Besides that, he felt very pleased with himself at having fucked such an intense orgasm into a grown woman. He fell on her, riding her as she bucked, biting her salty back. Carmen seemed to buck all the harder then, whining like a she-cat.
Carmen relaxed, panting as if she had just run a mile. Her cunt loosened. All the tightness seemed to go out of her skin.
Lonnie leaned back, disappointed suddenly because her cunt no longer sucked his cock. He could feel a pulsebeat inside her molten pussy, but her tight, sucking cunt walls had slackened. He humped quick a few times, hoping he could tighten her up again.
Shit, she wouldn't tighten! He should have come while he had had the chance to cream into a really hot, sucking cunt. He had held off squirting to prolong the fantastic fucking. But shit, he hadn't expected this.
Carmen sighed, stretching her back out long like a stretching cat. Then she rested her head in her hands, letting her naked ass turn up really high. Her asspucker, slightly open, looked dewy with moisture in the pink light. One look at her asshole and Lonnie knew what he wanted, knew what he was going to do.
He slipped his cock, all quivering and dripping, out of Carmen's cunt. He sat, on his heels, then leaned forward, mashing his nose against Carmen's ass pucker. Had his nose been longer he would have shoved his nose right up her ass.
Lonnie's prick stood quivering. His cock felt so big, so hard, that his prick seemed almost detached from his loins, as if his cock was being separated from himself. Hot precum bubbled from his piss slit and rolled down the backside of his prick shaft. The precum felt as hot as Carmen's pussyjuice had felt when she had gushed on his balls. Lonnie kissed Carmen's ass pucker, then slipped his tongue up her asshole.
"Hot baby!" Carmen said, squirming. "Hot little man. Momma's asshole taste good, sweetheart?"
"Mmmmmm!" Lonnie moaned, ramming his tongue up the woman's asshole as far as be could. She was hot inside, tight, and she tasted salty.
Carmen giggled. "Oooh, that drives me crazy! Eeeee! Lick it, honey! Mmm, beautiful! Eeeeeeh!" Carmen wiggled her ass as if Bonnie's tongue were a snake crawling up her asshole.
Lonnie mashed his face between her asscrack and gnawed her ass pucker. He shoved his hand into her crotch, which still dripped with hot juice. Lonnie bunched up three fingers and rammed them up her cunt.
Carmen's back arched. Her ass vibrated. Her asshole and cunt contracted simultaneously. "Ohhhh, uhhh, baby, ohhhhhh!" Hot juice gushed out and dripped from Lonnie's fucking hand.
Lonnie couldn't believe it, but Carmen was coming again, coming instantly. As he had jammed his fingers up her cunt, Carmen had gone immediately into sexual spasms.
Carmen's orgasms was short, but from the way she whined, her come must have been intense. As the last orgasmic pulsations eased through Carmen's hot cunt, Lonnie yanked his fingers out of her cunt and plunged them into his mouth. His eyes felt as if they were swirling. He felt dizzy, almost drunk. The effect of pussy juice on him was as strong as the effect of whiskey, but it was quicker then whiskey, instantaneous.
Lonnie felt like a lion. Clawing his way up Carmen's ass, he mounted her. His prick found what he wanted immediately – her asshole. Using all the strength and agility of his body, he forced his cock head between the sucking rings of her ass pucker, then lunged, driving all eight-plus inches of his cock up her asshole. His hard belly banged her round, upturned ass. His balls flogged her cunt. He was buried inside her ass to the tilt, his cock throbbing in the fluffy tightness of her asshole.
Carmen gasped. She cried out as if she had been stabbed. "Ohh, God, stud! I didn't know – uh, uh, awwww!"
Lonnie fucked her ass, his huge cock reaming her out like a high-speed piston. All he wanted now was to come, to fuck her as hard and fast as he could and then to blast her with his jism. Christ, he thought, I might blow my nuts right off! He'd never been this hot. The feelings needling through his prick had never been this intense. The sensations made him feel like Superman. He imagined himself fucking Carmen's ass to pieces. Then exploding into her like an atom bomb. His mind focused itself completely on his fucking. He became aware only of his spine working like a whip, of his loins slamming her ass, of his muscles swelling and contracting in a synchronized rhythm, of his prick fucking in and out of her ass like a flaming sword.
"Ohhhh, Lonnnnnnie!" Carmen wailed. "Ohhhh, God!" She panted and whined.
Lonnie felt his jism uncoil in his balls. Hot whips of cum zinged through the core of his long cock. He shivered from scalp to soles.
"Ahhhhhhhh! Awwwwwwww!" He roared out his pleasure like a lion. His jism rocketed into Carmen's asshole. He fell on her, biting her, clawing her, letting his hips jerk and shudder, letting his jism come and come and come.
Carmen whined louder than he had heard her whine yet. She quivered under him, squirming as if she was desperate to escape. Her ass shuddered rhythmically. Hot pussy juice ran from her cunt, and Lonnie's throbbing balls bathed and slipped in cuntjuice.
She's coming again for sure, Lonnie thought, and his jism exploded with such force that his head snapped back.
His orgasm seemed to go on for minutes. He thought he might have blacked out for when his orgasm was over he suddenly found himself lying beside Carmen, sucking at her tits like an infant. Her tits were tasty, the nipples bumpy and hard. He wanted to suck on them forever.



CHAPTER EIGHT


The reddish light of early morning seemed to pulsate on the walls like the blood in Liz's temples, like the blood in her pussy. She hadn't slept much, and her waking moments had been less than satisfying. The night had been long, and Liz had felt a fever in her flesh during all of it.
Masturbation did nothing to cure that fever, the fuck-fever that she had contracted from Carmen like some kind of incurable disease. Rubbing cooled her pussy for perhaps a half hour, but then the fever would set in again with renewed intensity.
Carmen was to blame. Before Carmen had come along, Liz had been an average horny housewife. Stan would fuck her three times a week, and she would be fairly satisfied. Occasionally she would ask him for more, would need for him to fuck her every day for awhile, like in the early years of their marriage, but usually an every-other-day fuck with a little jerking off on the side would suffice well.
Now, having caught Carmen's disease, Liz was finding three fucks a day barely adequate – and jerking off was next to worthless.
The last four days had been especially frustrating. Stan was out of town on business, unavailable for Liz's bedtime fuck. And Carmen, the thoughtless bitch, had gone back to Chicago to close out the selling of her house there. Carmen had left without a word. Liz had called Carmen four mornings ago and Lester had informed her that Carmen had gone back to Chicago. Carmen's husband had invited Liz over for breakfast. He was anxious to meet Liz after Carmen had told him so much about her. I'll just bet, Liz thought.
Liz wondered what Lester was like. He had sounded friendly enough. She wondered whether he knew what Carmen was really like – that Carmen liked to fuck almost anyone she could, especially with teenage boys. She couldn't imagine the man knowing such a thing about his wife and accepting it. Perhaps Carmen sucked Lester so dry every day that he didn't have the strength to even get suspicious.
And what about Jade, Carmen's daughter? Jade was a duplicate of her mother physically, and she sounded a lot like Carmen when she talked. Except for the age-gap between them, and except for Jade's remarkable green eyes, mother and daughter could pass for twins. Being so alike, did mother and daughter have the same sexual needs? Was Jade a shameless nympho, and, if so, had she gotten her claws into Lonnie? Lonnie and Jade had been seeing quite a lot of each other, and Lonnie blushed like the sunset every time Liz asked him anything about Jade.
Liz couldn't quite imagine Lonnie fucking a girl. He was a shy teen. Liz couldn't imagine him becoming aggressive enough to fuck a girl. But then, Lonnie wouldn't necessarily have to become aggressive if Jade was aggressive. And if Jade was anything like her mother, then Jade had the aggressive drive of three grown women. Liz saw a vision of Lonnie lying naked and helpless in his bed while Jade hovered over him like a female vampire. Jade's nipples glinted like sharpened rubies. Her green eyes held the teen under, her spell. She swooped down on the teen.
Liz climbed out of bed, trying to put the vivid daydream out of her mind. She began to dress.
The daydream disturbed her because she saw herself in Jade. Ever since she had met Carmen a week ago, ever since Carmen had introduced her to the delicious tenderness and the musky heat of teenage boys, Liz had felt herself gaining in lustful strength, had imagined herself changing slowly into a vamp, a smiling dark lady whose sustenance was cum.
Like Carmen, like she imagined Jade to be, she too was becoming an aggressive nympho. The thought both delighted and disturbed her.
Even more disturbing to Liz than the realization of what she was becoming, and of the nature of her lustful desires in general, was the realization of where her lust was dragging her – closer and closer to Lonnie, closer and closer to the bed of her own son. She couldn't pinpoint the exact cause of her unspeakable lust for her son. She remembered having had an exquisite thrill at the moment Glen, had shot into her. "Oh, momma!" he had cried. She remembered how Tommy, the hippy teen she had sucked off in the park, had reminded her of Lonnie. And now, whenever she thought of the teens Carmen had picked up, the teens Carmen had shared with her, Liz would see them with Lonnie's face, with Lonnie's blond hair and blue eyes, and she would be filled with an insane lust for Lonnie, a lust she knew would torture her forever if she couldn't satisfy it, and a lust she knew she would never dare to satisfy. Cheating on Stan was bad, but she knew that he cheated on her. Sucking Carmen's pussy, fooling with teenage boys – those were worse but forgivable. The guilt she felt was minimal and temporary. But incest – going to bed with her own son and taking his cock inside her body – that was unforgivable. The thought of fucking her son made her tremble with a hopeless lust.
Liz walked down the hallway, passing the living room where this whole crazy dream had begun just over a week ago. The grandfather clock at the end of the hallway read seven-fifteen – still time for some of Lester's French toast. She slipped out the backdoor, her heart thumping. Maybe Lester would throw her across his kitchen table and fuck her while the forgotten French toast turned cold and stiff. With his nympho wife gone for four days now, Lester was likely going out of his mind. Liz wondered what he looked like. He must be well built, she thought, to have withstood the heated assaults of Carmen for the last fifteen years.
Liz decided to go directly to the back of the house, to the kitchen door, rather than ring the front doorbell and have Lester chase all the way through the house to meet her. The house Carmen and Lester had bought was a mansion, one of the largest houses in Fullerton. Liz couldn't imagine what a couple with only one child would want with a house large enough for a family of ten. Everything Carmen did seemed to be excessive.
Liz rounded the corner at the back of the house. The scent of pancakes or French toast was unmistakable.
She imagined Lester inside. She thought she'd sneak a peek through the kitchen window for a preview of the manly brute.
He was in the kitchen all right, and Liz hadn't been wrong about him – he stood over six feet tall, with muscles bulging out all over. He was a bodybuilder, had to be. Nobody developed muscles like that without years of concentrated work with weights. He had hairy legs, a hairy chest, short dark hair, and green eyes, eyes as striking and luminescent as Jade's. Liz could see all this because he stood facing her. He was stark naked. He would have noticed her watching had his eyes not been focused on the feast before him on the table.
Well, for Christsake! Liz thought. She had seen everything now. What was left? She made herself less conspicuous by easing backward along the house, then she peered inside cautiously again to watch Lester do his work.
Jade lay across the table in front of him like a sacrificial virgin on an altar. She was naked, her legs spread, her fine black hair splayed out around her head like the fanned tail of a peacock. Her arms were thrown outward in a crucified position, and her chest rose and fell quickly, her pointed tits dancing. She sighed as she breathed. Liz could heir her through the screen.
Hands planted on his hips, Lester grinned down at his daughter. His cock – as big a cock as Liz had ever seen – aimed straight out from his loins, twitching. The curly black hairs on his muscular belly seemed to quiver. His cock dripped.
"How was it, honey?" he asked.
Jade sighed. "Mmm, wonderful, Daddy! I just came and came."
Lester beamed. "Was I as good as your new boyfriend?"
"Yeah, I guess."
"You guess?" His face dimmed.
"Oh, you know, Daddy – in some ways you were better, and in some ways you were worse."
"For instance?"
"Well, Lonnie's cock is a little bit bigger than yours, and he just goes crazy sometimes. But then he doesn't have all those big muscles that you have, or all that sexy hair on his tummy and around his balls." Jade affected a slightly babyish voice.
Lester grinned. "That's one of the things that separates the men from the boys."
Jade giggled. She sat up partially, bracing herself with her elbows. She raised her foot and petted her father's cock with her toes. "I like your prick just as well as Lonnie's, Daddy – even if Lonnie's is bigger."
Lester appeared to wince, but almost imperceptibly. He grabbed both Jade's feet and pressed them around his cock. "Sexy tease! Just like your mother."
Jade giggled, wiggling her toes, beginning to roll her father's prick between the soles of her feet.
Lester held her ankles and humped, fucking between the pink soles of her feet. As he moved, the muscles of his hairy chest and belly pumped and writhed.
"Mm, honey," he said, "you still have the sexiest feet of any girl I ever saw." He licked his lips. "Oh, baby! And look at that pink cunt between your legs. Oh, honey, Jesus!"
Jade pushed up closer toward him, forcing her thighs farther apart, giving him a better view of her pussy, opening herself up to him. Her long black hair trailed like a waterfall down over her shoulders and onto the table. She rolled her father's cock faster and faster between her pink soles while her father humped. Her toes flexed, extended, squirmed sensuously.
Lester grunted. "Christ, you're sexy! Goddamn!"
"And I'm only a teenager, Daddy."
"Ohh, shit, you hot bitch! Oh, fuck!" Within a matter of seconds, Lester had become flushed and raving, as if Jade had pushed a button to stimulate her father to the utmost.
Jade squirmed on the table, gyrating her ass against the mahogany. She tossed her head, making her waterfall of black hair flow.
"Look at my pussy, Daddy. Oooh. I'm all wet! My ass is sliding on the table."
Lester's nostrils flared. "Oh, Jesus Christ!"
"Squirt it on me, Daddy! Shoot on me! Come on, Daddy, let your hot stuff squirt!"
Lester's purple cockhead bloated up like a balloon. The piss-slit gaped wide. Ropes of thick white cum burst out, pelting Jade's face, tits, and belly. Lester threw back his head and groaned.
Jade gibbered crazily, as if her father's splatting cum were some kind of maddening brew. As Lester continued to shoot, Jade opened her mouth like a baby bird crying to be fed. At one point, she jerked forward, trying to catch her father's cum in her mouth as the white gobs flew.
In ten seconds, it was all over. Lester released Jade's feet, pumping the last dribbles of cum from his cock with his hand.
Jade raised her feet to her father's mouth. "Suck my toes, Daddy."
Jade's pink wiggling toes slid into her father's mouth. Lester munched on them, moaning, continuing to milk his cock.
Jade caught gobs of her father's cum with her fingers, and bringing her fingers to her mouth, she sucked down the thick wads.
Both father and daughter appeared to be relishing eating parts of each other, grunting contentedly as they munched.
Jade fell back again, licking her lips. "Mmmm, so good!" she sighed. "Daddy, my pussy is so darn horny again."
Lester chuckled. "Okay, candy-crotch, I get the message." He forced her legs wide. "Let's see how wide my cheerleader can split her legs."
Jade pulled on her knees, forcing her legs into a nearly complete split. As she held herself wide open for her father, she pointed her toes like a gymnast.
"Wide enough, Daddy?"
Lester's only response was a grunt. He fell between her legs, mashing his face against his daughter's spread pussy. He went to work immediately, munching and licking his daughter's horny teenage crotch.
"Ohhhh, Daddy!" Jade squirmed all over the table.
Lester ate ravenously – munch, munch, slurp, smooch! His breathing was loud, and he continued to moan as if still in the throes of orgasm.
Jade grabbed her father's twisting bobbing head. Her knuckles whitened as she clawed into his short hair. She crushed his head between her legs.
"Oh, Daddy, eat me! Suck my pussy, Daddy! Oh, Daddy, feels so good!"
The hulk of Lester's torso lay on the table between his daughter's wide-spread legs. His red face twisted from side to side, bathed in Jade's gushing cuntjuices. His lips and teeth worked at her crotch. His tongue slipped in and out of her pussy like a snake.
"Mmmm!" he half-moaned. "Mmmm, mmm, mmmm!"
Jade's head tossed from side to side. Her lips were parted sensuously, her face flushed. Her sexy toes squirmed, indicating the intensity of her feelings.
"Oh, Daddy!" she cried. "I'm… I'm, eeeeeh!" The toes of both her feet clutched at the air. Her pink nipples stood up like spikes. Shudders passed through her splayed body.
Lester groaned, sucking the orgasm through his daughter's hot pussy. When it was over, he stood up, panting for breath. His face gleamed. Droplets of Jade's pussyjuice beaded his lips and chin.
Jade relaxed, cooing. She rubbed her pussy gently, bringing her legs together and clamping her thighs around her hand.
"Felt so good, Daddy. You do it real good."
Lester looked down at her, hands on his hips. His cock, which had deflated after he had come, stood up again, looking like a club.
"Better than your boyfriend?"
"Just about," Jade answered in her babyish tone.
"Just about? You're getting a little uppity toward your dad these days, aren't you? You used to tell me that nobody ate your pussy like your old dad. This Lonnie must be quite a stud."
"Yeahhhh!" Jade sighed dreamily. "Lonnie's super. And his cock is so fucking huge!"
Lester grabbed her hand and pulled her to a sitting position as easily as though she was a rag-doll.
"I think you're shitting me, sweetheart." Jade giggled.
Lester pulled her off the table. Her black hair was so long that it half-covered her ass as she stood. Lester swatted her ass.
"You are getting uppity, aren't you?"
She whirled away from her father, arched her back, and wiggled her upturned ass at him.
"Goddamn!" Lester said. "You're asking for it."
Jade laughed. "Then give it to me, Daddy. I've got school this morning, you know? Lonnie moves a lot faster than you."
"All right, baby, you're getting it." Lester mounted his daughter from behind. He towered over her. His cock looked as long as her forearm. Grabbing her hips, he jammed his throbbing cock between her asscheeks. "Bend over," he ordered.
Jade let go a short squeal. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on her knees, turning her ass up high. "Oh, Daddy, Daddy! Up the ass! I just love it!"
Lester rotated his ass, screwing the head of his cock against his daughter's asspucker. He strained forward, the muscles of his bodybuilder's physique bulging. Jade looked like a doll under him. He half-squatted to align his erect prick with her asshole.
Jade wiggled her ass as if trying ta screw herself backward onto her father's cock. Her long black hair hung along her shoulders, brushing her knees. Her green eyes looked glazed with excitement and lustful sensations.
"Fuck me, Daddy! Get it in quick!"
Lester's hands tightened on her hips. With a grunt, he jerked forward. His cock disappeared up her asshole.
"Ohhhh, Daaaaddy!" Jade's body shivered. Her green eyes rolled.
Lester humped, slamming his hips into her ass, fucking his enormous cock in and out of her asshole. As his prick sliced in and out, his cockhead gleamed with her ass juices. His huge balls flapped back and forth, flogging her pussy.
In less than a minute, Jade began grunting and shuddering. She arched her back even more, threw her head back, and wailed as another orgasm ripped through her insatiable pussy.
Before she finished, Lester rounded his back, humped furiously, and groaned. His hot cum filled her sucking asshole.
Liz had seen enough. Dizzy, she turned and stumbled away.



CHAPTER NINE


The bright sunlight of early afternoon fell on Liz's face, waking her from a restless sleep. She stretched her bikini-clad body and slid backward on the blanket, getting her face into the shade once more. She had been out here in her back yard sunbathing and napping for what seemed like hours.
After her sleepless night, she needed the naps, and after a long winter she needed the sun. What's more, she thought the sunbathing might relax her, might calm her mind. After the scene she had come upon this morning – Lester and Jade, father and daughter, fucking – her mind and muscles were all wound up.
She looked around her, sensing suddenly that somebody was watching her. She sat up, scanning the entire back yard. Silly, she thought. Who could possibly see over the eight-foot-high hedge that surrounded the yard?
Satisfied that she was alone, she lay back down, pillowing her head in her hands. She stretched again, cracking a few joints in her spine. She inhaled the sweet-scented spring air and felt the warmth of the sun's rays ease into her muscles like loving fingers. The air smelled of apple and cherry blossoms, of new grass, of moist earth. Liz closed her eyes, letting her mind drift.
Immediately she thought of Lester and Jade. She a naked Jade standing in the kitchen, bent forward, ass upturned and wiggling. She saw Lester mounted on his daughter like a stud on a bitch. She saw his huge gleaming cock fucking in and out of Jade's asshole. Lord! Had it really happened, or had she dreamed it?
A familiar question. Ever since Liz had met Carmen she had been asking herself that question. And now, even with Carmen out of town, Liz was still forced to ask that question. Carmen's influence remained behind like a ghost even while Carmen was hundreds of miles away. Carmen may have been gone, but Carmen's family was carrying on her work, her obsession, her lust. Liz couldn't help but to think of Carmen as some sort of she devil, as a witch, as some sort of lusty female spirit with great and far-reaching powers. And Liz couldn't help but think of herself as under Carmen's spell, as one of Carmen's disciples, as a new member of Carmen's coven of lust.
Liz had watched this morning's kitchen drama a scene of shameless incestuous lust – with a sense of pleased, fascination. The shock Liz felt had been mild. Rather, she had felt a sort of perverse thrill, had felt the urge to cheer the fucking father and daughter as if they were the lead horses in the Kentucky Derby. The vague shock she had experienced had been due less to the incest, than to the way in which they had fucked and the way they had spoken to each other. Daughter bringing father off with her feet and father sucking daughter's pussy – both were unbelievable enough. But father fucking daughter's asshole? Had that really happened? And the shameless things they had said to each other? Had Liz actually heard them?
Ass-fucking – Liz had imagined such a thing, but she had never heard of anyone actually being fucked up the ass. Strangely, while she had watched Jade take her father's prick up the ass, Liz's own asshole had begun to tingle and throb. Her asshole had suddenly acquired the feelings Liz usually felt in her cunt. Lying here now just thinking about the scene made her asshole throb and tingle. She was dying to know what ass-fucking felt like – to have a hot cock up her ass, a slippery cock fucking her, the prickhead throbbing in her bowels. Oh, God! Liz stretched, trying to relieve some of her sexual tension. If only Stan were here right now! He would probably think she was crazy, but she would sit right down on his cock, letting his big prick slide straight up her ass. And then she would ride his cock, making him fuck her deep, feeling his prick all the way. If only Carmen were here she could ask Carmen about it. Carmen knew everything there was to know about sex. She could have Carmen go out and get her a man, anything with a cock, so she could find out what it felt like to get ass fucked.
And if Carmen couldn't get her a real cock, she would have Carmen strap on her big rubber dildo, and Liz would take that up her ass.
Liz sat up and fumbled with the knot of her bikini top. The bow unraveled, and the cups slipped off her tits. The breeze and sunlight both nipped her nipples. She felt terribly excited. Not since her teenage days in Fullerton Park had she gone topless outside. She threw her tit-cups onto the grass and began to pull off her panties. As she kicked them off over her toes, the breeze licked her wet cuntslit. She felt free and naked. She spread her legs, opening herself up completely. Fuck me, she thought. Anybody, fuck me.
She lay back down, stretching. She felt shameless and filthy. She forced her legs as wide as she could, imagining herself staked out by a tribe of Indians – wide open for all the young bronzed bucks. They would fuck her one by one. They would howl while their big bronze cocks fucked in and out of her. They would shoot hot jism into her until cum overflowed and bubbled out of her like a river of thick white cream. A hundred of them would fuck her. No – two hundred, five hundred. They would fuck her for days, and she would come with each one, her toes curling against the balls of her feet with her unbearable spasms. She closed her eyes, trying to imagine the faces of the young bronze bucks.
She forced herself to sit up, then slid backward into the shade. She was panting, almost out of breath. She was sweating. The breeze cooled her forehead, and a trickle of sweat left her navel and rolled down over her lower belly. She felt dizzy, almost delirious. A wet spot the size of a saucer darkened the beige blanket, where her ass had been. Her pussy had dribbled as if it had really been fucked. She reached between her legs. Her hairy crotch was sopped, and her pussy-flesh seemed to be on fire. As futile as she knew jacking off would be, she knew that she would have to finger-fuck herself or scream.
Sitting upright, her legs crossed, she closed her eyes. Like a ghost that had never left, Lonnie's face reappeared behind her closed lids. The teen had a far-away, longing look. His eyes seemed pained. Liz moaned, working fingers of both her hands up her spread cunt. As she began to tear at her pussy, to finger-fuck herself, Lonnie began to smile. Liz envisaged his cock fucking in and out of her cunt. She contracted her cunt, manipulating her son's phantom cock. His prick was big, bigger than Lester's. That's what Jade had said. And according to Jade, Lonnie knew how to use his prick.
"Oh, honey!" Liz moaned aloud. "Oh, my darling!"
The teen whimpered. She could hear his panting, his grunting, as if he was right there. She smiled to herself, delighting in the almost-real quality of her fantasy. She moved her fingers faster, gyrating her ass on the blanket.
"Fuck me, sweetheart!" she groaned. "Oh, please!"
"Oh, jeez, let me in!" he cried.
Liz gasped, her heart jumping into her throat. Hot hands gripped her shoulders. A naked body, smelling of sweat, fell upon her and knocked her onto her back. The body was between her legs immediately. A hard cock jabbed at her pussy. A drooling mouth mashed to her mouth, clicking teeth. She saw shiny eyes, but saw them so close that they were blurred, out of focus.
"Oh, momma, let me in!" he cried. And his cock found her cunt. His hot, slippery prick sliced straight up her cunt.
"Ohhhh!" Liz moaned. A hot cock was what she needed, exactly what she needed. She threw her arms around the teen's shoulders and clawed into his back.
"Oh, man, oh, man!" The teen humped up and down, in and out, squirming, panting, driving his cock. His hard chest bounced on Liz's tits. "Oh, mannn! Oh, momma!"
Liz wrapped her legs around the teen, humping her cunt upward to meet his cock-thrusts. She was aware that her fucker was Glen, the horny teen with the brown eyes. He had come to her out of nowhere. It had probably been him whom she had sensed watching her. He had probably seen everything, but Liz didn't care. She was too wound up inside to feel shame or embarrassment. All she felt were the unbearable throbbings of lust and the need to fuck the teen's cock until they both came.
She licked kisses all over the teen's face. He tasted of sweat, smelled of sun-baked flesh. She imagined him hiding in the shrubs and peeping on her, or sitting above her in the tree – naked, sun browned, beating his cock while he watched her. At last, unable to control himself, he had leapt upon her like a wild young savage. The thought made her shiver.
"Fuck me, darling! Oh, Glen, yessss! Marvelous!" She almost laughed. She was beginning to sound like Carmen.
"Oh, momma, momma, momma!" the humping teen muttered. His skinny hips worked up and down with the speed of a fucking dog's. His cock, amazingly hard, quivered and flexed inside her like a hot piston.
Liz clamped her cunt around the sliding cock. She contracted her cunt muscles rhythmically, squeezing the teen's horny prick, manipulating his cock with all the skill gained from twenty years of fucking.
Glen's pubescent body shivered and stiffened. "Ohh, wowww!" he gasped. "Oh, momma!"
Liz slid her hands down the teen's back. She kneaded his flexing asscheeks, stimulating him to fuck harder.
"Cream me, darling!" she moaned. "Oh, honey baby, shoot it! Squirt it! Come into me now!"
Glen shuddered. His cock seemed to swell. He snapped back his head, his eyes rolling in their sockets.
"Ahhhhh! Awwwwwwww!" He squirted into Liz's cunt.
Liz felt goosebumps prickling her hot skin. She felt the teen's cock flexing inside her, felt his jism splashing the walls of her cunt, felt her clit writhing against his ivory-slick cockshaft. She clutched his prick hard with her pussy, sucking the jism from his balls.
Glen squirmed crazily. "Ohh, mannn, ahhhh!" His cum exploded into her cunt again and again.
Liz closed her eyes, imagining the white spears of jism pelting the walls of her cunt. Her cunt walls undulated, making the teen's cock jerk and twist insanely. The orgasmic sensations began at the tip of her spine. Within seconds her pussy was a nest of spasms. She crushed Glen between her legs, writhing with orgasm as she sucked him dry.



CHAPTER TEN


Liz filed her toenails meticulously. They had to be perfect. She had already taken a long bath, then had sat on her bed and had brushed out her long hair. Her hair shimmered in the subdued light of the bedroom. Now and then she would look up into the long mirror of her dresser and shake her head, smiling at the way her thick hair swayed and bounced. Tonight she looked good enough to make a commercial. Tonight she could even be a centerfold girl for Playboy. She sucked in her belly and puffed out her chest. Her tits stood up like those of a teenage girl – firm and conical. Her nipples looked like red poker chips. Very impressive. Very sexy.
The toenails of her right foot done, she released that foot, then brought her other foot up to rest on her right knee. Before starting to file the nails of her left foot, she reached between her legs to scratch her cunt. Though she had stepped out of the bathtub just a short time ago and had dried herself thoroughly, her pussy was already drenched between her cuntlips, and some of her fuck juice had moistened the bedspread between her legs. Oh, well! she thought, resigned to the fact that she had an ever-horny pussy, and she went back to filing her toenails.
Her cunt wouldn't stop throbbing, wouldn't stop juicing. All her panties were in the wash. She was sure her bedroom reeked of pussy. She had given up trying to push the sexual thoughts out of her mind. The thoughts seemed to swarm upon her like a pack of wild teens every time she tried to suppress them. When she stopped fighting the thoughts, they still came, but they came more like friendly visitors.
Having accepted her obsession, having stopped trying to run from her insistent lusts, she now felt more at peace with herself. What's more, she felt strangely confident and expectant. Something great was about to happen. She couldn't tell what, but she could sense something imminent.
Her toenails looked perfect. Finished with her left foot, she dropped it down next to her right and admired them both. All the nails were straight, just the right length. And her toes were a sexy pink. She wiggled them, thinking about the way Jade had wiggled her toes around her father's cock this morning. Lester had got so excited by this girl's feet that he had shot all over her.
Liz stretched, pushing her arms high over her head. She leaned back on the bed, keeping her back propped up with her elbows so she could admire herself in the mirror. She spread her legs wide. Her cuntlips parted, revealing the glistening wet pussy-meat between them. She thought of Jade lying on the table in front of Lester, her teenage legs spread to almost a full split. The girl's open cunt must have been maddeningly exciting to Lester, her pink pussy-meat looking like rose petals beaded with morning dew. Lester had fallen on his face between his daughter's legs, licking furiously at her pussy while his big cock throbbed.
Liz reached between her legs. She grasped the fat, hairy lips of her blond pussy and tugged them apart farther than they had naturally parted. The hole of her cunt opened and the warm evening breeze, which wafted into the room through the open window, swirled down into her moist cunthole, cooling her pussy and making her cunt-flesh tingle. Liz worked a finger down into her cunt with circular motions. Her cunt walls were hot to the touch and were very slick. As she twirled her finger inside her pussy, the hot juice seemed to bubble out of her, running down over her ass and between her asscheeks.
Liz thought of Carmen and remembered the way Carmen's pussy had gushed on her face when Carmen had sat on her, remembered the taste and smell of Carmen's pussy. Liz pulled her finger out of her cunt and sucked off the fuck juice. It was warm and sweet like Carmen's. Strange, but at that moment Liz wished that it was Carmen's pussyjuice and not her own that she was tasting. She and Carmen had gotten it on enough times now for Liz to have lost her inhibitions regarding sucking pussy. And tonight, for the first time, she actually craved the taste of pussy, craved the smell of cunt, craved the feel of hot pussy slabs pulsating against her lips and tongue. She wished Carmen were here.
Relaxing back on the bed, Liz shoved the middle finger of her right hand back up her cunt. As she worked it in and out of the fluffy pussy-meat of her cunthole, she rubbed her clit. Her clit stood up and quivered. Her clit jerked around and danced, poking at her finger. Warm tingles streamed through her clit and radiated out through her loins. Her clit had always fascinated her. Her clit was small, like a tiny rose bud, like a teenage girl's nipple, but it gave her so much pleasure, felt so good. She loved to have her clit sucked – now that Carmen was around to do it for her. But she wished she could get a guy to do it, especially one of those teens Carmen had picked up for her. They all loved to suck tits. They might just as much like to suck clits and pussies. Liz smiled. The next time Glen sneaked up on her while, she was sunbathing she'd be ready for him.
She could see it now – horny Glen jerking off in the bushes while he watched her sunbathing in the nude, horny Glen losing control of himself and rushing upon her like a shameless savage to fuck her until his quivering teenage cock squirted. She would let him fall on her, but before he could get his cock inside her, she'd flip him over, crawl up his squirming body, and drape her throbbing cunt slabs over his moaning mouth. The tiger would fight for a few moments, until the aroma of pussy intoxicated him, and then he would relax and begin to suck. She would drown him in her pussyjuice. The teen would swallow down every drop, hungry for all she could give him. Her clit would jab at his lips, would fuck one of his nostrils. When she came, the teen would spurt off spontaneously into the air. She would look over her shoulder, watching his white cum squirt high into the air. Some would land like hot wax on her back and ass. The rest would splat down on his belly. And all the while, she would be coming, scouring his face with her slimy crotch.
She finger-fucked her cunt quickly now. A rage of sensations flooded her loins. She brought her spread legs together and clamped them around her hand. Her orgasm hit, making her eyes roll back, making her toes curl. She clenched her hand between her thighs to the rhythm of her orgasmic waves.
"Feels good," she whispered. "Oh, God, it feels good!"
When her orgasm had subsided, she pulled her finger out of her cunt and brought her wet hand to her face, inhaling the musky cuntal aroma. She tittered to herself. She was filthy, as bad as Carmen. Two weeks ago she would have felt guilty, lying here so shamelessly indulging herself.
Before Carmen had come along, Liz would have jacked off quickly on the toilet had she felt the need to relieve some sexual tension. She would never have spent an hour in the bathtub, rubbing herself off before she climbed out and another hour pampering herself, only to lie back on her bed to lazily jack off again. And such thoughts she had now while jacking off! Such filthy visions! Sucking pussy. Sitting on the teen's face. Oh, so filthy! But so exciting, so exquisitely pleasurable! She was like Carmen now – shameless, filthy, and horny as a mink.
Liz stretched on the bed, luxuriating in the feel of her nakedness. She rolled on the bed, rubbing against the spread like a she-cat. She spread her legs, pointed her toes, and grinned at herself in the mirror. She licked one of her red nipples. She pretended to be one of those filthy girls in the sex magazines, one of those girls who like to tease men with their bodies, who like to open themselves up and allow men to see into their dark, wet cunts.
"Come on, baby," she said, pretending to be talking to a man who was watching her. "Come on and take a peek inside me. Smell good, honey? Wanna lick it?"
She felt the juices bubbling out of her pussy again, rolling down into her asscrack. Christ, she was hot! She was staining the bedspread. The smell of pussy saturated the air of the bedroom. Lord, she was ready to rub herself off again! She sprang up, dancing in front of the mirror like a stripper.
Her big tits swayed and jiggled. Her hips gyrated like a belly dancer's, moved independently of her torso. She turned in circles, wiggling her ass at the mirror while she looked over her shoulder to watch. Her ass was sexy enough to eat. Were it possible, she would shove her nose between her asscheeks and would suck on her own asshole. Were it possible, she would lick out her own pussy. Were it possible, she would fuck herself.
As she danced, she imagined she heard the sinuous whine of an oboe. She imagined herself to be a dancing girl in a sultan's harem, writhing naked before the sultan and his court. She could feel the dark, fiery eyes of the men tracing up and down her squirming body like warm fingertips. She could sense the hard cocks of all the men dancing under their robes like cobras as they watched her, as they lusted for her. She imagined herself falling before each of the horny men, imagined lifting the robe of each in turn to suck off his stiff prick. She could taste all their jism, all their hot spurting fuck juices. She could smell their cocks and balls. Cuntjuice ran down her inner thighs like warm honey. Her thighs slipped against each other as if they had teen oiled.
"Oh, yesss!" she whispered. "Oh, yes, yes, yesss!"
Warm hands seemed to be caressing up and down her body, roving over her hot nipples, fingering her navel, tugging and squeezing her inflated pussylips. She writhed, wiggled, and swayed her head, dancing a dance of pure lust. She turned slowly in circles, watching the room weave round and round. She began to move around the room, leaving the mirror behind. She could imagine herself dancing now – no mirror needed.
The evening breeze lifted and waved the gauzy white curtains. Her shadows danced on the walls. The open doorway of her bedroom framed a dark hallway. The hallway looked strange and mysterious, like a cave begging to be explored. Suddenly, Liz found herself passing through her doorway. She glided down the hallway silently, her lubricated thighs slipping against each other.
Ahead of her, a shaft of light formed a yellow rectangle on the carpeted floor in front of Lonnie's bedroom door. Without a thought, she knew where she was headed.
Lonnie lay on his bed, reading a book. His head was propped up by a pillow. His school book was balanced on his bare chest. His bare legs were spread. His only clothing, a pair of white bikini underwear, bulged at the crotch.
He does have a big prick! Liz thought. Jade hadn't been lying. Liz felt another trickle of warm cuntjuice glide down the inside of one thigh. She had last seen Lonnie's cock when he was just a peewee kid. Until she had met Carmen, she had never even considered her son as a sexual object. But now, filled with a fuck-fever she was powerless to fight, she wanted her son more than anything else in the world. One look at the bulge in his underwear was enough to shake the last flickers of doubt and guilt from her mind. He had a big prick, a monstrous cock, coiled like a huge snake in his tiny bikini briefs. She had to have him. She would have his prick.
Like a silent spirit she stepped into his bedroom. Without hesitation, she moved toward her son's bed. She could smell him, could smell his sweaty aroma, could smell his cock and balls. She ached to taste her son, to devour him, to absorb him into herself. She stood next to his bed, looking down at his blue eyes as they scanned the page of his book.
For a few moments, Lonnie continued reading. Then, like a rabbit sensing danger, he froze. His eyes flicked upward, and he saw her. With a sharp intake of breath, he dropped the book. His eyes, gazing into her own for a moment with a look of terror, suddenly fell, zigzagging down over her naked body. His mouth dropped open, and his body trembled. Before he could say a word, Liz sat beside him on the bed and was tugging off his shorts.
Lonnie's prick was the largest, most beautiful cock Liz had ever seen. Even the big football jocks in her high school hadn't had cocks this big. Lonnie's prick looked longer than her husband's by at least two inches. Most astounding of all was that his prick was still soft, still hanging over his balls like a spongy snake. The moment she grabbed his cock, however, the floppy monster stiffened. As his cock stiffened, the huge hunk of prickmeat lengthened and fattened. Seeing his cock fully erect now, Liz moaned out loud.
"Oh, Lonnie, I never knew it was so big." She held his huge prick by the base, sniffing the length of his cock, nuzzling his prick, flicking her tongue up and down over the vein-gnarled cockshaft. She kissed his big round balls, which seemed to hum like turbines in their tight pink sac.
Lonnie watched her with eyes so wide that Liz had to giggle. He was such a shy cute teen. The shock he displayed thrilled her in a strange way. She knew that he wasn't completely innocent. From what she had heard Jade say to Lester, Liz gathered that Lonnie had fucked Jade. She could show Lonnie things that Jade still hadn't dreamed of. She smiled at Lonnie, then engulfed the head of his cock.
Lonnie stretched, groaning. His cock jerked, the head pulsating. Precum oozed out of his cock and rolled like warm tears down Liz's throat.
"Mom!" Lonnie gasped. "Oh, wow! Oh, man! Boy oh boy!" His skinny hips began to hump.
Tingles flooded Liz's loins. As Lonnie's bloated cockhead lodged in her throat, pussyjuice oozed out from between her cuntlips like hot oil. The feel of Lonnie's ivory-smooth cockshaft between her lips made all her mouth and throat tingle like her cunt. She sucked, bobbing her head, hungry for her son's adolescent cum.
Lonnie squirmed all over the bed. "Oh, yeah! Oh, boy! Tits, ass, cunt, suck! Oh, uh, uh!" He fucked furiously, gagging Liz, choking her.
Liz pulled up off his cock for a moment, catching her breath. Lonnie's hands fell on her head.
"Suck it, Mom! Suck it!" He tugged at her head, humping his cock at her mouth.
Liz clamped her oiled thighs together, shimmying them frantically. She wanted to come, had to come. She had never felt so excited. Without actually thinking about what she was doing, she swiveled around on the bed, straddling Lonnie in the sixty-nine position. Her heavy tits dangled against his belly. She felt his breath on her ass. She lowered her ass, mashing her dripping pussy to his mouth.
Lonnie groaned, and his tongue slipped up her cunt.
Liz sprawled on him, grinding herself at his firm body, rotating her ass against his face. She hugged his massive cock, rubbing the hot monster all over her face and lips and nose. She felt his nose massaging her asspucker, felt his teeth cutting her pussy slabs, felt his lips sucking her clit and his tongue twirling inside her cunt.
"Oh, Lonnie!" she moaned. "Oh, my darling! Eat me, sweetheart! Eat your momma!"
Once more, she swallowed up his big dripping cock. As she bobbed her head up and down, mouth-fucking his prick, she used her lips and tongue to stimulate every inch of his sensitive cockskin, paying special attention to his meaty throbbing prickhead. The horny cock jerked in her mouth, bubbling precum like hot honey. She cupped the teen's large balls and massaged them as she sucked. Her head and hands moved deft and quick. She wanted to bring her son off fast. Her molten crotch was ready to explode, and she wanted to come with him, wanted to taste his spurting cum while her spasming pussy slabs flapped like birds' wings against his sucking lips.
Zinging jolts began passing through her son's skinny body. She envisioned his tight body as a huge cock, a prick around which her own body was wrapped. His body quivered and throbbed just like a cock. She could feel his heart thudding under her belly, could feel arteries in his abdomen fluttering against her tits. His balls bloated up like suddenly inflated balloons. They throbbed in her hand. The teen's prick shuddered, jerking her head with its force. The teen shot his hot jism, nearly blowing her head off. A waterfall of teenage cum gushed down her throat.
Lonnie sank his teeth into her pussy slabs. Whimpering, he gnawed at her pussy, munched, and sucked so hard that Liz thought her cunt would turn inside out. His face twisted from side to side. As he devoured his mother's crotch, he blasted load after load of hot jism down her throat.
Liz was filled with Lonnie, filled with his flesh, filled with his cum. She could feel the warm pool of his cum in her stomach, could feel warm streams of his jism caressing her undulant throat. The smell of his balls, the smell of his jism filled her head. She tasted his flesh, tasted the sweet jism of his loins, felt his body quivering ecstatically under her. A ball of sensation exploded in her pussy.
Prickles of sensation drenched her skin. A million hot needles stabbed her crotch and asshole. Her body jerked spastically as if she was having a seizure. She crushed Lonnie under her, smothered him with her crotch, sucked his cock halfway down her throat. Hot jism burst out of his cock. Another barrage of hot needles stabbed her crotch and asshole. Had her throat not been stuffed with cock, she would have screamed.
As their orgasms subsided, Liz relaxed, sighing. She lifted her ass from Lonnie's face and turned around to face him, climbing off him and seating herself on the bed beside him.
Lonnie smiled at her shyly. His blue eyes blinked. He wiped his mouth with his forearm. Pussyjuice still glistened on his neck and nose. He reached up and fondled one of his mother's tits, thumbing the nipple.
Liz petted his head and wiped the pussyjuice from his cheeks. His panting breath was warm on her hand, and as she caressed his lips with her fingertips, he kissed her hand.
"How's my guy?" Liz asked.
"Fine, Mom."
"Did you enjoy what we did?"
Lonnie's already red face blushed deeper. He nodded his head, giving her an embarrassed snicker.
"Good," Liz said, and she leaned over and kissed him – not a motherly peck on the cheek but a deep kiss on the mouth. She licked the back of her son's throat, and he responded by caressing his tongue back and forth over hers. The deep mouth contact made Liz's cunt contract. She drew Lonnie's hand away from her tit and guided him between her legs.
"Oh, Mom!" Lonnie muttered into her mouth, and his fingers writhed between her pussylips like excited tongues.
Liz groaned. Her pussy contracted rhythmically. Hot juice bubbled out, drenching her son's hand, oiling her crotch, staining her son's bedsheets. She reached behind her and grasped her son's huge cock. His prick was hard as steel and twitching with excitement.
"I love your cock, darling," she said. Bonnie grinned at her, a glint of pride in his blue eyes. "Thanks," he said.
She kissed his forehead. "There aren't many men with cocks as big as yours. I'm proud of you, honey."
She stroked the big dong, rotated her thumb around the glossy burning head. His big prick quivered, jerking strongly. She gripped his cock tightly, working his cockskin up and down over his rock-hard prickshaft.
Lonnie's slim body stiffened. He sighed loudly, squirming under his mother's caresses. He forced two or three fingers up Liz's cunt and twisted them while he jammed them in and out.
The insatiable fire flared up once more in Liz's pussy. Her asshole and cunt became a mass of writhing, tingling flesh. Lonnie's hand moved away from her cunt, crawling down over her sensitive ass and up between her asscheeks. His fingers pinched her hot asspucker. One finger slipped up her asshole. Liz wiggled her ass like a fucking teeny bopper.
"Oh, Lonnie!" she said. "Oh, darling, fuck your mother!"
She jumped up, leaning forward immediately, bracing her hands on her knees, arching her back and turning up her ass. She acted without thinking. All she cared about now was satisfying her maddening lust. All she wanted now was to feel her son's monstrous hot cock fucking in and out of her body – in and out of her asshole, and in and out of her cunt, wherever he wanted to fuck her.
She gyrated her ass, enticing her son like a bitch in heat enticing a stud.
"Come on, Lonnie, fuck me, honey! Put that big beautiful cock inside me! Oh, quick, do it!"
Lonnie bounced up off the bed, landing behind his mother with a thud. He panted loudly, muttering to himself under his breath. His hot fingers wrapped around Liz's hips. His burning prickhead jabbed at her ass, then slid down between her legs.
Liz groaned. Lonnie's cock felt like a monstrous hot snake between her thighs. As his prick slipped back and forth between her smooth, lubricated thighs, his cock jerked with such strength that Liz thought that his prick would support her weight. Her son's prick was huge, and as strong as a cylinder of steel.
Lonnie grabbed her jiggling tits. His hot hands squeezed them, bounced them, pinched them. He thigh-fucked her hard and fast, his prick throbbing more wildly by the second.
Liz was sure that any second now she'd see ropes of white jism flying through the air past her nose. She didn't want that. She'd rather feel his hot cum bursting inside her. She reached back, trying to catch his cock.
"Put it in me, darling! Shove it in me! Oh, quick, sweetheart, quick!"
Lonnie grunted. He pulled back, letting the enormous head of his cock slip upward between her pussylips.
Liz staggered, dizzy with lust. She churned her ass, trying to screw her pussy backward onto her son's cock.
With another grunt, Lonnie lunged, ramming his hot prick up his mother's cunt. The eight-plus inches of cock stretched Liz's cunt out wider than any cock before. Her stretched pussy tissues burned and ached. She bit her lips, on the verge of orgasm instantly.
"Fuck meeee!" she moaned. "Oh, Lonnie, fuck meeeeee!"
She bucked her ass, fucking her son's cock. Her tits flopped. Her head shook from side to side.
Lonnie hugged his mother's waist. His skinny hips tightened, humping at his mother's pussy. His huge cock fucked in and out of his mother's cunt like a greased billy club. As he fucked, his hard belly rhythmically slapped his mother's upturned, gyrating ass.
Liz lifted up and down on her toes, dancing with pleasure. She concentrated on the feeling of Lonnie's cock inside her. She visualized his prick sliding in and out of her cunt. Before his big cock had fucked her very long, her cunt exploded.
"Ohhhhhhhh, Lonnie, I'm coming! Oh, my, baaaaaaby, fuck meeeeeeee! Ahhhhhhhh!"
Her entire body shivered. Her feet seemed to leave the ground. She seemed to be dancing in the air, impaled on her son's electrically charged cock. With each fuck of the huge prick, her pussy shuddered with a fresh barrage of spasms.
In a short time, her orgasm passed. She felt Lonnie's cock throbbing inside her spent cunt. He clung to her ass, panting, licking and biting her back.
"Oh, Mom!" he said. "I love you. Can I fuck you in the asshole, Mom? I really feel like doing it."
Liz thought she must be hearing things, but she said, "Yes, sweetheart, do what you like."
"Oh, boy!" Lonnie yanked his cock out of her cunt so suddenly that Liz gasped, and even before she could brace herself, he had forced his apple sized cockhead between her asscheeks.
Liz felt his hot prickhead stretching her asspucker. She breathed deeply, trying to relax. She arched her back, making sure to keep her ass turned up. As his prick moved in, she tensed, suddenly doubtful that she could take such a monster up her virgin ass.
"Lonnie, Lonnie, oh, oh, I don't think I can…"
His slippery cock burst up her asshole. His hard hips smacked her waving asscheeks. The huge cock felt like a red-hot steel cylinder pulsating inside her belly.
Liz chewed her lips. Tears streamed down her cheeks.
"Oh, God, Lonnie! Oh, my God! It… it, uh, uh, uh, ohhh!"
Without giving her a chance to adjust to the feel of his cock inside her, without giving her a chance to resist or to cry in complaint, the hot teenager started fucking away. Growling suddenly like a tiger, he fucked his prick up her ass with complete abandon. As he ass-fucked his gasping mother, he clawed at her ass, clawed up and down her belly, and clawed her tits. He gnawed her back, chewed her neck and shoulders, and licked her smooth flesh.
"Oh, Mom!" he muttered. "Oh, wow! I'm fucking your ass! Fucking your ass! Oh, Jesus! Oh, man!"
His hips smacked her ass with such speed that Liz thought he must have a motor inside his body. His cock sizzled inside her. Her bowels were on fire. He was fucking her to death, tearing her apart, slicing her up inside.
"Ohh, Mom!" the teen cried. "Oh, God!" he whimpered, clinging to her ass. His hot jism burst from his cock and flooded her asshole.
The spurts of jism came sharp and fast, like hot spears. Liz felt them in the pit of her belly. Her asshole throbbed. Her entire ass felt like a round, raw nerve, flashing with heat, flashing with prickles.
Lonnie clung to her helplessly, whining as he shot again and again. Each time his cock jerked, his jism squirted.
Liz closed her eyes and concentrated on the feelings in her ass, visualizing the spurts of white cum. All of a sudden, without warning, her asshole contracted. Orgasm swept through her pussy, as intense an orgasm as she had ever experienced. She cried out – satisfied.
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