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CHAPTER ONE


"Suck it, Trixie, honey," Moss Davis shouted. "Suck my big dick all the way down your throat!"
Trixie Harris plunged her head up and down on Moss' thick cock. Moss entwined his hands in her hair and thrust his cock into her face. Trixie swallowed hungrily as his prick drove deeply into her mouth. She felt it slam against the back of her throat and swallowed some more.
She drew back slightly, so that she was able to taste the moist stickiness of his cock-head again, twirling her tongue faster around the blood inflated knob. Then she began to suck rhythmically, with all the practiced expertise of the accomplished female lover.
Moss watched her lips working on his cock, watched the soft wet skin of her lips pucker outward and then back in again as she moved her mouth the full length of his rigid meat.
And from across the room Milt Harris, Trixie's husband, watched his wife suck another man's cock and felt his own meat start to stiffen. Beside him, Moss' wife, Jennie, was running a vibrator around and around the lips of her pussy.
"You finally gettin' it up, honey?" Jennie pushed, jamming the whirling vibrator to the hilt in her dripping cunt.
"Yeah. Seeing Trixie suck dick, any dick, always gives me a hard-on."
And it was true. The sight of his beautiful red-headed wife sucking a hard cock never failed to turn Milt on. But then just the sight of Jennie Davis' naked body would turn him on.
But not this night. He and Trixie had been swinging every Wednesday evening with the Davis' for the past year, and suddenly Milt felt bored. He wanted some new and different pussy. He wondered if his wife felt the same about cock.
"Jesus, Milt," Moss yelled from across the room. "Hurry up and fuck my old lady before she ruins herself on that phoney dick!"
"Yeah, yeah, I'm about to." Milt replied, then slid closer to Jennie's body.
Moss returned his attention to his prick inside Trixie's luscious mouth. His wily tensed and jerked as he sawed his dick between her sucking lips.
All of the fleshy expanse disappeared with each hard thrust, so that only a small stretch of it showed pink and glistening with wetness between her lips.
Her tongue, with a nerve-shattering lick on the outstroke, was like a thing gone wild with lust, making his cock jerk and convulse. She sucked hungrily, concentrating fully on the rigid, throbbing pole of cock meat inside her mouth. Her breasts danced wildly, adding to the lust-inciting picture Moss was viewing.
"Suck it, suck it, suck it!" he urged her, dropping his head back on the floor and closing his eyes.
Trixie's body glistened with sweat. The pressure grew and grew in Moss' balls and he shoved his belly up hard against her face, bearing her protesting mumble, but not heeding it in his desire for the final release of boiling cum from his balls.
Then, all at once, he felt the eruption begin, felt the first stream of white hot fire leap along the channel of his plunging cock. He gasped his cock began a sudden wild, convulsive jerking that flooded Trixie's madly sucking mouth with rush after rush of burning cum. It bloated her cheeks outward with each spurt until she was forced to swallow wildly to keep from choking, mewling and crooning and tickling his balls with the tips, of her fingernails.
"Keep… sucking!" Moss yelled. "Keep suckinnnngggg!"
His hands were working roughly in her hair now, ramming her head down harder on his prick, burying it deep in her throat. And then, with one last mighty groan, as she crazily sucked at the juices of his lust, he emptied the final drops of his sperm into her mouth.
Trixie continued to nibble gently on the fleshy rod, milking every last drop of his load, until his cock began to gradually deflate in her mouth. Moss flung his arms outward in exhaustion, a great sigh of fulfillment emitting from his lips.
Trixie lay for a long moment between his outstretched legs, her head on his thigh, still nibbling gently at his limp cock. Finally, she crawled up and kissed him full on the mouth. He accepted her tongue hungrily as she thrust it into his mouth, even though drops of his own sticky white cum were drooling down in thin rivulets from the corners of her glistening lips.
"How did you like that, lover?" she cooed.
"As good as always," he replied. "Hell, better!"
"You gonna eat me now?"
"In a minute," Moss smiled. "Let's watch your old man and my wife get it on. That always turns me on again right away!"
Across the room, Milt had decided to get it over with. He stood and pulled Jennie to her knees in front of him. His cock was rigid now and bobbing a full ten inches in front of his hairy groin. "Suck my dick a little, Jennie!"
The blonde reached out and wrapped her fingers around the thick, erect prick. Milt's cock reacted immediately to her touch. A tiny drop of pre-seminal fluid dozed from the tiny eye in the head.
"Go on… take it in your mouth!"
Jennie eagerly opened her mouth and Milt pushed his hips forward, jamming the thick length of his prick down her throat.
"Suck on it, you bitch! Come on! Suck!"
Jennie's face was contorted from a mouth full of meat. She worked her mouth back and forth over the thick shaft. She ran her hands around to Milt's buttocks and trailed her fingers over them.
"Want to suck my ass a little, too?" Milt hissed.
Jennie nodded her head violently.
Milt pulled his cock from her mouth, turned around, and bent over and spread his ass-cheeks apart. "There, baby, suck my ass!"
Jennie buried her face between his buttocks, jamming her tongue in and out of Milt's brown asshole. Milt stroked his own saliva-soaked cock as the girl rimmed him. He felt his orgasm begin to build within his balls. He squeezed the base of his cock to hold it back. Then he stood up, turned around, and jammed his prick back down her throat, pounding his pelvis back and forth. Jennie's eyes filled with tears as his cock forced its way down to her throat.
"Keep sucking, baby! You're gonna get it!"
Milt stood on his tiptoes. His thighs tensed and his cock began to spew forth his load of sperm. Jennie gagged but swallowed it eagerly, load after load. When Milt had finally finished coming, he pulled his cock out of her cunt-filled mouth and went into the bathroom to wash it off.
Jennie wiled over and stared vacantly at her husband and Trixie. "Jesus, what the hell is wrong with him?"
"I don't know," Trixie said, her eyebrows knitted in a frown. "But we'd better go. I'll call you in the morning and give you a rundown?"
Trixie put her head back on the car seat and closed her eyes. "What was wrong tonight?"
Milt glanced at his wife. Her beautiful body was encased in a tight sweater and skirt.
"Nothing."
"Bullshit."
"All right. I was bored."
"You mean it? You want to stop swinging?" Her eyes flew open and she scooted closer to him.
"You know better than that," he chuckled.
"Thank God," Trixie sighed, and rubbed her mammoth tits against his arm.
"But do you realize that we've been swinging with one couple, the same couple, for over a year?"
"Yeah, but we both agreed that we would only swing with very beautiful, sexy people, like Moss and Jennie. You have to admit, there are only a very few beautiful people who like sex the way we do!"
"Then, my love," Milt sighed, "I think we should make swingers out of non swingers. I want to expand our circle a little."
"I'm all for it," Trixie laughed, and lightly squeezed his prick through his trousers.
"Hey, take it easy," he laughed.
"You and Moss both came tonight, you bastards. Jennie aud I got left out!"
"I'll take care of that when we get home."
"What about Moss and Jennie?"
"Oh, I still want to swing with them, but I think we should both get another couple to join in."
"Great idea. But who do we get?"
"Well," Milt smiled, "I was thinking about your cousin Gloria and her new husband."
"Gloria and Mike? Never! And, besides, they've only been married a month!"
"Now, come on," Milt replied, "don't tell me that you wouldn't like to fuck a young, good-looking stud like Mike."
"Of course," Trixie giggled. "And I'm sure you'd dig pumping your big hunk of meat into my cute little eighteen-year-old cousin!"
"You bet I would," Milt said. "And you, my love, are going to help me do it!"
Trixie stretched out on the front seat. "Okay, how about next weekend… at the lake? I'll put it to Jennie in the morning. They're invited as long as they bring another couple along."
"Hmmmm, I'm glad you dreamed all this up, darling. I was getting tired of just one strange cock every week!"
"Damn, but you're the hottest woman I ever knew," Milt said with some pride. "You just love cock, don't ya, baby?"
"Just like you love pussy, sweetheart." Milt took one hand from the steering wheel and put it on her firm, soft thigh, just at the point where her skirt rode high on her lap. He began to stroke lightly.
She slid close to him and, with a gleam in her eye, laid the palm of her slim hand on the crotch of his slacks. His prick hardened instantly.
"Mmmmm, daddy's ready, isn't he?"
"I'm always ready, sweetheart," Milt said. "For you."
She began to stroke his cock lightly with her palm while his hand moved higher along her thigh.
"Do you suppose my little cousin sucks cock as good as I do?"
"No, but then I'll bet young Mike doesn't have ten inches of meat, either."
"Nobody has a cock like you, lover," Trixie purred.
Deftly, her fingers found the zipper of his fly and worked it down quickly. The throbbing length of his huge rod strained for escape. But Trixie kept it imprisoned inside, stroking his rigid tool with expert fingers, she knew how to torment a man, by touch, by word, by manipulation of her own body.
Milt was breathing faster under her ministrations and she shivered in anticipation. God, she was going to give him a ride when they got home. She could feel her pussy begin to seep warm, moist fluid, soaking the thin silk of her panties. She pound her smooth buttocks down into the leather of the seat and stroked his cock harder.
"We're… almost… home," Milt panted.
Her hand rubbed more tantalizingly over his prick, using the material of his shorts to rub the blood-engorged head to near explosion.
His hand went higher along her thigh and his fingers found the dampness of her crotch. He wiggled a finger inside the leg band, dipping the tip into the juices of her warm, throbbing cunt, causing a low, soft moan of sheer animalistic pleasure to escape her throat.
"How do you like that, you little prick-teaser?" he hissed breathlessly.
"Ohhhhh, lover!"
His forefinger found her aroused clitoris, moved slowly back and forth across its sensitive surface, until his wife was grinding her hips faster and faster down against the seat, her pussy surging upward against his rear as if trying to beckon it to plunge deep inside her cunt hole.
Milt whispered, "You'll wait until we get home, won't you, baby?"
"Aaaagghhhhmmmmm!" she groaned. "Yeses, I'll waitttttt!"
Milt grinned triumphantly, and eased his finger away from her clit, then let his hand rest on her thigh. Her fingers remained on his stiff-hard cock, but they weren't moving now. Her eyes were closed and she leaned against him.



CHAPTER TWO


Moss lay naked on the bed. He had his left hand pushed under his ass-cheeks so that he could pump two fingers into his own asshole while he wildly pumped his right hand up and down on his cock.
"I wonder what the hell was wrong with Milt tonight," Jennie called from behind the partially closed bathroom door.
"Fuck Milt, damn it!" Moss replied, his voice husky with lust. "C'mon, hurry up! Ain't you ready yet? Jesus, my balls are about to explode!"
"All right, all right," his wife called back. "Jesus, I'm just as hot as you are."
"Well, if you get your ass in here," Milt cried out, jumping from the bed and pacing the room, "I'll damn well get your fucking nuts off, you cunt!"
Suddenly the bathroom door opened and Jennie came out. Her hair was tousled and hung loosely around her shoulders. Her voluptuous body was encased in a black corset. Her heavy breasts bulged over the top. She was wearing a pair of black lace panties and a garter belt was holding up black mesh stockings. On her feet she wore a pair of black spiked heels.
"What took you so long, whore?" Moss bellowed. "Don't you want this big cock of mine?" He slapped his cock against her thighs several times.
Actually Moss didn't mind the wait while Jennie got ready. It always made their little fantasy game more fun when she finally came to bed looking like a cheap whore he loved to degrade and fuck.
"Well?" he bellowed, slapping her tits and making them wobble above the tight cups. "Tell me how much you want my big, thick dick rammed down your throat!"
"Yeah, baby, lover," she purred is he continued slapping her thighs with his cock. "I want you to fuck my face! I want your cock up my cunt, up my ass! I want you to fuck me silly for the rest of the night, Moss!"
"Get down on your knees, whore, and suck my big dick!"
Jennie eagerly did as she was told. When she knelt in front of her husband, he rubbed his thick cock over her face. She opened her mouth and wet her lips with the tip of her tongue. Moss bent over and undid some of the hooks on her corset so that her big tits were exposed. He pinched her nipples, making her moan softly.
"Open up wide, whore! I'm gonna stick it down your throat!"
Jennie's bright red lips opened. Moss stepped forward and jammed his cock into her mouth. She gagged, but he held her had fast and began pumping his cock in and out of her mouth.
"You like it, whore? Do you like cock in your mouth? Isn't that what I'm paying you for? To do anything I want?"
She nodded as she sucked him.
He pulled his wet prick out of her mouth and slapped her with it several times.
"Lick my nuts!"
He held his cock pressed against his stomach while she began sucking on his pendulous balls. She licked each ball separately and then sucked both of them into her mouth.
"Yeah, yeah, that feels good! Now stick your tongue up my asshole! Ohhh shit, yes, like that!"
"I want your cock back, Moss, please?" Jennie pleaded.
"Stand up," he ordered, "and take off your panties!"
Jennie unhooked her garter belt. The hose slipped down her legs. Then she pulled down her panties and stepped out of them.
"Now get on the bed and open your cunt!" Jennie lay on the bed, spreading her legs wide and wing her fingers to pull the lips of her pussy open. Suddenly, Moss got to his knees and started licking her cuntlips wildly. Jennie groaned and cried out in pain as his teeth bit hard into her clitoris. He licked every one of her cunt hairs and sucked her hole ravenously. Then he pushed her back on the bed, got on his knees between her legs, and pressed the head of his giant cock against the lips of her wet cunt.
"Give it to me, Moss baby!" Jennie pleaded. "Please, give it to me!"
"Not yet, whore. Beg for it!"
"Pleeease! I've got to have that big dick inside me! That's what you're paying me for!"
Suddenly Moss jammed his cock savagely into her cunt. Jennie squealed with pretended pain and his huge shaft dug deeply into her cunthole. He fucked her furiously for twenty minutes, calling her all the degrading names he could think of.
"Oh God, oh shit… I love cock!" Jennie howled as her husband fucked his meat in and out of her body in swift, lunging strokes. "I love cock meat!"
Suddenly, Moss pulled his huge tool from her cunt with a loud, slurping sound and flipped her over onto her belly. His face was inches away from her gleaming ass cheeks and, with a vicious growl, began tearing and chewing the pulpy flesh with his teeth. His teeth left angry, red welts on his wife's ass, and she cried out in pain.
"Oh slit, Moss, now… NOW!" she screamed. "I'm shooting off like a whore! Give me your cock!"
Moss pulled her up on her knees and put his hand between her thighs, poking his fingers inside her juicing cunt. She backed up to him, reached between her legs, took hold of his mighty cock, and guided him into her hole.
"Fuck me, Moss!" she screamed.
"Shut up, whore!" Moss hissed, slapping her.
"I'm coming inside you, bitch! I'm coming inside your fucking cunt!"
"Not yet, baby! Don't some yet! Make me come, too! Pleeeeaasssse!"
"You like my big dick, don't you, whore? You fucking cunt!"
"Ye, yes, your cock is wonderful, lover! Fuck me harder with it, faster! Make me come all over it!" She shoved her firm, well-rounded ass still higher. Her cunt sucked hungrily at his prick and she tried to maneuver more of the hard ridge over her aching clitoris.
Moss was panting. His mind was reeling with the intensity of the fuck. He had never had a woman who liked cock as much a Jennie, or one who demanded so much of it when he was with her. That was the main reason he had married her.
All of his prick was in her now and Jennie damped down on it hard with the tight, wet muscles of her pussy. "Lower, honey!" she cried, her head flailing back and forth on the pillow. "Get a little lower so your cock runs across my cunt!"
"Like this?"
"Yeah, yeah, like that! Ohh shit, that's it!"
"Hunch me back, baby! Fuck me!" She was close, then closer, then she was there. Her climax seared her brain and her aching cunt to the point where nothing else mattered.
"Oh, oh, oh… deeper, deeper… deeper, Moss! Fuuuuccck!" She thrust her hips and clamped around him hard as she rode herself through her tremendous orgasm.
"You like it, baby?" Moss asked homely, pumping and ramming into her cunt as hard as he could.
"Yes, yes, I love it!" she rasped back. "Hard – harder! Oh, God, Moss, you're so big… I… I'm coming again! AARRGGHHHH!"
She bucked and thrust herself at him as hard as she could. She thrust and squirmed so hard that Moss' big dick slipped from her cunt.
"Quick! Put it back in me!" she cried. She glanced over her shoulder, watching as Moss maneuvered behind her.
Then the head of his dick was gazing against the well-oiled, pulsating lips of her pussy again. Jennie looked down between her legs. His huge balls swung lazily as he moved his knees from one side to the other. He was gripping his big cock firmly, and after moving his knees closer to hers, she felt him lurch forward. His prick slipped into her pussy easily. The head buried itself completely in her on the first twigs. She heard him grunt with satisfaction, then felt him again fucking back and forth in her hungry pussy.
"Ohhh, cock," she moaned into the pillow. "Cock in my pussy!"
Her cunt muscles were clutching and grabbing at his dick fiercely. He could feel her clit growing more erect, indicating that she was close to another come. Reaching down, he begun to finger her clit in rhythm to his thrusts. Jonnie cried out, pushing herself back against him hard, her cunt tightening like a vise.
"Ohhkhhhhh," she shrieked, "I… I'm going to… aarrrghhhh!"
Driving himself into her frantically, Moss felt his cum building steadily. The harder he thrust, the more she groaned.
Fighting to get his dick from her tensed pussy, he settled for a asses of short, doss jabs. Jennie, begging him for most cock, slammed herself back onto his prick with savage intensity.
As her climax built, she started to tremble all over. Moss could no longer control his own come. As he quickened his pace, she felt the head of his prick enlarge in her belly, and knew he was about to shoot.
Shit, not yet. She wanted at least one more good come before he was finished!
But his cock was relentless. It throbbed harder and harder against her cuntal walls and she knew there would be no holding back. Forcing her muscles to caress and milk his prick, she waited for his spewing jism.
Then she felt the first wad of hot cum jet into her pussy. It did the job for her, making her cunt again spill its own cream. Frantically, she thrashed and clutched back at him, her climax shattering her body.
She felt his meat start to soften in her. She let his prick slip out, then she twisted around on the bed and, ignoring the taste of her own cunt, sucked happily and noisily on his prick.
She loved the taste of her own cum mingled with his. She lapped and sucked on his dick until it was covered with her warm saliva.
"Goddamn, honey, you are some fuck," Moss sighed, flopping back across the bed.
Jennie lay with her head between his spread legs, idly licking his cock and balls. "Honey?"
"Yeah?"
"Do you think we're in a rut?" Jennie asked.
"What kind of rut?"
"Well, if we're swingers, shouldn't we be swinging with other couples besides Milt and Trixie?"
Moss raised up on his elbows and looked down at her. "You know, I was just thinking the same thing. But who?"
"Well, how about that new secretary in your office? You've been saying you'd like to fuck her ever since you hired her."
"Jo Ann?"
"Yes."
"But she's not married."
"Hasn't she got a son?"
"Jeez, Jennie, he's only eighteen!"
"He can get a hard-on, I'll bet!" Jennie laughed and slipped her husband's cock back in her mouth.
Milt brought the car into the driveway and up into the spacious two-car garage. He stepped out, zipping himself up, feeling the blood still pounding in his erect cock. Tease him like that in the car, would she? Well, just wait until he got her cute ass in the bedroom. He'd do a little teasing of his own!
Milt helped Trixie from the car and slammed the door. Before he could move, she slid against him, pressing her huge tits against his chest and forcing her pelvis against his cock.
"Your cock's still hard, lover," she breathed, her lips parted and gleaming with moisture. She suddenly reached down and grasped one of his hands. She lifted it to her lips and put one of his knuckles in her mouth, sucking on it.
"You're a whore, you know that?" Milt smiled. "I know… and you love it." Her lips were slack and slightly parted, and she was breathing heavily as she looked up at him. There was a challenge in her eyes, and raw, hungry lust covered through him as he seized her roughly and pulled her toward him.
"Be careful or I'll fuck you right here," he growled.
Trixie smiled lewdly. "How long do I have to wait? I've fucked you about every place else… I might as well fuck you over the hood of the car!"
Milt uttered a loud groan. He put his hands on her shoulders and shoved her down, down to the concrete. He stumbled against the car fender, moving onto it. She looked up at Milt, then she released her hold on the car fender and sank to her knees as he shoved her downward. His cock was already swollen as he took it out and put his hand behind her head, pulling her toward it.
Trixie made token resistance, pulling back and turning her head to one side. He pulled her head back around as he put his fingers between her lips, opening them.
An ecstatic sensation roared through him and made the muscles in his thighs knot and quiver as his cock slid between her full lips. Trixie put her hands on his thighs as she curled her tongue around the huge cock, rolling it around and around in her mouth. It immediately stiffened into a throbbing hard-on, and Milt began undulating his hips, fucking her in the mouth.
"That's it, Trixie, honey, suck it! Suck your daddy's big bone!"
The beautiful girl tightened her lips around the swollen shaft of his cock and pressed it between her tongue and the roof of her mouth. She tugged at the opening in the front of his trousers, trying to get her hand into it. He stopped driving his prick between her lips as he jerked at his belt.
His trousers dropped, and Trixie cupped his balls in one hand and squeezed them gently as she stroked them while stroking his thighs with her other hand. He dug his fingers into her hair and gripped her head tightly as he began rocking his hips back and forth again, fucking her in the mouth.
Milt looked down at her through lust-glazed eyes. The sight of his luscious wife on the floor of the garage, with his cock fucking in and out of her lips, was the most erotic thing he had ever seen.
He drove his prick in hard, quick lunge, choking her, spearing it all the way to the back of her throat. The force of his thrusts made her lean back until her head was resting against the car fender behind her. But it as what she wanted, and she kept squeezing his balls and stroking his thighs as the saliva streamed from the corners of her mouth and down her chin.
The sight and sensation of fucking his beautiful wife in the face began to stimulate Milt. The orgasm closed in on him, coming closer and closer as the semen, swelled and ballooned within his aching balls. It crushed his control, sweeping it away. He began trembling all over from the effort of keeping the massive flood of male sperm back. He finally pulled away from her with a jerk, taking his cock from her mouth and grinding his teeth together in an effort to keep the semen don.
Trixie looked up at him. "Don't you want to give me your cum, lover?"
"I wanna come in your pussy!"
"Then let's go on inside…"
"No! Here! You started it out here and we're gonna finish it out here!"
He reached down and pulled her firmly to her feet.
"It'll be more comfortable…" Her voice choked off as he took her in his arms, covering her mouth with his. Her arms immediately locked around his neck. She kissed him passionately, her lips sucking and pulling at his. He started gathering her skirt up in his hands.
He pulled her skirt up until it was gathered around her waist. Then he slid his hands down into the back of her panties and panty hose, feeling her luscious ass-cheeks.
"Now get these off before I tear them off of you. I said I was going to come in your pussy, and that's what I'm going to do! You can sit on the fender of the car so I can get it into you, or we can do it any other way you can think of, but I'm going to come in your pussy!"
Trixie nodded, gathering her skirt in her hands and leaning over to slide her panties and hose down her thighs. She kicked her shoes off and leaned back against the car fender as she tugged them off her feet, then she gathered them into a wad and stuffed them into her handbag.
"Let's get on the other side of the car," she murmured, glancing around. "There's more room there."
She bent over and slipped her shoes on again, and he put an arm around her, feeling the smooth firmness of her buttocks as they walked quickly around to the other side of the car. She tugged the door open and looked up at him. "I can lean over inside it and hold onto the front seat, and you can put it in from behind, okay?"
"Yeah, but hurry up," her husband growled. "My fucking cock's about to explode!"
Trixie bent over inside the car, reaching back to pull her skirt up around her waist again. Milt jerked the garment up, baring her smooth, creamy buttocks. He put his hands on them and kneaded firmly until the tip of his cock was touching the gleaming melons.
Trixie put her hand back between her legs and groped for his prick, trying to guide his cock into her cunt. He panted hoarsely and his muscles quivered from the sensation of his cockhead entering her.
She uttered a soft groan as she pressed herself against him. He slid his hands down her thighs and felt her velvety skin, then began undulating his hips and thrusting his big cock into her with driving lunges.
"Aaaahhhh, not so fast, darling, please! Don't go so fast. I…"
Her quavering voice broke off in a wailing cry as Milt thrust into her cunt as hard as he could, spearing his swollen prick deep into her body. He braced her body as he pulled his cock back out until only the head of it was still in her pussy. Then he drove it deeply into her again.
She cried out again, then a steady, murmuring whimper erupted from her throat as he started undulating his hips, fucking her with a hard, driving rhythm. Milt looked down at her white, slender back and at the swollen shaft of his cock entering her. It made the sensations much more intense, and he began running his hands over her, feeling her velvety skin. He bent far over her and slid his hands under her, groping for her tits. He cupped the voluptuous breasts in his hands and kneaded them lustfully as he continued undulating his hips, feeling the warm, damp stricture of her pussy enfolding his cock.
"You got it, baby," he groaned. "You got all your daddy's big dick!"
"I know, I know, darling… fuck me!Fuck me with your cock!"
Milt's breath was coming in gasps and the muscles were knotting in his legs from the awkward position. Her pussy was hot and tight, and the sensation of fucking her like this was wild. A climax began rapidly building up within his groin.
Trixie wriggled her hips from side to side as she looked at him over her shoulder. "Don't stop, baby, don't stop! It feels fantastic! I'm almost there! Just a little more! Please, make me come!"
"I'll make you come, all right," Milt panted, backing away from her and pulling his cock out of her clutching pussy. "Take all your clothes off and lie on the hood of the car!"
Milt became a raging animal as his beautiful wife stripped naked and moved around to the front of the car. She put on her heels on the bumper and eased her ass up on the hood, then lay back on the metal, turning her head towards him.
"Come on, darling," she murmured, planting her heels on the hood of the car, opening her pussy wide. "There it is, waiting for you. Drive it into me again, darling!"
Milt stepped up onto the bumper and his cock brushed against her pussy as be leaned over her and reached down and grasped his throbbing pole, wriggling her ass and pushing herself down toward it. Then she stuffed his cock wantonly into her hot, tight pussy. She closed her eyes and biased through her teeth as his prick slid deep into her belly.
Milt put his hand between her leg and searched for her erect little clitoris as he began fucking her. Trixie gasped and tossed her head from side to side as he began stoking her clit in rhythm with his cock sliding in and out of her.
"You gettin' it, baby?"
"Yeah… almost," Trixie greened. "Keep fuckin' me… keep poundin' your meat into my pussy!"
Milt was in heaven watching her tense and quiver as the climax closed in on her. The hood of the car began bending back and forth with a hollow, booming sound as she undulated in waves from her shoulders to her hips.
"That's it, darling," she cried in a strangled voice. "I'm there! I'm coming! I'm coming now! Now! Now!"
The sigh of her beautiful body writhing in ecstatic convulsions was too much, and the cum burst from Milt's tortured balls. It was a powerful, shattering climax, and the metallic sound of the car hood began echoing all over the garage as he threw his head back and went into spasms, shooting white hot cum into her pussy.
"Ohhh fuuuuuuck, I'm gettin' it, baby!" he howled. "I'm pourin' my cum to you!"
"Do it, darling, give it to me! I love it!" she shrieked at the top of her lungs. "Fill me up! Fill my belly with juice!"
Thunder rolled through Milt's head as he dug his fingers into Trixie's soft flesh and spurted stream after stream of cum deep into her lush body.
Then the strength suddenly left him and he fell forward on top of her. She threw her long, white legs around him and wrapped her arms around his neck as she moved her hips in the final quivers of her orgasm, draining the last of his cum from his prick.
"You all right, darling?"
"I'm fine… great," he croaked.
"Good, then hurry, let's get inside."
"Why?"
"So I can suck you hard again and you can fuck me in the ass!"



CHAPTER THREE


Mike Nelson took a long pull on his drink and set it back on the work bench. It was his sixth drink since dinner, and his eyes were so glassy he had to strain to make them focus on the army of naked women spread out on the bench in front of him.
He chuckled, wishing all pictures would come to life so they could fuck his brains out upstairs, he could hear his beautiful, eighteen year-old bride getting ready for bed.
Would she fuck him tonight?
Yes, probably. It was Friday, wasn't it?
They had been married three months and Gloria had let him fuck her every Tuesday and Friday night. According to her, twice a week was normal.
"Shit," he grumbled, "twenty-six years old, with a good healthy hard-on, and she only wants to fuck twice a week!"
And that was all she did, he mused, fuck. Put cock in pussy, pump cock, come, and go to sleep. Twenty times, at least, he had tried to go down on her, and twenty times he had tried to get her to suck his cock. Nothing. "No, Mike," she had said. "Good Lord, why must we do something filthy like that to enjoy sex?"
He poured another drink straight and slugged it down as he compared the naked bodies in the pictures to his wife's, none of them matched up. Gloria was better built and more beautiful than all of them.
"But I'll bet they suck good cock when they're not posing!"
And upstairs, Gloria Nelson was brushing her hair and hoping that Mike would be too drunk to want sex that night. She would have liked to be able to loosen up, as Mike wanted her to, but after the way he had cruelly taken her that first night of their honeymoon, Gloria had found it impossible to relax during sex.
She looked at herself in the mirror. She had large blue eyes and full pouting lip. Her skin was smooth and seemed to blend in magically with the long golden hair cascading down to her shoulders. Her breasts were like two ripe, overgrown melons, the deep valley between them dark and inviting now that she was almost naked. Though large, her tits were youthfully firm and needed no support to stand straight out, pointed and proud and perfect. Her waist was narrow and her belly flat, the smooth flesh topped by the lightest fuzziness below her navel which pointed like an arrow to the curving mound between her legs. She looked sensual yet innocent. And only her husband knew that her sexuality went only skin deep.
How anyone as beautiful as Gloria could stay a virgin for all of her eighteen years was beyond Mike's imagination. But he found out how when she refused him sex for the full three months before their marriage.
And on the night of their wedding it was disaster.
She had bought a new negligee, and after putting it on, she got into the bed before calling for Mike to come out of the bathroom.
He came out stark naked, his long, thick prick already half-hard in anticipation, and the sight of his nakedness so rattled her that she was tense beyond relief for the rest of the evening.
In the darkness, he had been gentle and understanding. He kissed and fondled her trembling young body to arouse her for his first entry. Yet, when he moved between her outspread legs, she was only prepared to feel pain. She never cried out, because she was determined to please him, but the only emotion she had was that of fear and humiliation.
Her memory of his first penetration was that it took forever, her cunt being painfully stretched apart slowly, until she was convinced she would be split in half, and then the rest of it seemed to take only seconds until he was finished with her.
It had been quick. He'd been waiting for that moment for too long, and the result was an explosive climax that came almost instantly. When it was over, Mike felt he should start again for her, but she had lied, telling him that she enjoyed it fully. He knew she was lying when later, and from then on, Gloria never responded to anything he tried, and for that matter refused to try anything except the standard missionary position.
Gloria removed her bra and panties and slipped a nightgown over her head. It completely covered her. It couldn't, however, hide the enormity of her breasts. The whole front of her gown seemed to shake as she moved across the room toward the bed. She was just pulling down the coven when Mike lurched into the room. She yawned as he stood swaying before her.
"We'd better get to bed," she said. "I have to get up early tomorrow for tennis with Aunt Trixie."
"I wish you acted as much like your Aunt Trixie as you look like her!"
"What is that supposed to mean?"
Mike lurched against her and regained his balance. But not before the heat of her huge tits scarred his chest. "I hear before she married Milt that she sucked and fucked every cock she could get!"
"You bastard!" Gloria hissed, and slapped him hard across the mouth.
"I should have married me a whore instead of a fucking virgin," Mike slurred.
"Shut up!" she cried and slapped him again. "You bitch!" he growled as he careened toward her, seizing her firmly by the shoulders.
"Mike! You're hurting me again!"
"Take it off, baby!"
"Mike, let go of me this instant!" He was too far gone on alcohol and frustration to bother to listen. He wound his fingers into the top of the gown and pulled, ripping every button from the front to reveal her voluptuous young flesh.
Gloria backed against, the wall, her hands trying in vain to hide her quivering breasts and her blonde cunt. "Mike, don't you dare!"
His breath came faster as he lurched after his frightened wife. He grabbed her wrist and yanked her slender arm to one side with brutal ease, and her tits leaped free in front of his face. He grunted as he stared hungrily at her mounds.
It was with an animal savagery that he stepped forward and locked one burly arm around her waist and squeezed, forcing her to bend over backward. Gloria tried to protest, but his other hand was clamped over her mouth with a painful force, and her head was forced back to where it crashed against the wall, causing her to reel from the impact.
"Mike… please!"
"Please, shit! I'm gonna fuck the hell right outta you tonight!"
The young blonde wife struggled with all her might, but her frantic squirming only seemed to excite him more. His powerful hips ground savagely into hers. She could feel the growing hardness of his long, thick cock straining under his pants. The nightgown slipped off her shoulders to the flaring contours of her hips. Her huge breasts glistened moistly, wet with hot saliva as his hungrily sucking mouth darted from one erect nipple to the other.
Gloria stood against the wall naked to her waist, her twin fleshy mounds heaving resiliently for breath.
Suddenly he grabbed her by the wrist and flung her across the bed.
She bounced up on her knees from the sudden impact, but Mike was on her from the rear, his thumb and fingers clamping on the back of her neck. He tightened his grip and a wail of fear erupted from her throat as he forced her face down on the bed. His other hand groped for the nightie, and she heard it rip as he impatiently clawed until he had torn every shred of material away.
Now she was pinned helplessly down on the bed, the cover rubbing against her nipples, already sensitive from his biting and sucking.
Mike looked down at his young wife. He stared, almost drooling, at the cream-like whiteness of her flesh, at the curving fullness of it, especially the way her ass cheeks blossomed into twin mounds of succulent white flesh that were squirming and undulating before his eyes.
She pushed against the bed with her hands and lifted her body a little more. In doing so, her large melon-like breasts were tightly squeezed between her arms, creating a deep, shadowed cleavage.
Mike stared down almost mesmerized at the milky twin cheeks of her buttocks and the darkly inviting crack. Watching them move and quiver as she struggled, the young husband gloated as he saw her muscles ripple and her rounded ass cheeks become firm and full. Damn, it was wild to see!
Fuck it, why not, he thought, why not go all the way!
Still holding her with one hand, he clawed at his pants and shorts until they were at his ankles. Then he kicked them off as Gloria twisted away from his rasp.
She spun on the bed facing him, kneeling with her arms crossed over her naked breasts, her long blonde hair hanging down like a halo at her shoulders.
Mike grinned at her fear. Suddenly he liked to see her cowering in fright before him, her thighs rigidly closed together, hiding her blonde pussy, her tits all bunched up like white straining balloons as she tried to hide them. He laughed as he saw her nipples pecking like two eyes over the edge of her protecting arms.
"Mike, you have to hear me! If you don't stop, I'm going to scream for help!"
"You see this?" he said, gripping his huge cock. "Well, tonight, honey, you're gonna get it all… and in every way."
Gloria gasped. His prick had never seemed so long and hard and thick before. Her fingers flew to her mouth as she saw the full immensity of his long hard prick throbbing so menacingly in front of her. Thick veins snaked along its heavy shaft, carrying even more hot blood to the lust-swollen head. His pulsating cockhead shone in the light with its huge swelling thickness. It hung away from his body and swung heavily toward her.
His large, sperm-bloated balls hung low as he stood in front of her. His muscles glistened with sex-sweat and booze. Abruptly, a shudder of admiration combined with fear went through her.
With a roar, Mike was over her, twisting her naked body and sending her sprawling backward on the bed. He fell on top of her with a crash.
With another roar, his brutal mouth was locking onto hers, crushing her full, sensuous lips, bruising them as he pound fiercely down and his tongue wormed its hot way into her mouth. She fought to catch her breath, thinking she would gag or suffocate. She kit his full weight and the long hot hardness of his cock against her belly.
Tears were in her eyes as he forced her long legs apart, bruising and pinching the sensitive silken flesh of her inner thighs. He forced her legs wider until the muscle cords stood out along her thighs.
Then she felt his cock, the throbbing head of it like some mammoth thing at the entrance to her pussy. The terrified young wife shut her eyes and tightly contacted her cuntal muscles in an effort to prevent penetration. Then the pressure at the tiny opening between her legs began, then became a searing firebrand of agony.
"Aaaarrrggghhhh!"
Suddenly Mike's thick, mighty cockhead plowed forward, easily spreading her cuntlips. He lifted his torso and stared down between their nakedly intertwined bodies. His cock was poised, its sheath pulled back tight from the tip that was almost a deep red color from the blood that throbbed and pounded in it. He saw his lust-swollen cockhead almost completely covered by her hair-lined pussylips.
Her entire cuntal furrow was quivering as he thrust his lust-thickened prick forward. He saw her pussy lips part and fold inward under the force of his entry, revealing the tiny pink bud of her clitoris standing eject and throbbing in its own moist valley.
Again, he thrust his hips forward, and Gloria cried out in agony as his huge cock, like a thick telephone pole, disappeared into her stretched cuntal opening.
Mike's fucking was merciless and wild. His hands were all over her naked body as he pinched and massaged her breasts, leaving scratches on her stomach and bruises on her shoulders and tits. He was raping her, and she could do nothing to stop him.
Each savage thrust was hurting the ravished blonde wife now, jolting her naked young body as he pounded his massive hardness home, its head banging up against the tip of her cervix. He was fucking her so hard that the force of his thrusts was shoving her across the bed. Her head was thumping painfully up against the headboard.
Gloria never stopped struggling or pleading, but her protests were as futile as her efforts to escape. He was fucking into her as hard and as violently as he could now, with his claw-like fingers digging savagely into her soft white buttocks.
"Fuck me back, damn you!" he bellowed. "Fuck me back!"
"No! No, I won't!" she spat back at him. "Never!"
Mike didn't want to come. He wanted to fuck her pussy raw. But he could feel a slow, aching pressure deep within his cum-filled balls. He gripped her frantically squirming ass-cheeks and squeezed with a crushing strength, feeling her quiver from head to toe in protest as great gasps of passion began spewing from his throat.
"Oh, fuck… oh, oh!" he gasped and groaned, and increased the viciousness of his strokes so that his pelvis smacked against her wetly trembling cunt. His long thick cock rammed far up into the hidden recesses of her belly.
When he was ready to come he put his hands behind her knees and shoved her widespread thighs up over her shoulders until her knees were on each side of her head and her tight little pussy defenselessly exposed to his turgid meat.
A moment later, he pound his lust-hardened prick as far into her open cunt as he could go. His hands again clasped her squirming buttocks in a death grip, the ache in his bloated balls becoming unbearable.
Now… he knew the moment was now.
He gasped into the warm moistness of her mouth, felt the wild bursting of his prick and then, with a deep soul-shattering grunt that went on and on, his white hot cum exploded deep inside her belly, spewing its liquid heat deep into the rippling depths of her tight little cunt.
He had barely finished his come when he rolled away from her and off the bed. At the bathroom door he stopped and turned. "You know what you need?"
She stared at him in stony silence.
"What you need are a lot of cocks, all at once, so you'll know how good the one you've got is."



CHAPTER FOUR


Jo Ann Henderson guessed that it would be a mistake to go out with Phil. Now, grappling with him in the front seat of his car, she knew it was. To make matters worse, the car was parked in her very own driveway.
What if her eighteen-year-old son, Paul, were looking out the upstairs window and saw this casual date pawing his mother's breasts? What would the boy think?
"Phil, please don't!"
"C'mon, honey. We been out together three times now. Don't ya think it's time we made it?"
"No, I don't," the beautiful raven-haired woman replied.
"Shit, Jo Ann, you're a woman… thirty-five yearn old! Don't tell me you don't want a little cock now and then!" He moved his hand back to her breast and, for the moment, she left it there.
Yes, it was true. She did want some cock. But not in the front seat of a car, and not with a man who was almost a stranger. Jo Ann was a woman who needed a lot of sex, all right, but on her terms. She had gone the other way during a ten-year marriage to Paul's father, Jack. Since their divorce, she had gone through a few unsatisfying affairs and she didn't want to start another one with Phil.
Just then the man beside her jammed his hand up under her skirt. The movement was so fast Jo Ann couldn't stop his hand from probing between her thighs until his fingertips had reached her wet, nylon-covered cuntlips.
"Dammit, Phil, I said no!" She squirmed around in the seat but couldn't stop an involuntary shudder of desire as one of his fingers slipped into her pussy, carrying the material of her panties along with it.
"C'mon, honey, I know you want tote fucked. Jesus, you're shakin' like a leaf and your pussy's wetter than hell!"
"Leave me alone!" Jo Ann spat at him, clawing at his face.
"The hell I will! I'm gonna get me a little tonight, even if I have to rape your ass!"
That did it. Visions of the last night with her husband danced through Jo Ann's head. She wasn't about, to let this stranger violate her own body as her husband had years before.
She managed to reach behind her and get the car door open. Before Phil could stop her, the tall brunette was outside on the driveway and slamming the door in his face.
"Go to hell, Phil! I don't need you or any man!"
With tears in her eyes, she ran into the house. As she struggled up the stairs, the incident in the car made her relive that last dreadful night with Jack.
Jack had been drinking heavily for over a year. Much of his drinking problem was caused by Jo Ann's extreme success in her job and Jack's failure in his. It made him jealous of all the men she worked with… in particular, a handsome Italian salesman named Rico Sabrelli.
It had finally gotten so bad that Jack was openly accusing her of having a wild affair with Sabrelli.
The whole thing came to a head one evening when Jo Ann had returned after an especially hard day and had gone directly upstairs to take a shower.
She was massaging her legs under the warm water when she heard Jack stumble into the bedroom. She could tell from the shuffling sound of his footsteps that he was drunk. He pushed open the bathroom door and stared at her belligerently through glazed eyes.
"Washing your cunt clean of Sabrelli's load?"
Jo Ann sighed heavily. "Look, Jack, I'm not in the mood for a fight tonight. I'm very tired. I…"
"I'll just bet you are. I've heard that son-of-a-bitch has got a cock to his knees… I guess that would make anybody tired!"
Jo Ann looked at her husband evenly. "I think you ought to sleep it off in the living room tonight."
Jack walked to the tower door, clenching his fist. "Look, baby, you're my wife and I'm horny. I want some cunt tonight and I want it now!"
Jo Ann calmly turned around and began rinsing off the soap, but she could feel Jack's hostility. She rinsed quickly, turned off the water and stepped out of the shower. She could see through the bathroom door that he had undressed and was standing in the middle of the bedroom floor, stroking his thick cock.
"Just what in hell does he think I am?" she mumbled to herself.
She reached for a towel. He watched her as she dried her voluptuous body. She wrapped the towel around herself and went into the bedroom to get her nightgown hanging on the back of the closet door. As she passed Jack, he roughly grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her to him.
"Jack, don't, I…"
"Shut up!"
He slid his arms around her waist and held her tightly. Then he roughly pressed his mouth against hers. He reeked of Scotch, and Jo Ann pushed her face away from his.
"What's the matter, cunt? Aren't I good enough for ya? Or do you only do it with Dagos?"
"Jack, don't! You don't know what you're talking about. Now, please, just leave me alone!"
"Don't pull that crap, with me. I knew how you like your cock, lady. And you're getting it from somewhere!"
"Jack, I'm not fucking Rico or anyone else!"
"Bullshit!"
He backhanded her across the face, knocking her to the floor.
"Jack, don't… please, don't! Paul will hear you and he's liable to come in!"
"Good," the drunken husband slurred. "The kid's ten. He's old enough to find out what fuckin's all about!"
He climbed on top of her and pushed his thick cock against her pubic hair. Jo Ann struggled, but he was too strong for her. He held her down by pressing her forearm against her throat. Jo Ann thrashed beneath him. Her hands clawed at the air. She cursed and pleased with him to let her up, but Jack was only getting stifled.
She opened her mouth wide and started screaming. Jack bit her hard across the jaw, knocking her cold. He savagely pushed his big prick into her pussy in one hard thrust.
He pressed his palms over her tits, jamming his cock in and out of her cunt. It had been so long since they'd had any sex that his climax built up almost immediately. The muscles of his neck stood out like cords. He fucked her harder and harder until his climax became unbearable. He made one final downward plunge and his cock began shooting.
Stream after stream of hot male jism jetted into her until he had finally emptied his load. The relief of the orgasm sobered him up a bit. When he pulled out of her, he felt guilty for what he had done. He didn't realize until that moment that he had knocked her out.
He went into the bathroom and soaked a hand towel in cold water, brought it back and placed it over her face. She stirred and opened her eyes.
"Get out of here," she said quietly. "And I mean now. Or I'll call the police. You can get your dirty clothes some other time. But right now you get your ass out of here."
"Jo Ann, I'm sorry." Jack started sobbing. "I don't know…"
"Get out of here, Jack!"
He slowly began putting on his clothes, mumbling apologies, as Jo Ann pulled herself to her feet. Her tits and cunt ached. She staggered into the bathroom and threw cold water into her face. Jack followed her in and tried to touch her. She swung around quickly.
"I'll kill you if you stay, Jack. I swear I'll kill you!"
Her eyes blazed like burning coals. He backed out of the bathroom and left the house.
Jo Ann turned on the shower again and crawled under the steaming hot water. She sat there on the floor of the shower wondering how she would ever get through the next day's work. The following morning she had started the divorce action. Jack didn't try to stop her, and six months later he was killed in an auto accident.
Jo Ann had tried to explain everything to her son. Ho seemed to understand so well that she thought perhaps he had heard or seen everything that had happened that night.
She hoped with all her heart that he hadn't.
Paul Henderson was naked, stroking his cock into hardness at the mental image of his mother getting fucked. He had also just witnessed the man in the car playing with his mother's big, beautiful tits. He wished she would let him play with them like that. The boy had wanted to squeeze and fondle them ever since he could remember.
When he heard his mother enter her room, he softly slid from his bed and crossed the hall. Her door was partially open and light came through the crack. He had just reached the door when he heard a soft, zipping sound.
Putting his eye up close to the narrow opening, he peered into the interior of the room. His mother was changing her clothes, and not more than five feet away from him.
Jo Ann stepped out of her dress and laid it on the bed. Paul's young cock jumped in his hand as he saw his mother's beautiful body in only bra and panties. He thought that she was sexy, but seeing her nearly nude filled his mind and body with more desire than he had ever felt for any of the young girls at school.
Jo Ann unfastened her bra first, and as she turned to place, it on the bed, he saw the full firm mounds of her breasts standing proudly out from her chest. Her long black hair hung forward over her shoulders as she leaned over to slip down her panties.
Paul felt his heart pounding as he shifted his gaze to her smooth, curvaceous buttocks. The twin cheeks were like two, softly ripened melons waiting to be squeezed, and the smooth white crevice that divided them was deep and mysteriously inviting.
Jeez, he thought in rapt wonder, his mother was ten times more sensual than any girl he'd ever seen, and he found himself wishing that she would turn around so that he could get a look at her pubic hair and, maybe, the lips of her pussy too!
Her hips flared out smooth from her narrow waist, and her belly was flat and youthful. He had never thought a woman of thirty-five could look so sexy.
Jo Ann dropped her panties. She had to turned toward Paul. Placing the brief garment on the bed, she remained facing him.
The boy had only a moment to satisfy his desires as she picked up a robe to slip on. But he saw clearly the silky smooth triangle of soft pubic hair that curled out from between her thighs. It looked perfect nestled there at the base of her smooth white belly. When she lifted one leg to slip her foot into a slipper, he got a glimpse of her pink, hair-lined pussy lips. The sight was so arousing to Paul that he knew he would have to have some relief, and quickly.
Silently, he moved back into his room and headed for the bathroom to jack off.
Jo Ann was physically ready for bed. Mentally, her emotions and desires were churning. Even though Phil had barely touched her in the car, he had turned her body on. She wanted a hard cock so badly her whole body ached.
She wondered if Paul was awake. Perhaps talking to him for a while would take her mind off sex long enough so she could sleep. She glanced at herself in the mirror as she moved across the bedroom. The robe she wore was of a very sheer material. So sheer that the dark round orbs of her nipples, the thrusting outline of her huge breasts, and the dark bushy triangle could be seen through the gown.
"Paul?" she whispered as she slipped into the bedroom. "Paul, are you awake?"
A light was on in the bathroom. It played across an empty bed and, as she moved into the room, she heard groans coming through the door to the bath.
She moved into the bathroom doorway and gasped at what she saw. Her young son was leaning against the cabinet with one hand. His other hand was wildly pumping his young cock.
He looked up when she gasped. "Mom! I… I… couldn't help it!" He knew he should cover his hard prick from his mother's eyes, but seeing her tits and her cunt through her flimsy gown made him forget that she was his mother, she became just a beautiful woman with a desirable body.
Jo Ann stood in the doorway, hardly breathing, her eyes glued to her son's cock. Suddenly, several realizations dawned on her. Paul was a very big boy for his age, far from a child. She had no idea that boys matured as quickly as Paul had obviously matured. She also realized that the boy wasn't really embarrassed. In fact, it was quite the opposite. His eyes warned freely over her heavy, jutting tits, drinking in the splendor of her huge, dark nipples.
As his eyes studied every part of her, Paul's hand moved involuntarily up and down on his prick. Jo Ann knew that she should make some sort of excuse and back out of the room, but she couldn't. She was fascinated.
She tried to lift her eyes to his face, but they kept returning to his cock and balls. His prick was rigid, the dark head oozing from the foreskin in front of his pumping hand.
"Oh God, Paul…" Jo Ann exclaimed, knowing that standing there, gazing lovingly at her son's cock was wrong, but knowing she couldn't help it.
Suddenly all the frustrations of the past five years boiled up inside her body.
She wanted him. She wanted her son's cock and she couldn't help it. And somehow Paul sensed it. He moved to her and reached up to one quivering breast with his hand. He squeezed the luscious tit and pressed the nipple with his thumb.
"Paul – no, Paul," she gasped. "It isn't right!"
"I… I can't help it. You're so beautiful, I… I…"
"Yes?"
"I want to do it with you, Mom."
Jo Ann almost fainted. What was he saying? What was she doing? Why didn't she get out of there?
Because she liked watching him pump his prick like that. That's why she stayed. She found herself wanting to reach out and do it for him.
His hand continued to stroke up and down the rigid shaft, giving his mother full view of his glistening prick. She watched, fascinated, as the boy pumped his cock into a bigger and thicker erection. The foreskin gradually slid back to reveal the bright red meat of his cockhead.
"Oh, God," Jo Ann moaned, saliva gathering in her mouth. The more she looked at his cock, the more her pussy tingled. She could barely resist moving her hand down between her thighs and finger-fucking herself.
Then she gasped and blushed at the same time. Her pussy was dripping juice. She could feel the sticky fluid on her inner thighs.
She was getting turned on by the sight of her son playing with himself! It was depraved, she told herself. I'm depraved. And yet it's happening and I can't stop it!
She was imagining her own hand curled around his cock, her head being lowered until his throbbing meat slid easily into her throat. Her breath was coming in gasps and she felt the lips of her pussy swell with hot desire.
And the boy, too, was beyond stopping.
His mother's near-naked body was having the same effect on the boy as his cock was having on her. She was an incredibly beautiful, voluptuous woman, with great, heavy tits, and a beautiful pussy. He wanted to touch and suck her tits. He wanted to run his cock up and down in that dark forest of pubic fur.
God, he wanted her. He wanted to fuck her. And something in the way she stared at his cock told him that maybe she wanted to fuck him, too.
He started moving closer to her. She didn't move. She just stared at him as if she were afraid of him.
Jeez, he thought, those tits. They were like huge, creamy pillows. He longed to suck them, play with them. He could almost feel the tips of those long, dark nipples in his mouth.
"Baby, baby," Jo Ann breathed, "this isn't right. I'm your mother, and it's not good for you. You should have a girl your own age."
"I don't want anyone but you!" he cried fiercely. "You're the most wonderful woman in the world and I-I love you. Don't you love me?"
Her body was screaming. She wanted him, she wanted his cock, and suddenly nothing else mattered. Jo Ann now became the aggressor. She reached between them and wound her fingers around his stiff prick.
"I want you, too, Paul."
Her touch surprised him and he lurched back as if in fear. "Jeez…"
"Don't be afraid, baby. I'm going to give you everything you want. We're going to do everything together."
The hard hot feel of his young shaft of jerking flesh enclosed in her fingers spurred her on. Her moist parted lips caressed his ear as she cooed sweetly. "This is going to feel so good, Paul. This is going to be just heaven…"



CHAPTER FIVE


Jo Ann found herself beside him on the bed. She was stroking her hand up and down his long, spear-like cock. She slid the loose outer skin over its rigidness, then slipped her fingertips downward to cares the velvety flesh of his young balls. She leaned forward to kiss him, locking her mouth moistly over his and parting his lips with her tongue.
God, her mind wandered, I'm French-kissing my on son and playing with his cock! But I want to and he wanted me to!
She was beyond all thought or reason. She was aware of nothing but the glorious sensation created by the nearness of the boy's sweet innocent body. It didn't matter that he was her son, less than half her own age. Nothing mattered but the fact that she felt like an animal, a rutting female animal, all her nerve endings spewing out for the sensual satisfaction the had been too long denied.
"Oh, Paul, I love you," she breathed into his mouth.
"Jeez, are you, are you really gonna let me?"
"Yes, darling. I'm going to let you."
"But…"
"What's the matter?" But Jo Ann knew what the matter was, and she hastened to calm his fears. "It's all right, baby. We love each other… that's all that matters!" She teased him lightly as she continued to caress the length of his quivering cock. She got to her feet in front of the bed. "Here, darling," she purred, "Wouldn't you like to take this gown off me?"
No longer able to control himself, Paul groaned and then jumped to his feet beside her. His hands shook as he reached for the tie that held the gown together.
Jo Ann abandoned her body to his eager fingers as he tore at the gown until it was around her hips. At last her quivering breasts were exposed to his feverish gaze.
She stood motionless before him, her face glowing with a strange kind of pride as she saw the youngster's eyes settle on her full-swelling white mounds of flesh. A soft moan of lewd delight erupted from his open lips, and then his head dipped downward, his mouth fastening hungrily on one upturned nipple.
The boy's warm, searching lips began to greedily explore her soft tits, nipping and kissing until a twitch descended to her hot cunt below. Her ass-checks began a slow, impatient grinding under the teenager's roaming hands.
Between them, his eagerly throbbing cock thrust out, and the virile heat of it was searing against the curve of her hips. She reluctantly pulled any from his excitedly exploring hands and lips.
"Do you want to see all of me, Paul?"
"Yeah – nice, yes!"
The boy's eager young eyes were fixed avidly on her lush body, not daring to believe that this was really happening to him. He watched the smile that curved her moist lips as her big, wonderful breasts swayed provocatively when she leaned over to pull the gown down over her hips. His eyes bulged as he saw the moist pink slit.
Jo Ann turned away from him then and, with barely managed casualness, slowly bent over to pick up the garment at her feet. As she moved, her smooth rounded buttocks spread slightly, and Paul gulped at the first sight of her tightly puckered asshole.
Jo Ann threw the gown on a nearby chair and took his hands in hers. Carefully, she placed his palms on her tits, then again reached down to clasp his blood-engorged cock.
"They feel nice, don't they, darling?" she purred huskily into his ear. "Play with them, baby, squeeze them and touch my nipples. That's one of the things that girls like best."
Paul managed to follow her directions shakily and was rewarded by a cry of delight that rose from her throat as he seized both of her soft warm breasts and squeezed them together until the pink nipples met and his mouth hungrily enveloped both of them at the same time. Feeling more confident each moment, he rolled the pointed tips against his licking young tongue as her moist warm breath panted excitedly down on the back of his neck.
Sparks of lust shot through Jo Ann's body as his hands slipped down from her bulging tits to fondle her hips and trace the rounded contours of her trembling asscheeks. The boy kissed and licked all over her heaving breasts, then moved downward, his wet tongue swabbing hungrily at the tiny indentation of her navel. His breath rasped with excitement as his fingers tentatively touched the hairs between her leg. Then he slid his fingers into the valley between her thighs, lightly stroking at the swollen wet lips of her pussy.
"Oh, God, yes, darling! That's so good!"
"Do you like that?" the boy croaked, sliding his fingertips up and down the juicy cuntal lips.
"Yes, yes, I love it! Mother loves for her baby boy toy with her pussy!"
Jo Ann knew she had gone past the point of no return. She knew that she was actually going to let her own son fuck her.
She quivered weakly against his slender body, the contact sending delicious shafts of pleasure piercing through her flesh like tiny pricking needles of in.
"Can we do it now, Mom? Can I really fuck you?" the boy asked hoarsely as he sensed her sudden submission to his hands and lips.
"Ooooh, God, yessss!" Jo Ann cried as her arms released their greedy hold around his neck.
She was a slave now to the juices of hot longing that made her ache to have his rigid young cock inside her cunt. There was no thought in her mind but anticipation of the moment when he would thrust his prick deep into her love-starved cunt.
She kissed his chest, teasing the hard nipples with her tongue, finally trailing it downward over his convulsing belly and navel, gradually lowering herself to her knees. Her gleaming eyes feasted on his upthrust stiffened cock that speared outward from his dark pubic hair and the crinkled skin of the virile young balls that dangled between his legs.
"Mom, Mom, what are you doing?" the boy suddenly cried as he looked down at her beautiful face a bare inch from the dripping head of his prick.
"Something that will make you feel good, darling," she sighed. "Something that I hope you'll want me to do often."
God, she felt so evil, so vile, to be seducing her own son this way, like some sort of perverted woman who preyed on young boys. And yet, he was so handsome and so hungry for love. She couldn't help herself. Leaning forward, she lightly kissed the tip of his cock, extending her warm tongue so that it darted into the tiny slit while she lovingly caressed and cupped his cum-filled balls with her hands.
"Ooooooobhh!" Paul groaned as a bolt of pleasure struck the head of his prick. He staggered on trembling legs and nearly lost his balance.
She caught him by the hips, steadying him, then eased him backwards onto the bed.
"Oh, darling, darling," she groaned in rapture as she spread his legs apart. "How I'm going to love your cock, and how I'm going to teach you how to love my pussy!"
Gripping his hotly pulsing prick between her thumb and forefinger at its base to pull back its foreskin, she gazed hungrily down at the blood-filled tip. Then, with a soft moan of surrender, she dropped her head and let her wet ovalled lips envelop the rubbery, swollen head of his prick.
"Oh shit!" the boy screamed. "Oh, yes, that feels good – that feels so damn good!"
He choked out another shriek of pleasure as he raised his head to watch her wet, warm lips flow over the head of his cock. The young boy could feel her tongue wildly swirling around his tingling cockhead, sending charges of excitement rippling through his groin. He couldn't understand how or why this was happening to him, but he wanted it to go on forever. If it were a dream, he didn't want to wake up. But he knew it wasn't a dream; it was really happening. His beautiful mother was actually naked and down on her knees between his legs, her big, cushiony breasts bouncing softly against his knees as she sucked hungrily on the end of his aching cock.
"Ohhh, I'd better stop before you come," she cooed as she drew her moist lips slowly up off the gleaming satiny glans of his prick. Pleased with his low groan of disappointment, she gazed up at him, her eyes sparkling with desire.
"Come to my bedroom, sweetheart," she said. "I want to teach you all the rest!"
She took his hand and hurriedly led him across the hall to her own room.
She threw herself onto the bed and was elated to see that he did the same. All his youthful fears were gone now and he had but one thought on his mind – fucking. And the object of that thought was her own cock-hungry pussy.
"What do you want to do to me, darling?" she rasped.
"You know…"
"Tell me," she demanded. "I want to hear you say it!"
"I want to fuck you. I want to push my cock up into your pussy and shoot my juice in you!"
"Oh, baby, you will," Jo Ann groaned. "God, how you will!"
Her lips, which had moments before nursed his cock clasped over his mouth and her quivering tongue darted lizard-like between his teeth. She lifted her satiny white thigh over his hip, pressing her cuntal mound tightly against his side with an undulating motion.
Greedily, she rolled him toward her, until his slender length of hot youthful flesh was prodding against her cuntal furrow. She squirmed tightly against him until his throbbing cockhead was nuzzled against the lips of her pussy. Passionately, she continued to kiss him, her tongue exploring the depths of his mouth, while her hand caressed his back and naked ass cheeks, drawing him ever closer.
"Now we're going to fuck, my darling," she murmured.
Her hips began to rotate back and forth, feeling the pressure of his swollen prick against her fevered cuntlips.
Her mind whirling in lust, she savored the words again. "Were going to fuck, Paul. Fuck, and then maybe I'll suck your cock again. Would you like that?"
Paul had never felt so nervous and excited in his life. He couldn't believe the thing she was saying and especially the hungry way she was saying them. It was driving him crazy. He could only nod his head in answer.
His cock was so hard it ached, and she had it jammed tight against the soft hair-covered lips of her pussy, while her fingers were beginning to tease over his sensitive asshole.
Jo Ann slithered her big body higher on the bed until her swollen breasts were even with his face. She cupped his smooth chin in her hand to draw his mouth closer toward the rosy tip and pressed the full, creamy white mound toward him with her other hand. "Suck it, darling," she whispered hotly. "Take my tit in your mouth and suck it, for me!"
Incredible sensations of lust raced between her legs as she watched his young lips sucking on her erectly throbbing nipple. With delight she hunched her shoulders forward, forcing the tip of her breast into his warm mouth.
"Ooohhh, yes, that's my beautiful darling," she gasped and shuddered as his lips closed over the pink tip. She moaned and whimpered passionately as his cager tongue whirled around it.
At the same time, Jo Ann slowly moved her palm down across his chest and flat belly to fondle his hotly throbbing cock and tight young balls.
"Ooohh, yes, like that! Squeeze it with your… harder, lover… oooooh, now the other one! Yearns, suck my tits, ooohh God!"
Paul was so aroused he was afraid he was going to come at any moment. Her sweet-tasting nipple pulsated in his mouth as he sucked and nipped at it while clenching his fingers rhythmically around the softness of her breast. Her hand pumping up and down on his cock was driving him crazy. It was so good he knew he was going to come right in her hand if she didn't stop soon.
Just then, no longer able to bear the exquisite teasing of his lips sucking so hard at her breasts, she tore it out of his mouth and wriggled down next to him on the mattress.
"Go between my legs… hurry!"
She felt his body pry her willing thighs apart, then she joyfully lifted her pelvis to meet the welcome weight of his hips as he climbed between her legs, awkwardly placing his slender body in position over her now spread-eagled form.
"Now, my little baby, we're going to fuck," she purred in a velvety voice of lust. "We're going to put your beautiful hard cock in my pussy."
"Yes, yes, I gotta fuck you or I'll go crazy! Put it in for me!" the boy wailed. "Put my dick in your pussy!"
Reaching down between their entwined bodies, Jo Ann grasped the full length of his rock-hard cock. Then, with a choking moan, she guided the cockhead toward the hair-lined opening of her pussy. She secured it there with one hand and placed the other on the boy's clenched buttocks, drawing down with all her strength to pull his virile young cock into her, to let it quench the gnawing heat that burned out of control in her belly.
Her eyes closed in ecstasy as she felt the first contact of his throbbing shaft with the sensitive lips of her hungering pussy. Then she held her breath and lay for what seemed like an eternity beneath the teenager, waiting for him to impale her tight pussy an his pulsing cock.
"Now, darling, now! Fuck me now!" she cried, her voice trembling as she felt him slowly pressuring down against the tight elastic opening of her cunt.
Paul stared down at her and watched his rubbery cockhead slip wetly into the seething depths of her pussy. He saw her wince at the sensation of pain mixed with pleasure as it seemed to slide in forever, filling her, stretching the tight, long unused walls of her cunt. He couldn't believe it. They were actually fucking! Really and truly fucking!
Lost in the throes of his first sexual experience with a woman, the boy's face suddenly twisted into a contorted expression of raw animal lust as he looked down at his mother so shamelessly opened to him, the tip of his flew young cock slipping easily into the rippling walls of her pussy.
"Yes, darling, that's it! You're in me, your beautiful young cock is in my belly! Now fuck me! Fuck my pussy and make us both come!"
Jo Ann was in sexual heaven. She lifted her buttocks higher, trembling from head to toe with the rapture of his probing cock tunneling into her throbbing pussy. She groaned in ecstasy as she felt his young balls bounce lightly against the upturned cheeks of her tightly clenched ass and the desire-swollen head of his prick finally nudged gently against her cervix.
"Oh gee, fucking is good!" the boy cried out as he pounded his aching cock in and out of his mother's juicy hole.
"Yes, oh yes, fuck me! Fuck me forever!" She began to undulate her rounded ass in frantic little circles up against him, feeling the rigid shaft of his teenage prick massaging and taunting her seething cuntal walls.
Excitedly, she leaned upward, pressing her nakedly throbbing breasts against his hairless chest, finding his mouth to kiss and nibble as she felt him begin to pump his hips back and forth, trying to thrust deeper and deeper into her. She wanted him to come, to shoot his fresh boiling sperm far up inside her belly, to fill her with his cum!
Paul lifted his chest off of her and his eyes bulged as he gaped down at the ragged lips of her pussy clinging to the trunk of his cock with each slow stroke he made, then disappearing back up inside her pussy again as he thrust into her heated cunt.
Jo Ann's eyes opened and closed in dazed passion, and the inexperienced teenage boy dimly wondered if he were hurting the tight hole he had first felt as he moved his prick up between her legs.
"Is it okay, Mom? Are you all right?"
"Oh, lover, yes! Fuck me like that! Fuck me forever!" Jo Ann writhed her cunt eagerly upward to meet each new stroke of his shaft.
Her cunt and belly were a boiling inferno of passion. The delicious frenzied movements of his cock and balls were provoking her to an orgasm that would tear her apart. Her eyelids fluttered deliriously as she twisted beneath the boy, lost in the intensity of her wild, ever-mounting excitement, holding his rigid cock tightly clenched in the hot flesh of her lust-swollen pussy.
Then, suddenly, she gasped as she felt the young cock begin to flex and pulse deep in her belly. The hard, rubbery head flared out until it felt as though it was going to tear into her throat. It took only a second before the lust-crazed woman realized that the youngster was about to come, to shoot his warm semen into her quivering pussy.
The thought made her shiver with delight. Her hands darted down to grasp his driving buttocks, pulling him down as she plunged her open cunt up onto his expanding cock. At the same moment, she felt her own long-awaited climax begin to surge through her naked body with the force of an earthquake.
Wrapping her arms and legs more tightly around his pumping young body, she waved her frantic buttocks from side to side in the air, spiraling her wet excited cunt up and down on his hotly pistoning prick. The straining bedsprings squeaked loudly in time to the two tightly interwoven bodies struggling madly against each other. The guttural sounds of their deep grunts and groans filled the home, mingling with the sucking noise coming from the woman's moist, clasping cunt.
Suddenly, her body began to quiver beneath him. Her head thrashed wildly from side to side on the bed, her full lower lips thrust out in abandon. "Oh, my God, my baby, I… I'm coommminngg! I'm commmminnnggg!"
Her sobbing moan rose to a breathless sigh of ecstasy as her body stiffened and began vibrating. Juice oozed from her wildly rippling pussy, drowning the boy's impaling cock in its sweet, sticky warmth.
Shocked by her unexpectedly violent convulsions, the youth paused for a moment, watching her impassioned contortions. But then as her hands on his buttocks pulled him deep inside her until his cock bored far up into the seething depths of her cunt, he felt his own come start.
"I'm gonna do it! I'm gonna do it!" he cried.
"Yes, baby, do it! Come! Fill my belly with your cum juice!"
The young, inexperienced boy went wild as the cum boiled up from his balls. Jo Ann gasped through the end of her climax just as natural instinct took over the boy's mind and body.
He wedged his hands under the wide-spread cheeks of her frantically rotating ass to pull them hard up against his writhing pelvis. He jammed his exploding cock all the way to the hilt in the heated depths of her convulsing pussy. Then, with a rush that took his breath away, he felt his boiling sperm erupt deep inside her warm pussy, mixing deliciously with the juices of her orgasm.
Jo Ann's mind whirled in a seemingly endless orgasm as her son's sweet, boiling sperm pumped deep inside her, filling her to overflowing with its hot, sticky wetness. The massaging walls of her cunt clasped and unclasped around it, mincing at his jerking prick like a starving mouth.
Their combined cum surged wetly around his spouting cock to spill down into the crevice of her ass before dribbling down over his testicles and the thick fleshy base of his prick as he fucked relentlessly into her.
"Oh, lover, fuck me! Don't stop! Don't ever stop!" Jo Ann cried out in ecstasy. The walls of her cunt squeezed rhythmically at his lurching prick until it finally gave one last spasmodic throb and then lay still inside her warmly tingling pussy.
"You mean that?" he gasped.
"What?"
"Don't ever stop!"
"Oh, yes, darling," she smiled. "I meant it. I don't ever want you to stop fucking me!"



CHAPTER SIX


Jennie Davis was so excited at what Trixie had just told her that she could hardly hold her coffee cup steady. "That's wild, Trixie, absolutely crazy! After you left last night, Moss and I fucked some more and we ended up talking about the very same thing."
"You mean about expanding our swinging little group?"
"Yeah," Jennie giggled, making her full tits jiggle provocatively in the sheer nightie she still wore.
"Do you have another couple in mind?"
"Well, kind of another couple," Jennie replied hesitantly.
"It doesn't make any difference if they're married or not," Trixie said.
"Oh, they're not married," Jennie said, and then threw back her head and laughed.
"Just so they like to fuck, that's all. Do you know who were thinking about?"
"Who?" Jennie asked, squeezing her thighs together under the table.
"My cousin Gloria and her new husband, Mike!"
"Hmmmm, Mike I can understand. He's one hell of a hunk. But Gloria?"
"Then well leave it up to the boys to unfreeze her!" Trixie giggled.
"Wonderful. I'll call Moss at the office and have him invite our couple up to your cabin for the weekend. Just thinking about eight of us romping around together, sucking and fucking, instead of the usual four, has made me hotter than hell!"
"Good Lord, Jennie, it's only nine o'clock in the morning," Trixie teased.
"So what? I'm hotter than a Saturday night whore! Here, feel my pussy!" The blonde pulled her sheer negligee up to her waist and stood, legs spread wide, in front of her friend.
Trixie sent an exploring finger up and down the other woman's cuntal slit. "Wow, Jennie, your pussy's soaking!"
"See what I mean? Wanna go into the living room and make it together?"
"Now? You mean, just you and me?"
"Sure, why not? Hell, it wouldn't be the first time we've ever sucked each other's pussies."
"I know, but we've always had the boys there to finish us off."
"So we'll finish ourselves off. C'mon, Trixie, I wanna suck your cunt like crazy!"
Trixie had always enjoyed eating some pussy, along with having her cunt filled with cock. But she'd never made it with another girl alone. She wasn't sure she liked the idea, but the more she stared at the cunt-juice running down her blonde friend's inner thighs, the more she liked the idea. "Hell," she shrugged, "why not?"
"I was hoping you'd say yes," Jennie smiled, and slithered her arms around Trixie's body until she could clutch the redhead's ass-cheeks through the rough material of her skin.
Trixie could feel her cuntlips begin to quiver with desire as Jennie's fingers dug into her ass. Her eyes closed and a low, lusty moan came from her throat as she felt her tits being pushed against Jennie's barely-covered mounds.
Jennie's mouth sought Trixie's. In another instant, the blonde forced her tongue between Trixie's full lip. Humping her cunt up against Trixie's, Jennie thrilled to the feel of the girl's rough skirt against the sensitive lips of her pussy.
"Christ, let's go!" Jennie croaked. "We can do the old massage routine on each other!"
As they climbed the stairs to Moss' sauna and massage room, Trixie let her hand rest on Jennie's rolling ass-cheeks. Before they had entered the small massage room, Trixie's fingertips were toying with the tight ring of the blonde's asshole.
"Jesus, I'm hot!" Jennie cried. "Get your fucking clothes off and lay down on the table!"
"Don't you want to take a sauna first?" Trixie teased, as she quickly shipped away her clothes.
"I told ya, I'm hot enough as it is!" Jennie watched as Trixie lay naked across the table. Just looking at the redhead's big, sexy body was enough to keep the juices boiling in her own cunt.
But she wanted to do a hell of a lot more than just look. Jennie grabbed a towel and liberally sprinkled it with powder. Then, with Trixie lying on her stomach, she worked down from her shoulders, across her back and into the deep crack between the mounds of her ass-cheeks.
Trixie was fascinated by the intense look on Jennie's face as she pulled her buttocks apart and worked the thick towel up and down the shadowy crevice. Special attention was paid to the tight ring of the redhead's asshole, and the sound of contented moans was soon filling the small room.
"Turn over!" Jennie commanded hoarsely as she again sprinkled powder on the towel.
Trixie pound her cunt into the padded top of the table one last time and then flipped over onto her back. She spread her legs as far apart as she could. She could see Jennie's fingers trembling slightly as the fluffy towel came down onto her thrusting tits.
Through the thickness of the terrycloth, Jennie rolled Trixie's hard nipples between her fingers. Her touch was more skilled than any woman Trixie had ever enjoyed. She could feel the tips of her tits swell with lust, sending spasms of desire surging through every muscle in her relaxing body.
"Get on the table while you do the rest of me," Trixie said, and practically pulled the blonde up to her.
Jennie knelt on her knees, with her ass facing Trixie's head. With her friend's back to her, Trixie had a chance to enjoy her lovely asshole. Sinking her sharp nails into each rounded globe of flesh, she pulled them apart and burrowed her beautiful face into the deep crack.
Jennie didn't bother with the towel as she moved her hands down across Trixie's flat stomach to the steaming hole of her cunt. As she worked the edges of her nails over the throbbing clit, she felt the redhead's tongue worming its way into her asshole.
Trixie's body began to tremble as she felt two fingers pulling apart her aching cuntlips. Exposed to the cool air, her pussy began to flood with thick cream. She waited expectantly for the feel of Jennie's mouth on her clit, the feel of her cunt juices being sucked from her quivering belly.
But Jennie had other things in mind. She really wanted to drive Trixie crazy with lust before pressing her lips to the gaping hole between her legs. With Trixie's tongue still delving into the depths of her asshole, Jennie lowered her own face between the girl's thighs.
Trixie's body became suddenly, wildly alive as Jennie pressed her full, rich lips to her cunt. Climax after climax burst through her brain as she felt the long, thin tongue pushing its way into the burning folds of her hole.
And then they were side by side on the table, fucking their cunts into each other's faces. Jennie tried to mash her mouth, her nose, and her chin into and against the lovely red-haired cunt. She moaned and thrashed around hotly, while Trixie fucked her face. She squashed her own hot cunt hard onto Trixie's willing mouth. Both girls were moaning and thrashing under each other's tongue lashing.
The two inexperienced lesbians soon became quite adept at pleasing each other. They sucked, licked, kissed, tongued and fingered. They fondled each other's solid tits and stroked each other on the ass cheeks.
Jennie felt herself melting into a hot, creamy pool of passion. She stared lovingly at the hot cunt she was sucking. Moving quickly down with both hands, she spread the lips of the girl's pussy and gently blew a slow stream of air into it through her pursed lips. The sensation almost drove Trixie insane. She surged her hips and pelvis upward.
"Oh, please, please, Jen, eat me! Lick and suck my cunt harder!"
Jennie dipped her head between Trixie's gyrating thighs and lashed the tip of her tongue out to the struggling girl's cunt.
Trixie exploded again on touch, writhing in a frenzy of ecstatic, shattering spasms. She dipped her own head forward and sucked in the huge clit that Jennie offered her. Gulping it between her eager lips, Trixie sucked hard, letting her tongue tease the same way her friend was doing.
Jennie jerked hard, moaned, then increased her own efforts even more, soon sending the willing girl over the crest of still another vibrating climax.
Now both were locked together, sampling and savoring each other's cunt with abandon. Trixie spread her legs as far as possible, eager not to miss any of the exciting experience. Jennie likewise had her long, lovely legs parted, and was thrusting herself hard toward the mouth of her beautiful friend.
Together, the two accomplished repeated spiraling, shattering climaxes that left their bodies damp and exhausted. After nearly an hour of this exquisite torture, Trixie could stand no more.
She gasped, "Oohhh, please, no more! I can't take any more!"
Jennie, equally exhausted, reluctantly licking Trixie's sweet cunt a few last, lingering kisses, letting her tongue settle delicately on the protruding and quivering clit. Quickly running the pointed tip of her tongue over the rim and outer lips of her pussy, she raised her head and gazed happily at her friend.
"Trixie, you are fantastic!" she smiled. "Now you rest a little bit while I call Moss at the office. I want him to line up our donation to the new group for the weekend!"
"Then what?" Trixie asked.
"Then I'll be back to fuck you with my new dildo – the one Moss bought me for my birthday. You'll love it! The damn thing's three inches thick and a foot long!"
Jo Ann hummed softly as she walked along the hall toward Moss Davis' office. His wife had called and wanted him to call her back right away. He hadn't answered his intercom, so Jo Ann had decided to personally take him the message.
She was happy. It was truly a beautiful morning. She and Paul had fucked twice more that morning before she left for work. His youthful cum was still sloshing around deep inside her cunt, and she felt as though a cloud had been lifted from her mind and a weight was gone from her shoulders.
Her whole outlook on life, and on sex, had suddenly changed. Driving to work, she had realized that it couldn't last forever with Paul. He would eventually want to find younger girls, girls his own age. But, if he found the right girl? Well, who knew, maybe it could go on forever!
And even if it didn't, she found herself looking differently at the men in the office, wondering about them weighing each of them as potential lovers. Jo Ann was not only over the fear of sex, she found herself openly looking for it.
Consequently, when she walked into Moss Davis' small office, sex was uppermost in her mind.
Moss was taking a leak. He hadn't expected anyone, so he hadn't closed the door to his tiny restroom. But he was only mildly surprised when he looked up and saw Jo Ann Henderson staring at his cock as he shook it down.
"Like what you see, Jo Ann?" he said, smiling and beginning to stroke his prick instead of shaking it.
"Weil, you've seen one, you've seen 'em all," she said, then turned back toward the outer door. "Your wife wants you to call her, Mr. Davis. She says it's important."
"You're a beautiful woman, Jo Ann," Moss said, coming up behind her and grasping her arm. "It's a shame you're not enjoying all that fantastic body of yours."
Jo Ann smiled to herself. She really had changed. It was downright amusing how brazen she had suddenly become. She turned and faced him, noticing that his cock was now hard and jutting like a pole from his open fly.
"Who says I'm not enjoying it?"
"Well, as far as I can see, you never have any dates. You never go out, or anything."
Jo Ann smiled again. "Maybe I don't have to go out to have my fun."
"As you can see, you've got me plenty hot."
"How do you know I won't scream rape and go running down the hall?"
"I know," Moss said evenly. "I know because of the way you're looking at my cock."
He was right. She had been staring intently at his huge hunk of meat, gauging how far up in her pussy it would go, and how much pleasure it could give her. Now she had given herself away and Moss Davis planned on taking advantage of it. He reached up with both his hands and cupped her huge tits.
"Don't do that," Jo Ann said, pushing his hands away but not moving her body any from him.
"Why not?"
"Because I don't like it."
"Bullshit."
He grasped the warm flesh of her big tits more firmly. Jo Ann closed her eyes as he massaged the huge globes. Her brain said no, but her body was going wild from his touch.
"Jesus, my cock hurts, Jo Ann," he breathed. "It hurts real bad."
"Stop, Mr. Davis… please, stop!"
But instead of stopping, he released her tits and ran his hands down over the flat of her belly. Then, before she could stop him, his hand was under her skirt, his fingers pulling her panties aside to expose her pussy.
He combed his fingers through the thick fleece of her cunt hair and kept going until two fingers had parted the top of her oozing slit.
Jo Ann squealed when his finger touched her clit. "No… oh God, not here!"
He touched the little nub of hot flesh and brought another cry from her lips. Suddenly be felt hot pussy juice pooling around his probing finger. There was no doubt in his mind now that she liked what he was doing.
He slid his exploring finger farther between her soft thighs and found her slick lips, plump and hot and wet. It wasn't hard for him to find her hole. It opened eagerly at his touch. His finger slid easily into the slick valley, up into her hot hole.
Jo Ann moaned like a bitch in heat. His finger felt so good to her. He began to inch farther and farther into her cunt. A flood of pussy juice poured out to soak the palm of his hand. She staggered back against the desk, trembling too much to trust her legs.
Moss moved along with her, keeping his finger lodged in her steaming pussy. He came to rest with his face pressed against her firm tits. On impulse, he stuck out his tongue and began to lick and tease her erect pink nipples through her blouse.
Jo Ann had to stop him. She knew if she let it go any further, she would let him fuck her. And that couldn't be. Even with her new sexual awakening, she knew she couldn't live with herself if she fucked on just impulse.
Or could she?
"Moss?"
"Yeah?"
"You're married… what if I tell your wife?"
Moss threw back his head and laughed. "She'd probably want to join us!"
That shocked Jo Ann, but the full import of it didn't hit her. "Look," she said, trying another tack, "I'll tell you what. If you wait, I'll meet you after work. We can go to a hotel and fuck."
"You got a deal, baby," he smiled.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Milt Harris steered the car with one baud and rubbed his swollen cock with the other. Beads of sweat flecked his brow in anticipation.
"You're sweating, honey," Trixie said from the seat beside him.
"I know," Milt replied. "Just thinking about getting my cock in little Gloria's pussy is driving me wild!"
"I wouldn't count on it tonight, Milt. From the sound of Gloria's voice on the phone, when I conned this dinner invitation out of her, she and Mike aren't getting along too well."
"You think we ought to cool it and not try anything with them this evening? I mean, maybe just wait until the weekend at the cabin?"
Trixie chuckled and reached over to pat her husband's swollen prick. "Just play it by car with Gloria when I get Mike away from her, okay?"
"Okay, sweetheart. Whatever you say." Gloria met them at the door and Trixie knew right away that there was indeed a problem. The young girl said very little in the way of greeting, and even less in the next hour over cocktails. Milt and Trixie were pleased to see that the younger couple had been drinking heavily before they arrived. Gloria was practically staggering as she made her way to the kitchen to serve dinner.
"Milt, why don't you give Gloria a hand in the kitchen? I want to talk to Mike."
"Sure thing," Milt replied, then rushed off after Gloria.
When he was gone, Trixie turned to her young nephew-in-law. "Mike, what's wrong between you two?"
"Nothing."
"Crap. I know a problem in a marriage when I see one."
The young man lifted his glazed eyes and stared directly into Trixie's. There was something about this beautiful older woman that had attracted Mike ever since he had first met her. Like her niece, Trixie had a sensual quality about her that radiated sex. But, unlike Gloria, Trixie gave a man the impression that she would follow through with the promise her body offered.
He felt that if there was anyone he could tell his problem to, it was Trixie. He also felt very bold from the many drinks he had consumed.
"Can I talk straight with you, Trixie?"
"Hell, yes."
"Well… do you ever suck Milt's cock?"
Trixie threw her head back and roared, "Every damn chance I get!"
The upthrusting swell of her huge tits in the low-cut dress made Mike uneasy. It wasn't right to want to fuck his wife's aunt. But he found it hard not to reach out and squeeze one of her enormous, ripe melons.
He plunged on. "Does Milt eat your pussy?"
"I'd divorce him if he didn't," Trixie answered.
"Do you fuck a lot?"
"Look, Mike," the redhead said, "if all this is leading up to something, why don't you just spill it?"
"The truth is," Mike said, pausing to take a long pull from his glass, "Gloria doesn't dig sex like I do, and she been thinking about having an affair. And, if I do… well, I don't want you, or her mother, to think that it's all my fault if you find out about it."
"Blame you, Mike? Hell, I'll help you do it!" Trixie laughed. God, she thought to herself, the whole thing is working out just too perfect!
"Help me? How the hell can you help me?" Throwing all caution to the winds, Trixie decided to strike while she had the dunce.
"Ill show you. C'mon!" She grabbed his arm and pulled him through the house, away from the living room and kitchen, toward one of the bedrooms.
"… where are we going?" Mike sputtered, stumbling blindly behind her, his gaze intent on her jiggling ass-cheeks in the taut dress.
"You'll see!"
Trixie pulled him into the bedroom and immediately started to strip. Mike sat on the edge of the bed, watching in awe as more and more of Trixie's beautiful flesh came into view. Soon she stood directly in front of him, completely naked except for a slip that didn't hide the fact that she was every inch a real redhead.
"Now, just wait a m-minute," Mike stammered.
Trixie pushed the slip down past her hips, stepped out of it, and tossed it on a chair. "A minute?" she said, smiling as she walked up to him. "Why, Mike, I've been waiting for months… I've been waiting ever since you married Gloria." She unbuckled his belt, then stood back. "H… take off those clothes."
"But what about Gloria? She…"
"Don't worry about her. Let Milt do that. Your wife's in good hands, believe me. At least she will be pretty soon, if you know what I mean?"
It was all going too fast for Mike and he really didn't know what she meant. And, even if he had, even if he did understand that at that very moment Milt was in the kitchen trying to put the make on his wife, he probably wouldn't have done anything about it. The only thing that was truly occupying his thoughts was Trixie's cuntlips gleaming pinkly in the center of her pubic fur.
"Jeez… you, you mean you, Trixie? I mean, me and you?"
"I don't see anybody else in the room."
"But you're Gloria's aunt. I… I don't know if I can…"
"You'll surprise yourself," she said. "Wait and see." She reached out, unzipped his fly, and slipped her hand into his pants. "Why, it's hard already," she said, pulling his prick out. "Just look at that!" She laughed. "You big tease… you're just dying to fuck me, and you know it!"
That did it. Mike could take no more. He tore at his clothes until he, too, was stark naked.
"How do you want it, honey?" Trixie said, pushing him back onto the bed.
Mike chuckled, at last getting into the spirit of it. "Jesus, I've had it only one way for so long, I've forgotten the other ways!"
"Then how about up my ass? I like it like that sometimes," Trixie suggested, eyeing the size of his prick. It wasn't as big as Milt's telephone pole of a cock and she gauged that it would feel nice and firm in her asshole without too much pain. Besides, from the sound of it, Mike needed a little variety in his fucking, and if she gave it to him, he would be hooked on swinging!
"Jeez, yeah," Mike gasped. "But it'll have to be fast, I'm afraid. We have to get back before Gloria gets any ideas!"
"I told you to forget Gloria," Trixie cooed. "Milt will take very good care of her. In fact, he probably already is!"
"Not a chance," Mike said. "You just don't know Gloria."
"And you just don't know Milt. Ohhh, what a lovely, lovely cock you have, Mike. I've just got to suck it a little first. Do you mind?"
"There isn't time to fuck and suck," Mike said impatiently. "We've got to hurry!"
"There's always time for a lady to suck a cock like this one. Ohhh, what a gorgeous piece of meat!"
Trixie didn't bother with preliminaries. She took the head and three inches of his cock into her mouth at one gulp.
And when she began to suck him, it was like no sucking he had ever had. After a few up-and-down bobs of her head, she paused for a moment, then began to move her mouth in a circular motion, faster and faster, so that his cock pressed hard, first against her tongue, then her left cheek, then the roof of her mouth, then her right cheek, then her tongue again.
Mike watched her swaying head between his legs with something approaching awe. It was as if he had stuck his prick into an electric outlet. Trixie's fantastic technique, her round-and-round motion, combined with an unbelievable, steadily increasing suction, was doing things to his cock he had never even dreamed of Jesus, he thought, if only Gloria would learn to suck like this!
And suddenly he had an overwhelming urge to suck Trixie's auburn cunt.
"Trixie," he said raggedly, "let's sixty-nine it." She made a negative sound deep in her throat and continued to suck.
"C'mon, for Christ's sake, let me eat your cunt."
She shook her head, increased the suction even more, and began to move her mouth in a slightly bigger circle, increasing the pressure of his cock against her tongue and cheeks and the roof of her mouth.
"Oh God!" Mike shrieked. "I-I'm gonna…"
That did it.
Trixie let his cock slide out of her mouth at once, and looked up at him with mock anger.
"Don't you dare!" she said. "Don't you even think about it!"
"Christ, I can't help it! God, can you ever suck!"
"I can fuck even better. And that's why we're here. To get you fucked."
"That was close," he groaned. "I damn near shot."
"You should have warned me. After we fuck, I'll really suck you!"
"After! Holy God!"
"And you can suck me, too. You'll love to suck my cunt, Mike. I just know you will!"
"But… there won't be time!"
"Well, I can see there's only one way to get your mind off your wife," Trixie said, getting to her feet. "Once you do, we can settle down to some real fucking and sucking."
"What do you mean, get my mind off her? We should be back with her and Milt already. She'll know damn well we're up to something!"
"I know you're up to something," Trixie said, and jumped up on the bed. She got down on all fours and waved her ass in his direction. "And the something that's up is what I want in my ass!"
"But…"
"But, shit! Fuck me, Mike. Fuck my asshole!"
Mike couldn't help himself. He crawled up behind her creamy buttcheeks until the front of his calves pressed the backs of hers. He burrowed a finger into her asshole, massaging the clasping walls.
He expected her to cry out in pain, but the reaction he got was just the opposite. "Oh, skit, that's good," she cried, "but your cock will feel a lot better!" Her hips flailed furiously and her feet beat wildly on the bed as the pressure of her lust built up in her belly.
She pulled her legs up until her knees were tucked into her armpits, then she gabbed his cock behind the dripping head. Breathing heavily, she guided the pulsating knob between her hungry ass-cheeks and pried them apart. Mike pushed forward, and the flaring head was embedded in her ass. He wiggled from side to side, keeping the steady pressure of his ass behind his prick.
"Are you sure this is what you want?" he gasped.
"Yes! Oh, God, yes! It hurts a little, but I still want it! Go ahead, pump it into me!"
He braced himself and began pushing slowly into her. It was slow. Her asshole was incredibly tiny and narrow. Mike felt maybe it was a mistake, but he wasn't going to quit until she told him to. It felt too good. In spite of the effort required to penetrate her, he was instantly rewarded by the delicious snug fit of his giant cock in her tight ass. He shivered happily as he made slow but steady progress deeper and deeper into her throbbing rear hole. Never had he fucked anything so wonderfully tight and velvety and creamy.
As he moved steadily into her, Trixie stared back at him. When he passed the halfway point, her mouth dropped open.
It didn't seem possible that there could be more cock than she had in her. Her ass felt completely stuffed. It was as though he had already passed her belly and was burrowing his way on up to her tits!
Deeper and deeper it went until, at last, she could feel his big balls wedged into the crack of her cunt. He's there, she thought, and began breathing again. He's all the way in me. I've got all his prick in my ass!
"I'm coming."
"I know. Take it easy for a second, okay?" she gasped. "God, it's big… but I love it!"
Then she felt the muscles in her ass relax. His prick seemed to slosh around a little. A wild sensation surged up into her belly. She moved. The sensation was greater. She moved again, then faster. Then she was pumping the tight walls of her ass over his prick, wildly, passionately humping back into him, fucking him hard.
"Ohhhh, Mike, it's good, wonderful! Fuck me, fuck my ass!"
She reached between their legs and rubbed her fingers over his sweating balls, trying to coax them to give up their hot cream.
The bit bed groaned from the activity. Mike no longer controlled his lunges. He slammed and battered into her with unbridled lust, pistoning his big cock with enough force to punch right through her asshole.
Trixie became a torrent of fucking lust. Her insatiable body grabbed and pulled on his driving prick. Her fists beat on the pillows in frantic rhythm with his wildly erratic thrusts. He slammed into her with rapid lunges, then whipped from side to side, reaming the walls of her tortured ass. On and on and on, without letup, he pounded his huge tool into her ass meat. She luxuriated in the merciless pounding and screeched her erotic pleasure.
"I'm cooommminnng!" she shrieked. "Oh, God, I can't stand it! I'm coming so fucking gooooood!"
He kept pumping into her, pounding and slamming into her gyrating ass. And before that orgasm subsided, she was in the throes of another, and then another.
Suddenly Mike shortened his strokes. And then he felt the quivering chill as his sperm started to explode. "Here it comes, baby! I'm pumping into you!"
The first forceful gush splattered into her ass. She squeezed hard with her muscles as she erupted again in unison with his climax. Trixie's body shuddered and shook as he still humped her savagely in the frenzy of his climax. Her face as ecstatic. She moaned and wailed as the incredible orgasm ripped through them. Her asshole couldn't hold all his boiling cum, and long rivers of it trickled down her thighs to puddle on the bed.
At last, his wildly jerking hips slowed and went still. He moaned and then wiled onto his back, pulling her with him and hugging her until she gasped for breath.
"Oh, baby," he moaned, "that was great. I've always wanted to make it with you, I guess."
"You just lay still for a minute, honey," Trixie said.
"Why?"
"Just let ol' Trixie's asshole get your cock hard again. I still haven't had enough of your cum up my butt!"
Gloria couldn't believe this was happening to her. How on earth could it be happening there in her own kitchen?
And what was the reason for it? Was it because she had been drinking too much? Or was it because of her anger at Mike due to his brutal violation of her body the night before?
Milt had followed her into the kitchen and offered to help prepare the salad. In no time, their conversation had turned to sex. He staffed describing all the things he loved to do to a woman's body, and all the lewd things he liked to have a woman do to his body.
Much to her surprise and consternation, Gloria found his obscene descriptions of fucking and sucking exciting! She suddenly realized that she was getting turned on, her tits were tingling and her pussy had secreted enough juice to soak the crotchband of her panties.
When Milt took her in his arms and kissed her, she didn't stop him. She closed her eyes and even started enjoying it. She could feel the hard ridge of his cock clear through their clothing, and when he started rubbing her cunt mound with it, she rubbed back.
If he had just continued his physical actions and not said a word, Gloria would have probably ended up fucking him right there on the kitchen floor. But when he blurted out, "Oh, Gloria baby, I'm gonna give you the best fuck you've ever had," she remembered who she was, and what she was, and she bolted.
She wriggled free of his arms and ran into the living room, calling for her husband. When she didn't see him, she continued on through the hall until she heard the unmistakable squeals, grunts and groans of two people fucking.
The bedroom door swung wide at her touch and Gloria quickly put her hand to her mouth, choking off the shocked scream that threatened to erupt from her throat.
For a moment it was like looking at a mirage. But then she realized that it was real. She was actually seeing her husband fucking her aunt, and both of them were obviously loving every second of it!
A thousand emotions flashed through her brain, all of it too overwhelming. She felt frozen, completely unable to move from where she stood looking at the violent sexual intercourse between her husband and Trixie.
They were on the bed, and the sweat of sex covered their bodies. Trixie's legs were pressed far back, and her widespread cunt was completely open and visible as she bucked under the driving lunges of the long, hard prick skewering rhythmically into her pussy.
The silkiness of her pubic hair was parted, flared out by the thickness of the ramming cock that plunged again and again into the moist pink opening of her tightly clinging cunt. The bud of her clitoris was erect and throbbing, responding to the contact of his groin as he speared deep into her belly, and his balls slapped noisily against the open crevice that divided the smooth rounded globes of her buttocks.
When he withdrew, the hard fleshy cock, slick with her cuntal juices, would force the ragged flesh of her naked pussy outward, then inward again as his cock disappeared all the way up inside her. Just below the moist lips of her cunt was the tiny puckered hole of her anus that seemed to suck and work at the softly dancing sac of his balls as they slammed flatly against it.
Trixie was groaning incessantly, her head rolling and flailing ecstatically from side to side, making a tangle of her long red hair. It was ail too obvious how much she was loving it.
Gloria tried desperately to look away, but something made her stare at her husband's muscular driving buttocks as he pistoned into the woman's openly receiving cunt. The trim cheeks tightened and relaxed with the rhythm of his fucking. The lust-hardened shaft, now glistening with female juices, was lined with blue veins that pounded with his excitement, the throbbing becoming more and more intense with each passing second. He was really giving it to her aunt, and she kept begging and pleading for more!
Gloria knew she should screw at them, or turn and run from the lewd scene. But she couldn't. It was beautiful.
"God," she whispered to herself. "Is that what it looks like when he's fucking me? It's beautiful!"
The young wife was spellbound by the seduction of her husband by her whorish aunt. The sight of the wildly fucking couple was stimulating her own body. Her legs felt weak and began trembling as down between her thighs she felt, with mounting shame, the tiny pulsing bud of her clit becoming erect. She had the perverse and vile urge to reach down between her legs and touch her own pussy. Her head was spinning with a lusting desire for satisfaction.
"Put your finger in my asshole, Mike! Uuugghh! My asshole, NOW!" Trixie groaned loudly as she bucked under his pistoning young cock.
Gloria found herself agreeing with the sex hungry woman. She stared at Trixie's tiny, tightly puckered anus as Mike worked his fingers toward it, then wormed his middle finger hotly into her flexing rectum. Gloria was aghast as she saw her husband's long, thin middle finger disappearing into Trixie's squirming back passage.
Trixie screamed out her pleasure as her body was mercilessly reamed by two hard, fleshy instruments at the game time.
Then Gloria felt two hands on the cheeks of her own ass. She turned to see Milt staring down at her.
"It'll be a long time before Mike forgets that fuck," he said.
"And I suppose you don't think I can fuck as well?" Gloria hissed.
"I'd like to find out."
"C'mon," the young bride said, and tugged at his arm. "We can use the other bedroom!"



CHAPTER EIGHT


Jo Ann Henderson had to admit it; fucking her son had turned her inhibitions about sex inside-out. And now she was beside Moss Davis, a married man, driving to a motel, with every intention of fucking him every way she could.
"Penny for your thoughts?" Moss said, wheeling the car off the highway and into a plush residential area.
Jo Ann hesitated for only a second before turning to him and smiling. "I'm thinking about sucking and fucking your cock," she said, a matter-of-fact, straight forward tone in her voice.
"Only a few more minutes," he laughed, reaching over and squeezing a huge tit through the material of her blouse. "Jesus, you got one pair of fine tits."
They wound through a few mare streets and then Moss turned into a wide, sweeping drive and pulled up in front of a house.
"I thought we were going to a motel."
"We are," he answered, moving around the car and helping her out. "It's the Davis Motel."
"Jesus, Moss, you mean this is your house!"
"Hell, yes." He pulled her to the front door and on into the foyer.
"But, what about your wife?"
"You let me worry about Jennie." He didn't seem worried. "How about a drink?"
"Hmmm, why not? It's your funeral. Scotch… no ice."
He poured two Scotches and brought her one. "Let's – go into the bedroom," he smiled teasingly, wrapping his big arm around her slim waist.
Jo Ann willingly pressed her body against him as they entered the bedroom. She figured that, if he was crazy enough to fuck another woman in his own house, why should she worry? At that moment in time, all she wanted was a man's big cock in her cunt. Her son's cock had turned her on and now she wanted all she could get.
Moss took off his jacket and threw it casually over a chair. "Well?" he said.
Jo Ann shrugged and undid her blouse and then her skirt. Slowly, seductively, she slid the garments down, down along her body until they lay puddled at her feet.
"Goddamn, you are ready, aren't you?" he gasped.
"I think I've been ready for years."
Her eyes were heavily lidded, smoky, and she watched his face carefully as she undressed. She stood there, dressed now only in bra and panties. Tantalizingly, like an exotic dancer practicing her art, she reached behind her and unhooked the bra fastenings, pulling it away from her firm white tits slowly, making sure that her aroused nipples were the last to meet his hot, hungry eyes. She dropped the bra and then raised her hands to cup the full, rich mounds, kneading them like a lover. Finally, she dropped her fingers to her panties and slowly worked them down over her long, tapering legs until she was standing before him completely nude.
"You like?" she asked throatily.
"Christ, you're like a damned whore when you get in the bedroom!" Moss rasped, but he wasn't castigating her for it. His eyes roamed over her luscious body, at the fleecy down framing the wet, pink folds of her pussy. "How come you never come on like this at the office?"
"Let's just say something turned me on," Jo Ann replied, reveling in his lusting gaze for a long moment. Then she stepped over to the king-sized bed and lay down on it, spreading her legs wide in a wanton, inviting position, exposing to his eyes the full, wet pulsing opening of her cunt. She rotated her hips lewdly on the satiny spread, arching them up and lowering them again in a measured, intoxicating way. "Aren't you going to get naked, lover?"
"Goddamn right I am!" Moss said. He quickly undressed, throwing his trousers and shirt and tie over the jacket on the chair and pulling his shorts down. He stood there with his great, trembling cock standing out from his groin, the slit in the head oozing thin, clear droplets of pre-cum.
Jo Ann stared at it, moistening her lips with her tongue as if tasting the seeping fluid already swirling around in the warm sucking cavern of her mouth.
"You really don't want that drink now, dp you?" she purred.
"Shit, no!"
"Then come on," she whispered, patting the bed beside her. "Let's fuck!"
Moss sat on the edge of the bed, next to her, close enough to allow her hand to snake out and encircle his prick, to stroke and then to massage the turgid length, rubbing the skin back and forth. Then she slipped her hand underneath to cup and caress his balls, cradling their softness in her palm.
Moss lowered his mouth to her huge expanse of tit-flesh. He sucked and licked until Jo Ann humped and writhed on the bed in ecstasy. Her nipples were extremely sensitive and his expert touch brought her to almost unbearable heights of lustful desire.
She reached down and once more grabbed his huge dick. With graceful, slender fingers she stroked the throbbing cylinder of flesh. His meat grew even longer and thicker in her hand, standing out and upward until it jutted almost vertically between his outspread thighs.
Jo Ann slid down his naked body far enough so that she could blow hot breath against his balls.
Moss groaned with pure unadulterated pleasure as her velvet lips closed over his big cock and her tongue wetly caressed the taut, smooth flesh. His dick was too long to cram entirely into her mouth, so she licked it thoroughly from the base to the head and then sucked down on it as far as her lips could stretch. With one hand she jerked off the bottom portion of his prick where her mouth couldn't reach. Her other hand fondled his balls and then found its fly to his asshole, playing and teasing with the hairy crack.
"Goddamn, op… flop!" Mom cried suddenly. "I wanna come in your cunt!"
Jo Ann rolled over and threw her legs high and wide in the air. He moved between them and guided his prick toward her sopping hole.
"Hot, hot pussy," he murmured as his meat slid between her seething cuntal lips.
"Ohhhh, yes, big, big cock!" Jo Ann moaned, then humped her pussy up to meet his dick. She writhed under him as he inched his magnificent shaft up into her cunt with a steady, driving thrust. When he had delivered about nine inches of stiff, hard cock up into her hole, he paused. He wasn't certain she'd be able to take all he had.
"Don't stop!" Jo Ann pleaded, in answer to his doubts. "Mom… I want more!" She clutched his ass-checks tightly and pulled him closer into her.
He willingly obliged, pumping more and more of his throbbing staff until he had at last driven the entire length of it, to the hairy hilt, into her writhing belly.
His balls were wedged tightly against her as he held his cock all the way in her cunt for a few moments. Jo Ann held an to him in an iron-tight grip with her scissored legs.
"Oh, sweet mama," Moss moaned softly, "you've got one helluva ass!"
"Do it hard, Moss! Do it hard!" she pleaded.
He pumped frantically up and down on tap of her, sliding his long prick easily in and out of her sopping pussy with driving strokes. He repeatedly withdrew just up to the head of his dick, and then he would plunge downward again, driving his whole cock in savagely, his balls slapping against her ass-cheeks.
Jo Ann was working herself up into a frenzy of passion. She ripped her long fingernails across his shoulders, drawing blood. Her sharp teeth sank into the skin of his shoulders as he plunged his dick into her mercilessly.
"Gonna come, gonna come, gonna come!" Moss chanted.
"Oh shit, I'm already there!" Jo Ann screamed.
Both of them came at once. She shuddered almost uncontrollably as a series of orgasms shook her lust-wracked body and Moss aided her by sending his own streams of love juice into her cunt.
"Oh, no! Oh, my God!" Jo Ann suddenly shrieked as she stared, wide-eyed, over his shoulder.
Moss turned and saw his wife standing naked by the bed. "Hi, baby!"
Jennie smiled. "Roll off her, honey, I wanna suck your cum out of her pussy!"
Milt and Gloria made their way down the narrow hallway to the spare bedroom. As the young bride clawed at her clothes, she mumbled to herself, "That bastard. I'll teach him! Fuck my aunt right in front of me, will he! Well, what he can do, I can do. Hurry up, Milt."
"Oh, I'm hurrying, Gloria honey." Jesus, he thought, what a body she's got! It's even better than Trixie had said it was.
Gloria was trying to be angry – with herself and with Mike. But as she watched Milt remove his clothes, she remembered Mike's cock going in and out of Trixie's cunt and, instead of being angry, she could only lay back and thrill to the anticipated pleasures streaming through her body.
"Here I come, baby."
Gloria again surprised herself by urging him on. "Hurry, do something to me, to my cunt. Hurry!"
But Milt took his time. He didn't get a chance at eighteen-year-old pussy very often, and he wanted to make the most of it. He toyed with the nub of her clitoris until Gloria was writhing and literally begging for him to do more.
She groaned in anticipation as he moved his probing finger away from her tiny clit and worked it down through the raw wet flesh between her cuntal lips until it was poised at the opening to her pussy.
"Uuuuggghhh! Ooohhh!" Her eyelids fluttered in delight.
He teased her for only a brief moment, then he screwed his finger into her throbbing hale, slowly driving it up the warm passage of her cunt. He pushed until his palm was pressed flat against her lower abdomen, and she began to grind her pelvis upward. He bit and chewed at her erect nipple until he couldn't stand the waiting for another second.
Feeling as though her whole body were being guided by the fantastic sensations from his finger in her cunt, Gloria found herself wishing that he would huffy up and put his big cock up inside her pussy soon. She didn't think she had ever been so anxious before. And in the back of her mind, she suddenly realized that seeing Mike fuck Trixie had released all the desire she had kept bottled up since marrying Mike.
The shamelessly aroused young bride no longer cared about the question of whether she should enjoy sex or not. What was important, suddenly, was really knowing what sex was all about. It was like tasting forbidden fruit, and her ability to resist it had been dissolved by seeing her husband fuck another woman.
Milt lifted his mouth from her tits and began working his way down her lush body, kissing and licking every inch of warm flesh.
"Please, please, Milt, put your cock in me! I want to feel your cock in my cunt right now! Please, hurry!"
"Soon, baby, soon. But I wanna taste some of this first." His face was poised a bare inch from her downy pussy.
"Yes, yes!" Gloria cried. "Eat it! Suck my pussy!"
The frantic girl supported her body with her outstretched arms as she swung her long legs up over his shoulders. She bent her legs ant locked them around the back of his head. Her splayed cunt, the lips gushing pussy juice, hovered just in front of his eyes.
"Damn, it's beautiful!"
"Suck it, Milt, I want you to! Put your mouth right on it and eat it!"
He leaned forward and gently placed his lips on her cunt, nuzzling her soft hair. He snaked out his tongue and licked up and down the juicy lips. Then he lashed inside to the core of the hot, sweetness and began to push and probe.
"Oh yes, yesss. Oh, my God, that's good!" Gloria was shocked and thrilled at the sensations that were coursing through her. His tongue was long and hot and slippery in her pussy. It felt fantastic, making her scream with delight. She pushed her cunt hard into his face, making his tongue go even deeper, sending her into fits of ecstasy.
Milt was lost in the taste, smell and feel of her young cunt. He ate wildly in long laps and let his tongue go as deeply as possible up inside her velvety channel. He sounded like a wild animal eating its food as he hungrily lapped and slurped at her honeyed juices.
"Is it good, Milt?" Gloria panted. "Does my pussy taste good to you?"
"The best, baby, the absolute best," he gurgled, nuzzling between her fleshy thighs, happily licking and sucking, his teeth nipping at her clit.
Her pussy was so hot it bathed his face in juice. She bounced her ass rapidly up and down to meet the thrusts of his flicking tongue.
"Ohhhh, God, it feels good," she moaned. "… Milt, I'm gonna come!"
He licked faster, his head moving in circles between her thighs. Her ass bounced faster and she felt her pussy melt and run into his mouth. "Now!Now! I'm coming, I'm comingoggo!"
She writhed and squirmed frantically, giving herself up completely to the brilliant burst of orgasm while his tongue continued its hot thrusting, bringing her off in a mind-searing release.
Then Gloria lay limp on the bed, panting, her breathing slowly returning to normal.
"Oh, Jesus, that was good," she finally managed to gasp. "If I'd known it would feel like that, I'd have let Mike eat me before, whenever he wanted to!"
"Want me to do it again?"
"No," she rasped. "I want your cock in there now. Fuck me!"
Gloria's voice reached her husband in the other bedroom where he lay panting beside Trixie's well-fucked body.
"Jeez, that sounds like Gloria… and she's begging to be fucked!"
"Lover, I told you he was taking care of her," Trixie purred. "Now eat me again! I wanna come some more!"
Suddenly the words Trixie had said when he was in the midst of desire hit him like a thunderbolt. Could it be? Could Milt have actually seduced his pristine, holier-than-thou, one-fuck-a-week wife?
He had to see for himself.
Mike jumped from the bed and ran from the room. By the time Trixie caught up with him, he was standing with his mouth hanging open, staring through the door of the other bedroom.
"Wow," Trixie exclaimed, staring over his shoulder. "You've got yourself a real cock-loving little girl there, lover. Just look at lift le Gloria fuck!"
Milt, stark naked, was lying on the bed, a pillow under his ass. Gloria, also completely, naked, was astride him, bouncing up and down on his huge cock. Her head was thrown back, her wealth of hair bouncing on her shoulders. Her eyes were shut, her full red lips slightly parted, an expression of ultimate bliss on her beautiful face.
"Goddamn!" Mike bellowed. "That son-of-a bitch is fucking my wife!"
"She's fucking him, silly," Trixie said, reaching between her legs to finger her own cunt. "Tell me, Mike, can she suck as well as she can fuck?"
"Goddamn!" Mike bellowed again. "I'll kill the bastard!"
"Don't be ridiculous. Don't you love your wife?"
"Sure I do! That's what the hell is wrong!"
"If you love her, you want her to enjoy herself, tight?"
"Not that way, by God!"
"But getting fucked is what being a woman is all about. It's the most enjoyable thing there is in life! Besides, you just got through having the time of your life fucking me!"
"That's different."
"Why?"
"Because I'm a man."
"You're also an asshole. Look at her. I thought you said Gloria didn't like to fuck! Just look at the way she twists Milt's cock around in her pussy every time she comes down on it. Isn't that something? That's just exactly what I was doing to your cock with my mouth, Mike!"
"That's different."
"How?"
"It just is, that's all."
"I don't see how. Milt would never dream of denying me a good fuck. Or a good suck, either. What's the matter with you, anyhow?"
"Jesus," Mike said. "We were away from them only a couple of minutes. That's all it took him to make her… only a couple of minutes. Hell, it isn't possible!"
"Oh, Milt's a wizard, all right. He made me two minutes after he met me!"
"Yeah, but from what I hear, you'd fuck anybody."
"That's right," Trixie smiled. "I just fucked you. Oh, come on, Mike, it's in the cards. You would dig swinging, and you know it. Now why don't you just shut up and enjoy the show?"
"You had this all planned, didn't you? Coming over here tonight and seducing Gloria and me?"
"Of course we did. We have a little idea about starting a new group. But I'll tell you about that later. Right now… oh, look! I think Gloria's coming! Oh shit, I love to watch another woman come on Milt's cock. And he's coming, too! Watch!"
"The hell you can't. You've got a bigger hard-on right now than you had when I was sucking it!"
He looked down. It was true. "Jesus."
"Fuck me again, Mike. Fuck me from behind, right now before they finish their come!"
"You mean, you want to watch them at the same time?"
"Yes. But hurry. They won't go on forever!" She pressed closer to the door and braced herself on her hands and knees. "Hurry!" she gasped, her ass trembling with desire. "Shove your dick up my cunt, Mike, right now! And then fuck my ass off, just the way he's doing Gloria!"
Mike moved behind her, positioned the swollen head of his prick against the wet, pink slit of her pussy, and began to ease it between the juicing lips. But Trixie was too impatient to wait. She thrust her ass back toward him, impaling herself on his throbbing rod all the way to the hilt.
It was so damn good, so hot and juicy and tight that for a moment Mike thought he was going to squirt his load right then and there. It was like sticking his cock into a whirlpool of thick, hot oil with an electric current running through it. He drew his prick partway out, then plunged its full length into her cunt again.
"Oh, Jesus," he breathed. "Jesus, Trixie…"
"And when we come," Trixie said, pumping her ass back in eager thrusts to meet his driving tool, "we'll go back to the bedroom and fuck up a storm!"
"Huh?" Mike said, not really listening, pounding his groin against the firm round globes of her beautiful white ass. "Christ, what a cunt. What a Goddamn fuck!"
"And the four of us can swap around and fuck around and suck around all night!" Trixie continued, meeting him thrust for thrust. "Oh, Mike, she's going to do it again! Gloria's going to come again! She hasn't stopped fucking Milt for a second, and now she's going to come again!"
"Ohhh!" Mike panted. "Oh, Goddamn, it's good!"
"She's coming, Mike! Gloria's coming!"
"I am too!"
"So am I!" Trixie suddenly shrieked, grinding her ass back hard against him. "Fuck me, Mike! Fuck my ass off!"
"Aarrrgggghhhh!"
"Give it to me, Mike! Give me all you've got!"
But he didn't hear her. All he was aware of was the sudden, swift rush of hot cum through his cock and the burning, pulsing, suction-filled tunnel of Trixie's cunt.
But, on the bed, Gloria heard her aunt. And over her shoulder she winked at Trixie as Milt poured another load of hot cum up into her seething cunt.



CHAPTER NINE


Jo Ann Henderson wasn't surprised at how easily she joined into a wild threesome with Moss and Jennie Davis. She had gone without good, uninhibited sex for too long and now, with this beautiful couple and anyone else who came along, she planned on making up for it.
After Jennie had sucked all of Moss' cum from her pussy and brought on two more orgasms, Jennie suggested that they both go to work on Moss again.
Jo Ann crouched down in front of Moss and began wildly sucking his cock while Jennie attacked her husband from the rear. She swept her tongue in and out of her husband's asshole until his meat got rock-hard in Jo Ann's mouth. Then the lusty wife took both Moss' balls in her mouth and began sucking them in tempo with Jo Ann's bobbing head on his prick.
"Oh suck… suck, you cunts. Suck my dick and suck my nuts! I love it!"
Jo Ann unclasped her lush red lips from the wetly glistening cock that was on the verge of exploding its hot load of cum. Almost simultaneously, Jennie released her own mouth from the bloated sac of her husband's testicles and took a deep breath of air, leaving him standing helplessly, desperately aching to shoot his load.
"What are you waiting for?" Moss demanded, a wild, crazed look in his eyes.
"I think he's just about ready, don't you, honey?" Jo Ann breathed teasingly.
"Yeah, shall we finish him off?"
"I can't wait," Jo Ann smiled. She reached forward, gliding her hands up and down along his shaky upper thighs, brushing her fingertips tantalizingly near to his bursting cock. Her face moved closer and closer to his lust-inflamed hardness and she teasingly circled the very edge of her lips around the tiny moist slit at the end, making his body jerk uncontrollably.
At the same time, Jennie knelt behind him again, grasped his buttocks and twisted them until her sharp nails sank into the muscular flesh. Closing her lips around his inflated balls, the beautiful wife sucked them hungrily into the warm wetness of her mouth.
"Aaaaagghhh, God!" Moss yelled. "I'm gonna come! Jesus! Suck me, suck me!"
Fiercely, he wrapped Jo Ann's long hair around his hands and yanked it away from her temples as her mouth bobbed wildly up and down on his cock until he thought she was going to swallow it whole. This dual sucking sent crazed ripples of pleasure hurtling up and down his spine. He gritted his teeth and clenched his eyes shut, the muscles of his thighs jerking and spawning against the voluptuous woman's hard-nippled breasts.
Swirling and lashing her tongue around his pulsing rod of flesh, Jo Ann made it expand until it was like a hot steam pipe ready to burst inside her massaging mouth. Feeling it throb suddenly, she dug her fingernails into his hips like talons. Her cheeks hollowed, her lips clenched around his cock-head tightly, and she waited.
In a few seconds it happened.
The sucking on his balls and cock by the two luscious women had excited Moss' body to fever pitch. Now, finally, his aching prick flexed once, twice, and the hot seething sperm stored in the very depths of his balls suddenly burst out with a fury.
Tilting his head back, Moss roared like a lion, pulling Jo Ann's face tighter and tighter against his exploding cock. Flaming jets of cum spewed out into her hotly working mouth like fountains of exploding lava. Her cheeks puffed and hollowed and her head worked back and forth over his frantically jerking cock. Her tongue swirled around its spending thickness to suck it dry to the very last ounce. The fiery liquid shot deep into her throat, and her Adam's apple bobbed wildly as she labored to swallow every hot drop.
At the same time, his wife teased his emptying balls, her tongue licking savagely as he continued to shoot his load into Jo Ann's mouth. She could feel the hotly squirming liquid surging inside him, pumping up from his balls through the quivering meat of his cock.
Moss felt a tremendous aching inside his loins as the last ounce of fiery jism poured from his prick deep into the wide open mouth of the woman who had been so frenziedly sucking him. Finally, he groaned and released his grip on her hair, letting her fall backward on the floor, her throat still gulping as she swallowed the last of his cum. He moved forward slightly, his balls slipping wetly out of his wife's encircling mouth, and crumpled down in between Jo Ann's widespread thighs, resting his head on her belly in total exhaustion.
"Now you've done it, Jo Ann," Jennie complained. "Just when I was getting excited! That wasn't fair of you at all, he's not good for anything now!"
She sprawled out on the floor beside the other two, her legs splayed open, her nipples rising taut and excited from her firmly rounded tits. Her hand was sliding down between her thighs and brushing over the curly mass of her pubic hair.
"I know what you mean," Jo Ann answered. "I wish we had another man here. I'm hot all over again!"
"I know where we could find another man," Jennie said. "And I'll bet he's real hot to go."
"Where?" Jo Ann asked, suddenly interested.
"Over at your apartment."
"At my place? But who…"
And then she smiled. She realized just who Jennie was referring to. "How did you know?"
"I didn't," Jennie giggled. "I was just hoping."
Young Paul Henderson stared at his mother, and at the beautiful woman with her, in astonishment. He could hardly believe his ears or his eyes. Jennie and his mother had come into his bedroom, stark naked, and announced that they were both going to fuck and suck him.
At first he had been embarrassed by the presence of the strange lady. But now, with Jennie whispering in his ear about how much she wanted to fuck him, and his mother running her soft hand up and down his hard cock, he could only think of one thing – getting both of them at once.
Jo Ann removed her hand from his prick as Jennie pressed her body close to him. "You're so well hung for a young boy," she purred. "Do you like to fuck?"
"I love it!" Paul said, then looked at his mother. She smiled and nodded. "We fucked last night."
"I know. Your mother told me. Did you like that?"
Paul nodded.
Jennie had never thought about fucking a boy so young before. But now that she was about to do it, she found the thrill of anticipation as much, or even pester, than fucking an older man.
She was slightly taller than Paul, and as she sidled herself sexily against him, his prick fit perfectly between her thighs, the pointed tip coursing upwards into her cunt.
Slowly, she released his hand, giving the boy freedom to move it wherever he liked. She put her arms around him, pressing her fingers into the smooth back and drawing him near into a tight embrace.
Immediately, Paul nestled his head on the woman's shoulders and placed both hands on the checks of her ass. She felt his hand beginning to explore her, rubbing and fondling at the generous flesh of her buttocks, opening and closing the globes. A strong sexual excitement awakened in her as the young boy caressed her so intimately.
She stroked his back, running her fingers firmly over his taut skin. He was well-built, his shoulders muscular and hard-fleshed, his back straight and powerful.
His hands were now opening her buttocks as wide as possible, giving his fingers access to the cleft between the cheeks. But the boy was making no attempt to penetrate her asshole. Instead, he was deliberately teasing her, rubbing his fingers as near as possible to the hole without actually touching it.
Feeling her cunt growing moist and hot, Jennie wiggled her hips in an up-and-down motion, pressing against his prick insistently.
It seemed to grow even larger, sticking fiercely into the softness of her crotch and pulsating with a life of its own. Jennie carefully opened her thighs, making the boyish cock dig more securely into the lips of her crack. She cried to her friend, "I want to fuck him! Jesus, Jo Ann, I want to fuck your son!"
"Go ahead. Yes, Paul, fuck her," Jo Ann said. "I want to watch you fuck her!"
Jennie pushed the boy to the side of the bed where she could reach and fondle his cock. She made an O with her forefinger and thumb, then fit the circle over the top of his prick and tightened it. Slowly and tantalizingly, Jennie began to fuck him, rubbing gently and easily down the scorching rod until she heard the boy panting with desire.
Then her greedy mouth could wait no longer for pleasure. She thrust the tender tip of his cock between her lips, forcing him to fall across her face, his belly resting against her cheek.
She sucked wildly on his prick, drawing it deeper and deeper into her mouth until her lips had closed around its base. Paul's prick was smaller than her husband's, but Jennie was far from disappointed.
In fact, she found that her passion was intensified by the knowledge that her mouth was filled with a prick which was still not completely mature. Her senses swam with sensual pleasure as she revolved the shaft in her hot, wet mouth, licking with her sleek tongue up and down the fleshy knob.
Her concentration on the boy's prick was so complete that she was totally unaware of the fact that Jo Ann was fingering her cunt. But when the woman crooked her finger and began to touch gently over her clitoris, Jennie shivered with passion. A warm, flowing sensation passed through her belly, a kind of fluid mellowness which made her feel dreamy and acutely aware of her sexuality all at the same time.
Jo Ann, judging Jennie's reactions perfectly, focused her attention on her throbbing clit, rubbing the red button with the edge of her fingernail and making it flick up and down. She wanted Paul to fuck Jennie before either of them reached an orgasm. She was anxious to see her son fuck another woman; it became an all-consuming passion in her mind.
She pulled and tuned until Paul's body was atop Jennie's. Then she positioned herself at their side.
"Can I really fuck her, Mother?" Paul asked.
"Yes, baby, yes!" Jo Ann replied, her on eyes on fire with voyeuristic lust. "You'll fuck her good, baby, and Mommy will show you how!"
She pushed her hand between their bodies, feeling for her son's prick. Taking his cum-dripping cock between her fingers, she aimed it like an arrow toward Jennie's writhing pussy. Working the head against the wet, puffy lips, Jo Ann felt them split and accept her son's dick.
"Oh… ohhh, yessss! Fuck my cunt! Fuck me with that cock!"
Jo Ann could sense, see, and feel Paul's meat sink slickly into Jennie's hole. But, having fucked Paul herself, she knew that the boy's prick wouldn't be enough to completely fill Jennie's demanding cunt.
Ta help her new-found friend enjoy Paul's youthful cock, Jo Ann cleverly inserted two of her own fingers alongside the boy's prick, completely filling Jennie's cunt and giving the woman double her usual satisfaction. She could feel Paul's young cock as it started to fuck its way in and out of Jennie's slit, the stiff flesh beating rhythmically against her fingers with every stroke.
And she was able to enjoy the girl's fierce lunges as Jennie settled herself into an even tempo of surging lust. She watched through lust-glazed eyes as Paul massaged the prominent melons of the other woman's tits. He treated them expertly, letting his thumbs lift upwards to fondle the erect nipples, and coaxing the globes into his hot mouth.
"That's it, Paul. That's it, my baby!" Jo Ann cried. "Fuck her and suck her tits! Oh shit, it's beautiful!"
Jennie's proud tits grew redder and stiffer under his lips. She was thrusting her belly and her hips in an urgent, demanding rhythm, encouraging the boy to fuck her with greater violence.
His small but potent prick coursed in and out of her cunt, with his mother's fingers helping him to satisfy her. On each in-stroke, Jo Ann would caress and fondle the hot shaft, sticky with Jennie's juices, as it slid between her fingers. The sensation was wild.
Jennie reached out and gently stroked the boy's hair. He really was so terribly young, she thought. She could feel the warmth of his body on hers, but his frame was so light, so featherweight, that she could scarcely sense his physical presence at all, apart from the writhing heat of his prick inside her. They shouldn't be doing this to him, she thought. It really was very wrong of them to seduce so small a child.
But the very sensation of guilt increased her desire and sharpened her lust. It was as if she gained an added thrill from his innocence.
She was now pushing his face as firmly as possible into her tit, smothering the boy with her huge breast-flesh. He rolled his head from side to side, making the billowing flesh wobble and shake beneath his mouth, sucking her nipple tightly between his teeth.
Jo Ann reached over with her free hand and encircled Jennie's other tit, fondling and massaging the marvelous, soft-skinned globe, teasing the nipple until it stood out throbbing and erect. Then she took almost half of the girl's breast into her mouth.
Together, Paul and Jo Ann gobbled at Jennie's tit-flesh, greedily sucking and pulling on the voluptuous spheres, their cheeks brushing as they moved their heads around and around the delicious flesh.
Soon, Jo Ann felt the boy's prick tensing wildly between her fingers and realized that he wasn't far from reaching his come. She deliberately gave his cock an intense squeeze, jerking her fingers quickly up and down its hot length until it was on the very brink of shooting.
Then, seizing the fleshy rod tightly, she pulled it roughly out of Jennie's sopping cunt and tugged the boy up along the other woman's body.
"Yes," Jennie cried, "my mouth… get his juice off in my mouth! I want to swallow his boy-cum!"
Trembling, the boy positioned his knees on either side of Jennie's head and lowered himself carefully, so that his youthful meat was in direct line with her lips.
Jennie surged forward with her head, capturing the full length of his cock in her mouth. She held his hips, keeping them steady while she moved her head backwards and forwards against his crotch, her tongue busily moving up and down his rod. Then she slipped her hands around to his buttocks and pressed two of her fingers between the taut ass-cheeks, tickling softly at his anus.
She slowly began to penetrate the small, tightly pursed hole, teasing him by letting her forefinger delve slightly into the hole, then withdrawing again. It took several seconds before he finally felt the full length of her finger up the hole of his ass, but once it was completely embedded, she began fully reaming him, twisting her finger slowly round and round, curving it gently so that it stretched the tender skin inside as open as possible.
Her mouthing of his prick was growing more and more intense, her lips wrapped tightly around the sticky shaft and lolling it around her lovely tongue until Paul started screaming.
"Mother… Mother! I'm coming! I'm gonna shoot in the lady's mouth!"
"Go ahead, Paul, yes! Do it! That's what she wants! She wants you to come in her face!"
Jennie, her finger deeply inside Paul's asshole, had begun to use her teeth on his driving, pulsating cock. Softly at first, her lust rapidly mounted and she was soon nibbling roughly on the quivering prick. Her sharp teeth firmly trapped his cock and forced him, to make an extra violent effort to fuck it into her mouth.
At the same time, her tongue was flicking rapidly over the crown, teasing it with moist caresses. Under her hands, he tensed and wiggled his ass, frantically trying to thrust his prick farther down her throat.
At last the boy found relief. Jennie gleefully gurgled and swallowed as she felt the boy's cock leaping madly in her mouth and shudder into a sustained spurting of his young and potent cum.
The taste of his cum as it mingled with her saliva and was gulped down her throat brought Jennie to a glorious orgasm of her own.
"Oh, Jesus, Jo Ann, he's wonderful!" she gasped when the boy's cock at last slipped from her cum stained lips. "Trixie will love him!"
"I hope so," Jo Ann smiled. "I can hardly wait for the weekend!"
"What does she mean, Mom?"
"She means," Jo Ann said, lovingly rubbing her son's cock and watching it expand again at once in her hand, "that you're going to have lots of pretty women to fuck!"



CHAPTER TEN


If there was any doubt in either Trixie or Jennie's mind that the weekend at the cabin would be less titan fantastic, it was dispelled during the first afternoon. The halls between the bedrooms were alive with shuffling feet.
Pint the men moved from room to room in search of sexual delights. And then, after a short nap, it was the women's turn.
AU in all, it was a wild, exciting and totally satisfying afternoon. In the course of five hours, nearly everyone had gotten around to everyone else. But it had all been done in the privacy of the bathroom, most women reasoned that it would be a lot more fun in a group.
So that evening they planned a cookout on a grassy hillside beside a stream that flowed.
After a light dinner and several drinks, Trixie slyly suggested that the youngest member of the group, female member that is, do a strip to start off the evening's entertainment.
"Don't do it, Gloria," Mike chimed in her ear.
"Why not?" the young wife countered. "I want to!"
"Well, I don't want you to."
"You've…" Gloria said. "You've fucked nearly every girl here and I've fucked nearly every man, except the boy. Why be a hypocrite? I'm going to do it!"
"I don't… please I…"
But her husband couldn't stop her. Gloria jumped up when Trixie found something sexy on the radio and started dancing.
Mike watched her with clenched jaws. He knew he shouldn't be angry. His wife was becoming exactly what he wanted; a way sexy lady. But he somehow didn't want her being sexy in front of everybody else!
Gloria moved around the soup. Her dress seemed to be a part of her, clinging in all the right places. At last she moved back toward her own husband. The sight of her animal-like gyrations was giving Mike a hard-on that swelled painfully in his swim trunks.
In perfect time with the music, she gyrated her hips, humping her cunt mound towards his face. Coyly her lips pursed and formed the words, "Eat me," as she squeezed and kneaded her red-tipped tits, clearly visible under the thin material.
Slowly the bits and pieces of clothing melted from her body. The music gave way to a steady rhythmic beat. She moved sensually, leaning far back, her hips arching towards the sky, thighs corded tautly, supporting her weight. He could see the outline of her mass of matted pussy hair, and he remembered the many times he had spread those ample thighs and the thought made his prick tingle.
Suddenly, Gloria was on the ground, writhing before her husband. Her voice was screeching, begging and imploring him to fuck her.
The others in the circle took up the chant. His eyes found the juicy, fur-lined lips of her cunt and his prick ached.
She wants it, he thought, she really wants my cock! But no, not in front of all these people!
"C'mon, you phony bastard!" Gloria was screaming. "You always said I never wanted to fuck you enough. Well, now I do! Fuck me, or somebody else will! Fuck meeeee!"
"No… no, I won't!"
"Yes!" Gloria hissed defiantly. "You wanted pussy – this pussy! Now fuck me, you bastard! Fuck me just the way you've fucked ail these other women all afternoon!"
"Fuck her, Mike! Fuck her, Mike!" shouted the others.
Mike remained frozen in place, refusing to believe that this was really happening. Then he heard snickering laughter and looked down. It was Paul.
"If you don't fuck her," the boy said, "I will. I haven't fucked her yet, and she's almost my age!"
That was too much for the young husband. Rage filled his mind and body. In one tremendous yank, he bared his hard cock and fell to his knees. With fingers like talons, he grabbed Gloria's thighs.
"Open your legs," he snarled. "Open your legs as far as they go, you fucking slut!"
Gloria's whole body was alive with uncontrollable passion. The young wife spread her sensually curved legs wide apart so he could kneel up in between her creamy thighs. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity to the roused girl, he was finally in position over her.
His rock-hard cock was poised only inches away from the gaping entrance to her pussy. He looked down and saw her lips pulsing and hungry for fulfillment.
"Fuck me, fuck me!" she wailed, sending chills of excitement rippling up his spine. God, she was acting like a whore… a beautiful, passionate whore who loved to fuck.
"You fucking bitch, cunt, whore!" he screamed, as the others started narrowing the circle around them.
In spite of her husband's rage, tingling sensations of savage desire were dancing and rippling through Gloria's belly. She needed a hard, throbbing cock inside her pussy, a long stiff cock that would split her hungry little cunt apart like a log. She had to have it, had to have Mike's thickly pulsing prick.
"Ram it in my pussy, damn you!" she shrieked, her head thrown back, her arms straining to support herself as her hair flowed over the ground.
Mike lurched forward into the vee of her widespread legs and guided the pulsing head of his long, thick hardness into her sopping cuntal slit. He held it between the juicy lips as they hungrily clasped around it.
"Get inside me! Stick your cock in my pussy!" Gloria wailed frantically, bucking her hips up and down in a dance of uninhibited desire.
Mike's cock quivered with excitement at the wet entrance to his wife's wide-gaping cunt. Then the young husband was unable to hold back any longer. Almost viciously, he reached beneath her naked buttocks and dug his fingers into the softly yielding flesh. At the same time, he suddenly shoved his hips forward, spurred on by her bare heels digging into his back, and rammed his rigid shaft hard into her waiting pussy.
"Yaaaaaggggghhhhh!" she screamed deliriously, her buttocks churning in delight against his embedded cock, her thighs coming together and wrapping around his neck like a vise.
His huge prick barreled inside her cunthole which began to twitch and pulse around it like a hungry animal. She arched her back and began grinding her hips up and down in a sexual frenzy as he fucked rhythmically in and out of her throbbing young pussy.
Nothing mattered any more except getting that exquisitely pulsating mass of flesh inside her craving belly. She was desperate for it, desperate for it to explode all through ha belly. God, it was thick, and it was her husband's! He had never been this turned on before, and she was determined to enjoy it to the hilt.
"Get it inside me. Ram it!" she cried obscenely, gritting her teeth, her whole body twitching with lewd passion. He moved forward slightly, shoving his cockhead just a little deeper, unable to control the shudders of pleasure rippling up and down his spine as her cuntlips worked around it. He let it rest there a second in the warm nest of her pussy, feeling complete mastery over her.
"You sadistic bastard," she hissed. "Oh, how I hate you! Fuck me!"
In desperation, she dug her heels between his buttocks, spurring and kicking him to make him move. God, she couldn't stand it a second longer. She needed his cock now, needed it more than anything she had ever desired in her life.
Mike was poised to ram his prick deep into his wife's quivering belly when he saw a movement out of the corner of his eye.
He saw the young boy, Paul, crawling quickly across the ground, his naked cock rigid in his hand.
Mike could only stare in awe as he watched the boy kneel over his wife's face.
Grinning lewdly, Paul poised his cock inches away from her open mouth.
"Put it in my mouth," she moaned frantically. "Yes! Let me suck your cock!"
She could see every inch of the underside of his rigidly bulging meat. She wanted it inside her throat. She wanted to lick and suck it as her husband fucked his own wonderfully hard prick into her hotly churning cunt.
Paul reached down and circled his hands around the back of her head, lifting it up as his fingers locked together. He squeezed his legs tight to support her, and her arms suddenly circled around his naked young buttocks.
Mike's cheeks blushed with anger at the spectacle. Damn, she really was nothing but a gutter slut now, and he was going to treat her like one. He was going to fuck her so powerfully that she wouldn't be able to walk for a week!
A deep burst from his chest as he slammed his hips forward, driving his thick cock inside her clasping cunt to the hilt. His buttocks flexed and hollowed as he began ramming in and out, creating sucking noises in her pussy and groans of pleasure from her lips.
Gloria's mouth hung open in invitation. As her stomach churned and bucked in a savage rhythm of lust, Paul's throbbing cock moved in between her red, glistening lips. She ovaled her wet mouth softly around the shaft, nibbling at the head, bringing moans of desire from both their lips. Her whole body was about to explode. She deliberately scraped her tits against the insides of his thighs, making her nipples swell with passion. Her husband's cock was embedded so deeply inside her belly now that she felt she was going to be ripped apart. And she wanted it. She wanted every delicate second of this wild ravishment.
The young wife opened her mouth wide, as wide as it would go, her neck straining, her arms trembling as she clung ferociously to Paul's naked ass cheeks. She let his cock slip inside, let it hang suspended in the wet warmth of her mouth, teasing him until it was unbearable, and then she ran her tongue along the sensitive underside. His prick quivered wildly and droplets of moisture dribbled into her throat, giving a salty taste that made her wild with hunger.
Suddenly, she clamped her lips hard around the thick base of his cock, her teeth tangling with his pubic hair. His cock responded inside her mouth, puffing her cheeks out on either side. She could feel the jerking head dancing against her tonsils, and she began to suck. Her tongue swirled around it, her cheeks bloating and hollowing, her head bobbing back and forth on it as muffled groans rumbled from her throat.
"Aaaaggghhh! Jeez, suck harder, harder!" Paul cried suddenly. "I'm gonna fill your mouth with cum!" His body shuddered, and then his young cock began jerking.
Gloria gagged and coughed as rich streams of his heated sperm flooded her mouth. She swallowed frantically as she sought to suck him dry of every last ounce.
Mike dug his fingers tightly into the warm pliant flesh of her buttocks, watching with powerless anger as the boy in front of him pound and thrust his exploding cock into his wife's greedily gulping mouth. Then it was all over, and Paul stood upright, a pleased smile on his face.
Mike began angrily thrusting his cock inside her cunt once again. He could feel her pussy lips tightening around it, her body shuddering in pleasure, jerking and gyrating up against him to swallow every inch of his giant prick.
Suddenly she spasmed. From deep within her cunt, a fiery liquid burst like a wave. It streamed and flooded around his pistoning cock, spewing down the sides of her thighs, her cunt lips jerking and palpitating in an insane rhythm.
"I'm there… Oh God I'm there! Aaarrrggghhhh!" she screamed, the sound of her passion echoing through the night air.
Mike had held back his own orgasm until he could stand it no longer. And now, as his thick muscular cock struck deep into the depths of her belly, he felt the jizz pouring from the tip of his wildly jerking prick in a never-ending stream of passion. Beneath him, his wife's lush young body twisted from side to side in a dance of joyous abandon, and she was moaning out his name over and over as she continued to orgasm until, finally, her eyes rolled up in her head and she lapsed into unconsciousness.
And around them, the ground was strewn with naked, fucking bodies. Milt Harris was on his knees behind Jo Ann Henderson, pouring his meat up her asshole as she sucked on her own son's cock, trying to revive it after he had shot into Gloria's mouth.
Suddenly, Milt's vision was tilled with russet pubic hair. He looked up into his wife's smiling face.
"What do you think?" Trixie said.
"I think we got ourselves a new group!"
"A new fucking group!" Trixie laughed triumphantly. "Eat my pussy!"
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