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Chapter 1


Elizabeth was excited, and it was more than simply because the children had arrived and were settled In, more or less. She hadn't thought they would be so beautiful, hadn't even imagined the word could be applied to boys, but it was the only one that fit. The girl was utterly lovely, and her brothers were beautiful.
They were sitting around in the spare bedrooms upright now, making sounds in a big house that had been silent far too long, and she was here In the kitchen, putting together a lunch for them that was probably too fancy, and one she might make a mess of, but it was the maid's day off. She could be grateful for one thing – her husband wasn't home, either; she'd gone through enough uproar with Sherman about bringing in the foster children, and thought he'd make them feel uncomfortable at first, if not permanently.
But if Sherman still had his hackles up, she would simply face him down about that woman he was keeping, the mistress she had never seen – and hoped never to see. It was only his guilt about that shameless association that had made him finally give in about the kids. Elizabeth knew it and he knew it, but of course, it had never been brought out into the open. She and her husband never brought out anything, but skirted around the edges, always carefully polite to each other – and always distant
She fluttered about the kitchen, anxious to make the children feel at home, eager to have them be friends, at least. Elizabeth had been jittery ever since the welfare worker called and said he was bringing them out.
You're doing a fine thing, Mrs. Anderson, the man said; few people will take a teenager into their home these days. They all want cute and cuddly little ones, and for you to accept three…
They're a family, she said, brothers and a sister; it wouldn't be right to break them up. And she didn't tell him she was doing it more for herself than for the kids, that she had just gotten so damned lonely she couldn't stand it any more.
Now the children were in her home, and she was excited. Was it because of the way the older boy had looked at her, as if he was appraising the good body she kept hidden beneath a usually shapeless dress? Jody had a somehow adult look about his eyes, a penetrating and too – wise quality beyond his years, but surely, the boy couldn't have actually been leering at her. It was all in her mind, because of what her husband was doing lately, having sex with some – some kind of prostitute. Elizabeth shook her head and continued preparations for lunch, but she couldn't quite erase that first image of Jody Goodall as he'd stood just inside the front door.
The child's eyes had seemed to reach right through her dress and caress her breasts, to go sliding down across her tummy and to linger overlong at the joining of her thighs. She'd known a strange warmth between her legs, a stirring that she Immediately denied, because she was certainly not that kind of woman, even if Jody wasn't only a boy.
Setting out the salads, Elizabeth felt an unfamiliar sensitivity in her breast tips, even though she wore a heavy bra. Just the newness of having someone in her home, she told herself, or perhaps she was overly stimulated because she'd forced her husband into something, for once.
Certainly It couldn't be a sexual arousal; Elizabeth had never known what that was like, and didn't really care to. There at the first, when she was a frightened bride, maybe she had hoped there might be more to It than just a wifely duty, despite what she had always been told. But there wasn't anything more, only the pain and disgust, only the realization that mama had been right, and men were no more than animals. Elizabeth had been glad when her husband finally accepted the fact that she was a good woman, and moved into his own bedroom. Now, at thirty – five years of age, she couldn't possibly be feeling something inherently evil, and not because of a child she meant to accept her as his own mother.
Elizabeth didn't remember If the younger boy had stared at her in anything near the same way, or If the girl had noticed her confusion. She had only been conscious of that alien flush of warmth In her lower tummy, and the sudden straining of her nipples against the confining bra when Jody's eyes lingered upon her body.
She heard them coming down the stairs and hurried to get everything just right upon the table, straightening to brush back her hair. Jody led them into the room, the natural leader at sixteen; Timothy was a year younger, and their sister only fourteen. Elizabeth knew she'd have to do something about their clothes, get them out of those shabby jeans and teeshirts and into something respectable. Her face went all warm again, and she wondered why the thought of getting them out of their clothing should embarrass her.
"I – I hope you all like hamburgers," she said. "There's a salad and milk and some pudding later. When the maid returns tomorrow, there'll be a more proper meal."
"Looks great," Jody said, and the others sat down silently to begin wolfing food as if they were starved. The older boy ate more slowly, and his eyes made Elizabeth fidget as she had a cup of coffee for herself. Must he stare so at her? Somehow, he made her feel as if she was undressed, and she'd seldom even allowed her husband to see her totally nude. It was indecent.
They weren't much for conversation, and she put that down to the newness, to their trying to get adjusted to a different environment. The poor kids hadn't ever had a real home life, according to the social worker. She chattered a little, and looked them over again, trying not to catch Jody's probing eyes. That boy was truly beautiful, all that long bronze hair and blue eyes; his brother was more slim, shorter, a pale blond with eyes about the same shade. Charlene was striking, a stunning redhead with vagrant streaks of gold in her hair, lean almost to the point of being thin, but seeming lithe and supple, with an aura of something smoldering beneath a quiet exterior, a disquieting radiance.
But Jody kept pulling Elizabeth's attention as he ate, and she couldn't help looking at his slender body, the narrow hips and flat tummy, and the certain, casual way he moved. She thought that his jeans were much too tight, and gnawed her lower lip because she had been even, noticing the way they clung to his thighs, and that forbidden bulge.
"If you'd all like to shower," she said as they finished the dessert, "fresh towels and soap are ready."
"We're not dirty," Charlene said softly, startling Elizabeth by the husky quality of her voice, but Jody cut in and said, "Sure; we should all freshen up. I saw bathrooms all over the place; do we use any special one?"
"There's one for each bedroom," Elizabeth answered. "My husband's room is at the end of the hall, and mine is near the stairs; the rest are yours. And if there's anything you need, anything at all – "
Jody smiled, showing her even, white teeth, and his eyes seemed smoky. "Anything I need, I guess I can get for myself – but thanks, anyhow."
The others trooped after him, and Elizabeth stared. It would take some getting used to, she thought, and found herself following the swing of the boy's hips as he climbed the carpeted stairs. She looked away quickly and began to gather the dishes. As she put them into the washer, Elizabeth felt her breasts surging against the confinement of the bra, and an uncomfortable tingle in her loins. Shaking off the sensations, she busied herself about the kitchen, tidying up.
She would have to have a talk with them, she thought, let her new children know that this was to be their home, that she'd try to be a mother to them, and what she might expect in return. But no prisonlike rules, Elizabeth decided; no rigid discipline; the poor kids had already had enough of that. Hesitantly, she climbed the stairs, deciding that they'd had time enough to get clean and hoping they'd changed from the disreputable jeans – If they had a change.
When she knocked softly at the first door, she heard nothing inside, and knocked again; still nothing, and her heart fluttered. Could they have run away? The social worker had warned her that something like that might happen; that tendency was why they had been confined for awhile, separated from each other in a juvenile home. Elizabeth opened the door, hoping desperately that they hadn't done anything foolish.
That first moment was like having a pall of Ice water thrown In her face. Shock raced through her body, stunning her mind and Immobilizing her feet, almost stopping her heart. Elizabeth felt her skin go cold, felt her breath hang in her throat.
Because Jody and his sister were on the bed together, stripped to the skin, their naked bodies glistening as they held each other close and kissed. Elizabeth couldn't believe what she was seeing, and the Impossibility of it was paralyzing. Her hand clung to the doorknob for support, or else she might have gone to her knees.
There It was-it-the boy's sex organ, and the thing was standing out stiff and erect, all swollen and hard, and she could see the throbbing of the distended veins along the creamy white shaft. Its end was shining, a deep pink that looked as if It had been highly polished by some master artisan. Far down, there in the thick bronze curls of Jody's pubic hair, lay the wrinkled sack containing testicles.
Mesmerized, Elizabeth's eyes clung there for a long and breathless moment, then slid questingly back along the pulsing staff, back to that beckoning glans, and a sharp little aftershock jolted her as she made out a growing droplet of some clear fluid that was gathering upon the blunt tip.
She had never seen a man's thing so clearly, nor had she ever wanted to, but now the sight held her in a weird, frightening grip; it was the serpent, and she was the immobile sparrow. Wanting to flee, to slam the door and run screaming into the yard, Elizabeth just stood there In full view of the couple upon the bed. If either of them turned their head, she would be seen. Yet she couldn't run, couldn't force her legs into action, couldn't even stop looking.
Elizabeth saw their hands moving, caressing, sliding over nude bodies pale and smooth, and the boy reached down to cup his hand between his sister's slender thighs. She saw the dark red fur of the girl's mound just before Jody's palm closed over it, and heard the sigh that broke from Charlene's lips at the loving touch. There was grace in the straining rhythm of their bodies, and although part of Elizabeth's mind screamed that it was wrong, another part admitted to the beauty of them.
"Oh baby, baby," Jody whispered, "I missed you so. I missed this sweet pussy and your fine ass, and the feel of your tits."
The girl said throatily, "And my pussy has been lonesome without your nice, hard pick sliding in it. Come on, man – stick it to me.
Those words slapped across Elizabeth's consciousness; she and her husband had never talked when they were doing it, much less said such raw things to each other. She tried to let go the doorknob, but her fingers stuck to the metal.
"Got to taste your nipples first," Jody said, and moved his head down. His tongue came out red and wet, flicking over the coral – tipped mounds, trailing across the small, hard breasts as the girl's back arched and her pelvis ground insinuatingly against his palm.
Thunder roared in Elizabeth's ears when she saw the boy hang his mouth over on of the small globes and draw most of it between his lips. She watched Charlene's hand seek and find the heavy shaft of her brother's organ. The thin fingers clenched around the meat, moved up and down it lovingly, wandered across the swollen head and teased at the seepage there.
Then Charlene gripped, the penis strongly, and she made a deft, rolling motion of her narrow hips that slid her pelvis beneath the boy's body. Hungrily, she guided the flanged pink knob into the feathery hair of her mound, and Elizabeth stared at the lithe positioning of Jody's slim body between the outspread and uplifted legs. It was going into the girl's body; his thing, his penis, was pushing relentlessly into the mossy crotch, the head already vanished, the shaft slowly disappearing, Inch by inch.
Elizabeth waited for the outcry, the choked gasp of pain, but there was none. The girl said, "Ahh – oh, Jody – yes, yes – that feels so good, moving up inside my cunt. I'm only alive when I have a prick in me, and I like yours best of all. Oh, oh – shove it deep, darling – push your cock all the way In me, until I feel your balls against my ass. Ahhh!"
No, Elizabeth thought dazedly; no. This wasn't what It was like. No girl should enjoy doing it like this, wiggling and moaning with pleasure as a man's meat pushed into her most intimate part. And the way Jody was moving – not just. pumping up and down hard and fast, but rolling his buttocks, grinding slowly and sensuously, his hands stroking his sister's hips, her cheeks, back up to fondle the resilient mounds of her young and budding breasts.
"Hot little cunt," Jody said softly. "Sweet little pussy, all slick and hungry for my prick. Fuck me, baby – fuck me for a long time, slow and easy."
"Nice hard prick," Charlene answered hotly. "Sticking me deep, so I can roll my pussy around on it. Oh Jody, Jody – I can feel your balls."
Right out in the open daylight, Elizabeth thought; not hidden in the dark and shamed in the awkward fumbling, but openly and eagerly, as if they were very proud of what they were doing. And it was much worse, because they were not married, and could never be; Jody and Charlene were breaking one of the strongest, oldest taboos of all. Brother and sister, they were committing incest.
"Ummm," the girl moaned, reaching down so she could cup the swinging sack of her brother's dangling balls as she rolled farther back upon her shoulders. Her thin legs lifted, and as Elizabeth watched in helpless stasis, Charlene wrapped them about the small of Jody's slim and pumping back, crossing them at the ankles and tightening as if she meant to plunge the boy's entire body Into the narrow, heaving slot of her churning pussy.
She wanted it, Elizabeth realized, needed it with a wild and unreasoning urgency, and what's more, seemed to be madly enjoying the steady back – and – forth penetration of her vagina. With an effort, Elizabeth forced her hand to drop away from the doorknob, and although she swayed, retained her balance and began to once again take control of her own body.
"I'm c-coming!" Charlene shrieked softly, her entire body bucking and twisting upon the faster hammering of her brother's stiff pole. "Oh, Jody – I'm coming, coming!"
"Shake that beautiful ass, baby!" the boy panted, ramming his thing home time after time with punishing strokes that made the bed bounce. "Yeah – yeah, I feel your pussy grabbing at my cockhead, eating up my prick, all juicy and tight – yeah, oh yeah! mm coming, too. Uh – uh – UHH!"
Entranced, Elizabeth stared at the way Jody's testicles leaped, at the contraction of them, and she could vividly Imagine the hurtling of semen up through the rounded stiff meat that was buried to the stem within his sister's vagina. The geysering of that sticky stuff had always seemed repulsive to her, as If she was being soiled, and she could barely wait for her husband to sigh away from her before hurrying to the bathroom to rinse the clinging liquid away.
But Charlene gasped: "Ahh! It's so good and bubbly, flooding my cunt. I love It, Jody – oh, how I love your come in me!"
No, Elizabeth thought, managing to back one dragging step at a time from the doorway, no! It wasn't like that at all; she knew, she knew. Echoes of them murmuring endearments to each other followed her as she fled down the hall toward the stairs, running blindly, not really knowing where she was going, but realizing that she had made a terrible mistake taking these terrible children into her clean home.
By the time she reached the lower floor, Elizabeth had decided to call the welfare people and report the horrible incident. But the other boy was standing there in front of the phone, little Timothy Goodall, with only a towel wrapped about his slim waist – and there was a nasty bulge showing.



Chapter 2


Elizabeth slowed and tried to put on a stern face. "Timothy what are you doing down here, naked like that? Get back upstairs at once."
The boy's blue eyes slid over her. "You saw them didn't you? You saw Jody and Charlene screwing.
"I – I – " Elizabeth wet her dry lips. "Do as I say, Timothy. You're obscene, standing around like that." There was a bulge in the towel; she could see his thing pushing out, obviously a little smaller than his brother's. Somehow, she had invited a trio of young sex maniacs into her home; somehow, she had to get them out.
"You're going to fink on them," Timothy said. "They'll come get us and put us back in the home."
"Please Elizabeth said, "don't make it more difficult. I – you're not really children, It seems, but something else. Now, get away from that phone."
The boy didn't move; and his eyes were insistent, probing at her clothing, sliding through her shapeless dress to touch her clammy skin. "You know, you're really a fine – looking chick I can see your knockers trying to stand out, and I dig the way your ass wiggles when you walk, and you've got real crazy legs. Why do you hide all that, and pretend it's not there?"
"Don't – don't talk to me like that," Elizabeth stuttered. "I never – "
Timothy edged toward her, that ominous erection threatening to pull the towel free of his narrow hips. The boy's skin was pale and flawless, his chest hairless, his tummy flat. He said, "The only chick I ever fucked is my sister. I never got to put my cock into a grown – up woman's pussy. I'll bet your pussy is real soft and deep, with plenty of farout black hair on it. Does your old man Luck you much?"
Stunned, Elizabeth backed away, the forbidden words hammering at her, cutting through her determination and making her defenseless. "S – stay away from me. Don't come any closer, do you hear?"
"Your tits Jiggle when you breathe hard," the boy said, keeping on with his slow march. "They've got big nipples, too. Does your old man suck on your nipples, or maybe rub his prick in between your knockers? I really like tits, but Charlene's are little things."
"I'll scream," Elizabeth threatened. "There'll be police – "
Behind her, the voice said quietly, "No fuzz, lady."
She whirled to see Jody at the foot of the stairs, with the girl only a step behind her brother. Both of them were still naked, without shame; the boy's sex organ was still standing out, Its awful head glistening wetly with left – over semen, all pink and swollen. Jody said, "Ease up. I was going to get to you next; but ever since they put us away, I never had a piece of ass, and I was so horny for Charlene's sweet cunt that I just couldn't wait. Now, you want to come up to bed with me, or make it down here?"
Elizabeth gasped. "Never! What makes you think – "
His smile was slow and white and wise. "I felt it, first time I saw you, Mrs. Anderson. I can feel It reaching out to me right now. You need it, lady; you need to be Lucked real bad."
"N – no!" she snapped, and spun to try for the front door.
Timothy caught her arms from behind, clamping his bands upon her elbows with surprising force. Then the other two were leaping at her, so naked, so obscenely nude, and Elizabeth was swept down before their onslaught. On the carpet; she kicked and twisted, trying to scream against the palm that muffled her mouth, panic racing through her body and freezing her mind. They couldn't mean to – they wouldn't -
But they held her and worked at her dress, and although she struggled weakly, it was lifted over her head and thrown aside. She kicked, but the girl pinioned her threshing ankles, and Elizabeth nearly choked as her bra was torn loose. Her freed breasts swelled out, big and olive tinted, their large nipples darkly flaccid.
"Man," Jody sighed, "look at those fine tits. They're big and soft as pillows, and rye never seen nipples like those. Wow!"
"Get her pants off," Timothy said. "She's frying to get her arms loose."
Arching her back, Elizabeth fought them as best she could, her mind spinning insanely and her body on fire with humiliation. She felt Jody's fingers hook into the top of her plain sensible panties, and trembled when his one hand peeled them down from her lunging hips and over her thighs. Her mound was exposed to all of them now, open for their staring eyes, and Elizabeth knew horror.
Over her knees, her calves and, as the girl let go, one ankle at a time, the panties were gone; Elizabeth Anderson was totally nude among strangers, for the first time in her sheltered life. Before she could get over the shock, Jody was suddenly between her legs, and although she twisted and turned, she could not force out his slim, warm body.
"Oh hell," Timothy said, pinning down her wrists. "I thought l was going to fuck her first."
"Later," his brother promised. "Our foster mother here had big eyes for me right away, only she wouldn't admit It. Hold her tight, Timmy – she still doesn't know how bad she wants to be screwed."
"That's a real beautiful pussy," Timothy commented. "It looks so black and soft, and I'll bet she's turning nice and greasy inside."
"A beautiful pussy," Jody agreed, and Elizabeth flinched as his free hand explored the tenderness of her opened thighs, sliding warmly over the taut, smooth skin. She tried to bite his hand when the boy's fingertips felt gently around the outline of her mound, tickling into the thick wealth of her midnight pubic hair. Sharp tremors shook her body as he touched the sensitive zone, as his fingers felt down through the shaggy barricade to discover the recoiling of her labia.
"Soft and fine," Jody breathed, and through eyes very nearly squeezed shut, Elizabeth could see the hungry throbbing of the boy's glans, the eager pink gleaming of that distended head with its blunt point and the terrifying flanges. Was there a tiny droplet of pre – seminal fluid beginning to form at the little mouth? She shuddered and told herself that this simply could not be happening, that she was caught up in some horrible dream.
These were only children, and she was an adult woman, secure in her social position, married and respectable and more than old enough to be their mother. They wouldn't really dare to rape her; there were laws and -
His fingertip was nudging into her labia, forcing its way through the quivering lips and burrowing inside the entrance to her vagina. Oh no, she thought wildly, oh no, no! But the finger moved inexorably in, sliding easier once it reached the oils of her membranes, and Elizabeth shook from head to foot.
"Man," Jody said, "she's tight, about as tight as your pussy, Charlene. She doesn't get screwed much, I guess. But her cunt is turning juicy now, good and slippery and hot. Let's see – yeah, there's the hood and her clit – "
Elizabeth jerked violently when the boy's fingertip bored gently beneath her clitoral hood and found the ultra – tender place. Her eyes clamped totally shut now, she fought for breath, for some kind of sanity as the boy manipulated her clitoris, teased it with a peculiar deftness that started to send tingles throughout her tummy and down her spine.
She winced again as she felt hot breath upon her breasts, quaking deep within her outraged flesh when his lips brushed so teasingly across one nipple which betrayed her by leaping erect and stiff. Nuzzling into her globes, Jody licked at them, nibbled softly upon their sensitive skin, and Elizabeth gasped when his mouth closed over one nipple and he laved it with his tongue before starting to suck Her husband had never done this to her; he had kissed her breasts a time or two, but never used a hotly thrilling tongue upon them, never tenderly devoured them, fed upon them. It was a wildly arousing sensation, and Elizabeth battled against succumbing to it. She could not, must not -
His finger slipped from her vagina, away from the vibrancy of her stimulated clitoris, and she regretted its going, her crotch blindly attempting to follow, even though Elizabeth struggled to hold her violated body inert. They were coming to their senses, she told herself; the children were realizing the seriousness of their crime and stopping in time, before the true harm was done. But – Jody was still sucking upon her nipple, and Timothy had not released her wrists: Charlene yet held tightly to her ankles, keeping her legs spread for her brother.
And what was this – this Insistent probing of something spongy, but with a core that hinted of steel? It was against her labia, pushing gently but firmly, and Elizabeth shuddered again, her eyes flying open. Jody was going through with 1t the boy was going to rape her, his foster mother! She stared down at the top of his bronze head between her heaving breasts, and tried to twist her pelvis out of harm's way, but the motion only helped to seat the distended glans more firmly into the dampened lips of her mound.
"You – you mustn't!" she tried to shout against his palm, but made only groaning noises.
It was pressing into her, pushing strongly so that her lips were parting slowly, giving to the steady pressure and going elastic. Elizabeth felt the tip reaching into her body, felt the knob sliding deeper, and suddenly that gorged bulb was penetrating far up into her vagina, up and up as If it would never stop. The shaft was round and firm and so very smooth, a velvet covering that the traitorous walls of her vagina closed snugly about, somehow well oiled and slidy.
She felt so many other things – the feathered sac of his testicles snuggling against the cleft of her buttocks, the touch of his furry pelvis against hers, the warmth of the boy's sleek thighs between her own, the negligible weight of him upon her body, the wet, avid suction upon her breast. Her vagina rippled when Jody drew back his shaft and the bulging head lingered just inside the gripping of her inner labia before being shoved to the depths again. Elizabeth's skin was tight, her muscles rigid, but there seemed to be a marvelous softness, a fantastic wetness growing within the confines of her filled vagina.
Slowly, lovingly, his penis slipped in and out, and now she knew the fabulously sensuous rolling of the boy's hips, that erotic action that made his glans slid thrillingly around inside her sheath, touching ultra – sensitive places that had never before been reached.
Jody said down to her, after lifting his mouth from her aching nipple, "You have a farout pussy, Mrs. Anderson. It's so deep and rich, and it kind of sucks on my prick every time I stroke it. So soft and hot, all greasy and loving – a beautiful cunt, lady – a fine, crazy pussy."
She moaned against his hand, because she was experiencing hot waves of feeling she'd never known, an ever – growing sensation that seemed to be filling her body. Flashes of heat concentrated within her sheath, and her hips were making small, ticktocking motions, her tummy was flexing, and it was all right.
… It's all right, mama… I can't fight back and I'm not doing anything wrong… he is… it's only him, mama… and I can't help myself…
With a sudden, furious twist, Elizabeth jerked one hand free of Timothy's grip, and that arm coiled around Jody's neck, drawing his face down to hers. Eyes wide open, she jammed her open mouth to his, making their teeth dash, hurting her lips and not caring. Hissing into his mouth, she arrowed her tongue against his, and felt her other arm being released at that moment. She held the slim, strong body close, moaning and gasping while her hips surged and her vagina contracted.
Jody ripped his mouth from hers to grunt, "Turn her legs loose, Charlene – so she can really Luck me back."
Now his thing – no, his prick – really bored into her seething vagina, thrusting deeply, withdrawing, pounding and hammering as Elizabeth rode the marvelous meat. Her pelvis struck savagely at Jody's, and her tall gyrated insanely. Her ass, she thought joyously, her ass was bucking and lifting, and her pussy was gulping at the boy's fabulously thrilling pole, at this cock that was driving her out of her mind for the first time in her life.
"That's it, lady," Jody panted. "Oh yeah, baby – that's the way to Luck a guy – grinding your hot pussy and whipping your lush ass around, just eating up my cock. Fuck me, baby – Luck me as hard and hungry as you can – ride my prick, baby – ride It hot and juicy, because you're making me come – maldng me come!"
Not so soon, she begged silently, her tongue lancing into his mouth then, her nails clawing Into the slim muscles of his back and her awakened body squirming frantically beneath him. Oh, not so soon, because she never wanted this wondrous feeling to come to an end; she wanted to fuck and be Lucked forever.
Then she felt the explosion of his youthful semen deep within the churning depths of her aroused pussy, the fiery release of this beautiful boy's come as it splashed hotly and creamily throughout the flaming length of her vagina. Thick and rich, bubbling and sizzling, the magic liquid bathed her cunt walls and inundated her womb, a luxurious, honeyed juice that flowed along her nerve ends and made Elizabeth Anderson dimly understand the meaning of sensual love.
"Ahhh!" she cried out, tearing her mouth from the boy's panting lips. "Ahh! Oh, no! Oh, yes – yes, yes! Oh lord – I'm ripping apart, shaking myself to pieces – I can't – it's not possible for me to – but yes, it's happening. It's really happening! Oh Jody, my lover, my beautiful boy – don't stop fucking me. Slide your lovely hard cock around in your semen, make me – oh, make me – UUUHH!"
Elizabeth came in a burst of glory, her long dormant clit shuddering and vibrating madly, her hips churning and her pussy clenching around the boy's driving prick. The room rocked around her, then vanished in skyrockets, in a nova of exploding stars; there was only the terrific feeling, the being, the living – and reaching, reaching, while Jody's cock sledged powerfully within the satin, clinging folds of her enraptured vagina.
She went fluid then, melting in the inferno of her first orgasm, conscious only of the beauty and the overwhelming power, knowing only the ecstasy of her undulating cunt and the bliss of the strong, round prick. She was liquid and dripping; she was mother and lover and wife to him, for him, with his beautiful prick, against his superb male balls.
Maybe she fainted; possibly she only drifted warmly in a never – never land of lotus and moonsilver, but when she came slowly back to the now, Elizabeth's eyes fluttered, and she began to catch her breath. The boy was still netted between her caressing thighs, but he was gently lifting himself, tenderly backing out the length of his adorable shaft, and the walls of her pussy clung jealously to it, the lips of her pussy tried to hold it captive.
Elizabeth felt the slippery trail of semen oozing down her inner thigh, when Jody's cockhead came out of her labia, and she writhed sensuously at the touch of it. Her arms were weak, but her hands reached out to him in mute appeal, and Jody stayed where she could at least place her fingertips against his warm belly.
"Oh wow," somebody said in awe, "but she can really Luck, once she puts it all together."
"Timothy," Jody said, "why don't you take Charlene upstairs and give her a good long screwing? I don't think our foster mom here is ready for more than – one of us at time, and I'd like to be alone with her for awhile, okay?"
"Okay," Elizabeth heard the girl answer, and In a moment she was alone with her young lover, with this impossibly perfect boy who had shown her the way to sublime heights she hadn't known existed.
He lay on the carpet beside her, his hands roaming, feeling, caressing, his breath tingling against her throat. "Was that the first time you really made it, Mrs. Anderson?"
Her voice sounded scratchy. "Y – yes; Oh, I never knew – I feel so cheated, after all these years."
"We'll make up for it," Jody promised. "We'll just keep Lucking until you're all caught up."



Chapter 3


It took Elizabeth a few long, confused moments, but she slowly began to pull herself together. Her mind was a kaleidoscope of conflicting Images, swiftly changing and dissolving, only to be replaced by more sobering ones. But her body – ah, her body – it was warm and pulsing, tingling in every pore, alert to every sensation, vibrant and alive.
"We – we'd better get upstairs," she said huskily. 'To my bedroom. Sherman, he's my husband, would never come in there without knocking, But he might come home any time and find us down here. Sometimes he doesn't come home at all, but It would be just like him to just come barging In here, where he's not wanted at all."
"Okay," Jody answered pleasantly. "Anywhere you're comfortable, Mrs. Anderson."
She sat up, automatically crossing her arms over her large breasts and pulling her thighs together, instinctively hiding and protecting. Her hair had been pulled loose from the bun she usually wore at the back of her neck, and was spilling over her bare shoulders. Trying a weak smile, she said, "My name is Elizabeth. I imagine you know me well enough to call me that.”
He said, "It. doesn't fit you. Neither does Liz, or Becky – let's see: how about Betsy?"
Hiding her face, Elizabeth felt around for her dress and drew it to her flushed body. She could feel the hotness of the boy's semen contained within the sleeve of her vagina, and the imprint of his smooth, solid flesh upon her belly.
"But what I'd like to call you," Jody said, stooping to collect her bra and panties, "is Mom. You're much more beautiful than my real mother was, but she was just about as hot natured, and I thought a lot of her, when she wasn't too smashed to walk or do anything else."
This was too much, Elizabeth thought; squeezing her rumpled dress to her with one hand, taking her kicked – away shoes with the other, and folding her long legs beneath her body. Guilt came rushing back to overwhelm her, and she wished Jody hadn't mentioned his mother. Why would he want to call her Mom, when he had just had sexual relations with her, raped her, in fact? She didn't even want to think about it, and flinched when he reached down to help her to her feet.
Hurrying, because she felt so utterly exposed, so completely naked, Elizabeth sped up the stairs and into her bedroom, her heart pounding. The safe, familiar surroundings closed around her, and for a second or two, she felt almost like herself. Except the boy was standing close behind her, a stranger who had known her most intimate part, who was even now staring at her nude haunches.
And he said, "Your hair is lovely like that, hanging like a black cloud down your back. Did your old man ever tell you what wonderful legs you have? They're so long and shapely, all smooth and neat, as If you've been polishing them. And the way your ass is put together, like sculpture – gorgeous."
Elizabeth felt her skin prickle, and she held the dress more closely to her body, afraid to let it go, pushing it into the tender nipples of her swollen breasts.
She could sense him moving closer, although his bare feet made no sound upon the thick carpeting; she felt him with her new awareness, and didn't jump when Jody's breath stirred along her shoulder, when his hands came to rest ever so lightly upon the upper swell of her hips.
"You've been lonely," he said. "Just like I was, like the other kids, too. Don't you love your old man, your husband?"
"I g- guess so," she said, trying not to tremble. "I don't know. We just get along, In a way."
"But he doesn't screw yon," Jody said, caressing her hips, sliding his hands around her waist. "You said you never made it before, that you never came until we fucked. Why is that?"
His cock touched her buttocks, and Elizabeth's knees almost collapsed. It was still hard, and she could feel a hint of stickiness upon the spongy head, the same drying syrup that was between her thighs, clotting there like an ineradicable white tattoo. How many times could Jody screw? Her husband had always only gone once, and she had always been grateful for it.
She said, "I don't know. It – sex just never felt right, before. He – Sherman might have stopped trying. I know he found someone else, a mistress."
"And you never found yourself a boyfriend? Lady, you have really been uptight about Lucking. We'll change all that and have more fun than you can imagine."
Elizabeth swallowed, feeling the boy moving his prick up and down between the cheeks of her ass, tickling her, making hot little waves ripple through her belly. "But why me? I'm so much older – "
"I dig older women," Jody answered, his hands roaming up and around her tensed body to push away the crumpled dress so he could cup the fullness of her heavy breasts. "I learned to fuck from an older woman. Oh, I dig screwing my sister, too. Charlene is a wonderful piece of ass, but I prefer my women mature – like you."
She was weak, her mind fumbling for excuses why she should insist that this boy get out of her bedroom and leave her alone. She found excuses, but no reasons, and it was difficult to think at all, with his fingers rolling her erect nipples between them. Could there be another frantic, blinding madness for her, one more perfect moment of ecstatic release?
His belly was against her ass, Jody's upright prick along her lower spine, and she could feel the marvelous softness of the boy's balls. He was urging her gently toward the big bed with the white satin spread, moving her ahead of him as he cupped her tits and breathed into her hair.
Maybe he couldn't do it again; perhaps she had reached such a magnificent orgasm with him only because she was being raped, other people holding her down so that she could not resist him. Maybe that furious, cresting emotion was something she would never know again.
The bed was against her knees, and she tried to turn with him, but Jody pushed her tenderly down upon her tummy, sliding her forward so that her feet were off the floor, and Elizabeth wondered when she had dropped her shoes. Jody climbed onto the bed with her, his knees nudging her legs apart, his hands wandering thrillingly over the shaping of her ass, stroking the skin, kneading the tender flesh.
"A beautiful ass," she heard him murmur. "I could feel It for hours, or just stare at it. So creamy and round, and those soft black hairs curling up from the crack. I can see the end of your juicy pussy, too – all rich and steamy. Your cunt lips are red now, and they kind of shine through the hairs."
Elizabeth burrowed her flaming face into a pillow, clenching the satin bedspread with clawed fingers, her hardened nipples drilling into the slick material. Her husband had done it to her in this very bed, always In the sightless dark, always mounting her like a beast and jamming away at her stiff, unyielding vagina until he ejaculated and rolled off. Sherman had never admired her ass and fondled it so lovingly. Sherman had never kissed her back like this, nor drawn a hot tongue down her spine.
Quivering, she felt the boy slide his hands beneath her belly, and when Jody lifted, she came obediently to her knees, her hands braced beneath her.
"Yeah," he said throatily, "just like that, baby. Just like that, with your black, shiny pussy all curly and inviting, with your red cunt lips smiling at me, wet and slippery. I'll bet you never had it this way before, either, that you never took the meat dog fashion, getting it up your pussy from behind."
She couldn't answer if she tried; her throat was constricted, and Elizabeth knew a weird feeling of total submission as the boy's distended cockhead slipped between her thighs to lie pulsing against her dewy labia. Her crotch moved of its own accord, grinding down along the length of Jody's prick, and her ass hunched back into him.
But he didn't move that adorable glans up into her aching slot; instead, he teased it up and down the lips, sliding and tickling as he held to her hips and pushed his pelvis into her buttocks. "Tell me what you want," he said.
"I – I want you to – to love me," she whispered.
"No," he insisted, "say it right. Say it out front, and use the words."
"Please," she begged, wiggling to him, feeling a growing urgency, a frantic need to discover if that first time had been an accident. "Oh please, Jody."
He squirmed his gorged cockhead along her avid labia. "Say it, baby; ask me."
Elizabeth swallowed; her throat felt dusty dry. "F – fuck me, Jody; please, please fuck me!"
"Sure," he said, "I'll fuck you because you're beautiful and hot, and your pussy is nice and drippy. Here, baby – feel my knob pushing up into your wet cunt lips."
She sighed as she felt that wonderful bulb pressing into her willing labia, as the blunt head reached up into the parted lips to penetrate into the greedy sleeve of her vagina. It was different, coming in this way, she thought, a new feel to the round, stiff meat as it slid deeper and touched unexplored areas of her cunt. It seemed so very long, as if it would go all the way up into her stomach before it stopped. Gasping, she knew the gentle movement of his balls between her thighs, and the hairy pressure of his crotch against the cheeks of her trembling ass. Jody's prick was seated in her all the way, her pussy lips locked eagerly around the base of it.
It was in her once again, this fantastic, gorgeous cock, this young, hard organ that had driven her out of her mind with rapture. Elizabeth rotated slowly and gently upon Its rigid, yet rubbery length, feeling the spongy flanges of the cockhead, knowing the heavy veins of the shaft and discovering a narrow ridge along its underside.
Her hair hung down around her face, lightly scented and thick, like a black cloud, Jody said. Her breasts hung down, too, their thick nipples gorged and thrumming. Lasciviously Elizabeth swung her ass and humped her crotch upon the glorious club seated so deeply within her blazing body. It felt so good, so right; Jody's cock was sweet and strong; It was gentle and powerful, and she craved more of it, all of It. She wanted even those feathered balls inside her suctioning vagina, all of him, every adorable inch of the boy.
"Great," he said, fondling her ass and working his hard meat back and forth Into the gripping of her slick pussy, "fine, baby. You really enjoy taking a stiff prick, don't you? Tell me, Betsy; tell me how much you love my stiff prick – Mom."
"I I – love It," she answered jerkily. "Oh, I love your nice, stiff prick, Jody. Fuck me with it, darling. Ahh, Luck me harder; ram it to me."
He folded his body over hers then, tented her arched frame with his sleek flesh and reached around to take both her pendulum breasts in his hands. Jody held to her tits, squeezing them in rhythm as his prick searched her heaving snatch, in and out, back and forth, and always with that special twisting motion.
Stepping up the passionate beat, he began to sledge his cock into her soapy sheath, the sac of his balls slapping wetly. She moaned in happiness and rotated her ass voluptuously, reveling in the primitive strength of the boy's pounding organ, in the dominant position he had taken. Ah yes, she was a bitch, a conquered female, and he was the triumphant male animal, fiercely thrusting his rod into her helpless pussy, hammering it to the receptive depths, pulling back for another savage stroke.
"Take it," he panted. "Oh, take my cock, you juicy bitch, you beautiful slut – ride my prick because you love It, because you can't do without a hard shaft up your hot pussy. Roll your sweet ass, mom – shake It for me."
Elizabeth dug her fingernails Into the bed cover, knowing a honeyed pain in her breasts because he was crushing them, and loving It, loving him. But mostly, she worshipped the wonderful prick that was churning into her aroused pussy and flashing wet lightning throughout it. Biting her lips, she wheeled her ass in violent arcs, humping with him and against him, meeting every lunging stroke the boy made with a thrusting of her own, rocking back on hands and knees.
And taking it, undulating over It, riding that marvelous pole with a mad joy because she could feel the surging of the unbelievable feeling lifting again, centering Its blaze around her throbbing clit to spread the fingering flames Into her vagina, her belly – oh, and even making her clench her anus violently.
"Jody, Jody! It's happening again – really happening! Oh – ahh, darling, don't stop fucking me – put that meat to me, rip my pussy open with your cock, you sweet boy! Ahhh! Ahh, darling – I'm coming, c – coming!!!"
Jody jack hammered his hard meat into her seething cent, gripping her dangling breasts for handholds as he struggled to drive his cockhead impossibly deeper into Elizabeth's fiery sheath, bumping it against the velvet cupping of her cervix. She was sobbing now, groaning her rapture as the orgasm went thundering through her body; her pussy flexed and gripped, rippled and let go, only to squeeze down upon the boy's pistoning shaft once more.
"Letting it go in your cent!" he gasped. "Oh Mom, Mom – you hot – assed bitch – you horny chick – I'm shooting off inside your juicy pussy, pumping my come Into you!"
Elizabeth felt the head of his cock swell and tremble, felt the hissing stream that came jetting from It to fountain deep within her maddened vagina. His semen was so thick and buttery, boiling against her womb and soaking into the tremulous walls of her pussy. She reveled in the oily, slippery sensation of the male liquid, in the oyster – like flood of the sublime fluid from Jody's straining balls. She was at once the receptacle, the taker, yet she was the pump that was siphoning the final spurtings of his come, the live, ravenous hole that was pulling the last drops of Jody's semen from the head of his darling prick.
He panted against the back of her neck, and his hands fell limply away from her tits, so Elizabeth allowed her knees to unhinge, her elbows to bend, and they slid forward together. Jody's cock was still socketed deeply within her greedy snatch as her tits flattened against the bed. Bringing her thighs together, she held him a tender prisoner there.
"That was terrific," he murmured against her skin. "I never had a better piece of ass, Betsy. You really have a precious cent, like it's lined with silks and velvets, only all slicky, and it nibbles at my cockhead. Fucking you this time was even better than the first time."
She didn't want to let him go, but she didn't struggle when Jody backed his shaft out of her clasping pussy, and again she knew the enjoyment of a trickle of gluey semen along her thigh. For the moment, she was warm and content; she had been truly loved, but Elizabeth suspected that this adorable boy had fanned an ember too long smoldering, that would become a leaping flame that would soon demand more and more gratification. She knew a little twinge of fear: could she be turning into one of those insatiable women, a nymphomaniac? Would she ever get enough prick?
Jody rolled off her, and rested beside her on his back. When she turned over, too, she saw that his cock was sagging to one side, the shrunken head leaking a bit, and the size of his balls seemed to have diminished considerably. But he was young and strong, she thought; Jody loved her, and he was eager to teach her all the things about sex she didn't know; he would soon recover.
"And I really meant to call the welfare people," she said. "What a fool I was.
His eyes were closed, and there was a smile upon his mouth. "That's why I had to take a chance and rape you, Betsy. When I first saw you, my prick jumped up hard and aching, and I figured it was worth taking a chance on a heavy bust, just to get it Inside your gorgeous snatch. Besides, if you fluked on us, we'd have to split."
"I was shocked," she explained. "I never saw anyone doing it before, and with your own sister – it upset me very much, and I just didn't know what to do. But I'm glad you raped me, Jody. I might not have made it any other way. I might have gone right on living my grey and lonely life without ever knowing how wonderful screwing really is."
His hand found her wet mound and cupped it. "And I was the first guy to make you come. It's kind of like getting your cherry. I'm going to get a couple of other kinds of cherry from you, Betsy. But we have plenty of time for that." Jody rolled up onto one elbow and peered down into her face. She didn't blush or look away, and he said, "That is – if you still want us three horny kids in your house. I mean, even If you do, what about your old man? It might be a little tough, to keep hiding everything from him."
Elizabeth said softly, "You'll stay here just as long as possible – forever, if I can manage it. And as for Sherman, I'll handle my husband. We'll have to be careful, of course, but he won't really want to hang around much, anyway. He didn't want you kids here in the first place, and he'll look for any excuse to spend more time with the woman he's keeping. The woman he's screwing."
"Okay," the boy said. "I know I can't stay away from your wonderful cunt, but, But I'll put on an act for your old man. We all will. You know, I'm hungry again, and Ill bet my brother and sister are, too. Charlene and Timmy always get hungry after they've fucked for a long time."
Laughing, Elizabeth reached across his supine body and took hold of his limp prick. It felt marvelous in her fingers, even if it was soft, and she said, "Anything you want, darling."



Chapter 4


Her husband was pleasant enough, Elizabeth thought, when he met the kids for the first time that evening. But of course, he was hurried, very busy, he explained; so much to do at the office, what with new contracts to be gone over, and shipping problems.
The children were quiet and self – effacing, answering politely when Sherman spoke to them, but volunteering no information. She noticed that he passed over the boys quickly, and paid most attention to Charlene, but in a gruff, jovial manner, and Elizabeth thought that playing the father didn't really suit her husband.
But maybe it wasn't the girl's childish beauty that appealed to him, she decided. Even though Charlene was properly subdued, she couldn't quite hide that palpable aura of vibrant sexuality that seemed to exude from the very pores of her skin. Elizabeth caught her husband staring at the girl more than once, with a puzzled, speculative look in his eyes.
"Well," he said, over a brandy royal after dinner, "our new family seems to be settling in all right, and I'm sorry I can't stay around to help you, Elizabeth. But the office – you know how it – is."
"Yes," she said. She knew, all right, and it wasn't work Sherman was hurrying to, but his mistress. And she hid a little smile, imagining the shock on his face if he even suspected that she had already been screwed – twice – by the oldest of their foster children. And she had not only fucked, but had responded in a wanton manner her husband had never experienced, wild and highly erotic.
Let Sherman toddle off to his paid slut, she thought; she had something much better, right here at home. Little eager thrills skipped through her when she caught Jody's eyes and read the sultry promises in them. More was coming, she knew; they would go back to her bed, that once lonely bed that had become such a couch of pleasure, and Jody would take her along other paths of rapture, wiggling and stroking and blending his fine young body with her own newly aroused flesh.
She barely managed to suppress a giggle, wondering what her husband would do, how he might react, if she suddenly said to him: I've been fucking, Sherman; I've taken that beautiful boy's hard prick into my cunt and ridden it, shaking my ass – using the words right out like that.
"You're looking very well," Sherman said in the foyer as he picked up his briefcase. "You haven't worn your hair down like that for a long time. Maybe taking in those kids was the right idea; it seems to be giving you a new interest in life."
If only you knew what kind of interest, she thought, and how much there is. But she said only, "Thank you, Sherman; don't work too hard."
Dutifully, he brushed his lips across her cheek "I may have to stay over in the clity tonight."
"All right," she answered, although she could have applauded, and watched him stride out to the car. Sherman was a good – looking man, virile appearing and quick moving; but for all these years, he'd had nothing to give her. When the car was gone, she closed the door and turned back into the house.
Charlene was clearing the table, and the boys weren't in sight. The girl said, "They're getting things straight in their rooms. We never had separate bedrooms before – except when we were locked up."
Elizabeth picked up the remaining dishes. "Even when you lived at home?"
"If you could call that living," Charlene answered. "Three of us in a place about the size of one of your closets. You really interested in that – or more in how we got started screwing each other?"
"Well – both, I suppose." Elizabeth said, realizing that she would have to get wed to such directness.
In the kitchen, the girl said, "Jody lost his cherry first. Mom was smashed as usual, and got him into her bed. She broke him in pretty good, and he passed It along to Timmy and me. I mean, we had to kind of comfort each other, she was gone so much. After Jody fucked me a few times, I showed Timmy what it was all about I guess I was ready for It, anyway. It seems like rye been ready to screw for years, and I was getting pretty tired of just finger – fucking myself."
Elizabeth repressed a gasp. Jody and his mother? The social worker had mentioned that Mrs. Goodall was an alcoholic, now in an institution, but to seduce her own son! Yet it hadn't really been that much different for Jody to screw his younger sister, for both brothers to share the girl. Still, they had the excuse of being so young.
"What about you?" Charlene asked. "When did you start screwing?"
Bending to stuff dishes into the washer, Elizabeth said, "When I was twenty, and married. It – it wasn't any fun for me."
"Yeeh," the girl said, "Jody told us you'd never come before. That must have been a real downer. But you're making it great with him?"
Elizabeth's face was warm; she was having a difficult time adjusting to such frankness, to discussing these intimate details. But she tried: "Yes, I am. I – I hope you're not jealous of me and your brother?"
Charlene grinned, tilted her piquant face to one side. "No way, lady. Look – when Jody's happy, it makes Timmy and me happy, too. He wouldn't be jealous of me balling anybody else, either; why should he be?"
Why indeed, Elizabeth thought, looking at it that way. There was much she had to learn, and not all of it was in sex. Turning on the dishwasher, she said, "Then you won't feel left out, when Jody and I get together?"
"Uh – uh; Timmy and I will stay down here and play tapes, and fuck when we feel like it, if that's okay with you."
"This is your house, now," Elizabeth said. "I know my tapes aren't what you like, so if you'll make a list, we'll get them Monday. And if my husband should come back tonight – "
I'II hold him off until Timmy can warn you guys," Charlene said. "One way or another."
Climbing the stairs with excitement mounting within her, Elizabeth wondered what the girl had meant by that last remark. Surely, she didn't find Sherman sexually attractive? But then, evidently someone else did, too – his mistress.
Jody was already lying on the bed, stark naked, with his hands behind his head, and his entrancing prick standing tall, the head beguilingly pink and shiny. Smiling up at her as she hesitated just inside the door, the boy said, "I got a hard – on just waiting for you, Betsy; just thinking about what we're going to do."
She knew a tremble in her tummy, a lifting of her breasts against the bra. "What are we going to do?"
"I'll show you," the boy promised. "Get undressed, darling. And look, don't be ashamed. You have a beautiful body, so never be afraid to show it off; be proud of yourself."
Elizabeth stepped out of the skirt and unbuttoned her blouse. Catching a glimpse of herself in the mirror, she watched her hands shake as they found and unsnapped the fastenings of her bra, watched the large, milky globes of her breasts spring free, the dark nipples already erect. She saw the reflection of her long rose and ivory legs as they lifted one by one, so she could pull her panties down over her feet. She did have a good body, she thought, one that was appealing enough to arouse this passionate young boy waiting on her bed. He could be making ready to screw his lovely little sister, or any other attractive girl his own age, but Jody wanted her.
Proudly, she straightened, and dared to lift her hands to cup her heavy breasts, running her fingers tantalizingly over the rigid nipples, and feeling an immediate response within the humid quivering of her mound. She even felt beautiful as she moved toward the bed, her eyes fixed upon the stiff enticement of Jody's ready prick.
"Damn," he whispered, “I don't see how your old man can rim off and leave all that gorgeous meat behind. Lie down beside me, Betsy – just stretch out and relax, on your back."
he obeyed him, her skin tingling in anticipation. He kneeled beside her, his hands sliding over her warm flesh and sending little electric shocks deep into her belly. Elizabeth knew she could make it again and again, knew that the first terrific, unforgettable orgasm had been no accident, but an exquisite ecstasy that could always be repeated – with Jody, anyhow.
Now he was nibbling at her breasts while his hands cupped and probed her mound, and she sighed with happiness as the boy drew a nipple into his mouth and tortured It lovingly with his tongue. Jody opened his lips wide and tried to get her globe entirely into his mouth, his teeth ringing the upper portion of her creamy tit, sucking and licking. Elizabeth's body twisted, and her back arched, thrusting her pussy into his hand, the humid lips seeking the penetration of his finger, her vagina hungry to be filled.
Jody eased a finger into the hot depths, stroking tenderly, and she gyrated shamelessly upon it, bringing her swollen clitoris down against the welcome hardness, humping and sliding as if she had been doing this all her life and was very experienced at it. There was wondrous heat in boy's avid mouth, and deftness in his tongue; Elizabeth reveled in feeding him her breast, as if he was her own baby and needed sustenance. Ah, but Jody was infinitely better, since he was a baby and lover rolled into one; she could mother him and fuck him, pamper him and be adored by him physically. No true mother could have the best of both worlds like that.
Not unless she had been like Jody's mom, Elizabeth thought, squirming upon the agile finger the boy was using to fast bring her to a climax. Jody's mother had seduced her own son, and taught the youngster all the intricacies of sex, breaking him in to suit her own powerful lusts. Shivering, Elizabeth put that picture out of her mind, and gave herself up to the pleasures of Jody's knowing finger as it probed her wet pussy and manipulated her aching clit.
Sucking upon her breast, he speeded up his fingering, and Elizabeth found herself riding a foaming crest of passion, wiggling and heaving her crotch to get the most sensation from it. Her orgasm broke over her like a hot, thundering sea, and she stretched her long legs stiffly out, gasping in rapture.
Before the wave had subsided, Jody was licking down her rib cage, trailing his hot tongue over her sensitive skin, nipping the pale flesh lightly between his teeth. Panting, Elizabeth tried to catch her breath, but her body was so aroused, she had trouble. Sharp tendrils of joy were curling through her body, and she dug her nails into the sheet, to hold on.
Now he was at her tummy, that slippery tongue, drawing a path of wet fire behind it, tingling and excreting. She flinched when he used the tip to bore into her belly button, and her thighs went taut. Dazedly, she wondered what he was going to do, if Jody would continue to tease her so unmercifully, or if the boy would soon climb between her legs and use that magnificently hard cock in her needy cant. She wanted it now, now, and moaned in the grip of that urgency. But still he chewed tenderly over her belly, and found a violently erotic place where her thigh and hip joined.
When he jammed his tongue into that satiny socket, Elizabeth jerked insanely, her legs coiling and her tummy rippling. He was so close to the mound itself, so very near – surely he couldn't be thinking of – of kissing it, or something equally perverted. She tried to roll aside, to remove her crotch from that kind of danger, but Jody clung to her hips with both hands, and somehow his upper body had wedged its slim warmth between her thighs, so that she couldn't close them.
"Umm," Jody said, turning his cheek slightly so that It brushed against the thick matting of her pubic hair, "Umm – your pussy is so beautiful, I'd like to just crawl up inside It and stay there. I can smell its perfume now, Betsy – sweet and musky, all tickly in my nostrils, and this gorgeous black cunt hair – "
His tongue flicked into her pubic hair, and she felt a jolt, followed by another as Jody's breath stirred hotly into the dark forest of her trembling mound. Elizabeth bit her lips and reached down for his long hair, trying to pull him away from her crotch before he could do something – something awful; she didn't know what.
Then he was kissing into her snatch, pressing his lips down firmly, nuzzling into the hairy thatching of her flexing pussy, and Elizabeth's body went weak She couldn't resist, could not fight against the heat and wetness and the tantalizing reach of the boy's hungry tongue. It was too much, too wild, the shock of it sapping her strength, and she went limp all over, although her mind screamed stop it, stop it!
But when the first probing of Jody's tongue licked sizzling along her dewy labia, Elizabeth knew then she never wanted him to stop. The sensation was so different, acutely thrilling, spreading bright flashes throughout her pulsating vagina. She opened her thighs wider, giving room for the boy's head, for the ardent gobbling of his mouth upon her cunt lips.
He pulled the labia into his mouth, sucking them as if her pussy was a sugared orange that he was trying to turn inside out. The siphoning motion drove her mad, the sweet pulling made her head whirl, and all feeling seemed to be concentrated within her snatch. Then Jody drove his tongue deeply into her hole, curling it there, laying the silken membranes and pressing his teeth into the released cant lips. It was like having a prick inside her body, Elizabeth thought, but – smaller and hotter, different, even more intimate.
The cheeks of her ass clenched as Jody slid his palms beneath them to lift her crotch higher. Oh the darling, beautiful boy! Oh, the sweet, hungry child – he was devouring her pussy, chewing it, sucking it, rolling his tongue around the inner sheathing. Of its own accord, her pelvis began to churn gently, hiking to his questing lips, grinding lasciviously upon his teeth and making short, tender strokes into his mouth.
Her mind spinning, Elizabeth realized that she was actually flicking his face, screwing Jody's mouth, and she reached again for his head, but this time to caress his hair as he continued to burrow into her seething cant. He drilled under the clitoral hood and found the tremulous seat of her passion.
Elizabeth's clit vibrated against his tongue, and she plunged her crotch eagerly against his mouth, frantically grinding for more of this raw, heady lust pervading every coiner of her being. When Jody pulled the ultra – sensitive nubbin into his teeth, she truly went crazy, clamping his head between her sleek thighs and humping greedily, gyrating her pelvis and digging her fingers into his hair.
"Oh lord!" she groaned. "Jody – Jody! Y – you're eating my pussy, eating it! Your tongue is driving me mad – your mouth sucking, the raking of your teeth – oh lord, lord!"
His answer was a wordless, feverish humming that sounded deep within the swirling depths of her inflamed cunt, and Elizabeth could hold back no longer. Eyes squeezed shut, her breath hissing between clenched teeth, she thrust strongly into the boy's ravenous mouth and came with a mind – blowing, sweet – pain violence.
"Aahhh!" she cried out, clamping his head between her thighs and pushing down upon It with her hands, attempting to drive his adoring face all the way up into her surging cent Dimly she felt his fingernails digging into the cheeks of her undulating ass, as explosion after bursting explosion scattered through her straining body, flaring along every exposed nerve end and skyrocketing from every pore of her skin.
Eons later, starshot centuries later, Elizabeth was barely conscious of Jody lifting his dripping face from the steamy, still flexing mound of her pussy and beginning to kiss his way slowly back up her body. The agile, wonderfully trained tongue found her ribs and delved adoringly beneath each of her arms, bathing the shaven pits.
Then it trailed over her nipples, into the valley of her breasts, and his hands were paying homage to the wet snatch his mouth had so recently left. Jody kissed her throat and tongued into her ear, adding fuel to the blaze that had never truly died in her belly. Twisting her pelvis, she got one of his fingers into her feverish pussy, then another. He seemed to understand her every erotic need, and gladly gratified them, stroking into her greasy slot with loving attention.
When at last his beautiful mouth reached her face, Elizabeth struck savagely at it with her own, her lips working, her tongue uncoiling. As Jody's tongue was sucked into her avid mouth, she knew that she was tasting the residual flavors of her own pussy, learning the exotic oils of her most intimate part, and she adored it. Crazily, not giving a damn about previous concepts or early programming, Elizabeth pulled on that tongue, caressed it with her own, and 'raked her teeth across Jody's.
She wanted to know it all, to do it all, to be everything at once, and with his help, it was happening. Her pussy surged around his embedded fingers, and her ass rolled tempestuously. The boy's tongue was down her throat and his hand up her cunt, and still she craved more, wishing there could be some way she might be able to also take his beautiful hard prick.
Coming furiously upon his working fingers, she moaned into Jody's mouth, "Darling, oh d – darling boy! Pull out your fingers and put that wonderful cock into my pussy instead – please fuck me – fuck me – screw me and let go your sweet come into me!"
She felt his cockhead against her fiery labia, and took it inside with a single greedy hunching.



Chapter 5


Elizabeth lolled in the hot water of her tub, luxuriating in the liquid embrace of its scented heat, breathing a steam no warmer than that inside her body. She felt marvelous, all snuggly and relaxed, and more important, she felt loved. She propped her head upon the edge of the tub and thought about that, of the special thing Jody Goodall had done for her, and she rubbed her thighs together in the water.
For the first time in her life, she felt proud of her body. As a youngster, when her breasts had begun to grow, and quickly became much bigger than those of other girls in her class, Elizabeth had tried to hide them. She'd walked hunched over, and worn a bra that was far too tight, trying to flatten the ugly mounds.
She'd given up on that, of course, but she had never worn a form – fitting dress, one that would accent her large tits and call attention to them. Now she wanted to show them to the world, to flaunt their creamy, brown – tipped globes and say: see these? Aren't they lovely? Jody adores them; he loves to suck the nipples and tries to get his whole mouth full of them. A beautiful young boy, a passionate, good – looking boy, worships my breasts.
Lifting her head, Elizabeth peered at the pointed tips lifting above the bath water, at the floating white balls that seemed to be only lightly attached to her ribs. And farther down, she saw the black triangle of her pubic hair, the roundness of her ripe thighs. The boy was devoted to that, also, dedicated to her richly haired pussy. He had sucked its juices and replaced them with his hot semen.
Her hand swam over and touched the hairs of her cunt. Never in her wildest imaginings could she have dreamed this thing she had always considered ugly, could give so much utter rapture, to herself and others. Jody said she had a gorgeous pussy, and he should know; he had been into his stunning sister's cunt, and into his own mother's. Maybe he had experience with others; Elizabeth didn't know, and she didn't really care. So long as it makes him happy, she thought, wasn't that what Charlene said?
Stroking her mound, she floated in the water, her hair already washed and piled atop her head. She was no longer shocked at the idea of the boy screwing his sister, or disturbed by innocent little Jody being seduced by his mom. It must have been quite a thrill for him, she thought, being taken between his mother's legs and introduced to a woman's pussy – especially since it was the same vagina that had produced him.
Often, Jody called her Mom while he was flicking her, and that didn't bother her, either. In fact, she liked it; It made her feel so deliciously evil and loved and wanted. Sighing, she toed the stopper from the drain and let out the water, relishing the drift of it across her body. She stood up and climbed from the tub to reach a big, fluffy towel and use it upon her tingling flesh. She wrapped another towel turbanlike around her hair and glanced into the mirror.
Was that her own face, happy and alert, that smiled back at her? And were those her eyes, so filled with light, and her mouth, looking sultry and inviting? The shadows she had become familiar with were all gone, the lines not so noticeable.
Elizabeth used a blower on her hair, letting it fluff out as it pleased, thinking that she would never again wear it drawn back from her face and pinned into an old-lady bun. She wasn't old any more; she was much younger and very alive. Not all that young, she admitted, as to raid the fridge after every prolonged session of screwing, as the kids did. But maybe they had never really had enough to eat before, and would change that habit. If she was drawn into following them, she'd soon be big as the lies she had always been told about sex.
But she could, and would, gorge herself with fucking, and make herself lovely as possible, as appealing as she could, so that Jody would always desire her. She drew on her robe, thinking she would go on a shopping spree to buy frilly panties and lacy bras and see – through dressing gowns; there were new perfumes and skin creams to sample as a celebration to her new life and a goodbye to the outworn one.
Moving back into her bedroom, she thought fleetingly of her husband, of Sherman spending the night with his mistress again. She forgave him for that, because she no longer felt betrayed or forgotten, and because she was doing the same thing, tit for tat, but probably getting the better of the bargain. Sherman's lady love couldn't possibly be sixteen years old and continually horny. Horny; what a lovely, all – encompassing word, one to cause stirrings in her flesh and warmth within her vagina, to make her nipples arch upward and outward.
The night was only beginning. she thought, and she was horny. Soon as Jody was rested, they would fuck some more, trying new variations and exploring different positions. She could think of several, but mostly – and here Elizabeth took a steadying breath – mostly, she wanted to thrill Jody as much as he had done her, and in the same fashion. Pulling her robe tighter about her body, she sat down upon the edge of the bed and forced herself to think about taking a male sex organ into her mouth.
All her life, she had considered any sexual organ as dirty and ugly. Elizabeth knew better now, because Jody's cock was a work of art, a lovely, beguiling thing more beautiful because of Its potential for ecstasy. He thought the same of her pussy, and surely if she licked his prick, she wouldn't find it repugnant. She had to by, that much was certain, and if she went about it all wrong, she could depend upon the boy to instruct her properly.
Listening, she could hear music from the tape player, and the sound of laughter. It was good to hear those sounds in the house, to know the echo of something besides loneliness. Maybe she would join the others downstairs later, after she proved to Jody how much she loved him. Elizabeth thought of the other boy, of little Timothy standing wide – legged with only a towel wrapped around his slim waist, and the towel bulging around his erect cock. Charlene was tucking both her brothers, and Timmy had helped with the original rape; he had even argued a bit with Jody about – who was going to screw Elizabeth first, and now that her thinking had been turned around, she realized that the child would still have the hots for her.
Shaking her head, feeling her long hair floating free and clean, Elizabeth decided she would face that problem when and if it arose. As of now, there was only Jody, and she was fully content with him.
She heard the door swing open, and smiled at her lover as the boy strode into her bedroom, their bedroom now, unconcerned about his nakedness, his perfect young body gleaming, his soft and shriveled prick dangling. Elizabeth held out her arms to him, and Jody came to her. Spreading her knees, letting her robe fall open and away from her shapely thighs, she took Jody between them and felt the boy's knees against the furry vee of her mound.
"I talked to the others," he said, reaching out to stroke her hair, to finger through its cascading waves. "They understand that you want to stay just with me for awhile, getting used to screwing. But Timmy is all steamed up, you know. He asked me a hundred questions – how your pussy feels, how juicy it is, the way you fuck, if you roll your ass or not. When I told him I'd already gone down on you, he just about went out of his tree. Charlene was teasing him when I left."
"Jody," she said, "do you really want me to screw your brother, too? You wouldn't be jealous of me?"
"No," he answered. "Nobody is jealous of anybody in our family. We share everything. But if Timmy turns you off, or Charlene – that's okay, too; we'll work It out. Hey – you washed your hair. It's all soft and it smells so good."
She put her lips against his hairless chest and breathed in the excliting, young animal scent of his flesh. "Well talk about the sharing later, darling. Right now, I want you very much. I – I want to make you happy as I can. Will you teach me how to – to go down on you?"
Pushing gently against her, Jody moved her backward upon the bed, and the rumpled sheets touched Elizabeth's shoulder blades as she wriggled to get her feet up. She thought she shouldn't be in this position, on her back; she ought to be kneeling beside the boy, where she could easily get at his prick. But Jody seemed to know what he was doing, and she was only a beginner at this, so she tried to relax and flow with It.
She was surprised when Jody straddled her body, placing a knee beside each of her hips. He leaned forward and caressed her tits, pushing them tenderly down with his palms, then allowing the nipples to spring erect once more.
He said, "I never got to play with tits like these before, They're so big and soft and round, all creamy and giving. and your nipples stick straight up. They're much browner than my sister's nipples, darker than my mom's were."
"Jody," she said, "have you ever fucked anyone else besides your mother and Charlene and me?"
"No," he answered, still fondling her heavy breasts. "I never got the chance. I never saw any foster parent I wanted to tuck, before you; and the welfare people kept moving us around, trying to split us up, even locking us up. But Mom taught me just about everything, and I practiced with my sister."
He pushed her breasts together, and slid up along her body, so that his balls were resting upon her lower rib cage. Elizabeth saw that his lovely prick was rising, extending Its pink head, the veins swelling along the shaft. It was always a miracle to her, observing his erection.
He bent over her then, angling his ass upwards so that his readying cock tilted down, the flanged head expanding to its fullest and the inevitable droplet of pre – seminal fluid beginning to gather upon the blunt tip. Elizabeth quivered when she felt It crowding into the crevice Jody had formed by holding her breasts together.
"My mother called this titty – fucking," Jody said. "Charlene's knockers are too small to do it right, and Mom's were never this big and soft, so I'm really going to dig this, Betsy."
She wondered what it had to do with her going down on him and tasting his prick, but the sensation was stimulating as the boy slid his hardened shaft back and forth between the silken globes of her tits. Elizabeth reached up and caressed the slowly moving cheeks of Jody's ass, exploring the feathery cleft and sometimes feeling the sac of the sliding testicles. She adored every inch of this marvelous boy, every satin centimeter of his smooth skin.
Suddenly she was conscious that Jody's cockhead was thrusting farther up through her mashed – together breasts, that it was tapping softly against her chin. Elizabeth had only to turn her head Just so, and she was breathing upon the swollen glans as it reached up to her lips. With a welcoming groan, she kissed that velvety knob, and at that moment, Jody let go her breasts, letting them fall aside. He placed his hands upon her head, steadying it, and pushed his bent knees forward until they were snugged into her armpits.
Tentatively, Elizabeth flicked out her tongue, touched it to the slippery gleam of fluid, and curled It back into her mouth for the taste. It was heady and arousing, an exotic blend of musk and succulent nectar; she let it dissolve in her mouth.
He had stopped titty – fucking her, and Jody's cockhead was now poised at her lips. She ran her tongue back out and trailed it all around the spongy bulb, feeling its shape and wondrous texture, learning Its rare flavor. Discovering the scar tissue of his circumcision, Elizabeth laved it with adoration, then curled her tongue farther along the shaft, marveling at its silken skin.
Fingering over his spread thighs, she delved into his sac and grasped the base of the shaft firmly. Without another moment's hesitation, she opened her lips and moved her head forward so that she could wrap them around Jody's throbbing cockhead. Hungrily, she sucked that exquisitely formed' knob into her mouth, sliding it across her flattened tongue and through her inner cheeks, moving it back and back until the tip brushed the cup of her throat.
She didn't retch would not retch, and soon the inclination vanished, so that Elizabeth could pay full attention to the lovely prick she held wetly within her mouth.
Caressing her hair, Jody murmured, "It's easier for you to move your head back and forth, because I might shove it too deep. That's it, Betsy. – oh yeah baby – you know how to use that hot, wet tongue. Now suck on my cock, and you can even chew it a little."
Happily she obeyed him, racing her tongue over his cockhead, plunging the tip into the darling little sticky slot, then sucking, pulling, letting her teeth lightly ring the stem of the distended shaft while she toyed with his enlarged balls. As the boy's hips began to rotate lithely, she pushed the knob back with her tongue, and started a sensual rhythm, sliding her head back and forth.
Elizabeth's cheeks dipped in and out, and her busy tongue was vibrant upon Jody's glans, along the slippery shaft; as her fingers were busy fondling his balls and the trembling cleft of his lightly haired ass. He began to stroke gently into her pulling mouth, timing his tender thrusts to the movement of her head, his pelvis rolling a little, hunching a little as he fed his hard meat into her willing face.
She must be doing it right, Elizabeth thought; the boy seemed to be enjoying it tremendously, for she could hear the ragged panting of his breath and feel the small convulsions of his squirming body.
"Eat It, baby," Jody said. "Suck my prick and lick it, keep using that hot mouth and wet tongue on my cock – ahh! Oh yeah, sweet mother – eat your son's still prick!"
He was getting close; she could sense the coming climax in the increasingly jerky movement of his sliding cock and the twitching of his belly as his pelvis arched toward her chin. It was good for her, too; it was wonderful, just knowing that she had the power to impart such pleasure, to make him twist and turn so eagerly. For the first time, Elizabeth thought of what was going to happen, of the blowoff of this adorable boy's young semen.
She had already tasted the weaker fluid, the stuff that had gathered upon his prick tip when It reached a state of readiness; the semen Itself would be stronger, she thought – considerably thicker and more rich, laden with sperm. But no matter how it tasted, even if its hot flood threatened to choke her,
Elizabeth would not take her suctioning mouth from around his enchanted cock.
"Just about to make it," Jody hissed, clinging to her head and grinding his cock deeply into her mouth. "Betsy – darling – suck me, eat me, swallow me down! Oh Mom, Mom – I'm coming!"
Elizabeth siphoned upon his flexing cockhead, racing her tongue over the tremulous glans, and felt the sudden spurting of the boy's semen. It came with a tremendous rush, a boiling spume of thick and slippery come that splashed over her tongue and far back into her throat. Rich and creamy, salty – sweet and musky, the precious male fluid drenched her mouth, drowned her teeth and flooded her tongue.
Gulping avidly, she swallowed the sizzling, bubbling juices, feeling them slide like a string of raw oysters down her throat She drew the syrupy stream down and down, bringing it into her stomach where she could digest it and feed it in turn into her bloodstream, where this vital part of Jody Goodall would forever be also a part of her own body.
The jetting semen slowed, each successive spurt smaller and weaker than the one before, and Elizabeth knew regret that it wasn't more. She tugged greedily upon the cockhead, probing it with her avid tongue in an effort to wring more juice from the boy's prick. But soon it was over, and Jody's hands fell away from their grip upon her head, and he lifted a knee from beneath her armpit so that he could roll away from her. His cock slid from her mouth, pumped dry for the moment, and she hated to let it go.
As he moved to lie beside her, Elizabeth licked at her lips and placed a hand upon his softening prick, put one arm around the boy's shoulders and drew his face to nestle upon her breasts. They went to sleep that way, together.



Chapter 6


Charlene helped Elizabeth fix breakfast, reasonably deft around the kitchen, moving with the special grace that seemed to be basic to her. Elizabeth watched the girl from the corner of her eye, noting the radiance of her, the gleaming of the red – blond hair and the sultry eyes. She was glad she'd already called her housemaid and given the woman some extra time off. Elizabeth didn't want anything or anyone to get in the way.
The girl said, "Your old man – he didn't really want us here, did he?"
"No," Elizabeth admitted, "but he came around, and I'm certain he won't be a bother to anybody. Sherman spends most of his time away from the house."
"He's a nice – looking guy," Charlene mused as she set the table. "I wonder what his hangup is. I mean, he never turned you on, and Jody did, right away. So it couldn't be you. Unless he's too quick for you, or has a cock that's way too small. Is it anything like that?"
Elizabeth hesitated, then answered: 'I – well, I didn't really think about it, before. My husband and I have just never had a – a closeness. He's built about average, I guess – maybe a little bigger than Jody, and he's always been fast. But I wanted him to be; I never enjoyed screwing before."
The girl said, "I always dug It, right from the first time Jody took my cherry. That didn't hurt, because I had been making it on my finger for a long time before I got fucked. You know, I wonder about me turning your old man on; I never screwed a grownup yet, and I'm kind of anxious to try it. Jody and Timmy are great, and I'm not putting down their fucking; no way. Only I want to spread myself around a little."
Elizabeth's face was warm, even though she tried to suppress a blush. It was so alien to her nature, to be standing there and discussing her husband's sexual abilities with anyone else. Yet this lovely, sensual girl was so completely honest and inquisitive, that she couldn't be less. She said, "Sherman is laying someone else, and obviously enjoying it, or he'd be home more. So perhaps it's simply that he and I don't click. Maybe you can turn him on, but if you try, please be careful. I wouldn't want anything to upset him and cause trouble for you – and the rest of us."
"Oh, I'll be cool," Charlene promised. "I like it here, and I figure I'll like it even better before long. Hey now – let me ask you something. Did you ever swing with another chick?"
Plates raffled in Elizabeth's hands. She said quickly, "No – no, of course not. I never even thought about such a thing."
The girl's smile was unabashed, the eyes wise. "You never thought about balling a young boy, either."
"That's different," Elizabeth answered, as the boys came into the kitchen, and Charlene said, "Is it?"
They ate heartily, quickly cleaning up.stacks of hot cakes with bacon and eggs, preceded by fruit juice, followed by milk and coffee. Elizabeth found that she was ravenous, and put down her strong new appetite to the loving she'd had the night before. And she considered Charlene screwing her husband. The girl was a smoldering sexpot, and Sherman would probably be attracted to her, as any man would.. But he had always been so stuffy, seemingly as ashamed of having sex as Elizabeth had been. Could he ever truly loosen up? To the extent of keeping a mistress, he already had, but maybe he was flicking her the same way he had his wife – quickly and without imagination and in shame. Still, Elizabeth thought, it was a good idea to keep on file.
After the dishes were cleared away, Elizabeth felt a growing anticipation, and even though she chatted casually about her plans for sending the kids to school, for them all going on a shopping spree together, she couldn't shake that sense of expectancy. The ringing of the telephone seemed an intrusion, but she answered it.
"Yes, Sherman; we're all fine. I'm sorry you couldn't get home last night, too. This evening? Yes, dinner will be ready about seven, if that's all right. Please call again, if you can't make it."
When she hung up, Elizabeth saw the three kids watching her and said, "We have the whole day to ourselves. Would you like to go out to a movie or something, maybe to the zoo and have hot dogs?"
Charlene answered, "We'd rather stay right here with you. None of us has anywhere near caught up on our screwing yet, and since your old man won't be around – "
"We'll ball," little Timmy said excitedly. "I'm ready right now, if you are, Mrs. Anderson."
She knew instinctively that the boy meant with her, and felt a tremble in the pit of her stomach. It was one thing to be in love with, and to be loved by, Jody Goodall – but taking on his brother, an even younger boy, might very well be something else, something that Elizabeth couldn't handle. She still had a lot of adjusting to do. She said, "I – I don't know, Timothy. Perhaps I need a little more time – "
There was deep disappointment in his face, and Elizabeth chewed her lip in remorse. Then Charlene said, "Look – I won't be around for a while; not right away, anyhow. I have some things to do upstairs, clean up the rooms, wash my hair, all that."
"It isn't that," Elizabeth said. "At least, I don't think it Is. But – "
And Jody came to her, sliding an arm around her waist to whisper in her ear. "It'll be okay, Betsy; you'll see. Come on, now. Let's go into the living room, where the drapes are still drawn, and you can have a drink if you want. Come on, now."
She allowed herself to be led into the other room, trying to get her head cleared, attempting to think logically. She wasn't a complete bitch; she wasn't some cheap whore, to be passed from hand to hand. But the situation wasn't like anything she'd known, either. They shared everything, Jody had explained, and especially the love of their bodies. There was no jealousy, Jody insisted.
They were at the long, low couch in the darkened room, and as Jody stripped the dressing gown from her unresisting arms, Elizabeth heard the tape player being turned on. She didn't need a drink, she decided; all she had to do was be as natural about this as her new self would allow. She had been so damned wrong for thirty – five years, and she was changing now. When Jody urged her down upon the couch, she stretched there trembling, uncertain, but knowing a warmth building within her belly.
She saw Jody sliding out of his clothes, and the lifting of his sweet cock, and beyond him, the form of his brother. Timothy was practically tearing away his jeans and tee-shirt, kicking off his tennies. Elizabeth clenched her hands and felt the arousal of her nipples, their stiffening as they rose. Could this really be her, the respectable matron, the woman who had never known an orgasm until just yesterday? Oh lord, she thought in confusion, had it only been yesterday?
Here she was, totally naked before not one, but two strange young boys, trying to ready herself to learn the feel of a new and different prick Yesterday, she had been raped and responded wantonly as she discovered the meaning of ecstasy; today, she was more or less willing to try it with a different lover. And again Elizabeth knew confusion and uncertainty. She had made it so wonderfully with dear, adorable Jody, learning more about her body within the short space of a few wild hours than she had ever known before. Was it possible to have the same kind of reaction to someone else, from a child even younger?
Timothy was moving toward the couch, and she focused upon the upright, swollen cock protruding from his crotch. The boy had very little pubic hair, and what there was shone pale blond, almost silvery around his small balls. But his prick was something else; distended and engorged, its head gleamed light pink, a big, solid cockhead throbbing atop a rigid pole that was bigger than his older brother's. It fascinated her, with its stretched knob and Its veined staff, and Timothy was caressing It with one hand as he stood before her, peering down at her nude body with awe.
"Man, what a juicy – looking pussy, he breathed. "Look at all that thick, black hair curling around her cunt lips. Mrs. Anderson, you're really beautiful; I never saw such big, soft tits before, and those long, long legs – "
Jody moved to the head of the couch and kneeled upon the carpet, his face close to Elizabeth's. "Just relax, darling. Timmy will love you as much as I do. He's so horny for you that he's about to pop off in his hand."
"My first woman pussy," Timothy said softly, and crawled up on the couch, setting himself between, 'her legs, kneeling there with his heated skin touching hers. "All that far out body – so round and smooth; all that crazy pussy, with so much mossy hair on It. I can see her pink lips peeping through the black fur. Man, oh man! I don't know what I want to do first – eat that gorgeous cunt or fuck it."
Jody said, "You'd better hick It If you don't, your cock will be spitting come all over the place. You can always go down on Betsy after."
Elizabeth quivered at the feel of Timothy's small hands upon her breasts, at the silken skin of him between her thighs. The boy caressed her tits gently, his slim fingers exploring their size and shape, then teasing the erect nipples, rolling them and playing with them as if they were the most precious of toys. Jody kissed her cheek and stroked her outspread hair, calming her while his younger brother fondled her body. She could accept it better because Jody was close.
But within a matter of seconds, Elizabeth found that she was concentrating upon Timothy, rather than upon Jody, squirming under the caress of his wandering fingers, her pelvis moving slowly as the young boy felt into her crotch. His fingers delved tenderly into her mound, feeling through the mattress of hair to find and pet the softening, dampening lips of her pussy. His touch was adoring, very gentle, and she was a little surprised, because he had been so anxious.
Then she felt the spongy knob of his glans nuzzling into her vulva, and a shudder fanned warmly throughout her flesh, making the rounded flesh of her thighs go tense. But even then, little Timothy didn't plunge right into her snatch; instead, he drew his large velvety cock – head up and down in the joining of her thighs, tickling it over the taut skin. His hands stroked over her hips, her belly, and she realized that this youngster was as proficient at sexual foreplay as his older brother, that he had the facility and patience to bring a woman to the peak of urgent desire before actually fucking her.
He rubbed the distended bulb back into her mound, drawing it all the way down to her anus, and resting it there for a tantalizing moment before trailing it back up and settling its resilient bluntness into the now torrid lips of her cunt. Slowly, Timothy moved it into her willing gash, pressing up and in as the rubbery labia stretched gladly for its entrance.
Elizabeth felt the cockhead slide into her vagina, and her cunt lips clung joyfully to the very stiff club as the boy worked his meat deeper and deeper. Up it. went, reaching farther than Jody's prick, nudging against the basket of her womb.
"Juicy," Timothy panted as his knob tapped bottom. "I knew your pussy would be this rich and juicy, lady. Oh wow – you're so hot and slick that I can't believe it. My balls are buried in your cunt hair, and your belly is like satin against mine. Man, man – you're tighter than I thought a grownup woman's pussy would be, and you're deep, sweet and deep – "
And warmly into her ear, Jody whispered, "Go ahead and hick him, Betsy. Show my little brother what a terrific screw you are. He's already crazy about your fabulous pussy, but you can turn him on even more. Fuck the hell out of him, darling."
So she threw her arms around the boy's slim neck and drew his panting mouth down to hers, meeting the thrust of his tongue with a serpentine coiling of her own, clashing her teeth to his. Now his willowy body was atop her, against her, so small and smooth, and she adored its newness, just as she loved the steady, powerful stroking of his strange prick inside her convulsing vagina.
Hiking her pelvis, she rocked Timothy upon it, bringing her thighs together to trap his narrow body there. The boy pumped deeply into her writhing sheath, sticking his young, rigid meat into her searing wetness. His balls thumped damply into the up tilted crack of her gyrating ass, and Elizabeth lifted her long legs, raised them high so she could wrap them completely around the small of the kid's heaving back. Now she had him, now – now – and she could hick him as she pleased, because she was in control, churning upon his plunging shaft; grinding over the prodding cockhead.
Sucking upon his tongue, Elizabeth screwed the horny child fiercely, enveloping him, squeezing his lunging club with vaginal muscles she didn't know she had. Timothy tore his mouth away for air, and his thin fingers dug into the cheeks of her surging ass.
"You're fucking me back!" he gasped. "Your hot pussy is eating up my cock, sucking on it, squeezing it like a hundred greasy fingers – oohh! – what a far out snatch!"
"Stick it to me, Timothy," she hissed. "Oh you darling, passionate boy – stab me with your prick – cram it so far up my hungry pussy that I won't be able to breathe – ahh, baby – ahh, darling – what a big, hard cock – "
Timothy crammed it to her, stepping up his pace, arching his back as he tried to drive it deeper. "Big as your old man's prick? Is mine hard as his, and do you fuck him like this, all tied up in your long, smooth legs?"
"Oh – oh – oh!" Elizabeth moaned. "Yours is much harder than my husband's cock, darling – and no, no, I never fucked him this way – give it to me, lover – I'm getting sooo close!"
"Me, too," the boy gasped. "You're so hot and slick I can't stand it, and the way you shake your crazy ass AHHH!"
He came a split second before she did, and she learned the gushing of this new fountain of unfamiliar semen as it geysered against her cervix. Timothy's come was steaming, a violent splatter of ejaculated liquid like melted honey that saturated her flexing vagina and hung a pulsing globule upon her womb.
Elizabeth climbed his pistoning ass with her feet, and wrung her dripping snatch around his stilled pole. She came in a frantic upheaval that seemed to tear her apart, and even as her pelvis hammered greedily against his, one section of her mind exulted. Now she knew that she could climb the heights with anyone who was thoughtful and skillful and strong – cocked. She wasn't frigid, and even though Jody Goodall was enchanted, his magic wasn't unique; his younger brother had it, too.
And she could gratify them both, make both these beautiful, horny boys explode their joyous semen into her developing pussy; she could take their luscious pricks into her mouth and drain still more of the vital juice from them that way. She was fully a woman, at last, desired and sensuous and loved the way a woman should be.
Letting her legs slide down Timothy's slim back, she tucked her feet against the bed and said to him, "Darling, darling – you're a wonderful lover. Your cock is still hard inside my pussy, and your hot come has packed it from end to end. Oh, how I enjoy that slippery, greasy feeling."
Nuzzling into her big breasts, the boy said, "I'm going to hick you some more, as much as I can. I'll never get enough of this deep, fine cunt."
"But not right now," his brother said. "My turn, Timmy – just like we do with Charlene."
Slowly, the boy withdrew his still pulsing rod, backing it from the wet clenching of her labia with a liquid sound as the lips closed after it. And he was barely gone from between her legs when Jody was taking his place, but urging Elizabeth over, so he could lie down upon the couch. She understood that he wanted her to get on top, and she did so gladly.
She gloated down at the upright prick, at the polished pink head with its liquid diamond of juice. With one knee at each of Jody's slim hips, Elizabeth poised above him, her pussy inflamed and dripping, but eager for more screwing, for the exchanging of one hard cock for another, one eager lover for another. She knew what it was like to be a fairy queen, a bitch goddess, a doting mother and a pliant wife, what it felt like to be very young and tremendously alive.
Conscious of Timothy crouching off to one side, she took Jody's rigid club in one hand, and steered it up into the humid lips of her pussy. Quivering at its initial touch, she guided the distended knob into her sensitive vulva, settling her weight gently upon it and letting it slide upward into her foamy oven.
Watching her hairy crotch lower until its fur blended with the bronze feathering of the boy's, Elizabeth sighed happily. Jody's hands came up to rest upon her hips, and she was glad he found her so attractive, joying because she could give him everything he craved, that her body was lush for him, and her cunt hot for him. Lithely, erotically, she rotated her ripe ass, moving his splendid young meat deeply within her soapy sheathing. Jody lay quietly, letting her rock upon his embedded shaft as she pleased, now stroking the cheeks of her ass, now caressing her satin belly.
It would last much longer this time, she thought, rippling her vagina around his strong rod, grinding her crotch into his; unless he had been so excited by watching her hick his brother that he would explode earlier than usual.
But Jody was steady, rolling only a little bit with her, rocking only faintly as her pulsating snatch did tricks for him, nibbling at his burled cockhead with slippery membranes. She started to lean forward, meaning to lock her mouth to his and to crush the aching nipples of her tits into his hairless chest. The boy cupped her breasts instead, and held her more or less upright, and Elizabeth didn't know why, until she caught a blur of whiteness upon the couch arm and saw the pale, slim legs come down.
She stared as Timothy placed his feet carefully so as not to disturb his brother's position, and saw the greasy length of the kid's engorged cock very dose, looming before her eyes so that she could make out even the tiny bumps scattered across the pink velvet head and the seepage that was leaking from the little slot.
Did Timothy mean for her to – to go down on him, while Jody's prick was still locked adoringly within her pussy? The boy reached for her head, and she knew. Jody's hand slid from her breasts then, to give her room, and Elizabeth dropped her head a bit, bracing her hands upon one lover's chest while her mouth sought another cock. The younger boy jerked as her tongue flicked out and encircled his sticky glans, but Jody's shaft surged within her cunt then, and she had no time to simply tease. She drew the flanged bulb into her lips as far as she could take it, feeling the touch of the blunt tip against the soft cup of her throat.
They were locked together then, the two beautiful boys and herself, one into the other, blending and sharing, all of them giving, each of them taking. Elizabeth felt more loved, because she was taking them both.
She sucked blissfully upon Timothy's large shaft, lapping her hot tongue over the enlarged knob and savoring this new flavor, this different taste of semen and warmy, silken flesh, enjoying the way the boy was thrusting gently into her mouth. Dipping her inner cheeks, she pushed with her tongue and blew out, only to drag the thrusting glans deep once more. And she never stopped moving voluptuously upon the other cock buried to the hilt within her well – oiled snatch.
They clung to her, one set of hands upon the cheeks of her swiveling ass, the other pair to her head. She could hear them panting, and feel the twinned surgings of their crotches. Eyes closed, feeling every nerve end of her body glowing, Elizabeth fucked and sucked at the same time.
Somebody moaned, and somebody else gasped, but she wasn't certain which of them cried out, not even of herself. Wrapped onto them and into them, she loved the two passionate boys with all her vital forces, and they were all moving together, hunching and grinding, asses rotating, bellies heaving, hands clutching. It was sweet, wild, lascivious, and Elizabeth gave herself fully to the rhythm, her pussy suctioning as well as her busy mouth.
Timothy dug his fingers into her flowing hair and drove his flexing cockhead deep. His sizzling ejaculation erupted into her mouth, spitting globules of sticky come down her throat, and she swallowed gleefully, pulling for more, letting the juices drain down into her stomach, savoring the taste and thickness, the greasy richness sprayed upward from the boy's convulsing balls.
Elizabeth would never know which of them came first, she or Jody, and it didn't really matter. They churned together in a maddened, spinning ecstasy that welded his spurting prick inside the steaming clench of her saturated vagina, their crotches hammering insanely, their thighs taut and trembling as they reached the very pinnacle of emotion. Maybe she came more than once, in a multiple orgasm, or maybe it was a stretching – out of the magnificent climax. She knew only that wave after wave of blazing rapture swept over and around her and through her.
Carefully, lingeringly, Timothy took his softening prick from her mouth, drawing the sticky head across her lower lip and releasing his grip upon her hair. Elizabeth drew her tongue across her mouth to lap up any dampness the glans might have left behind, and raised herself to a sitting position. Jody's cock was still lovingly embedded within her sloshy cunt, his balls still tucked into the cleft of her mossy ass.
She looked down at the boy's quiet face, at his closed eyes and the mouth gone slack in relaxation. Oh, she adored him, and his horny brother too. She could worship their pricks with the utmost devotion, paying homage to them with lips and tongue and the concentrated heat of her aroused pussy, and she would, she promised herself, she certainly would.
Tenderly disengaging herself, Elizabeth lifted from Jody's shaft, hearing the liquid noise it made when her cunt lips released the dripping head; It was a musical sound that she meant to listen to as often as possible, and its special echo would always turn her on.
Limply, she sat upon the couch with her long legs stretched out, with her feverish pussy still pulsating, and the nipples of her heavy breasts yet enlarged. Leaning her head back, Elizabeth breathed deeply of the love – scented air, and thought that she had traveled a long way since her first orgasm. She couldn't imagine that she had ever resisted screwing Jody; it seemed like a bad dream, that image of her naked body writhing in frantic attempts to get away, while Timothy and Charlene held her down. How could she have been so stupid, so utterly silly?
She opened her eyes as one of the boys thrust an icy glass into her hand, and sat erect to taste the drink they'd mixed for her. It was powerfully laced with bourbon, the coke only a shadow upon her tongue, and she coughed after the first swallow. But she took another, and thanked Jody for bringing it to her.
He said, "I figured you might need it, after balling the two of us; thought you might be a little weak in the knees."
"I am," she smiled, "but don't ever let that stop you, lover. I think I can screw forever, hour after delicious hour of feeling two fabulous pricks in me at the same time. Oh, I'm so glad you talked me into this, darlings. Please have a little patience with me, if I hesitate again. I – I was wrong for so many years that it's like a bad habit, very difficult to break."
"You're nothing but wonderful," Jody said, sitting down beside her, his bare leg touching hers. "In one way, you've really just started fucking, and already, you're terrific at it."
"Good as our sister," Timothy put in. "Better, in some ways."
Elizabeth sipped more of her drink, feeling the warmth of the alcohol gathering deep within her belly, where it competed with the heat already there, that lovely pile of embers left over from the fucking she had received, and the semen she had swallowed. Now she knew both these handsome boys equally, having eaten both their hard pricks, having screwed them both. And she began to understand their intense attachment to their passionate little sister, who had also shared their love.
"Does Charlene go down on you, too?" she asked.
"Sure," Jody answered. "She's always hot for a prick, anywhere she can get it. Oral sex was one of the first things my mom taught me. She had me eat her first, telling me how to do it every second, and then she ate me. It was kind of standard for us to start out like that, then go on to a good, long fucking, once the edge was off us both."
Timothy had found a soft drink, and brought the can back to sit on the other side of Elizabeth. He said, "Mom didn't get around to me for quite awhile; even when she was all boozed up, I guess she thought I was too much of a kid. But one night Jody and I changed places in her bed, and I got some of her good pussy, too. After that, it didn't seem to make much difference to her who she was screwing, just as long as she got the meat from somebody."
And Jody added, "It would have been okay, but after awhile, the welfare people started hanging around and asking questions. She was always getting busted for being drunk, and finally they just took us away. I'm glad now, Betsy. I'm really glad."
Kissing his cheek, Elizabeth said, "I am, too. You'll never know how much, because without you lovely kids, I would never have been born again, given another chance at life. We'll be so happy here together."
Thoughtfully, Jody said, "What about your old man? I mean, even if he isn't around all that much, some day he's bound to walk in and catch me or Timothy with a hard prick buried in his wife's sweet pussy. And then what?"
She said, "I won't care. I just don't give a damn about what my husband thinks or does. Of course, he could make trouble for us through the welfare office. But if he even dares, I'll – "
"It may be better," Jody mused, "if we can get him with us. Look Betsy – I don't think that any guy who can raise a hard will be able to put down Charlene when she comes on strong. She is one hot and eager piece of ass, and every guy who even gets close to her can kind of feel it."
"Yes," Elizabeth said, "your sister has that in mind, I think. She was talking about it to me in the kitchen, but I don't know how Sherman will react. It will have to be done carefully, and I'll have to catch him making it with her, so he'll know he can't say anything."
"We can fix it," Timothy said excitedly. "I'm sure we can."
Finishing her drink, and feeling a little lightheaded. Elizabeth nodded. "But that's somewhere off in a dim and fuzzy future. If I know my husband, he may not even stay home after dinner tonight. And even if he does, I'll feed him so many drinks that he'll sleep through a hurricane, I promise you."
Grinning, Timothy said, "The guy must be out of his head, to go off and leave a crazy pussy like yours behind."
"He really doesn't know anything about my pussy, Elizabeth said truthfully. "I didn't know myself, until Jody fucked me. I imagine that Sherman would be just as surprised as I was, to find he had a wild and abandoned woman in his arms. But we just never clicked, my husband and me; maybe we never will."
"You don't know that," Jody said.. "Since you're so turned on, maybe you can do the same for him."
Elizabeth got off the couch and passed one hand over her face. "I can't believe this Is me, talking like this. But it is me, the woman who has been hiding inside a stiff – necked, uptight old harridan all this time. Now that the real woman is out, she's damned well going to stay out, no matter what I have to do to protect her freedom." Timothy clapped his hands together. "You know, you're really sexy when you walk around naked like that. Your ass jiggles up and down with every step you take, all wiggly and rippling, like it's begging for somebody to take hold of the cheeks."
Turning, she posed proudly for them, cupping her swollen breasts in both hands and aiming the nipples at the boys. She rolled her hips and did a bump and grind remembered from some otherwise long – forgotten night club. It made her feel good, and she watched the glow of their faces with delight.
Then Elizabeth said, "The hell with worrying about anybody else. I can see a couple of young pricks lifting themselves up again, and I think we ought to concentrate on them."
"Back and forth," Timothy suggested, "like we make it with Charlene?"
"Any way our foster mother wants it," Jody answered. "Every way she wants it."
They didn't use the couch this time; the carpet was deep and soft, its pale color complementing Elizabeth's bare skin as she sank upon it, that delicious throbbing beginning deep within her vagina and spreading throughout her body. She had no reservations now, and could hold nothing back from these two intriguing boys. She didn't want to keep anything from them, no part of her mind or body. And possibly, she was reaching the point where she would also hide nothing from herself.
Immediately, though, something interfered with that decision. Elizabeth felt someone behind her, and looked around to see the girl Charlene in the doorway, one lean hip propped casually against the frame. She was wearing a mini – nightie that exposed the dark red furring of her pubic mound, the diaphanous material calling rapt attention to the lovely spot, instead of trying to cloak that utterly feminine vee. Charlene's exotically slanted eyes were fastened upon Elizabeth, and little hot lights flickered in them as she stared.
Throatily, the girl said, 'Can I come in? I kind of figured that since you've been balling both the boys, maybe you aren't uptight about other people being around, anymore
"I – I suppose so," Elizabeth said, bringing her thighs together and telling herself that it was all right, that she shouldn't feel in the least embarrassed. But Charlene was another woman.
Somehow, that seemed to make it different, and for a few hectic seconds, Elizabeth felt some of her old self creeping back. But she fought It, refusing to fit herself back into that tight, grey mold that had always strangled her in the lonely past. She forced a smile, and hoped that Charlene would make herself inconspicuous. The girl did just that, drifting to the couch out of the way, but just as she sank down upon it, said, "You've got the most beautiful body I ever saw. I hope my tits will look like that some day, all big and soft and firm, too. And maybe my cunt hair will grow that deep and shaggy. But I may never have long legs like yours, or develop an ass that fantastic."
Swallowing, Elizabeth murmured, 'You're stunningly lovely just the way you are, Charlene. There's something very special about you, a sensuous radiance that few women are lucky enough to possess.
The girl smiled back, and crossed her almost thin legs as she sat back upon the couch, ready to watch whatever sex acts her brothers were going to perform upon their foster mom. Elizabeth made herself look away from the compelling young body, to fix her eyes instead upon the naked boys and their wonderfully erect cocks.
Timothy approached her first, kneeling upon the rug and fondling her knees until she pushed her legs out flat and lay back, opening her thighs for the boy. Her mound was quivering In anticipation, and she could feel the warmth of the semen still held within its silken folds. She liked the juicy sensation, and the boys didn't seem to mind that her pussy wasn't squeaky clean. Timothy was already stroking the damply matted hairs and fingering over the greasy lips.
But she was expecting him to set his enlarged cock – head against her vulva, and was surprised when the boy snuggled down to kiss her thighs, to lick hotly along them and make white – hot tendrils of urgency reach longingly through her flesh. Sure, he wouldn't go down on a cunt that was practically dripping come? But evidently, Timothy didn't care about that, or perhaps even relished the additional juice, for he was soon nuzzling into her mound, and his quick tongue was busy teasing her labia.
Gasping, Elizabeth felt the boy cram his tongue deep into her drenched vagina, and he wasted no time in raking it around, then upwards to find the trembling erection of her taut clitoris. He ate pussy differently than his brother, she thought dazedly; little Timmy went at it more hungrily, almost fiercely, jabbing with his strong tongue, and using a powerful suction that peeled her cunt lips inside out into the vacuuming of his eager mouth.
She hunched to him, digging her fingernails into the carpet as her ass rolled with the arching of her back. Timothy took a firm grip under her writhing thighs, and kept them pried widely apart, so that all the tenderness of her feverish pussy was open to his searching mouth. Elizabeth forgot everything else – the boy kneeling close to them, the girl watching avidly from across the room; there was only the hotly pistoning tongue, and the sweetly paining teeth, and the fabulous siphoning that was tugging at her cunt.
Her breath hissing loudly, she fucked his adorable face with humping, grinding movements that smeared her oils over his cheeks and nose and chin, trying to sandpaper his skin with the wet hairs. He made her come swiftly, and It was as if a bomb went off within the churning depths of her flexing snatch. Jolt after jolt of hot, wet lightning flamed through her, and Elizabeth keened wordless sounds of rapture.
She was still whipping her groin back and forth when the boy took his loving mouth from her steaming mound to kiss up her trembling body, but by the time he – had fastened his lips to one of her rigid nipples, Timothy's swollen cockhead was urgently thrusting at her labia. The smeared, inflamed lips spread themselves to allow him entrance, and his flanged, spongy knob slid deliciously up into the silken clenching of her lathered vagina.
Elizabeth lifted her crotch to meet his stroking, rolling joyously upon his surging pole as she bucked her stimulated clit against the distended stem of his meat. Timothy gyrated his pelvis, making his plunging bulb probe the farthest reaches of her searing hole. She rocked deliriously upon it, letting her wild body run free to make the most erotic, abandoned movements possible.
"Sweet, deep pussy," The boy panted. "Grownup pussy, all hairy and hot, chewing on my prick. Fuck me, lady – hick me hard and mean!"
Timothy shuddered, his fingers clawing into her thighs, and his cockhead lunged spasming against her tilted cervix. Ballooning, it hosed her womb with violently bubbling liquid, the kid's entire shaft jerking and twisting. His sizzling jelly packed her cavity, salving the vaginal walls and gathering to puddle around the deeply embedded base of his ironhard prick.
She didn't mind that she hadn't been given time to come again; It was almost as good to receive his youthful semen, to luxuriate in the slippery adoration of his male vitality.
Suddenly he was gone from her, his solid cock torn from the gripping of her invigorated pussy, and Elizabeth's eyelids fluttered in disappointment, but not for long. Jody immediately took his younger brother's place between her thighs, setting his rubbery glans against her dripping labia, then burying the length of his prick into her vagina with almost the same motion.
New passions stirred within her, and she squirmed sinuously upon the working staff, meeting her lover stroke for stroke, slowly bringing her long legs up to lock them possessively about his sleek body. Yes, she thought, she would always be able to tell the difference between Jody's fucking and that of any other man. Even though Timothy delighted her, there was still something unique about the way Jody screwed, a special, corkscrewing plunge of hard meat, a certain thrilling wiggle of his ass.
His mouth found hers, and their tongues intertwined thirstily, lapping and caressing. Jody's gentle but fulfilling thrusting turned into something primitive, a solid sledging of his pelvis into hers, a hammering of his youthful crotch that axed his hard knob far up into her eagerly scissoring pussy. Elizabeth fucked him back the same way, savagely, brutally, jacking her cunt furiously around his drilling cock, her teeth raking Jody's, her fierce inhalations sucking his hot breath down into her lungs.
Straining, writhing, she damped him between her thighs and banged away at his lunging shaft until she came, and as Elizabeth reached the magic crest, she felt the spraying of her lover's semen. And in the background, she could hear the sound of applause as the girl on the couch clapped her hands.



Chapter 7


They finally separated just in time for everyone to clean up before dinner, and Elizabeth hurried through her bath in order to get things together in the kitchen. She was halfway through preparing the meal when Charlene came down to help, and, between them, they managed to get a reasonably creditable dinner upon the table before Elizabeth's husband got home.
She was wobbly in the knees and a teeny bit tires from the almost continuous fucking she'd had throughout the day, and so many blistering orgasms had sapped some of her strength. Masking her unease, she performed the expected ritual at the door when Sherman arrived, holding up her cheek for his cool peck, and taking his hat and briefcase.
In the foyer, he said, "Did It really go all right with the kids? They make me feel a little uncomfortable in my own house, you know. It wouldn't have been nearly so upsetting with just one, but to take them all in – "
"They're a family," Elizabeth hissed warningly, "and now I'm one of them. I simply won't have us split up, Sherman."
He shrugged and slipped out of his jacket. "Oh come on; you can't have gotten that close to them already. You always dramatize things, my dear."
"I'm close," she said. "I'm very close to them." She wished she could tell her husband just how close; Sherman would have a stroke if she did, if she just came right out and said, look here, you big stuffed shirt – I'm flicking both these horny boys, and they're both going down on me; I'm also eating their luscious young pricks, Sherman – and what the hell do you think of them apples?
Turning away from him, Elizabeth chewed her lips to keep from being overcome by hysterical giggles and preceded her husband into the dining room, where the children (children!) waited. She saw right away that he didn't even have their names straight yet, that he was covering the lack with that phony bluff heartiness which made him a success in business.
The boys greeted him politely, all scrubbed and wearing their most innocent faces, and Elizabeth noticed that the girl had picked a seat next to him at the table. She worried a little about that, and hoped that Charlene wouldn't do anything to startle Sherman. The girl's aura of sexuality was very noticeable, and the way she was hanging onto every word he uttered should have been obvious to the man, but Sherman seemed to bask in the attention.
Passing dishes around, Elizabeth realized that Charlene had a basic, unabashed femaleness she must have been born with. Her skin was radiant, and her eyes soft; there was a subtle hint of sexuality around the rosebud mouth, and every small movement of the slim body was a study in artistry. Sherman was impressed, and spent most of the meal talking with the girl.
Catching Elizabeth's eye, Jody winked, and she saw Timothy grinning down into his plate. They knew what their sister was doing, that she was spreading the silken net for this unwary man, scenting the trap with promise and baiting it with her youth. It might just work out, Elizabeth thought; Sherman might actually be male enough to succumb to the girl's wiles – if he could shake free of his uptight morality.
By the time they had finished dessert, Sherman was expansive, telling corny little jokes, and Elizabeth found herself listening, even smiling. She wished that her husband could be like this more often, and she began to understand something of what Charlene saw in him. Sherman could be attractive; he was big and strong looking, tall, and with a wide, muscular chest He had good shoulders and even features, and was now flashing a quick, bright smile.
But she knew him differently, as the shamed man sneaking quick and uncaring sex in the dark, rabbit fast and rabbit scared. Elizabeth wondered about the girl he keeping, if she was young and lovely, if she merely up with Sherman's fucking because he was paying the bills, or if she really cared for him and enjoyed the screwing. Elizabeth felt a quick twinge of something, certainly not jealousy, as she thought he might have improved his technique, and she admitted reluctantly that her own previous frigidity might have had something to do with both of their joyless sex lives.
"Well," he said, pushing back his coffee cup. "I guess were going to be a happy family. Since tomorrow is Sunday and I'm not going in to work, maybe we can find something fun to do together. Then we'll have to see about getting all of you Into school."
The boys said something about being kind of draggy, and went upstairs to bed, but Charlene lingered, to help with the cleanup. Elizabeth saw her husband's eyes stroking the girl's narrow hips and very slim legs, saw his glance feeling over the small, high breasts. He even came in to help with the dishes, not wanting Charlene to vanish, too. The girl was cool about it, teasing and sending out those deliberately sensuous signals, but not doing anything overt. She played shy at moments, but she also brushed her hip accidentally against Sherman's thigh, or touched his bare forearm with her bra – less breast when she leaned across him to put a dish away.
Sherman was sweating, Elizabeth saw, his face red under the tan, and she thought she could make out a suspicious bulge in the front of his pants, but she wasn't certain about that part. But she could see that he was obviously disappointed when Charlene said goodnight and tripped off to bed, her beguiling little ass swaying voluptuously.
"She's quite a kid," he said when the girl was gone.
"So are the boys," Elizabeth answered. "Do you want a drink or anything?"
"I guess not. It's been a long day at the office, and I guess I'll turn in early, too. Say – I'm glad it's working out. With the kids, I mean."
"Yes," she said, "it's working out quite well." She lay in bed with a book, but not able to concentrate, often reading the same paragraph over and over. The sheets were cool and clean against her bare skin, for Elizabeth had decided to sleep in the nude. Yet she was restless, fretting about the involvement of her husband in this new and revitalizing life she had discovered. Worrying over the possible consequences of Sherman being horrified, and striking out blindly In hurt and embarrassment. He could ruin everything, if he didn't cooperate,.if he refused to understand and accept a complete honesty.
Turning off the bed lamp, she tossed restlessly and wished she had taken a drink or two to help her sleep. She was still wide awake when her bedroom door opened quietly, then closed again. Sitting up and clutching the sheet to her breasts, she whispered, "Sherman?"
The figure flitted through darkness and she thought it was Jody, or more likely the impetuous Timothy, taking a chance to be with her. The bed sagged a bit under slight weight, and a small hand felt out in the blackness to find her cheek.
"No," Charlene murmured, "it's me."
The girl slid beneath the sheet, and Elizabeth felt a tingle against her thigh as warm skin brushed there. Charlene was also naked. "Charlene – what – "
"Shhh; I think your old man has just zonked, and I'm sure both the boys are crashed."
There was a distinct shock as the girl turned and put her arms around Elizabeth, an electrical jolt when the small breasts burrowed their hard points Into Elizabeth's big soft mounds. She could feel the whole slim length of Charlene's willowy body against her own, the skin impossibly smooth and silken, warmed by mysterious inner flames. The fiat belly moved, and there was the thrusting of a dainty, feathered crotch, a resilience of the tiny pussy like damp velvet.
Charlene's breath stirred Into Elizabeth's ear: "I was lonely. I kept thinking about how you fucked my brothers today, how beautiful you are, and I just had to come to you."
Tentatively, hesitantly, Elizabeth put her arms around the girl, meaning to comfort her, soothe her perhaps, then send her back to her own bed. Charlene's hair touched her nose, smelling fresh and faintly scented and very young, very soft. Charlene's warm breath tickled along her neck and Into her ear, sending quick responsive shivers down Elizabeth's spine. The trim, lithe body moved against her with a serpentine rolling of sleek hips and slender legs, with a soft but growing urgency that communicated itself to something burled deeply within Elizabeth.
No, she thought frantically – oh, no! This was against all concepts of morality, new and old, and her mind struggled with the idea, rejecting It as Impossible, but the lovely young body was moving, nestling, snuggling, and Charlene's skin felt heated, felt like burnished satin, and the tingle of her pubic hair was provoking.
Once she would have also rejected the merest hint of laying a sixteen – year – old boy, of laying anyone, really. Now she not only accepted that, and more – since she had been a willing participant in group sex, too – but she had been seriously thinking of getting her husband involved. If a mental housecleaning was going on, shouldn't she also at least try to sweep out all the dark corners, and give this new situation a chance?
Maybe she had no choice, for her flesh was being aroused, and that inner turmoil was growing ever stronger. When Charlene's small hands strayed up and down the curve of her back, Elizabeth trembled and the motion rubbed her hardening nipples back and forth over the girl's small, firm breasts.
Then Charlene's caressing fingers were fluttering over the rich curvings of Elizabeth's ass, stroking ever so lightly, ever so teasingly, and the tremors turned into earthquakes. Elizabeth couldn't help herself, didn't want to resist, and in turn, she drew her hands along the slowly twisting length of that lean and thrillingly volatile young body. The girl's lips were against Elizabeth's throat, soft and exploring, moving up along the jaw line and to the ear.
Elizabeth flinched at the hot probe that reached into her ear, and found her hands tightening upon the slimly sculptured mounds of Charlene's buttocks. Their breasts were mashed together, throbbing one to the other, resilient flesh to flesh, sending messages that only another woman could possibly decipher.
The girl's lips were sliding across her cheek, and touched the corner of her mouth. Charlene's lips were vibrant, mobile, spiced by the wholesome sweetness of her breath, and she placed them gently upon Elizabeth's. Parting, trembling, a dainty tongue sought comfort in Elizabeth's mouth, and she welcomed the honeyed exploring. The first curling against her own tongue sent flashes of liquid flame exploding through her body, and her arms tightened convulsively around Charlene's ticktocking form. The furry little mound squeezed Into her much hairier, much riper pussy, and soon they were stroking together there, moving their humid cunt lips back and forth and across.
It was different, and it was wondrously excliting, yet it was frustrating, for Elizabeth needed penetration, craved something to fill the aching void of her vagina and to fondle the throbbing alertness of her awakened clitoris. And she strove for more pressure, parting her thighs and using her hands to urge the girl's thrusting pussy harder against her own eager vulva. She felt something marvelously soft and quivering, an anxious pushing that made her own clit leap in answer, and Charlene moaned into her mouth, the girl's hot breath quickening.
Could their clits be touching? Something was massaging Elizabeth's hungry seat of passion, and her fucking movements were becoming more pronounced with every stroke.
"Th – that's it!" Charlene panted against her lips. "Oh yeah, Betsy – that's the way. I think we can make it like this, if you'll roll over and hike your pussy up at mine – "
Elizabeth turned onto her back, holding the girl tightly within her arms, sliding her deep tits over the hard, young knobs, passing her belly across Charlene's. Now her legs were opened to their fullest extent, and she jammed her cunt up against the girl's little snatch, grinding it into the giving, avid dampness, bucking her clit into something that was stimulating it with every lascivious thrust.
Charlene got her hands under Elizabeth's surging ass to grip the mellow cheeks, and tore her mouth away to seek a distended nipple with suctioning lips. Elizabeth's back arched convulsively and she pressed the girl's face hard into her heaving tits. Humping and lifting, she found herself being fucked – strangely, weirdly, and without depth, but fucked nevertheless. She rolled her ass and used both hands to help drive Charlene's pistoning cunt more fiercely against her own.
"We're really screwing," Charlene gasped, hammering her mound into Elizabeth's. "Oh baby, we're really going to make it. I can feel my clit going crazy – oh – oh! Fuck me, you beautiful, hot bitch – hick me until I – oohh! Ahhh, it's happening, happening! I'm going to come, Betsy come!"
Elizabeth strained to reach the dizzying heights with the girl she was flicking, driving her steaming mound frantically into the other, and as Charlene shuddered to orgasm, she was only a few hammering seconds behind. Her own climax was marvelous, a deeply gratifying and all – enveloping ecstasy that first snapped her flesh taut, then slowly relaxed It in an all – pervading warmth.
They held to each other, their hips moving sensuously, their crotches glued together by their seeping juices, hot and slippery. They kissed, but softly and adoringly, without a blazing of need. Charlene cupped Elizabeth's mature breasts, fingering the nipples, and Elizabeth reached for the girl's, taking another woman's tits into her hands for the first time. There were a bewildering number of firsts happening to her, she thought, and wondered if there could possibly be more, if there were still new erotic discoveries to be made.
She had fucked two boys and a girl now, and there was no way she would allow herself to be shamed by the experiences; if it was perverted to love a boy's hard cock with her mouth and tongue, then so be it. Bitter and frustrated Elizabeth Anderson would accept the label gladly. And she supposed that, if people knew, they would also call her names for sharing her body and emotions with this lovely girl. That didn't shake her, either; she wanted to shout her joy from the housetops.
Into the valley of Elizabeth's breasts, Charlene murmured, "I hope I didn't make too much noise. We don't want to wake up your old man, and make him wonder what's going on."
Petting the girl's silken hair, Elizabeth said, "No, we p don't. And I'm happy you didn't try to hurry things with Sherman; he might be panicked."
Charlene slid a little lower down Elizabeth's body, nuzzling along her rib cage. "Oh, he was about ready, I think. I was really teasing hell out of the poor guy, and I'll be the went to bed with a hard on. Kind of hate to think of that; it seems like an awful waste."
"You can work on him some more tomorrow," Elizabeth suggested. "My husband likes to have a few drinks on any weekend, and if he gets pretty high, we'll leave you alone with him, and see what happens."
"Good," Charlene purred, "I'm looking forward to trying out a new prick." She kissed Elizabeth's upper belly, and slid still farther down.
Elizabeth knew a warning twinge of trepidation, and drew a shaky breath. This was the way the boys had started, when they were about to go down on her; did Charlene have that in mind, too? It might be totally different, when one woman did that to another, and Elizabeth wasn't at all certain she wanted to find out. But the girl's mouth was warmly tantalizing, and her lips were eager, moving back and forth over her tummy, as Charlene's fingers roamed over her hips and thighs.
Then, angling away from Elizabeth, the girl moved her body away, and Elizabeth let go with genuine regret. But Charlene didn't stop kissing her belly, and now the child's fingers were teasing into her mound, playing with the pubic hair, toying along the quivering labia. Elizabeth felt the wealth of Charlene's hair over her tummy, and the stirring of hot breath into the curly edges of her upper mound. She winced at the touch of the girl's tongue, and her buttocks tightened.
"Never tasted a pussy before," Charlene sighed, "except in a secondhand way, when one of the boys kissed me after he finished eating mine. But I always wanted to, especially after watching Timmy go down on you today."
She eased her mouth down, her cheek sliding along Elizabeth's torrid mound, then turned her face so that she could comfortably use her tongue upon the heated cunt lips. Elizabeth quivered, went stiff in programmed reflex, then softened. She wanted to hold the girl, caress her in turn, but the angle of their bodies was all wrong for that, and, helplessly, she surrendered to the loving licks of Charlene's active tongue.
The girl went directly to the most sensitive point, burrowing her avid tongue into the clitoral hood and bringing the little nubbin out of hiding right away. Sucking upon the pussy lips, she drew them into her teeth, rolling them so that the clit was exposed to the lively ministrations of her drilling tongue. Hot jolts shot through Elizabeth's vagina, and she could feel the strange flexing of her asshole.
Blindly, her arms reached out on either side of her writhing body, and one of them fell across Charlene's knees. Tightening it, she brought the girl's legs closer, until she could kiss the silken kneecaps.
Charlene wiggled nearer, and before Elizabeth fully realized what was happening, the girl had lifted one thigh over her head, bringing it gently down against her cheek. She could scent the musky perfume of Charlene's pussy then, and feel the silken skin of the slender thighs. She moved between them, her fingers playing over the sleekly shaped ass cheeks.
The girl was plunging her tongue deeply into Elizabeth's raging pussy then, eating and chewing and making the clit leap violently. Elizabeth pushed out her tongue and touched it to the downy, thrilling hairs of Charlene's cunt, and after that, there was no more hesitation, only an eager, hungry burrowing that had her covering the entire hotly pulsating mound with her mouth.
It tasted of wildfire and liquid promises; it was flavored with secret oils and spiced by enchanted ointments. Elizabeth licked over the throbbing pussy lips, and shoved her inexperienced tongue slickly between them. Probing the tiny vagina, she learned the wet feel of the intimate linings, and when she sucked the lips into her own, she discovered the delicious seepage.
Swallowing greedily, Elizabeth began to lap avidly, finding the miniature clitoris and adoring it hotly, ravenously. Charlene churned her crotch and rolled her pelvis; the small, slender ass pivoted in Elizabeth's hands. She was dimly aware that she was making the same sinuous movements, that she was feeding her flaming snatch into the girl's mouth, even as she ate blissfully.
Elizabeth groaned as she came, her thighs convulsing and her vagina seething as the clit volcanoed rivulets of searing lava. She groaned again as she felt the dynamic churning of Charlene's pelvis and the spasmed fluctuations so deep within her pussy. They had matched their orgasms, and the mutual ecstasy was a thing of bright beauty. Melting, savoring the sugared flow of vaginal juices Into her mouth, Elizabeth clung to her newest love, her heart making a special thunder to match the pulses racing in her wrists and throat.
She didn't want to take her mouth away, and Charlene didn't try to move, either. After awhile, their tongues seemed to move of their own volition, softly and adoringly, exploring the sweet cavities and finding spots they had not searched before. Only one woman could know another woman's tenderest places, Elizabeth thought, and squirmed delightedly as she gave in turn every thrilling emotion she was receiving. Yet they did not make love the same way; each had her own technique, using a m6uth differently here, twisting a tongue separately there, and their surgings were Individual responses keyed to their own stimulation.
It was a long, slow and loving process this time, a tender drawn – out teasing that only gradually become a special torture. Then they moved their crotches quicker, even though they tried to prolong their lovemaking, to keep it going forever and ever. But every ganglion of their intertwined bodies was aroused, tormented beyond endurance, and they could not resist the nova that scattered dripping stars through their flexing cunts. They came and came again, wriggling and gasping, wheeling their asses and pumping their bellies until the white hot fury died.
Elizabeth found herself drifting into sleep, her face still clasped gently by the slender thighs of the girl, and with Charlene's breath yet stirring against her slowly drying mound. She thought hazily of her passionate new family, and included her husband.



Chapter 8


Breakfast was behind them, and Elizabeth could see that her husband was suffering the effects of Charlene's subtle campaign. He couldn't keep his eyes off the girl, and kept finding excuses to touch her, but carefully and very casually, as if by accident. Elizabeth hid her smiles, but found it difficult to disguise her mounting excitement. It would be so much better, so much simpler, if Sherman would break down and lower his defenses to admit that he desired the girl, that he craved the chance to hick her.
She realized that his inward struggle must be more difficult than anything she had gone through, for she had really been given no choice she had been raped, and Sherman would never dare try that on the girl, no matter how hungry and hard his prick became. It was weird, thinking that way, picturing her husband's cock growing stiff and long, with its head swelling and that luscious droplet of clear fluid gathering upon its tip.
Always, during the long years of their loveless marriage, Elizabeth had been repelled by his prick, never looking directly at the thing, only feeling its brutal assaults and the soiling of its discharge. She had been so damned wrong, right from the beginning; they both had. Luckily, she had been rescued, and there was still hope for Sherman, since he had at least found a mistress to keep him reasonably happy.
How long had it been since he had come creeping into her bed? Several months, anyway, and she had been glad, although a little put out, to discover that Sherman was keeping a woman on the side. That way, she didn't have to put up with his pawings and juvenile fumblings. Now, she wasn't all that sure she wanted to lose her husband to another woman, and admitted that it could very well happen, if he ever got up the nerve to leave her and file for divorce. What would happen with the kids, then? Would she be allowed to keep them, in a manless home?
Damn, Elizabeth said to herself; Sherman just had to become involved in their little orgy, even if he must somehow be forced Into screwing Charlene, and she considered the possibility of a man's being raped. Difficult, she thought, but not entirely impossible, especially if he was filled with good liquor.
She heard him say, as she approached the living room, "Well, kids – is there something you want to do today? Catch a movie, visit the zoo, what?"
Charlene answered softly, "I think we'd like to take a swim in your pool, Mr. Anderson. We've never been in a private one before. But we don't have any suits."
It was the perfect cue for Elizabeth, and she said quickly, "Oh, I think it will be perfectly all right if the boys wear their shorts and you can use your undies, Charlene. Tomorrow, we'll buy swim suits for everybody. I'd like a dip myself, and how about you, Sherman?"
Her husband's eyebrows crawled up as he shot her a puzzled glance. "I – okay, I guess, if it's okay with you, Elizabeth. I mean, you re usually so – but fine, fine; why not? I'll go get into my trunks."
"I'll bring the towels," she said, and when he hurried off, winked at the kids. "Poor Sherman; I've confused him."
Laughing, Charlene said, "I know; he never thought you'd go for anybody swimming almost naked. But I don't have a bra, and yours sure won't fit me."
"Wear your teeshirt," Elizabeth suggested. "He'll be able to see right through it when it's wet, just like your panties. And before I get the towels, I'm going to mix a big pitcher of martinis, double strong. You kids whip on out to the pool and jump In."
"Great," Jody said, "'and I guess we leave them alone there, after awhile, when he's smashed?"
"I can't think of anything better," Elizabeth nodded, and sped to the bar to pour gin and vermouth; she was heavy-handed with the gin bottle. Smiling, knowing small, sharp darts of anticipation, she realized that she was looking forward to the coming seduction for more reasons than simply the one for keeping the children with her. She wanted to see Charlene take on her husband, wanted to watch Sherman's hardened cock work its way into the tiny, soft lips of the girl's exquisite pussy. Then she would be sure that he was still a man, and perhaps more of a man than he had ever been, at least with his own wife.
Scooping towels from the linen closet, she balanced the pitcher of martinis atop them, and carried it all out to poolside and.a table there. Her own swim suit hung rarely used in the cabana, and she went in to change, waving at the kids already splashing happily in the water. The one-piece suit didn't make her look good at all, and she smoothed ineffectually at its shapelessness before giving up. Tomorrow, a bikini, she promised herself.
Sherman was dangling his legs in the water as she came out, and she had forgotten how hairy her husband was. The brown fur spread all across his wide chest and down his relatively flat belly into his trunks; there was more curling hair along his inner thighs and thick along his calves. She had to admit that he had kept himself in good shape, and scanned him with a quickened interest. He really was good – looking, and maybe he could be sensuous. If they were all lucky, maybe they would soon find out.
Charlene swam over to him and tugged at his legs while he grinned down at her and allowed the girl to pull him into the water. First move, Elizabeth thought, seeing how Charlene clung to him and the way she was using her legs. Elizabeth slid into the pool and lolled there until the boys splashed around her. They squealed and played crazy games, and under the – water, Jody would press against her ass, while Timothy caressed her hidden pussy or cupped one full breast.
Across the pool, Charlene lifted herself out of the water, and sat posed like a piquant fairy upon the tile, one slender leg bent, leaning back upon her braced hands so that her small tits were starkly outlined by the wet clinging of her teeshirt. Elizabeth could see the erect little nipples standing out pertly, and the definite shaping of Charlene's saucy mound through the soaked panties.
Sherman was fascinated; he made an obvious effort to stop staring at the girl, but his eyes kept drifting back to her, and Charlene changed position to give him a better look, letting him see the shading of her plastered-down pubic hair.
Elizabeth could see the rise and fall of her husband's thatched chest, and knew that he was feeling the sensual heat that radiated from the girl's delectable young flesh, that he was mesmerized by the pure and demanding sexuality that flowed from her pores, She also knew that Sherman was wishing the rest of them would just disappear, but that wasn't possible.
She got out of the water and poured drinks, handing a glass down to him as Charlene lay back to soak up some sun. He tore his eyes from the reclining figure and sighed as he tossed off the strong martini Elizabeth poured him another. He gave up trying to see the entrance of the girl's beckoning pussy and sat on the tiles to finish his second drink.
"Here's to our entire new family," Elizabeth toasted, taking a swallow.
"Yes," Sherman agreed, his eyes straying again, and she thought he was trying to conceal a hand-on, by crossing his legs. Was his throttled prick even larger than she had remembered? Elizabeth couldn't tell, but she did feel sorry for him now, and hoped that they could hurry through this charade, so he could have what he so urgently required.
The boys were smart, keeping out of things, yelling and ducking each other, acting like any healthy, Innocent kids their age. Elizabeth silently thanked them for their play acting, and poured more drinks. She was already feeling what she'd downed, and poured one drink into the pool while her husband had his head turned. His face was flushed now, and he kept licking at his lips, a, sure sign that the alcohol was coursing strongly through his body.
Charlene chose that particular moment, timing it perfectly, to stand up and stretch, moving her arms high above her head and bending backward at the waist. The movement threw all her supple hills and lean curves into bold proportion, snapping Sherman's eyes around to her like overstrained rubber bands. Elizabeth saw her husband take a deep breath and hold it. When he at last let it go, she refilled his glass.
Then she said, "I'm really not used to the sun, and it's given me a headache. I think I'll go lie down."
"Yeah," he muttered. "Sorry, dear." He didn't stop looking at the girl.
With a motion of her head, Elizabeth signaled to the boys to leave the pool, and, tacitly, they obeyed, trotting into the cabana to dry off. They didn't have erections, she noticed, but thought that Sherman wouldn't have assimilated the fact if they had: he was too wrapped up in the alluring compulsion of the tender body exposed for his Inspection. Charlene might as well have been stark naked, for all the covering the wet clothing gave her.
The martini pitcher was almost empty as Elizabeth carried it back into the house. When she put it on the table, the boys came skipping in, their hair still damp and their eyes dancing.
Jody said quickly, "We told him we were going to the drugstore for some candy bars and things, maybe to look over some comic books, so he'd figure we'd be gone a long time. Long enough for him to get into Charlene's young cunt, anyway. He really looks turned on."
"He could pole vault clear over the pool," Timothy chuckled.
And Jody said again, "Our rooms look out over the pool. Are you coming up there to watch it with us, Betsy?"
The alcohol was buzzing in her head, and she grinned lopsidedly. "Wouldn't miss it, but I need a few seconds to peel out of this wet suit."
"Come on in naked," Timothy suggested. "It'll be more fun that way."
Elizabeth hurried into her bath and climbed out of the suit. The dampness of her skin felt exciting, and there were little prickles along its surface. She shook her hair free of the rubber cap and patted herself with a towel before going quickly down the hallway and into Jody's room.
The kids were shrewd; they had the drapes drawn, so that in case Sherman looked up and checked, he wouldn't see anything suspicious. Feeling like a conspirator, Elizabeth edged her nude body between their equally naked ones and peeped through the curtains, looking down at the pool area.
There below, Charlene Goodall was doing a slow strip, peeling out of the wet teeshirt with graceful, tantalizing motions, and, when the girl dropped the garment, the sun gleamed from the beguiling mounds of her budding breasts, from the coral tips so erect and appealing. Elizabeth saw her husband sitting transfixed, his fingers digging into his hairy, muscled thighs as he watched.
Charlene stood proudly, – a slim and vivid picture of young and sensual beauty, her thin legs apart and her hips thrust forward aggressively. She hooked her thumbs into the elastic tops of her panties, and stared into Sherman's eyes as she pulled them down.
Lifting one smooth leg at a time, the girl removed her panties and discarded them. Straightening, she posed arrogantly, running her hands suggestively over her thighs, her narrow hips, sliding them over her belly and playing the fingertips into the downy scattering of her dark red pubic hair.
Charlene wet her mouth with the tip of a darting pink tongue, and Elizabeth could hear the husky tone of the girl's voice as she said, "Well, Mr. Anderson? Do you like me? Do you dig my body?"
He gulped "L – look, kid – you'd better get some clothes on, before my wife – "
"She's napping," Charlene purred, "and the boys are gone out. That just leaves you and me, mister – you and me. I could see that you've been trying to hide that hard – on for half art hour now. So you must like me. The question is, are you going to do anything about it?"
Sherman said jerkily, "You – you're just a child, and I – somebody might see us – you – "
The girl swayed toward him, sliding her thighs together and rolling her hips enticingly, a lovely little nymph intent upon her prey. Upstairs at the window, Elizabeth and the boys gazed raptly down at the unfolding scene as Charlene edged closer to the sitting man. Now her glistening mound caught the sunlight, reflected from the symmetrically curled hairs, and she was holding it only inches from Sherman's face.
"I'll bet your prick is so hard that it's hurting," she murmured. "Are you going to go hide somewhere and jack off, or are you going to put that big cock into this hot little pussy of mine?"
The sound he made then was partly strangled and partly a sob. Sherman's heavy arms flashed up and encircled the girl's body as he buried his face against the silken skin of her flat belly. Charlene cupped his head with her small hands and rocked her body back and forth in the oldest and most feminine of rhythms. She leaned against him, and Sherman splayed his fingers over the delectable sculpture of her trim ass.
For a tense moment, Elizabeth thought that her husband was going to feast upon the girl's intriguing cant, that in a single, shattering second, he had thrown away all his reservations and turned himself into a hungrily dominant male. But it didn't happen then, as Charlene sank upon him, forcing him to lie back upon the wet tiles, her lithe body wriggling over the man as her quick, deft hands worked at his swim trunks.
They were still around one leg, hanging down at his left ankle when his released cock sprang upward like an uncoiling spring, but bigger, thicker, heavier. Elizabeth pulled in a sharp breath as she got her first clear look at her husband's engorged prick. It was beautiful, she saw, the swollen veins a darker network around the stiff shaft, the head dark and polished. Maybe it was bigger than Timothy's young pole; she couldn't tell.
"Far out," Charlene hissed, kneeling spread – legged over his supine body and handling Sherman's distended prick, running her agile fingers over its length and heft, fanning them across the straining cockhead. "Big and hard, man – I'll have to take my time, getting all this meat up into my little snatch."
Wide and hairy, with that stiff club standing tall, Sherman said nothing, but his eyes were fixed upon the conning nest between the girl's slender thighs. They all watched intently as Charlene gently lowered her dainty crotch upon the bulging glans, and rolled her ass to settle the tip into the tiny labia. They could hear the man gasp as he felt the fiery softness of that mini – pussy, and they saw the girl squirm upon the knob, forcing it to contract, making her labia expand to take it in.
Charlene brought more weight to bear, shifting her sleek hips and biting her lips as the swollen bulb began to slowly pierce her narrow opening. The tip vanished, and with an agile twist the girl sucked the rest of the cockhead inside her pouting little cunt.
"Ahhh" she hissed. "Oh yeah, man – that's much better; that's so good, so terrific – oh, oh! I can feel that solid meat sliding on up and up – and up – oh wow – it's packing my vagina, baby, filling my pussy with nice, hard cock."
And it was really happening, Elizabeth saw with wide eyes; her husband's swollen shaft was slipping out of sight within that dainty vagina, until Charlene's exquisitely shaped ass came down to rest against the furry sac of his balls. Panting, the girl bent her body forward to lessen the pressure of Sherman's dilated cockhead against her cervix, for it had certainly touched bottom. Now she was rotating that lovely ass, swinging it in short circles that ground her tight pussy all over the man's embedded pole.
"Now we're fucking," Charlene gasped. "So much meat – fucking and fucking – "
Sherman clung to the cheeks of the delicate ass, hiking his pelvis just a little, and was very gentle with the motions, as if he was afraid he might rip the fragile lining of the child's superb pussy. But Charlene wasn't as careful or possibly she was in much better control, for she began to surge greedily, twisting her crotch and humping along the big prick sliding greasily within the clenching of her volatile snatch. She was pumping hard then, plowing the man's club back and forth into her flaming body, raking his stem into the intensely vibrant nubbin of her clitoris.
Sherman couldn't take that much longer, Elizabeth thought, and became conscious of hands upon the cheeks of her own ass, of eager fingers playing hopscotch over her buttocks and down into the cleft. But like her, the boys were concentrating upon the screwing below, as they watched their younger sister avidly riding the prick of their foster father.
Elizabeth was right; her husband's legs jerked and he suddenly rammed his cock home to the hilt inside that surging, wringing cunt. Sherman's balls climbed upward and contracted; he moaned hoarsely and cupped the girl's churning ass as he came.
"Hot and juicy!" Charlene cried out. "Rich and creamy – shooting all through my pussy – uh – uh – uh – keep fucking, man – keep right on pouring that dripping prick to me, because I'm going to come too!"
The girl's legs stiffened out and she clawed at his hairy chest, biting at the base of his corded throat. Elizabeth's hands found a pair of hard cocks, and she wrapped her fingers tightly about them, realizing that her husband was pumping his bubbling semen into Charlene's rioting pussy, and that the girl was also straining in a magnificent climax.
The two figures below stopped moving, clamped together in a frantic stasis, joined by the oils of Charlene's cunt and the thicker juices pumped up from Sherman's testicles. Briefly, crazily, Elizabeth wondered if her husband's mistress had ever given him a better piece of ass. But she wasn't jealous of him now, not even of the time and loving he gave to that other woman. Elizabeth had been taught to go beyond jealousy, thus discovering where true and honest passion waited.
She drifted back from the window, feeling almost like an intruder, holding to the pair of stiffened boyish cocks and bring the kids with her. "Let's leave them alone," she whispered. "Sherman will come to himself in a minute or two, and be shocked at what he's done; he'll also want to get out of sight before he's seen by anyone."
They came with her to Jody's bed, and she sank upon it, fondling their shafts as they stood before her. Jody laid then, "Yeah, I guess he'll be kind of shook up, but he ought to get over that idea pretty soon. I mean, Charlene won't let him be now; she was really digging that big cock Inside her, and she acts like she's hooked on it. How are you going to tell him that you know about him screwing her?"
Elizabeth shook her head. "I don't know yet, but he's taken the first step toward really joining the rest of us, and my husband won't be able to back out now."
"I figure he'll hit the bar," Timothy said. "And that'll give us time for fucking."
She lay back on the bed and spread her lush thighs. 'Tm ready, you lovely, horny boys. Come on and put it to me, one at a time or both together."



Chapter 9


Elizabeth was at the point where she just didn't give a damn if her husband walked in and caught her screwing. If fact, she thought, it might be a good idea – that it would solve any remaining problem about telling him what had been going on. But she didn't think he would come into the boys' room, not just after putting his hungry meat to their sister's young pussy, and Sherman certainly wouldn't go into her bedroom; he would be feeling too guilty for that. He'd probably head straight for the bar and numb his conscience.
And little Charlene would no doubt help him forget he even possessed a conscience. But Sherman would be extremely nervous, wondering if his wife might walk in on him at any time, and catch him literally with his pants down. If he only knew, she thought, and lay back on the bed to give herself up to the sensual pleasures of being caressed by two sets of deft and loving hands.
One of the boys was fondling her thighs and prying delicately into her dampened labia, while the other cupped her breasts and toyed with the erect nipples. Her belly was kissed, and her tits; sliding and nibbling and feeling, the hands and seeking mouths were all over her body – hips, thighs, nipples – and under her arms. Elizabeth's skin was taut, and her pelvis rocked gently in time with the erotic rhythm deep within her volatile body. She wondered if any woman had ever been so lucky, if any once – lonely wife her age had ever been so adored by lovers this young and eager. Only some empress, she thought, some debauched queen who could order her slaves to perform.
But these loving children were not slaves; they wanted her, needed Elizabeth as much as she desired them, and she reveled in the intensity of their emotions as she did in her own voluptuous feelings. Wriggling one at each side of her body, their heads were at her chest now, and she stroked the fine hair, then suddenly arched her back and gasped as she felt two hot mouths suctioning upon her nipples, two hands lifting the mounds, two others fondling into the spread vee of her hairy crotch.
Everything was doubled for her, the pair of stiff pricks that were nudging her hips, the hands, the pressure of bodies, the avidly licking tongues. Each sensation was multiplied twofold, and violent reactions fanned searingly through her flesh, pricking her skin and making her squirm in blind reflex.
She felt fingers delving tenderly into her warmed pussy, moving at different depths and timings, so she knew that both the boys were reaching into her vagina and teasing her ready clitoris. They worked steadily upon her breasts, too, drawing much of the rich globes into their mouths, ringing the sensitive flesh with their teeth, those agile tongues constantly lapping and tantalizing.
It could be done to and for the boys, she realized; she and Charlene could get one of those beautiful kids between them, and love either Jody or Timothy. They could love them in turn, fucking and mouthing them, bringing each boy to the quivering heights of rapture. Her hips ticktocking now and her belly rippling, Elizabeth decided the issue for Charlene and herself, knowing it would be a fabulous time for all.
And Sherman? The idea ricocheted through her head, bright and hot, and Elizabeth pictured her husband pinned between the girl and herself, writhing and moaning in a tortured kind of delight, his big cock pulsing and shaking. Why not, she thought; once they got him to accept this new and thrilling way of life, Sherman would just have to join in all the sensual games and become part of them.
Someone's hands were tugging her over onto one side, and Elizabeth turned obediently, conscious that the boys were changing positions, moving about in some pattern of their own. Whatever they had in mind for her, the results were going to be delightful; she knew that already, and easily resisted any warning click of her programmed tape. The computer itself was weak, and would soon be gone from her life, she thought.
But the cheeks of her ass quivered when she felt fingers touching into the furry cleft from behind, fingers that had been liberally smeared with some sort of grease. Her eyes came open, and Elizabeth stared into the smiling face of little Timothy. One of her legs was draped across the boy, and his distended cock was snug against her belly. So Jody was behind her, spreading that slippery stuff into the crack of her ass.
Elizabeth caught her breath when the boy gently probed the small and amazingly touchy ring of her anus, when he inserted some of the melting, oily substance into her there. Jody must have felt her shock, or the involuntary tightening of her asshole, for he soothed her, saying, "Easy, Betsy. This is going to be real good for you, for all of us. This way, you can really get fucked by both of us, at the same time."
"You – you're going to put it in me back there?" Elizabeth's voice was strained and squeaky, although she fried valiantly to control its timbre.
"It won't hurt," Jody said quietly, "if you relax and don't tighten up, Betsy. I got a jar of cream from your bathroom, and that will make my cock slide in. I'm greasing my cockhead right now, making it real slippery.
"And th – then?" she asked.
Timothy answered. "After be gets to screwing you good in the ass, I'll put my prick into your juicy pussy, and we'll fuck you together. Jody's sticking it to you first back there because his cock is smaller than mine, and you'll be able to take it easier."
It would be all right, she told herself; these precocious kids knew exactly what they were doing, and she was titillated by the idea of actually having them both simultaneously, of really enfolding their lovely shafts in the hot cavities of her body. Elizabeth forced herself to lie quietly, to stay soft and relaxed as she felt Jody's slippery glans touch between her spread cheeks. The boy's cock – head was warm as it tenderly pressed against the hairy ring of her anus, and the cream within her tube allowed the blunt tip to slowly penetrate its rubbery circle.
Timothy caressed her tits as his brother pushed steadily at her hole, and Elizabeth felt the slow stretching of membranes, the gradual insertion of the spongy glans with its hard core. Her anus expanded, grew ever wider around the insistent knob, and when Jody gave a stronger thrust, coupled with a wiggle of his pelvis, his glans slid up into the virgin territory of her tube.
She sucked breath sharply when the length of throbbing meat reached snugly into her narrow hose, and Elizabeth let out air between locked teeth as she felt the thicker base of Jody's gorged prick against the ring. It was a wildly different sensation, having her lover's shaft locked inside her ass, and she could not keep from grinding ever so slightly upon it, testing what she could do with the marvelous rod.
"Oh man," Jody sighed gustily. "Your ass is wonderful, crazy, fantastic – it's so hot and tight in there, clamping down on my prick from the head clear down to the root. Ummm, darling – easy when you wiggle like that, or I'll come before Timmy ever gets his cock in your sweet pussy.
Timothy hurried to set his own knob into the trembling lips of Elizabeth's cunt, but the boy didn't simply jab it inside her. He was gentle, easing the enlarged glans through the wet quaking of her labia and slowly up into the silken clinging of her vagina. She seemed to be stretching throughout her body, her holes expanding gleefully to encompass the fabulously exciting pricks. Now she had them both, their round poles filling any aching void, the velvet covering of them resilient over the rigid centers.
Crotches were against her, one in front and the other in back. A boy held to her waist, the other to her tensed thighs. And they were both moving, moving, their wondrous shafts sliding juicily inside her pussy, her ass. Elizabeth's fingernails dug into her palms as she luxuriated in the hot sensations, squirming restricted upon the slowly pistoning meat.
She had to grind lightly, delicately, because the boys had her pinned between them, and they seemed to be timing their strokes so that they moved almost precisely together.
"Man, man," Timothy breathed. "I can feel your balls rubbing against mine, Jody – every time you stick it up in her ass, and I slide mine inside her snatch, I can feel them."
Elizabeth could feel them, too – the wrinkled, downy sacs pressing together between her spread thighs – and her leg tightened across Timothy's body; her arms went around the slim boy, and she was kissing him then, lancing her greedy tongue deeply into his mouth. They pumped their cocks to her, heaving and burrowing them to the quivering depths of her vagina, her asshole.
There was a tremendous bursting sensation inside her body, a shattering, overwhelming climax that made her scream softly against Timothy's teeth. Her orgasm was a stunning thing, radiating from different nerve ends, from never before used tendrils of flesh and skin and bone. Elizabeth shook in the majesty of its power, her pussy clenching furiously upon Timothy's embedded prick, her anus gripping the burled shaft of his brother.
Jody moaned, and she felt a final twisting thrust as the boy flexed his greasy cockhead and released a spurting load of semen into her tight tube. The ejaculation flushed boiling through the hose of her ass, saturating the shuddering length of it.
Then Timothy grunted and corkscrewed his cockhead to the bottom of Elizabeth's pulsating cunt, to shoot his own sizzling fluids into her farthest reaches, jet after bubbling jet spattering her cervix, her vaginal walls.
Locked together, gasping and shuddering, they lay panting for breath while the whirlpool of their blazing emotions slowly subsided, diminishing only gradually. Elizabeth had never been so shaken, never so completely gratified. She held their semen jealously, wanting it to seep into every hidden crevice of her glowing body, to absorb its enchanted fluid into her bloodstream.
But all magic comes to an end, and she could not hold them forever, so she only moaned when Jody began to back his slippery rod from the suction of her asshole, and once more when Timothy withdrew his greasy staff from the clinging of her pussy. They gave Elizabeth room to roll over onto her back, and she did so limply, temporarily drained and spent. But her nipples were pulsing, and soft, warm ripples still surged gently within her snatch.
"I'm pumped dry," Jody murmured, stretching beside her and pillowing his head upon her breasts. "But now we've made it all the ways, Betsy, and we'll do It again, do it over and over, because I'll never stop wanting to fuck you."
"Me neither," Timothy commented, sitting on the side of the bed with his prick sagging in the middle. "You have to be the greatest piece of ass in the whole world for both of us. You might be a little sore in the ass right now, but later on, I need to get into you like that, too."
Eyes closed, Elizabeth lay supine, feeling and hearing but not yet able to think clearly, and Jody said, "I wonder how Charlene's getting along with Sherman."
"She's probably going down on him right now," his brother answered. "or else teaching the guy how to eat her hot little gash."
Behind her eyelids, Elizabeth tried to picture her husband's face between the girl's slender, lithe legs, his mouth buried in the lightly haired and heaving little pussy. She couldn't get the image clear, because she had never even imagined Sherman doing anything so intimate as that, giving himself up to that special kind of wild, hot freedom.
But neither could she see him stroking that red – blond hair as Charlene took his swollen cockhead into her girlish mouth. Her memories of her husband were too straight up and down, too black and white, with everything drawn in harsh, tight lines. Even though she had watched breathlessly as he fed his prick into Charlene's squirming little snatch, Elizabeth couldn't completely shake the imprint of Sherman through the long and lonely years they had spent together. Could he really let himself go and flow easily with it, giving as much or more than he might be receiving in pleasure?
Jody chuckled, and she heard him say, "It seems like an older guy gets all turned on by a young chick, just like we get horny for a beautiful older chick like Betsy here. But I don't guess that means we still can't dig screwing teenage cunts, or that Sherman won't be interested in this gorgeous, black – haired pussy right here."
"It's getting the idea," Timothy said. 'I mean, for them. You remember how scared you were, when Mom first started fucking you? I know I was plenty scared, too; I couldn't even get it up right away. But once you know it can be done and how good it is, then everything is okay."
They had covered the subject neatly, Elizabeth thought dreamily. These passionate, lovely boys simplified it, stripped away the taboos and pretensions to get at the naked truth, and all the manufactured complications vanished. She lifted herself to her elbows and looked at them, at Jody's bronzed hair, at his brother's pale blond head and reveled in their beauty.
"If my husband has succumbed to your sister's charms again," she said, "I don't think we have to worry about him messing up what we have. Sherman seemed hypnotized by her, out there by the pool, and I'm sure he can't just pass her of as a momentary diversion. He's changed from the man I knew, and Charlene is changing him more every minut0 that she's with him."
Timothy said, "I'll sneak down and see if they're still making It, okay?"
"Yes," Elizabeth agreed, "but maybe you should get dressed. We don't want to shake him up too much; he might run away and try to be logical about what's happening. Then he might be afraid to keep it up."
"I'll be cool," Timothy promised, "and if he sees me, I'll pretend I don't see him, that I'm just hunting up some lunch."
She smiled at that familiar pattern; they always got hungry after a heavy session of satisfying flicking, and there was something to keeping up everyone's strength. Elizabeth frowned then, as another thought struck her: what if Sherman in his guilt had gotten himself so smashed that he couldn't do anything with the girl? She mentioned that to Jody.
He shook his head. "We would have probably heard from her by now, if he got too stoned. Charlene would have been right up here with us; one screwing only gets that girl started good."
Elizabeth swung her long legs off the bed, pleased with their shapely smoothness, because her young lovers were excited by it, and by the rich nesting of midnight hair nestling between the plump white thighs. She felt sticky, though, and said, "I'll take a bath now, then go down and make us something to eat"
Jody said, "Okay, but we really won't keep putting it off, will we? Swinging with your old man, I mean."
"Not a minute longer than necessary," she answered, standing up and catching a glimpse of her heavy breasts bobbing twin reflections in the dresser mirror. "Today or tonight, my husband will swing with us – or he can trot right on back to his mistress, and stay there."
As Elizabeth soaked in her hot bath, she found that Timothy had been right; she was a little touchy between her cheeks, but she thought that might soon pass, and she dwelled lovingly upon the idea of taking more prick there again, maybe even her husband's big rod. How would Sherman react to seeing her grinding upon two solid young cocks? And what would he think not if, but when he watched her making It with Charlene, the girl he thought he had stolen a sneaky piece of ass from?
And she trembled in the water, seeing all of them moving together in some sinuous, twisting tangle,of warmly naked flesh, three males and a pair of eager, adoring females. Images flicked busily across her mind, and Elizabeth smiled.



Chapter 10


Sherman said he really didn't care for any lunch, but Elizabeth fixed him a sandwich anyway, and brought him an Icy beer with it. Her husband was slumped in one corner of the big living room couch, and she thought he appeared a little worn, or possibly worried.
"The kids are ravenous," she said, putting down the tray. "All that swimming and – exercise, I suppose. That kind of thing makes me go hollow, too, but I'm not in the same good condition you are, dear. I'd better watch my weight"
He had changed to a jump suit of light yellow, which looked interesting against his dark skin and furry arms, but his eyes were shifty, and Sherman wouldn't look her in the face. Elizabeth didn't really know what to do about that, other than just coming out and telling her husband she knew he was fucking their foster daughter. But she was afraid that might be too much of a shock for him, hitting him between the eyes like that.
She said only, "Try your sandwich, dear," and went back into the kitchen. Three bright and expectant faces looked up at her from around the table, and Elizabeth decided on the spot what she was going to do about Sherman.
"Look," she said, "I have an idea. If you kids would go back to the pool – after your food digests, of course – I'll go to work on trapping my husband in my bedroom. By now, I've learned enough so that I can turn him on, too."
Charlene grinned. "He's still turned on; we made it again in the living room, but it seems like he's got some goofy idea that he's a rapist or something because he screwed me."
"He's feeling very guilty," Elizabeth said, "not so much because he's cheating on me, as because you're so young, I think. I had a lot of the same guilty feelings because of Jody, but now I know better, and so will Sherman."
Charlene slid from behind the table and skipped over to kiss Elizabeth, pressing that sensuous, willowy body tightly to her, and darting a hotly sweet tongue into her mouth. Leaning back and sparkling up into Elizabeth's face, she said, "Good luck with him. I hope you get him balling with us real soon, because I miss you. I want more of you, darling – all I can get"
The boys murmured good luck, and Elizabeth winked at them with a confidence she didn't really feel It was worse than seducing a complete stranger, she thought as she walked through the hail and up the stairs. She'd lived with Sherman Anderson for many years, yet neither of them actually knew the other, and there had been so many false barricades erected between them. It could be a struggle trying to tear them down to find the real people on the other sides. But she was going to attempt it, because she had to, for the sake of the children.
No, she corrected herself – it, wasn't only for them; she needed to do something about Sherman and herself, and she had known a strong reawakening of interest in the man, seeing him put that big prick into the girl's tiny pussy.
In her bedroom, she shed her too-damned-sensible robe and made a sarong from a fluffy bath towel Her hair hung loosely down her back, and the mirror told her that she looked good, if not downright seductive. Her ample breasts pushed the towel out, so that their creamy tops were exposed, and her rounded white thighs flashed intriguingly when she moved, hinting at the dark wealth of rich pussy between them.
Hers was a rich pussy, deep and clinging; all the kids said so, and now she was proud of it, thrilled by the pleasures her ripe cunt could give to others, male and female alike. Now she was determined to have her husband find out, because even though he had fucked her countless times, Sherman had never really known how she could fuck him back. But with a little luck, he would soon find out.
She found a bottle of little – used perfume, and dabbed some behind her ears and between her heavy breasts. She heard him climb the stairs and pass her door, and Elizabeth knew he would take a shower now, cleansing his body while he tried to sort out things in his mind. Excitement fingered through her as she sat on the bed, then got back up to restlessly prowl the room while she waited for her husband to come back down the hall.
Knowing his habits, she was reasonably certain that he'd soon be thirsty for a drink, and all the whiskey was downstairs at the bar or in the kitchen cabinet Elizabeth listened closely, hearing the splashing of the kids in the pool, and the young laughter ringing, then picked up Sherman's soft footsteps in the hallway.
Opening the door, she said, "Sherman – may I speak with you for a minute?"
He jumped at the sound of her voice, his face snapping around to her. "Ah – sure, Elizabeth, sure. I was just going – but it can wait Has your headache worn off?"
She nodded. "Completely; I had some very good medicine." Walking ahead of him toward the bed, Elizabeth made certain that her hips undulated sensuously, and when she turned to face her husband again, she lifted her breasts. "It's about the children, Sherman."
Glancing at the bed, he moved to a chair instead, and sat down. He was wearing a terry cloth robe and scuffs, and smelled of soap. He kept the robe discreetly pulled together. "I figured as much," he said. "At least, they'll give us something to discuss, maybe even something in common."
Elizabeth slid onto the bed and crossed her thighs; the towel slid up, and she thought that the shaggy hair of her pubic mound might be peeping below. Putting her hands behind her, she leaned back, and her breasts lifted for his eyes to focus upon them. "It hasn't been easy for either of us, I know. But we don't have to live in a state of armed truce, if we don't want to – not any more. Both of us have been to blame, Sherman, hiding from our true selves as much as from each other. But that's changed. The kids changed it for us."
He frowned, not quite following her line of thought, but obviously beguiled by the flashing of pubic hair and the nipples pressing against the towel. "I – I guess so. They'll be company for you, with me gone so much, give you a new interest."
"Give us both new interests," she said, "and perhaps get us interested in each other again. If we ever were."
"I don't know what you mean," he said, looking down at the carpet.
"The hell you don't," she said sharply. "You were quite interested in little Charlene, there at the pool"
Sherman still tried to bluff it out, saying, "Now look, she's just a child, and there's no reason for you to be – "
"Oh, I'm not jealous," she cut in. "That word is no longer in my vocabulary, except as a relic. And Charlene isn't exactly a child; she proved that to you – at least twice."
He jumped out of the chair. "Did you – were you – "
She smiled up at him. "We were all watching – the boys and I. The first time by the pool, that is; we were too busy up here for your return match in the living room."
Mouth open, he stared at her, until she said smoothly, "Oh Sherman – I'm not angry that you fucked Charlene. I'm happy for you both, and it wasn't really all your doing; we planned it for you."
"What the hell," he muttered.
Elizabeth flipped the bath towel away from her body and uncrossed her legs. Shock was plain on her husband's confused face as he looked down at her nude body, seeing it out. in the open and in the light for the first time. She said throatily, "Am I beautiful, Sherman? Do you want to fuck me now?"
"Damn!" he said. "I never expected – you never let me, wanted me to – yes, Elizabeth, you're a beautiful woman, but I just don't understand what all this is – "
"Don't think it to death," she said, caressing her breasts and offering their hardened dark tips to. him as she swung her lush hips from side to side. "Just feel, Sherman – feel and react and the hell with any kind of logic."
"Yeah," he said, his breath catching in his corded throat, his hands fumbling with the belt of his bathrobe. "Yeah – "
When the robe fell away and his large cock sprang hungrily into view, she reached for it, her fingers playing over the warm velvet skin, the heavily veined covering, and down into the thick hairiness of his balls. Sherman moved like a robot, his knees bumping the edge of the mattress as he stood above her, as Elizabeth toyed with his engorged prick, now running her fingertips across the head, now squeezing gently upon the heavy shaft. She tugged upon his cock, and he tilted toward her, bent toward her upon the waiting bed.
Elizabeth's long and supple legs whipped around his body, bringing him between her aching thighs as her arms drew him down to flatten her breasts against the furriness of his broad chest Sherman's hands raced eagerly over her heated flesh, fondling her hips, her round thighs, the lush sculptures of her ass, and his stiff prick rode against the thatched dampness of her ready mound.
She kissed him fiercely, jamming the length of her tongue deeply into his startled mouth and clashing her teeth against his. Panting, she heaved against him, her heels rolling over the cheeks of his ass and urging him to find the pulsating slit of her avid snatch with his distended cockhead. Already, she was showing him what a marvelous, sensuous piece of hot ass his own wife could be.
Pulling her mouth an inch away from his gasping lips, she hissed it: "Fuck me, Sherman – come on and really fuck me! Slide the beautiful head of that big, hard prick into my hot pussy and feed the meat to me."
She felt the spongy knob feeling, pushing, prodding against her slackened labia, and twirled her pelvis deftly to seat the seeking thing against her vulva. A shudder rippled the length of her husband's body, and Sherman hunched to force the flanged blub into her tempestuous snatch, burrowing in through the elastic cunt lips and pushing it on up inside the satin walls of her steamy vagina.
"Ahhh!" she sighed against his mouth. "Ahh – that's wonderful. I never knew your cock could be so good, never realized your sweet cock was so big, and could fill up my cunt so lovingly. Sherman, Sherman – "
Stroking his club strongly into her, touching bottom with every lingering stroke, Sherman panted, "Damned if I know what's gotten into you, Elizabeth, but I love it You're so hot and juicy, wiggling on my prick and grinding your ass – yeah, yeah – this is how I always hoped it would be for us – you fucking me like this – "
"Beautiful cock," she purred, "fabulous hard meat, sliding up and down in my snatch, and your balls swinging into the crack of my ass – it's marvelous, Sherman – you really are a terrific lover."
"Don't know what the hell got into you," he repeated, "but – "
And she said swiftly, as she gyrated her crotch to ride his plunging pole, "The boys got into me; they got their hard, young pricks into me and turned me on, and I'll never get turned off again."
He stopped screwing in mid – stroke, freezing between her clenching legs, his cockhead buried into the tremulous depths of her receptive pussy. "They – what?"
Elizabeth clung to him, rocking the basket of her hips. "Jody flicked me first, while the other two held me down and kept my legs spread apart. At first it was rape, but once he got that lovely stiff meat moving in me, I knew what it was like to be screwed and to love It. I had my first orgasm with Jody, and it just blew me apart Sherman, don't stop fucking me – "
He didn't move, even as she bucked her hairy crotch hungrily against the embedded root of his cock. He said, "You mean – those little kids. – those boys – "
"Why shouldn't they?" she asked. "Why shouldn't they fuck me, just as you fucked their sister? It made me into a woman, Sherman – a real woman, passionate and eager, and maybe it made you into a real man, too. Ahh – that's It, move your prick inside my cunt, roll your ass around so that your cockhead touches every sensitive part of my pussy – oh darling, darling – "
"I'll be a son of a bitch," he said. "Never in a million years did I ever think I'd hear you talking like this, or feel you squeezing down on my cock and loving it. Damn, baby – oh damn, but you're the hottest, juiciest piece of ass I ever had, or ever hope to have – uuhh, baby – Elizabeth – "
She bad him, she thought exultantly; he was hers and she was his, and both of them belonged equally to the beautiful, fantastic kids who had started it all. Wringing her vagina hungrily around her husband's surging shaft,, Elizabeth devoted herself to intense screwing.
She did all the tricks that her pussy had learned from being well fucked by two horny, experienced boys; she allowed her emotions to run wild and free, her snatch gulping at his driving club, nibbling upon the pounding head. Her legs clamped him violently, wrapped now around the small of his sweaty, heaving back, and she felt the greasy slapping of his balls against the uplifted cleft of her ass.
"Elizabeth!" he gasped. "Oh darling – hot, crazy, wild – uh – uh – uh! Baby, I'm about to come – come – come!"
"Let it go!" she cried. "Pump your hot semen into my pussy, darling! Flood me with your boiling juice – fill my cunt with your come, just as the boys have packed it"
Sherman's cockhead jerked convulsively, and flexed to spit a veritable torrent of sizzling liquid into the farthest reaches of her quaking snatch. Elizabeth ground insanely upon the shaft, ravaging its stem with her vibrant clitoris, reveling in the spurting of foamy, slippery liquid that was drenching her vaginal walls and drowning her cervix.
She came in a dizzying series of spasms, humping upon his dripping cockhead, wheeling her pelvis madly and slapping her wet belly into his hairy one. A hurricane of dazzling emotions flashed throughout her arched and straining body, and she triumphantly rode the crest of a thundering wave, adoring the greasy sliding, surfing down toward his leaping balls as they drained themselves.
Collapsing upon her soft body, Sherman sighed in repletion, holding her very close, holding her with love and gratification, and it was better for her than it had ever been.
Slowly, her legs drifted down his back, down his spread thighs, and she stretched them luxuriously, her toes curling. Nuzzling into his neck, she drew her tongue gently across his damp skin, and thought of what she was going to do to his prick, of enjoying that explosion of thick, rich semen within her sucking mouth. Dear Sherman, darling Sherman; with his big shaft clenched by her juicy socket, he had been forced to accept the fact that his wife – his frigid, fearful wife of many years – had been fucking two boys young enough to be her own sons.
And it couldn't be that he was only trying to protect his own new and intriguing piece of ass with Charlene; he had really been turned on by Elizabeth, lusting after her with a pleasingly primitive and animalistic urgency. Like her, he would never drift back into the old, hide – bound ways, never again be ashamed of his own basic sensuality.
She knew it when he murmured, "So you saw me putting it to the girl; you know, I didn't think I could get my cock up into that tight little pussy, but she managed it. Do you get as much kick out of the boys screwing you?"
"Every bit as much, she breathed. "Maybe even more, because I have two of them – and at one time."
Sherman raised his head to stare down into her face. "Really? How do you – what do you – She stroked his face with her hands and smiled warmly at him. "You can watch how; – you can join in. Oh Sherman, there's so much, so many ways, so many things for us to do now – and all of it wonderful!"



Chapter 11


He was asleep, and Elizabeth looked fondly at her husband as he lay beside her. The poor guy was temporarily screwed out, she thought; Sherman had been though a lot, in the past few hours, enough to shake up any man his age. He had been seduced by a tiny, volatile girl so sensuous she had to be seen in action to be believed, and not once, but twice running. Then he had been laid by his own wife, the first real screwing she had ever given him. Naturally, he was tired and drained, but if her own reactions were any criteria, Sherman would soon be at it again, turned on tremendously by the newness, by the variety, and the sharing.
She would have more for him before long, after he was rested. Lightly touching his limp prick, she thought how he would respond when she went down on him and used her mouth so cunningly, so deftly, upon his meat She'd never done it for him before, and she wondered if his mistress did, and if her husband snuggled his face hotly between some other woman's sleek legs to taste her pussy.
Drawing back her hand before she yielded to temptation and started to play with his cock, Elizabeth climbed carefully from the bed, her thighs still tingling from the satisfying fucking she had gotten, from experiencing Sherman's prick without pain or shame. It was so damned different, screwing for pure pleasure instead of steeling herself to do her marital duty, and no more. What a dummy she had been, to waste so many good years, when both of them could have been really balling. If it hadn't been for the catalyst of the kids, she and her husband would still be at each other's throats, and not at the crotches.
Running her hands over her flushed body, she pirouetted before the mirror, very happy that she could be so sexy, that she could make men desire her. Elizabeth thought that somehow she looked years younger, that her skin had acquired a subtle radiance, that her flesh appeared more firm. Moving easily and gracefully, she left Sherman sleeping and walked from the room, wearing nothing at all.
Downstairs, she strode out upon the patio and paused to see young Charlene toasting her skin in the sun; the girl was naked, too, as were the two boys still drifting in the clear blue water. They had expected her to make good, Elizabeth thought, to come through without trouble upstairs. Jody saw her first and waved; Timothy looked up and grinned widely at her.
She went to the pool and slipped in, enjoying the coolness of the water, holding out her hands to the boys swimming toward her, greeting her other lovers with her fingertips. Jody eeled up and kissed her wetly upon the mouth, sliding his slippery body over the globes of her breasts, then floating aside to make room for his brother.
Timothy was more direct, kissing her hard and rubbing his soft cock into the hairs of her mound. "How'd it go? Did you fuck him good, Betsy?"
She nodded and cupped the cheeks of his shin ass. "You bet I did, and it surprised the hell out of him."
At her shoulder now, Jody said, "Did you tell him about us?"
Turning her head, she kissed him again, her feet upon the bottom of the pool and her body swaying with the motion of the water and her own weightlessness. "That, too. He stopped screwing in mid – stroke, it surprised him so much."
Elizabeth heard a splash and saw Charlene paddling to them. When the girl was near, Elizabeth said, "Sherman tried to deny fucking you, Charlene, and when I told him we'd all seen it, he just sort of collapsed – on top of me; I saw to that, with my legs open. We had a fine, gratifying screw. He's sleeping it off now."
"Wow," Charlene sighed. "I wanted to sneak up there and watch it, but they talked me out of that. Do you think he'll swing with all of us, next?"
Kissing the girl's cheek, Elizabeth said, "Step by step, I imagine. The guy has had a couple of severe shocks, and we don't want him to lose his ability to raise a hard, do we?"
"No way," Charlene giggled. "Your old man really has a big groovy prick I can hardly wait to ride it again; he really fills up my little pussy. Have you gone down on him?"
"Not yet," Elizabeth answered, conscious of Jody's prick going stiff under water and sliding up and down the cheek of her ass, feeling the younger boy's already hard cock nudging up between her floating breasts, as Timothy placed one knee upon each side of her rib cage. Why not, she thought, but it would be too difficult in the water, no matter how sensuous that made her feel. It would be better where there was more solidity, and room for them to move around without drowning each other.
"Okay," she said, "everybody out of the pool and grab towels. While my husband has his well – earned rest, we can have some fun in the living room. Besides, someone might see us out here."
Gleefully, they piled out of the water, dripping and laughing and goosing each other, to scamper playfully to the cabana and wrestle for towels. Elizabeth was as childish as the others, feeling loose and free and hugely enjoying herself. But she was first out of the pool house, towel draped around her hips as a minor concession to any peering neighbor, and ran lithely with her tits bouncing, back into the house.
She had no idea what they would do to and for each other, no set plans, for such plans wouldn't mean anything, once they started going off on sensuous tangents where anything might happen. Elizabeth didn't even feel the need for a drink, and spun away from the towel in the center of the room, skipping nude to the tape player to snap in an eight track, just for background.
Soon they circled her, gleamingly naked, their sleek bodies shining with health and eagerness. Jody's prick was upright, its pink head glowing, his balls filled with that precious fluid and distended. Timothy held his cock in one hand, caressing its thickness, fondling its length topped by the flanged bulb, which was a darker shade of pink than his brother's. And little Charlene postured seductively, her narrow pelvis thrust forward, the budding mounds of her immature breasts arrogantly erect, and again Elizabeth was drawn by the utter beauty of the girl's lightly mossed pussy, the dark red highlights reflected there, the soft lips peeping.
She couldn't resist its beckoning temptations, and moved to take Charlene in her arms, to snuggle the girl against her sensitive breasts, feeling the willowy body hot against her flesh, and throbbing. They sank gently to the carpet together, their hands moving, feeling, petting, and when they were down, their mouths met, tongues flicking against each other, their breaths mixing.
Elizabeth took the initiative, rolling halfway on top of the slim body and kissing Charlene's throat, then trailing her lips down over the fragile collarbone, to seek out the delicate globe of a nubile tit. Sucking the darling little nubbin into her lips, Elizabeth worried it with her tongue, reaching around the entire tiny heaping of tender, sweet flesh. Her hand had found its own path between Charlene's opened thighs, and cupped the feathery resilience there, fingering gently along the always hot, always damp lips.
Then Charlene's flat belly was rippling against her mouth, the svelte hips beginning a sensuous rolling as the girl's passions flamed deep within her small vagina. Elizabeth drew a warm, wet trail across Charlene's tummy, probing the tip into the tiny navel, then sliding it off to one side to feel the jeweled connection of slender thigh to narrow hip, teasing deeply into the tasty flesh as the girl moaned and arched her back in anticipation.
Both of them had forgotten the boys, and Elizabeth was panting as she suddenly buried her face urgently into the pulsing heat of Charlene's girlish pussy. She used her tongue as one of the boys might use his hard prick, feeding it back and forth into the silken cunt, reaching as far up the quivering hole as she could, then curling it back for another loving penetration.
Pulling upon the savory lips, lapping into the delicious foldings of Charlene's young cunt, Elizabeth caressed hips and slim ass and lean thighs, wanting to get her entire face into the appetizing little snatch, to somehow draw the slippery warmth around her head. Of course, she couldn't accomplish that, but she wanted to, and did the next best thing, sucking and adoring and working the delicate pussy into her mouth and across her teeth.
The tiny clit leaped against her corkscrewing tongue, and Elizabeth siphoned upon it with loving attention. It was hot and wonderful, juicy and succulent, and at first she didn't respond to the gentle touch of something that was exploring the hairy cleft between her uplifted buttocks.
Then she realized that one of the boys was probing his hard prick between her spread thighs, sliding the tempting pole back and forth along the humid lips of her mossy labia. She didn't know if it belonged to Jody or to Timothy, and it didn't matter; a stiff and hungry cock was what counted, so Elizabeth wriggled her ass to help the kid get his cockhead settled into her eager basket.
His fingers cupped the cheeks of her ass, and he pushed upward with his engorged cockhead, angling between the torridly receptive labia, spreading them to allow entrance. Elizabeth gasped as she felt the hard, rounded length of the boy's shaft penetrate into the hot and velvet grasping of her vagina, and redoubled her attention to Charlene's vibrating clitoris, using her mouth and tongue greedily.
It was fantastic, eating into the girl's heaving pussy while someone fed the meat into her avid snatch from behind, stroking that lovely club deeply with every lingering stroke. Elizabeth shivered upon the slowly lunging staff, grinding her ass and feeling the swinging sac of the boy's balls tap her inner thighs every time he buried it full length into her steaming slot.
Charlene's thin legs lifted to curl possessively about her head and shoulders, and the girl's crotch churned avidly against the suction of Elizabeth's seeking mouth, humping and gyrating. The swollen cock pistoned in and out of Elizabeth's scorching pussy, and she rode it glee. fully, loving every inch of the magic meat, wanting to feel the ridged knob against every section of her vagina, and especially the thick base rubbing erotically into her tremulous clit.
Elizabeth felt the girl's blazing cunt seethe around her tongue and into her teeth, felt the liberal flowing of Charlene's spiced Inner juices along her lips and chin, and ate even more ravenously of the sweet, exotic flavors. She pulsed around the shaft that was thrilling her own pussy, wringing her active vagina over the driving, surging club. Charlene cried out wildly, and her crotch hammered into Elizabeth's mouth as she came furiously, violently.
Moaning, Elizabeth knew the deep and bubbling currents of her own fast approaching orgasm, and twisted upon the boy's embedded prick to bring the whirlpool spinning faster and faster. She lost herself in the liquid dissolving as fingers of wet fire spread from her jerking clitoris to fan throughout her undulating pussy, searing and ecstatic.
She was snuggling her cheek in the oily lips of Charlene's pulsating snatch when the boy behind her tightened his fingers into the tender flesh of her rich thighs and fired a compressed load of foaming semen far up into her shuddering vagina.
Elizabeth luxuriated in the sweet soaking of the wondrous juice for a long time, breathing in the pungent aromas of the girl's aroused pussy and knowing the stillness of the prick buried to the balls within her own inflamed cunt. She turned her head drowsily to see that it was Jody who had fucked her, and watched as the boy slid his dripping cock from the clenching of her vagina. He backed away from her ass after giving the cheeks a final pat, after bending to plant a kiss in the upper part of the dusky valley.
She moved languorously away from Charlene's humid mound, her body rolling gently to one side and her long legs reaching themselves out to full length. Warmed and relaxed, Elizabeth lay quietly as the girl stirred and sat up, as Timothy Goodall moved toward his sister upon his knees, the boy's goodly sized prick standing out stiffly, its head polished pink and shining, with the droplet of clear fluid gathered upon Its rounded tip.
Charlene reached to cup her brother's balls, playing her quick, agile fingers up and down the shaft, fluttering them over the engorged head. Timothy kissed the girl, their bodies coming erectly together, the girl now rubbing his cockhead across her silken belly. They were a beautiful pair, Elizabeth thought again, the slim, near hairless bodies very smooth and tapered, their skins flawless and pale.
Seeming to melt and flow together, they sank joined to the floor, Charlene breaking the long kiss to start licking hotly down her brother's flat belly as Timothy sat back upon his haunches and caressed his younger sister's red – blond hair. Elizabeth watched the swift flicking of the girl's pink tongue as It delved into the boy's crotch, feeling along the wrinkled sac of his testicles, then sliding along beneath the veined shaft Itself, curling and uncurling as It trailed up and up to center upon the sensitive glans. Charlene took the gleaming gem of pre – seminal fluid upon her tongue and rolled it back into her mouth to absorb Its flavor, and Elizabeth wondered how many times the girl had eaten her brother's prick, how many thick rivulets of semen had been drawn avidly down her throat.
She saw Charlene's lips fit themselves over the cock – head, and watched It disappear, with inches of enlarged staff following into the girl's greedy mouth. And she looked down at the beautiful young pussy glowing from between Charlene's opened thighs, so small and yet so potent Three different hard pricks had rioted within that tiny, compelling snatch, each of them loosing their come in the convulsions of voluptuous rapture.
But Elizabeth had also known those three stiff cocks, and she had eaten two of them, a~ she had gulped into the girl's lovely pussy. So she felt even closer to Charlene, as if by sharing the same lovers and their own bodies, they knew a kinship that few others could experience, or even dared to try.
Jody wasn't through, she saw; the older boy was crouched now between his sister's slender legs, his prick still very hard and still greasy from its recent probing of Elizabeth's cent Staring at the way she was sucking upon Timothy's cock, he moved close; using one hand to bend down his shaft and aim its point at the appealing little mound.
Bracing the spongy head Into the trembling lips of Charlene's childish vulva, Jody pushed steadily, and the pussy opened slowly for him, its walls juicy and feverish.
Using that deft wriggle of his smooth ass, Jody seated his prick into the shallow, tight depths of his sister's pussy, sliding it inside until the reddened labia were settled around the base of the shaft, and his balls were pressed into the dainty cleft of the sculptured ass.
Elizabeth felt her nipples harden, if indeed they had ever gone soft, and knew a growing excitement within the slippery deeps of her own vagina. Charlene and her brothers moved sinuously together, in a slow, delightful rhythm, their sleek bodies intertwined, a prick in her mouth and another one in her pussy, sliding and slipping and thrusting.
She could not remain apart from them, so Elizabeth edged close; wondering how she could blend with the lovely, sensuous trio. Lifting her head, she kissed the girl's grinding hip, then moved her face to do the same to Jody's hip, licking over his skin and relearning its youthful flavors. Up close, she saw the oily movement of the boy's pole moving in and out of the girl's clenching pussy, and laid her cheek upon Charlene's belly edge to reach out with her tongue and touch the greasy, moving prick
Not enough, she thought wildly, never enough, so she forced her mouth closer, until she could lap at both the girl's steaming cunt lips and the boy's sliding cock More content, she licked at the joined organs, tasting pussy and prick together, knowing the intimate slipperiness and marvelous softness enwrapped in fabulous hardness. So she knew with them the explosion of Jody's orgasm, and the immediate response of Charlene's climax. She sucked upon the boy's jerking balls as they pumped semen upward, and vi as content.



Chapter 12


As a concession to Sherman's edginess, they all wore robes when he came down for dinner that evening. Charlene looked impossibly tiny in one of Elizabeth's dressing gowns, with the sleeves rolled and the skirt tucked up; the boys had worn-out robes of their own, too small for them, so that their bare knees showed. But they were reasonably presentable, Elizabeth thought, as she was in a robe she thoroughly despised now.
But she was smiling warmly as she greeted her husband at the foot of the stairs, and held out a hand to him. Sherman had on his beat-up terry cloth, and was freshly shaven; she could smell the heady scent of his lotion. Pressing the lush length of her body against him, Elizabeth flattened her heavy breasts into his hairy chest and lifted her mouth.
Sherman's kiss was nervous, hesitant, as if he still wasn't sure about her, but she proved she was breathtakingly real by crushing her lips to his and sliding her tongue questingly into his mouth. His arms tightened around her waist, and he said, "So I wasn't just dreaming?"
She laughed against his throat. "No, darling; you and I have been living a nightmare for far too long, but now we're awake, and we're going to stay that way – awake and alive."
He glanced toward the kitchen, and Elizabeth murmured, "They're all in there, waiting for us."
"Damn," Sherman said, "I don't know if I can handle this – sitting down to a meal with a couple of horny kids who have been screwing my wife."
"And the girl you screwed," Elizabeth reminded him. "But just take it easy, darling, and be casual. Those kids are so open and honest that they might shake you up at first, but you'll get used to that soon, and realize that you don't have to play a lot of stupid games with them. It's really refreshing not to have to wear a mask, to simply show your true self."
"I guess that will take some practice," Sherman said, his hands moving over her ripe, firm ass. "But I'll try anything, so long as it helps keep you like this, all passionate and beautiful. It's just seems sort of embarrassing, to look those young studs in the eye, and think how they've been in between your long, lovely legs, their cocks reaching for your wonderful cunt, and you – well, I can't help picturing you the way you were upstairs a little while ago, all squirming and eager, taking those hard, thrusting pricks in turn, panting and trembling as you come.
Elizabeth patted his cheek. "What's wrong with picturing me like that? I think it's wonderful, being that way, bucking and heaving on a nice, sliding prick. I think it was wonderful to see little Charlene doing it with you, although I really didn't figure her tiny pussy could stretch far enough to accept your big cock."
He swallowed audibly. "That's something else, Elizabeth. You talking this way, using all the words, I mean. And all those years, you would never say anything like that, or even keep the light on those rare times when we fucked, when you didn't have a headache or were ill, or something. I can't get used to hearing words like prick and fuck and pussy rolling off your lips."
Rolling her hips, Elizabeth lifted her pelvis so that it ground lightly, teasingly into her husband's crotch, making certain that he felt the giving softness and pulsing heat of her cunt. She said, "That's something else you'll get used to, Sherman. Those are the real words, the descriptive ones, so why use anything else? I like them, like the taste of them in my mouth. And I'm warning you right now that the kids will use them, too."
He looked toward the kitchen again. "Well, I suppose I might as well take the plunge, and face them. You know, I'm even nervous about seeing the girl again."
Elizabeth laughed. "She's not nervous about you; Charlene is downright anxious to be with you again. She keeps talking about what a wonderful, big cock you have, how it fills up her pussy, how much she needs you to flick her some more.
Sherman's eyes locked with hers and he said, "And you don't care if I screw the kid? You're not angry or jealous?"
"I'm only happy that you two love each other," Elizabeth said softly, "that you both can turn on and enjoy fucking. Oh Sherman, Sherman – there are so many ways, so many thrilling things to do. Come on, love; let's go join the rest of our passionate family."
She led him into the kitchen, where the table was already set and steaks were simmering on the grill, where fresh salad and garlic bread perfumed the air. Letting go his hand, Elizabeth looked over at little Charlene, and the girl came gracefully toward them, moving lithely, beautifully. She drifted aside and gave Charlene room; the girl moved right up to Sherman and reached into his robe with one small hand to find and fondle his limp shaft.
Tiptoeing to press herself against him, head tilted back so she could stare up. into his face, Charlene said, "I'm really glad you're here, sweet man. I've missed this crazy prick so much."
Sherman turned red, and Elizabeth saw him struggling to regain his composure. He said, almost gruffly, "Hey – er, Charlene. If you don't stop that, I'll never get to have dinner, and I'm pretty damned hungry."
Laughing prettily, the girl moved back from him, releasing his cock and rubbing her fingertips together as if they had been singed. "Okay, hut I'll make sure you get plenty to eat – during and after dinner, too."
It might have been any happy family around the dinner table, Elizabeth thought, as she finished preparing the food, with Charlene helping ably. There was a slight undercurrent of tension, mainly between the boys and Sherman, but no more than would be normal if a father was a little teed off about something offbeat his sons had done that day. But no lectures, Elizabeth thought, sitting down to a sizzling steak and trimmings, no finger pointing and faultfinding. In fact, there was very little conversation at first, as everyone ate hungrily, and she smiled as she thought of the added strength flowing into the males, that rebuilding of enchanting power that she and Charlene could drain from them in a series of wondrous sexual encounters.
She glanced often at her husband, seeing again that he was really an attractive man, one that she now realized could also be sensuous, but Elizabeth couldn't help wondering how far he would go, if he would throw himself wholeheartedly into combinations and deviations that he might consider perverse. She thought he had accepted the fact that she was fucking and enjoying a pair of young, virile lovers; Sherman had even been stimulated by the Idea, rising to new heights of passion when they fucked on the bed that had once been only a torture rack to her.
But how did he feel about oral sex, and would It upset him when he saw his wife talking a boy's stiff and stroking prick into her mouth? Would he shudder when he realized that the pumping semen was purling hotly down her eager throat, or would he see that as a vital part of love? Elizabeth realized that she knew nothing at all about her own husband's sexual mores, other than that one brief glimpse of him when they had made it so terrifically, a few hours ago.
Jody was sipping coffee, and his eyes caught hen; the boy seemed to understand what she was thinking, to sense the edges of her worry. He said to Sherman, "Mr. Anderson, you're really a lucky guy, to be married to such a beautiful, sexy woman. She has the most beautiful tits rye ever seen, and the most gorgeous pussy. I haven't been around all that much because I'm pretty young, but I'd bet there aren't many cunts with such deep, soft hair, and only a few that are so juicy and rich."
Sherman's fork clattered on his plate, and he took a gulp of coffee to cover his confusion. Under the table, Elizabeth put her hand upon his knee. Sherman mumbled, "Yeah; I'm – I guess I'm lucky."
Charlene said, "Does it bother you, to have another guy praise your wife's pussy? It doesn't shake my brothers any, when I tell them what a wonderful prick you have."
Coughing, Sherman put down his coffee cup. "I – look, kids; this is all too new for me, and not easy to digest. Charlene, when I saw you, it was as if an electric heater had been turned on inside my belly, and even though I knew damned well that I wasn't supposed to even be thinking such lecherous thoughts about a girl so young, I simply couldn't help myself. Then, when you made it so damned plain that you were not only available, but willing and eager to – to screw, I lost whatever vestiges of self control I might have had left. Laying you was fantastic, a wild dream come true, but afterward, I wanted to crawl off somewhere and hide. I think I know now bow a narcotics addict feels; that's how strong you are in my blood."
"Hey," the girl said softly, "that's the sweetest thing anyone ever said to me."
"But," Sherman continued, "it may take me awhile to handle all this. You boys – I thank you both for turning my frigid wife into a passionate woman. That's about all I can say, right now."
"It's enough, darling," Elizabeth said quietly, proudly. "There's plenty of time for everything, including getting your ideas all sorted out. When I got started with the kids, I found it was better just to flow with whatever was happening, to let myself drift and accept. Maybe that will work for you, too. Now, if I can have a hand clearing off this table – "
She and Charlene shooed the guys out of the kitchen, and the girl was visibly excited as she helped gather dishes. "Wasn't that far out, what he said about me? Your old man really turns me on, Betsy; I'm going to fuck him until his backbone melts and runs out of the head of his beautiful prick"
"Unless he's done it with the woman he's keeping," Elizabeth said, "Sherman has never been down on a woman, or had his cock eaten. That I know of, I mean. He might not go for it."
"Sure he will," Charlene answered promptly. "I'll dig getting that big cockhead into my mouth and sucking it until he blows all his sweet juice down my throat." She stopped talking and looked at Elizabeth. "Or maybe it ought to be you that does it to him first? I mean, just to get him started. What do you think?"
Elizabeth said, "I think we should just let It happen, dear. But I have been imagining you and me with him, working him over until he realizes what he's been missing, until he's more than willing to go along with anything and everything our sex community has to offer. Only, I fret a little about the boys being left out.
"Don't worry about them," Charlene said. "Jody and Timmy will understand, and they hail a real good screwing this afternoon, to carry them over for awhile. Remember how I stayed out of it, until they could get you going? It was okay with me, because I knew the rest of you were balling, and that sooner or later, I would also be part of it. You want me to talk to them and explain?"
"If you'd like," Elizabeth answered, putting the final dishes into the washer and flipping the switch as she thought of her husband between this lovely, erotic girl and herself, of them teasing him to a point of fine torture, and overwhelming him with the most voluptuous sex he had ever experienced. They would teach him anything he didn't know, demonstrate to the man how fantastic truly shared and selflessly giving sex could be.
She remained awhile in the kitchen, busying herself with minor chores and giving Charlene time to make the arrangements. Beneath her loose robe, Elizabeth could feel the arousal of her body, the sweet ache of her swelling breasts and hardening nipples, the tremulous sensation deep within the sultry channel of her pussy. She had never yearned for Sherman before, never felt this tingle of delighted anticipation when she thought of his large and throbbing prick. She could not help but wonder if her husband's mistress felt the same emotions, or if the woman was simply putting up with Sherman, for the sake of his support.
Being his legal wife had made Elizabeth no different, she realized; she had also merely put up with a man, in order to have things he could furnish her, things which included the respectability of marriage. She shook her head and decided that she would very much like to meet Sherman's girlfriend.
Charlene skipped to her and caught her hand. '"The kids are going off to a movie, and they'll have hamburgers after. Sherman gave them the bread and drew a map, showing where the flick is. I told you they'd understand, Betsy; they just said to have fun. And your old man – he doesn't know what's coming down, but maybe he has a little idea. Anyhow, he's not running away."
"Good enough," Elizabeth said, and walked with the girl into the living room where their mutual lover waited for them, and Charlene whispered, "Just let it happen."
Sherman sat on the couch with a drink in his hand, and Elizabeth smiled to see that he still needed courage from outside himself, and loved him for that touch of timidity.
The lights were soft and golden, blending with the slow, primitive rhythm from the tape deck in the background. In the center of the room, Charlene paused and slowly undid the too big dressing gown, posing hipshot as the robe drifted down from her sleek young body and puddled at her feet Light played upon her small, tidy breasts, upon the glistening nipples pink and pert, and when the girl changed postures, spilled down the flat, smooth belly to highlight the wisping of dark red pubic hair.
Elizabeth saw her husband staring entranced at the lovely nude figure, and waited until Sherman's glance finally moved away before calling attention to herself. Unbelting the robe, she ripped it away and flung it heedlessly aside, letting the warm air wash over her prickling skin and feeling the urgent lifting of her nipples. Feet slightly apart, she slid her hands down over her plush hips, and her husband's eyes followed the flowing movements.
Thrusting her pelvis forward, she moved it in a tantalizing circle, her fingertips playing into the luxurious black pubic hair, touching the excited labia, and Sherman watched raptly.
She said to him, "You have both of us, darling – and we have you."
He finished his drink and placed the glass haphazardly upon a table beside the couch, his eyes now darting feverishly back and forth between the naked and beckoning bodies, a kid in a candy store, but with an important difference. Sherman didn't have to limit himself to choose between two appealing morsels; he could let his appetites run riot, and gorge his greediest desires.
Charlene took a sliding, graceful step toward the man, then another, her sleek body undulating sensuously, the heated aura of her sensuality reaching out to him. Acting in concert, they loosened his robe and drew the sleeves down his furry arms, exposing his body and the risen magnificence of his thickened shaft.
Reaching for his hand, Charlene tugged him off the couch, and Elizabeth pushed him gently to the carpet. "So we'll have plenty of room, darling."
They slid down beside him, arms crossing over his broad and hairy chest, lips nuzzling his throat, his chin, along his cheeks. Elizabeth pushed her heavy breasts into him, pressed her abundantly thatched mound against his thigh, and used one hand to explore the distended bag of his testicles. Her fingers met Charlene's there, and together they caressed the veined staff of his cock, wandered in turn across the pulsing head, so velvety and already leaking at the narrow slit.
The girl had her mouth locked to Sherman's, so Elizabeth slipped her tongue into her husband's ear, and felt the lurching of his body in frenzied response, felt the leaping of his hard prick in her fingers. His chest was heaving, and Charlene seemed intent upon drinking his breath while the little darting tongue ran rampant inside his mouth, so Elizabeth rubbed her breasts down his ribcage and trailed them with her lips.
Sherman was squirming now, his pelvis making short and eager bumps that waved his solid shaft in the air. Elizabeth kept moving, kissing down his muscled thigh before drifting her mouth across her husband's groin, her tongue exploring wet and hot over his hairy skin. When she reach his belly button, Sherman's belly was heaving, and she could feel trembles wracking his flesh.
Driving her tongue violently into his navel, she twisted it deeply there while he gasped and clung tightly to the other girl in his arms. Elizabeth slid her body over to get between his legs, using both hands to spread his thighs wider. The dark brown and curling brush so luxuriant in his crotch intrigued her, and she toyed with it, teasing his now swollen balls and stroking his inner thighs in a manner calculated to bring him to the height of arousal.
Blowing her warm breath upon the velvety head of his engorged prick, Elizabeth slowly lowered her lips and touched them to the tremulous tip, where a sticky leakage clung clear. Using her tongue, she drew the droplet into her mouth and knew the flavor of her husband's inner juices, tasted them strong and musky and somehow sweet. Tantalizingly, she ran her tongue around that bulging knob, drawing it underneath, where the little clump of scar tissue was amazingly soft
Somewhere above her, Charlene murmured, "She's going down on you, Sherman; Betsy is just about to take your cock in her mouth and love it. Here, baby – feel my tongue in your mouth, while hers is playing across your prick."
Opening her lips, Elizabeth brought them down and fitted them ovej the pulsing knob, feeling the spongy – hard shape slide across her tongue and over the roof of her mouth. She caressed it gently, pulling it deep, laying it with a hungry tongue, sucking upon it as if it were a strangely formed lollipop. She knew how to please him now; she was experienced in eating pricks, since she had fed upon two others before this one, and Elizabeth used all her newly acquired knowledge upon her husband's cockhead.
Looking up the length of his body, she watched his belly quiver, and saw his chest pumping up and down in excitement His thighs came slowly together, pinning her head between them, and Elizabeth's hands fondled his balls, his legs, his belly and the think stem of his prick. She saw Charlene's tiny fingers playing with Sherman's stubby nipples, and the girl's pink tongue flicking in and out of his mouth.
Sherman had one big hand cupped around Charlene's dainty ass, and the other toyed with her small, apple-firm breasts as the girl curled eagerly to the side of his now arching body. Elizabeth raced her tongue even more fervently around his enlarged glans, and began to bob her suctioning mouth up and down upon his shaft in a slow, sensuous rhythm. He was lifting his crotch and letting it fall, the muscles of his hairy thighs tensing and relaxing around her head as she ate hungrily of his big prick.
She could hear her husband moaning in rapture, and feel the heavier thrusting of his cockhead as she took it against the adoring velvet goblet of her throat, as her satiny inner cheeks dipped in and out and her active tongue curled avidly over and around the quivering glans. His entire shaft trembled, and she sensed the onrush of semen that was hissing up from her husband's contracting balls. Elizabeth pulled greedily upon the flexing cockhead, and was quickly rewarded by the thunderous torrent of hotly bubbling come that jetted from it. It was a creamy, rich geyser that bathed her cheeks and flooded her tongue with its syrupy goodness, fountaining its heavy juices throughout her gobbling mouth and streaming oyster like down her thirsty throat.
She drew upon the slippery knob, tickled it with her tongue, and swallowed the milky honey, draining it down into her stomach as she siphoned for more. The flow tapered off, slowed to a dribble of semen, but still Elizabeth sucked upon the adorable head, pumping the final wetness from him, relishing every droplet of the deliciously thrilling stuff.
There, she thought; she had at last sucked her own husband's prick and taken his semen into her throat. She had finally brought Sherman to such a peak of ecstasy that he was still shuddering and jerking in uncontrollable spasms of sensual delight Drawing her tongue slowly up the length of his yet stiff shaft, Elizabeth took her mouth from around the nearly dry cockhead, and sighed.
Charlene was still wiggling against him, still nibbling Sherman's lips and teasing his chest with flying fingers, but when the girl sensed that Elizabeth had finished, she turned her face to smile. "Real kinky," she whispered, "for me to tongue him while you were eating his cock. He went wild there for a few seconds, so you must have really given him some terrific head, Betsy."
"I did my best," Elizabeth murmured. "And he's still hard. Do you have any suggestions?"
Sherman stirred languidly, his eyes closed, his breath slowing by degrees. Charlene sat up and said, "Damned right, I do. Sherman baby – I'm going to crawl down there and ride your big prick now, while you find out what your wife's beautiful pussy tastes like."
Sitting between his bent knees, Elizabeth watched his eyes spring open, but her husband didn't rebel at the idea; he simply drew a long breath and nodded. She moved around his supine body upon her knees, and his eyes clung to her polished ebony mound all the way.
When she was close to his head, she asked softly, "Have you ever done this before, dear?"
"No," he said hoarsely. "I never really did; I only kissed a cunt a couple of times."
"I like that," she said. "I like being the first one for you. Has your mistress ever sucked your cock, either?"
Her husband bit his lips, but he didn't try to cop out, "N – no, she hasn't I guess it was because I never encouraged her any. But Elizabeth – "
"Shhh," she said. "It doesn't matter, darling. Here, I'll slide around where I can put one knee on each side of your head like this."
Poised above her husband's upturned face, Elizabeth watched their foster daughter scurry down Sherman's body to take up the same position, only Charlene was balanced above a cockhead, and Elizabeth was set with her crotch over a nervous mouth.
Charlene reached down and took the man's sturdy pole In one small hand, fingering its heft, but her eyes were locked with Elizabeth's, establishing an intimate contact, reaching across the length of Sherman Anderson's body to share an understanding of each other's emotions, as they were about to share the ready male beneath their naked bodies.
Moving her own hands up and down the smooth roundness of her widespread thighs, Elizabeth began to lower her hairy crotch very slowly, dropping it inch by inch toward his uncertainly waiting mouth, her cunt lips throbbing and turning juicy with anticipation. This was the pussy he had always craved, but had been too ashamed to really take, or too afraid of his own failings, or too something. Now he could realize the full potentials of his wife's rich cunt, and perhaps learn his own potentials in the doing.
Elizabeth stared down into his face, into Sherman's inverted eyes, until the furry forest of her pulsating mound was lowered to his lips with a gentle firmness, cutting off her view of anything but his chin. She felt the shock of his warm mouth, as her humid labia spread to cover it, and the pressure of his nose. Her nails dug painfully into the tender flesh of her tensed thighs as Elizabeth settled back upon her haunches, her crotch locked upon her husband's face. Then she knew the tentative licking of his uncertain tongue, feeling the slippery penetration as he reached it up through her greasy cunt lips and into the torrid hole of her vagina.
Gasping, she rocked tenderly upon him, upon his teeth and chin, reveling in the probing of his tongue within the caressing membranes of her pussy, In this matchless closeness, this rare and lovely kind of adulation. Her eyes focused upon Charlene's gamin face, and saw the enjoyment spreading there. Glancing down, Elizabeth watched the girl twisting her dainty ass to get the swollen cockhead centered in the delicate entrance of her girlish mound.
Charlene was already blazing, Elizabeth knew, the tiny pussy already dripping with exotic oils to lubricate and ease the reaching of a stiff cock. But even so, the first entering was difficult, since Sherman's prick was so big, and the girl's cunt was so small. Working her slender crotch, pumping her pelvis in sexy gyrations, Charlene managed to get the bulb between her labia, forcing them to go elastic, and Elizabeth watched her husband's bulb slide up into the tight, hot clenching of the girl's vagina, seeing the dilated shaft follow easily, until Charlene was sitting down upon the roots of Sherman's buried cock and holding the length of it inside her sizzling, willowy body.
Wiggling her own pelvis, Elizabeth pumped tenderly back and forth upon Sherman's now eager mouth, thrilling at the exploration of his tongue, but realizing that she would soon have to give him instructions, because he had not yet discovered her clitoris. It was marvelous, seesawing there with his head clamped between her knees, with her crotch surging sand her belly rippling. For the first time in their married life, she felt she was truly blending with her husband, becoming a vital part of him as he was turning into an essential section of her being. And it was better, because he was being doubly thrilled, because his lovely prick was embedded in a tight young pussy while his tongue was coiling into another.



Chapter 13


Rolling her juicy cunt upon Sherman's mouth, Elizabeth said to him, 'Darling, that's so good, so wonderful – but use your tongue higher, feel up into my pussy, just inside the cunt lips. Ooohh! Yes, right about there. Can you feel a little growth down under the soft tissues? Ahh, yes, oh yes; there it is, darling. That's my clit – my clitoris – and just keep tickling it, suck on it, lover – pull it out of its hot nest and hold it gently between your teeth – ahh, ahh!"
Her cunt surged against him then, pulsing and shivering from one end of the soapy sheath to the other, and Elizabeth leaned forward so that she could place the palms of her hands flat against his fleecy chest, so she could buck more strongly into his pulling mouth. Fucking him in the mouth, she thought dazedly; she was actually screwing her husband in the mouth, rocking and turning upon his avidly lapping tongue1 grinding her hairy, steaming snatch and humping as if she was riding a pistoning cock, and the sensation was lascivious, wonderful, abandoned. She loved it, adored it.
Elizabeth felt a hand upon one of hers, the quick soft fingers stroking, arid blinked over to see Charlene's in – tent, piquant face very close. The girl was also leaning forward, her tender but well – trained young pussy churning around Sherman's stretched prick, the fragile – appearing ass rolling. Her fingers tightened upon Elizabeth's hand, and they were holding each other's fingers, feeling their breaths panting, feeling the swiftly growing rapture building within their squirming bodies.
Charlene's green eyes seemed to expand so that they filled the room, the world, and Elizabeth sank into them as their faces moved closer together. She felt a searing, all – encompassing kind of thrill as their lips met lightly and moved, questing. A vast shudder drew Elizabeth taut when her tongue touched the girl's, and some kind of in – comprehensible cry burst against Charlene's small, white teeth.
Wheeling and seesawing her crotch, with her rich ass humping and her thighs locked strongly about her husband's head, Elizabeth hammered her dripping pussy into his suctioning mouth. They were a joined circle, because the girl was bucking wantonly upon Sherman's stroking prick, holding to Elizabeth's hands and meeting the lancing of Elizabeth's slippery hot tongue.
Sherman was between them, part of the circle, flesh joined juicily to sliding flesh, mouth to mouth, mouth to pussy, prick to pussy, and they all went blind with the fury of their joined passions. Twisting and heaving, moaning and gasping, they rode the frenzy of an exploding climax, together – eternally together, one of them passing through the other, glued and welded and locked. The man's spurting of furious semen was the lifeblood, the magic fluid that sealed them.
Crying out into Elizabeth's mouth, Charlene's voice was sharp and disjointed: "Oh! Oh, darling – Betsy – he's shooting his boiling come into my little pussy! Oohhh – it's so hot and slippery, and it just keeps squirting up in – side me; my cunt is trying to blot It all up, but there's too much semen – ooohh!"
Elizabeth was swaying in the grip of her own marvelous orgasm, rocking rhythmically upon her husband's mouth with her inner love juices flowing copiously, wondering if a triple climax was that much better. Each tremendously moving come was seemingly more terrific than the one that had gone before, each of them getting impossibly brighter and infinitely more fulfilling, sweeping all care and fear before its overwhelming magnificence. She thought that perhaps the ultimate one might dissolve her body and scatter bits of it to the far stars, but she wouldn't care.
Charlene's mouth moved away from hers, and the enchanted chain was temporarily broken, each of them becoming a separate link again. Sighing, Elizabeth opened her sleek thighs to give Sherman room to breathe, but his tongue was still moving within her dripping vagina, so she didn't lift herself completely from his face, not right away. Through passion – hazed eyes, she watched the girl hiking that neatly sculptured ass from the prick trapped within her young snatch, and saw Sherman's wet club as it snapped from the relaxed hold of the inflamed labia. A milky rivulet oozed down the reddened cockhead.
Then Elizabeth broke her connection with him, coming to her weakened knees and talking the soaked wealth of her furry mound from her husband's mouth. Sherman had thoroughly enjoyed eating her pussy; she knew that. Not once had he struggled, or recoiled, even when she was slamming her cunt into his teeth; he loved prodding his tongue into her shivering clit, loved the way she responded so passionately and fiercely.
Backing away from him, looking down to see his mouth and chin and cheeks glistening from the soft juices of her pussy, Elizabeth thought he had never appeared more handsome, or more desirable. She also realized that he was a very lucky man, to be so adored by two horny woman at the same time.
He was panting for breath, his eyes closed, and she lay down beside him, nestling her heavy breasts against his chest, bringing one leg across his thighs and feeling with her knee to touch his drained balls. Elizabeth was conscious of the girl moving, of Charlene sliding back up to the head of the bed, the adorable young body only turned more radiant by orgasm, the flawless skin glowing as the seldom banked inner fires showed through.
Dimly, drowsily, Elizabeth wondered what Charlene was up to, if the insatiable girl meant to continue the action somehow, and decided that Sherman wasn't really up to much more, for the moment. Feeling between his legs, she found the shrinking prick and fondled its softness.
But Charlene was eager for more thrills, and determined to carry through her next idea. Scooting around until she could lift Sherman's head laxly into her lap, she set herself there, stroking his hair with obvious affection. "You can keep going, man," she murmured to him. "You're some terrific stud, but you just haven't known it until now. I saw the way you ate into your wife's pussy, and I need some of that loving for myself."
Twisting her neck, Elizabeth said, "Charlene – "
"You can help," the girl said quickly. "You'll dig it, too; both of you will. Look, Betsy, if you'll just raise your head and pillow it on my thigh, I can move like this, and – oh yeah; that's going to work out just fine. Sherman baby, can you smell how hot my little pussy is?"
"Ummm," he answered, and Elizabeth thought she knew now what the marvelously debauched girl had in mind. Charlene meant for both of them to work upon her cunt with their tongues.
It was a thrilling idea, something that would bring them closer together and make the sharing more universal. Elizabeth's nose snugged down into the exquisite little mound, moving sideways across the tickle of the lightly feathered hair. To her husband, she said, "Come on, dear – you know you want to, and since you've already gone down on your wife, why not try your lover's cunt, too?"
Adjusting himself, Sherman turned onto one side, and Charlene slid one of her legs across his neck, bent cunningly at the knee; the girl moved her other lean leg to drape it over Elizabeth's shoulder. The delectable, steaming cunt was open to them both, its flushed pink lips retaining a jeweled smearing of residual semen.
Succulent and enticing, the aroma of Charlene's junior pussy rose around their faces, a perfume heady and exciting that widened their nostrils. Elizabeth stared into her husband's eyes as the tips of their noses touched, and hers was the first tongue to glide out and pay homage to the delicate shapings of the downy labia.
Elizabeth knew the flavors and textures of that darling slit, and she discovered now how much she had missed the girl's entrancing pussy. She probed the cunt lips, licked hotly and teasingly over them, and shivered when her tongue met that of her husband. Sherman was also lapping into the humid mound, and their tongues caressed each other, even as they fondled Charlene's miniature vulva.
The girl was swinging her ass in slow, erotic circles, hunching her crotch up to them, one hand upon each of their heads. "That's far out," she breathed raggedly. "Oh yes, that's fantastic, freaky – two groovy tongues loving my pussy, licking and tickling – oohh! I love you both so much – so much!"
Charlene's mound was growing wetter, steamier, waves of heat rising from its throbbing lips, and Elizabeth realized that her tongue was also bringing into her mouth the flavor of her husband's semen, deposited inside the girl's narrow vagina only minutes before. She wondered if Sherman knew that, too, and concentrated upon titillating Charlene's tiny clit, worrying the small nubbin into full and vibrant erectness.
Twisting in beside her beneath the clitoral hood, Sherman's tongue joined the celebration, reveling there at the fresh, live sweetness, fondling the silken membranes and teasing, teasing, while Charlene arched her slim back and made surging, frantic motions with her belly. Groping upward, Elizabeth's right hand found the trembling globe of the girl's small breast, and her left hand slid beneath the cheek of a squirming ass.
Her tongue blurred with her husband's, and sometimes their lips met as both of them greedily lapped at Charlene's surging mound, bedeviling her intensely excited clitoris, pushing and pulling it between them. The girl could not stand so much tantalizing adoration, and Elizabeth sensed the oncoming rush of the climax as Charlene's thighs grew taut and her calves quivered in smooth, rippling spasms. She knew that overpowering sensation well, that heated rapture that grew and grew until it had to shatter itself in the culmination of ecstasy.
"Ahhh!" Charlene cried out, her fingers clenching into their hair and her crotch gyrating wildly, passionately. "Ahh – you're freaking me out – uh – uh – uh! I can't stand it any more, can't stand another crazy second of – coming – I'm COMING!!!"
Sharply, in a staccato rhythm, the girl hammered her feverish pussy into their mouths, their chins and cheeks, whipping her crotch from side to side as the fury boiled out from her crazed clitoris and went skyrocketing off through the rest of her cunt. When the shuddering was done, lessening in softer jerkings, slowed into a backwash of eddying emotions, Elizabeth lifted her dripping mouth from the caress of the convulsive pussy and kissed her husband's equally oily lips.
Now their fluttering tongues were only their own, and they coiled and uncoiled them, sucked the remaining juices from them, their teeth grating gently and their lips nibbling. Soft and warm, the scent of Charlene's leaking snatch drifted about them.
The girl was first to move, lifting one slim leg at a time away from their shoulders, scooting deftly back upon her ass to remove her dainty crotch and allow their heads to sink to the carpet. Sherman's arms came around Elizabeth, to hold her close, and she discovered in surprise that his overworked prick was partly risen against the skin of her belly. Some deeply buried reserve of strength and lust had been tapped, she thought; opening a reservoir of passion that seemingly could flow forever.
In the unregretted past, her husband had been a onetime fucker, and she had always been extremely grateful for it, happy to rid herself of his clinging weight, glad to hurry into the bath and wash away the stickiness of his repulsive semen. Now – oh now, Sherman had turned into a stud, a long – lasting sexual athlete with marvelous staying powers, and they both had the kids to thank font.
Rolling onto his back and staring up at the faintly illuminated ceiling, Sherman said in awe, "Damn! Now I know how the Oriental potentates must feel, with their luscious harems around them."
"A two – girl harem isn't much," Elizabeth smiled, sitting up and wrapping her arms about her knees, so that she could smile fondly down upon him.
"It's plenty," he said. "More than enough. I would never have believed that I could fuck and just continue to fuck. It's not simply the newness, either, but something else, something that's much deeper. How adored can a guy feel? A beautiful young girl, and a lovely mature woman, giving him everything. It's fabulous."
"I know," Elizabeth breathed. "I've been moving about In a golden glow, ever since the children arrived. Or rather, ever since they showed me how much fun it is to be raped."
And Charlene climbed to balance herself on the edge of the couch, grinning down at them to say, "You should have made that scene, Sherman baby; we had one hell of a time holding her arms and legs. But it was something we had to do, otherwise she would have finked to the social worker about Jody and me balling. Isn't it great, that it worked out so well?"
"Great," Sherman agreed. "My wife and I would never have known what it was like to love each other. And I'd never have discovered your superb little cunt, Charlene. Me, swinging with my own wife and a very young chick; I can't believe it."
"Believe it," Elizabeth said, "because there's always more to come. You haven't yet shared me with one or both of the boys."
Climbing shakily from the floor, Sherman made it over to the bar for a revitalizing drink, assuming that Elizabeth wanted one also, and splashing liquor over ice cubes in two glasses. Back turned, he said, "Yeah – I guess I can handle that just fine. Yesterday, I couldn't have. It would have been okay for me to screw two women, or three, or as many as I could find to take me on,although I doubt if I had the guts to actually try it. But I wouldn't have seen it the same way, my wife being fucked by more than one guy, much less making myself one of the orgy participants. Now, the idea turns me on."
"Good," Elizabeth said, getting up to join Charlene upon the couch and accepting the drink he brought to her. Sherman gave the girl a soft drink, and crossed over to sit in a chair, his drained shaft not all the way drooping, but not completely risen, either. When he was settled and sipping at his glass, Elizabeth continued, "Both the boys are gloriously horny, but you don't have to worry about competing with them. There are no contests among us, no strained proving of virility, nothing like that. There is only giving and love, Sherman. You know how wonderful you felt, having Charlene and me? You'll feel the same, when Jody is putting the meat to my pussy while I go down on you, or when you push that gorgeous cock between my thighs as I take little Timothy's prick into my mouth. And there's more; much much more."
His throat worked as he swallowed the rest of his drink, and when he put down the glass, he said, "I wish the boys hadn't gone off to the movie."
Charlene bounced up and sway – hipped over to pat his cheek. "They'll be back before too long. They left because we figured it would be easier for you, with them gone while you swing with Betsy and me. Now, if you guys will excuse me – "
He stared after the lithe switching of her trim ass as the girl left the room, and said to Elizabeth, "Is she going to the can?"
Laughing, she answered, "'More likely to raid the refrigerator. They all get hungry after a dedicated session of screwing. It's as if they never had enough to eat, in the past."
Sherman lifted an eyebrow. "And as if they never had enough fucking?"
"Possibly," she said, "but I'll have to go along with them on that point. Can there ever really be enough fucking?"
Her husband looked down at his prick and touched the head with a fingertip. "Damned if I know, Elizabeth. Say, didn't she call you Betsy? That seems to fit you better now – - now that you've loosened up. Do you want me to call you that, too?"
"Anything you want," she said softly, "and I'll answer. I'll always answer, Sherman." She went to him and lowered herself into his lap, feeling the semi-hardness of his shaft beneath the cheeks of her ass. Putting an arm around his neck, Elizabeth lifted one of her rich breasts and touched the rising nipple to his lips.
"I feel so differently about you now, my darling. You're my husband and my lover and even my little boy."
He nuzzled her tit. "Let the kids hit the refrigerator; I have something a lot better to nibble on."



Chapter 14


It was late when the boys returned, and Elizabeth was already in bed with her husband when she heard the door open and shut downstairs. Charlene was waiting up for her brothers, so it wasn't as if they had nobody to come home to. And Elizabeth and Sherman had been busy rediscovering each – other; with the initial violently urgent edges worn off their passions, they had been able to screw languorously; taking all the time they needed to bring themselves to deeply gratifying orgasms.
Sleepily, she listened to the subdued voices below, and thought that the girl was telling Jody and Timothy what had gone on in their absence, explaining how well she and Elizabeth had blended with their foster father, who was now almost completely one of them.
Turning over and snuggling next to her husband's naked body, Elizabeth felt warm and happy. Tomorrow, she thought drowsily, when the juices had risen strong and potent once more, when the balls were all refilled with that precious fluid for ejaculation, then they would get together again, and this time, Sherman would learn what it was like to share his wife with two other horny males. He would watch her go down on each of the boys, and see hard young pricks gliding in and out of her opulent pussy, and he – would realize that there was plenty of loving left over, more than enough to go around. And there was always the lithe, sensual body of the girl waiting for him, to use any way he craved.
Just before she fell asleep, Elizabeth wondered what her husband's mistress looked like, and if the woman had ever known experiences such as the newly formed family was going through now.
She awoke to the. sound of the shower, and rolled over smiling, for Sherman was using her bath for the first time in years. Stretching arms and legs to their fullest, Elizabeth felt wonderful, bubbling with life and knowing a touch of expectancy. She was glad to be awake, to simply be, and she luxuriated in the sensation.
When her husband came damp from the shower, she leaped out of bed to kiss him, pressing her warm body against his freshly scrubbed one and feasting upon his tongue. Got to shave," he said, "and that's something you don't keep in your bathroom, a razor and stuff."
"You can move them in," Elizabeth said. "I'll see you at breakfast, darling."
He kissed her again, his big hands straying over the rich globes of her white breasts, his fingers teasing the rising nipples in wonderment Then Sherman said, "I'll never get these whiskers off, if I don't go right now."
Laughing, Elizabeth hurried in to take her own bath, and afterward, paid more attention to her skin and face than she had in some time. She had to stay attractive for them, she thought, to be appealing as possible, and besides, now she had learned to take pride in her appearance; not for others, but for herself, and she liked the new interest.
The smell of frying bacon wafted up the stairs as she descended them, and she followed it into the kitchen where Charlene was already busy at the stove. "Good morning, darling," Elizabeth said.
The girl turned and slid into her arms, and Elizabeth thought what a shame it was that they were both dressed – Charlene in the inevitable teeshirt and jeans, she in a housedress.
But cooking was one of the things where being dressed was logical, and Elizabeth contented herself with kissing – the girl thoroughly as they fondled each other's bodies. Pulling back and checking the cooking bacon, Charlene said, "The kids were real happy about Sherman fitting in. I told them all about it, how you and I worked him over real good, and how he dug it all the way."
"Yes he did," Elizabeth agreed, going to the refrigerator for eggs. "And so did we, I'm sure. Did you ball with the boys?"
"Sure," the girl answered. "They got all excited when I described how Sherman ate my pussy and all. So I took turns fucking Jody and Timmy, but we didn't do much more than that I was a little pooped, so we went on to bed, right after. How about you and him?"
Smiling, Elizabeth said quietly, "Oh, my husband and I had a long, loving time together. I don't think I ever screwed that slowly before, frying to make it last, stopping when either one of us got too close to coming. It was wonderful."
"The kids will be down in a minute," Charlene said. "Toast is in the oven and the coffee's on, and what do you figure we'll do after we eat?"
"First thing," Elizabeth mused, "Is for me to give our maid the week off, at least. You and I can handle the cooking and the housework, I'm certain, and right now, I just don't want anyone else in the house with us. It would surely cramp our style."
"Right on," the girl said, and looked over her shoulder as Jody came into the room.
He moved immediately to Elizabeth and put his arms around her waist from behind. His cock wasn't hard, but she could feel it against the curves of her ass, feel the heat of his sweet breath along her throat "HI," he murmured, "I really missed you last night."
"I missed you, too, dear," she said, and rolled her buttocks suggestively.
Then Timothy was in the kitchen, all bouncy and eager, jumping around in front of Elizabeth to cup her ripe breasts in both hands as he kissed her good morning. It was nice to be so wanted, she thought, to have young lovers who couldn't wait to touch her body.
They were still holding her close when Sherman came in, and she had turned so that she was able to look directly at her husband when he saw the two boys clinging to her, one of them rubbing his crotch Into the roundness of her ass, and the other playing with her tits. She saw his jaws tighten, and, for a split second, there was some tenseness in the air, as Sherman flashed back to his old programming, to the credo that insisted It was okay for a male to ball around and make it with as many females as possible, but all wrong for a woman to do the very same thing.
But Charlene moved smoothly to him and went tippy-toe to wrap her arms about his neck while her slim body massaged his with a heated fervor. After she had kissed him fiercely, the girl said, "Morning, lover man; I dreamed about you for half the night, and I kept feeling the size of your beautiful cock in me. We'll have to do something about that, won't we?"
This time, when his eyes met Elizabeth's, he was wearing a shamefaced smile, and he said, "I think the bacon is burning."
They ate in an easy camaraderie after that, chattering about the upcoming shopping trip, about going back to school, but each of them felt an undercurrent of anticipation, a mounting excitement that showed in hotly darting glances and sometimes flushed faces. Elizabeth knew that her pulses were racing, and she was aware of a now familiar throbbing taking place deep within her vagina.
She and Charlene sped through the cleanup chores, and Elizabeth made the phone call to her surprised but delighted maid, and now the house was truly theirs, the drapes drawn and the doors locked against any possible intruder. As Elizabeth moved toward the living room, holding to Charlene's small, damp hand, she realized that her husband had never witnessed people screwing, and thought the stage could be set for him that way, to really turn him on and draw him willingly into the junior orgy that was certain to follow.
Pulling the girl aside, she whispered into her ear: "Suppose you make it with your brothers first? That way, Sherman will get so stirred up that he won't give a damn about his old ideas. Then I'll move in with him, and swing with the boys."
"Good idea," Charlene whispered back. "I'll tell the kids."
Elizabeth went to her husband and took his hand to lead him to the couch for a ringside seat. She could feel his tautness, but she also saw the growing bulge in the crotch of his jump suit. She said softly to him, "Dear, have you ever watched anyone make it?"
He shook his head nervously, and she pursued it. "'Not even in the mirror, with your mistress? By the way, what's her name?"
"Doreen," he muttered. "And no, there's no mirror by the bed, although I've thought about it, I'll admit"
"Then you have an experience coming," Elizabeth, Doreen, she thought; the name was interesting, and purred. "Look, they're beginning to get undressed."
The girl probably was, too. Sherman surely wouldn't pick a woman who wasn't exciting and beautiful. But this Doreen would have to be open minded and more than passably sensual, if Sherman meant to continue seeing her, after this.
Calmly, she watched Charlene peel out of her teeshirt, and saw the firm young breasts bounce pertly as the girl snaked out of her jeans. It was always a delight to see Charlene standing proud and naked, she thought, to run eager eyes over that willowy, sleek young body, and center them upon the beguiling nest of downy pubic hair where the tiny, volatile mound waited.
Then her attention was drawn by movement on the girl's left, where Jody had been standing patiently. The boy moved gracefully out of his clothing, and Elizabeth smiled at the way his hard, anxious prick leaped erect, its pink head gleaming, the wet diamond of his pre – seminal fluid standing upon the tip. Such a beautiful, symmetrical body, so very young and slim; she was proud of it, and felt a certain proprietary interest in Jody's polished flesh.
Beside her on the couch, Sherman held her hand tightly, and she wondered if he was embarrassed by the sight of the boy's ready cock. Then Timothy put on a show for them, flinging off his clothes and standing with his legs widespread while he manipulated the strong, nicely sized prick that he was so proud of. Elizabeth was curious to know if males automatically compared their cocks to others they might see, if they worried about shapes and sizes, and thought it would be silly if they did. All pricks were fun to a woman, so long as they were hard and were used well.
Charlene surprised her by gliding over to Sherman and bending to kiss his startled mouth. Straightening again, the girl said, "Sherman baby, just sit back and dig it, flow with It, and whenever you're ready, join in."
Back between her brothers, Charlene reached down and took their swollen cocks with both hands, playing with them while the boys grinned self – consciously and the sacs of their balls swung in time with her hand movements. They sank together to the floor, kneeling while Charlene lay down upon her back~ still clinging to the pair of stiffened clubs. She kissed Jody's first, running her pink tongue deftly around the distended cockhead, then turning her face so that she could lick over Timothy's pulsing glans.
Elizabeth heard her husband pull in a ragged breath and knew that the scene was already getting to him, so she reached across his broad body and pulled down the zipper of his jump suit. On the carpet, Charlene had her slender legs opened, and Jody's hand was between them, caressing the tender little mound. Timothy had bent his head over his sister's upper body, and was dragging his tongue across one of her erect pink nipples while his fingers fondled the other.
Jody took his time, running his hands up and down the girl's legs, kissing her hips and belly, and soon the feathery crotch was making ticktocking motions, grinding hungrily for the first touch of her older brother's stiff prick.
When the boy moved in between the out flung legs, Elizabeth felt her husband's hand tighten upon her arm, and reached into the opened jump suit to feel his risen shaft. Sherman's meat was hard and throbbing, and she stroked it gently.
"Aren't they beautiful?" she asked. "Such lovely young bodies, glowing with passion."
Sherman didn't answer, licking hips lips as he stared at the group on the living room floor. Jody had positioned himself above his sister's mini – pussy, and was using one hand to guide the knob of his eager cock down into the flexing of her cunt lips. Elizabeth could see every detail plainly, and excitement surged into her throat as she watched the tip penetrate the little snatch, as the enlarged cockhead began to force its way into the stretching labia.
Charlene hunched deftly, smoothly, and with a neat twist settled her brother's bulb into her pussy. When Jody moved his ass, his shaft eased home, each succeeding inch greased by the hot oils of the girl's dainty cunt It slid in all the way, and his bronze – haired balls came to gentle rest in the near – hairless crack of his sister's delicate ass.
Above him, Timothy cradled Charlene's head in his hands while he rubbed the velvet head of his prick against her cheek. She moved to take it in her lips, trailing her wet tongue around it first, then opening her mouth. When she had her lips wrapped lovingly around the shaft, the boy began to hump tenderly, lightly as he worked his meat into the hot, slidy suction.
They were being deliberately slow, Elizabeth saw, not rushing it, and obviously intending to put on a display for Sherman. She squeezed her husband's cock and watched Jody pump his staff into the girl's softly heaving pussy with long, lingering strokes, but always using that special little twist of his ass that made it feel so good. Charlene's body quivered between her brothers, but when she started to speed up her sensuous gyrations, Jody put one hand flat on her belly and quieted her. He withdrew his greasy cock and crossed over her leg then, and Timothy pulled out of the girl's greedy mouth to come down and take his brother's place between her thighs.
Bigger, puller, Timothy's cockhead worked a moment at the heavily oiled entrance to her pussy, then slipped inside as Charlene squirmed hotly upon the new meat. She moaned and clamped her mouth hungrily upon Jody's prick, cuddling his balls in an upturned palm, swinging her hips and manipulating her crotch to get the most from the hard pole thrusting within it.
Elizabeth let go her husband's cock when Sherman sat forward and started wriggling out of his clothing. When his arms were free, she helped – him by pulling the suit down over his legs and feet His club rose powerful and sturdy from the thick nest of his packed balls, and she knew something of the emotion he was feeling, the urgent need that was creating such intense pressure within his body as he watched the hypnotic movements of the trio on the carpet.
The kids were still putting on a performance, for they didn't allow themselves to near a climax, but separated as if at a common signal. Charlene came to hands and knees, and now it was Jody who was curled over her lovely little ass, with his polished cock reaching up into her steaming pussy from behind. And it was Timothy who kneeled at her head and thrust his wet glans into her willing mouth.
Elizabeth thought of that magic moment when she had been so lovingly sandwiched between the two horny boys, taking one of them into the tight tube of her ass, while the other pistoned into her blazing snatch. Charlene's hole was too small for anything like that, she thought, and would remain so for a few more years. If any more sandwiching was to be done, Elizabeth would be the center part
The girl was bucking upon Jody's prick, switching her sweet ass from side to side in bitchy, compelling motions while she sucked lustily upon Timmy's cock, and Elizabeth sensed that the demonstration could not long continue, that one or all of the entangled kids would become so fired up that an orgasm would follow. She felt again for Sherman's upright shaft and clung to it, moving her fingers over the engorged head and discovering the ooze all sticky there. Funny, she thought, but she couldn't remember ever having noticed the lubrication on her husband's glans before. She didn't recall much of their so – called fucking before, she admitted; only the stiffness, the awkwardness, and a dry, flinching kind of pain that she had only brought upon herself. Elizabeth wondered how Sherman had put up with her for so long, before finding himself a more pliable, more passionate woman to fuck.
Jody groaned, and his hands clenched onto his sister's whipping ass. "Charlene – damn It! You're not supposed to – oh, oh baby! It's so good, so hot and tight and good, and you're grinding on my prick, and uhhhh! I'm coming, baby – coming in your sweet little pussy!"
The boy's balls jerked upward and contracted to spit their pressurized load of semen up along his spasming shaft to explode from the flexing head, and Elizabeth was envious of the boiling flood of creamy juice that was packing Charlene's cunt.
And she watched Timothy grip his sister's head to surge his knob far back into her throat, imagining the racing of the hot wet tongue and the pulling, sucking, drawing that was reaching all the way down into the kid's balls. Timothy grunted and hunched, gasping out that he was letting it go, that his come was geysering into Charlene's mouth and down her throat
When the three had gone still, and the only sound was the panting of their breaths, Elizabeth looked at her husband's face. Sherman was transfixed, breathing hoarsely, all his attention focused upon the lovely girl who had just shared her marvelous little body with her two brothers, who had drawn their semen into pussy and mouth, while shuddering to her own fantastic orgasm.
In a way, she and Sherman had shared in the climaxes, not merely as spectators, but as people who also loved the participants in the small orgy. She could see that her husband's reluctance was gone, wiped away by the honest lust herd seen. Now Sherman was ready to be with them, to indulge his passions with the girl, and with his own wife. They would mesh and interweave and blend, Elizabeth knew; and they would be deliriously happy together.
She murmured to him, "We'll give the boys a few minutes to rest Then it's our turn, darling. And I'm very eager to take on all three of you. I can handle that, I think. Or if you'd rather, Charlene can get into It, too; something can be worked out that way.
He didn't answer, but his rockhard prick throbbed in her fingers, strong and stiff and hungry.
It was time for Elizabeth to move center stage, and she stood up to whip her housedress over her head. She wore nothing beneath it, and enjoyed the feel of the air upon her skin as she stood tall and proud of her naked body and the powers it possessed. Taking long; slow steps, she glided into the middle of the room, and little Charlene drifted back
The boys sat on their bare tails, staring up at her as she approached, their beautiful cocks only slightly bent, and both bulbous heads sticky with residual semen, with the oils from their sister's juicy cunt.
"All right," Elizabeth said softly, "now you boys can do it to me, fuck me, stick it anywhere you want, have me eat your lovely pricks, go down on my pussy – anything and everything. And all of it will take place while my husband is watching us. He's never seen me screw anyone else, you know, but I'm sure he'll enjoy it."
Jody peered up at her, that handsome boy who had first dared to force his cock between her thighs and into her fearful pussy. "Just stand there like that," he said, "with those long, wonderful legs apart, so I can see up into your beautiful black snatch. On Betsy, your cunt is so rich and ripe, all shiny and with those dark pink lips winking out at me. [can't resist it darling – no man could."
Coming to his knees, he slid toward her and put his hands upon the smooth calves of her legs, bringing his face into the satin planes of her belly, nuzzling there and breathing in the warmed scents of her flesh. His lips were tantalizing, his tongue leaving a red – hot trail behind it as it circled and explored.'
"Ummm," he sighed, "so sweet and smooth, and I can smell the perfume of your cent. Baby, baby – " and with that, Jody plunged his face hungrily between her thighs, his open mouth clamping over her shaggy mound, his tongue lancing directly into her pussy lips.
Elizabeth rocked upon her heels, and braced her hands upon the boy's head for support, unable to keep her pelvis from making small, eager arcs as Jody licked up into her pulsating vagina. Turning her head, she stared into her husband's eyes. Sherman was leaning forward on the edge of the couch, his distended prick upright as a flagpole, the head looking as if it had just been huffed. Charlene stood behind the couch, stroking the man's neck and shoulder with tiny butterfly fingers.
"He's very good at eating cunt," Elizabeth said to him. "Jody's tongue just races around inside me, and comes tickling up to find my clit – oohh! He's doing that now, making me – oohh! – hunch on his mouth!"
She wasn't expecting Timothy to move up behind her; eyes closed and swaying, holding to Jody's head, she had forgotten the other boy, until she felt his hands upon her waist and his hot breath probing between the cheeks of her slowly rolling ass. Elizabeth flinched as his lips touched the taut skin of her buttocks, as she felt the gentle nipping of his teeth.
Then a brand new and shocking thrill whipped through her. Timothy was using his agile tongue in her cleft, laving the furry crack and – drilling it hotly into her hole! Elizabeth's knees went weak and she almost collapsed. Only holding onto Jody's head saved her, and she gasped at being burrowed into by two tongues, one in front and the other in back.
"Oh no!" she panted. "No – no – please, I can't – "
And the whirlwind blasted through her, a furious spinning of sharp rapture darting like a knife blade from her anus, and from her convulsing pussy, to meet clashing in the middle. Elizabeth was aflame, squirming in the searing heat, wriggling in the juicy thrusting of the tongues. She came in a heaving, trembling frenzy, moaning and gritting her teeth in the foaming waves of honeyed torture. Did she come again, and yet again? She didn't know, and clung to reality desperately, sucking for air to clear her head, until they relented and allowed her limp and nerveless body to slide melting down between them.
Sinking into a pink, fluffy cloud, Elizabeth drifted upon it, supine and open and throbbing in every inch of her body. She was dimly conscious of adoring hands slipping over her flesh, fingers rolling her stiff nipples, fingers stroking the sizzling mound of her cunt. Faintly, she knew that she was being kissed upon the throat, the mouth, both her breasts, that tongues were trailing under her armpits and down her heaving belly. But all the caresses were ethereal, unreal, and she continued to float along in her rosy dream.
But there was solidity between her opened thighs now, a spongy yet hard-cored pressure against her liquid pussy lips, and some still alive response lifted her pelvis in answer. The pressure increased, and Elizabeth came slowly awake to the fact that a deliciously hard prick was reaching up into the slot of her flowing vagina, going in and in until a pair of fuzzy balls settled into the valley of her ass. Her eyes stayed closed, but her cunt pulsed and her crotch twitched.
Somebody was fucking her, and the name didn't matter, only the loving, burrowing sensation within her tremulous snatch, only the magnificent sensation of being adored as a woman and as a deep, luxurious pussy. That was enough and more than enough, and she reveled in the slow, grinding rhythm, her stunned flesh coming alive by degrees.
Then suddenly, the lovely prick was gone, removed without warning from the clasping of her silken – lined well, and Elizabeth murmured in sulky protest. She smiled when another – or was it the same – cockhead shoved itself Into the oozing lips of her pussy and came strongly inside between them. Now Elizabeth's back began to arch, and her crotch vibrated as she met the driving cock stroke for stroke, wheeling her lush ass and squeezing down upon the shaft feeding itself into the best, most alive part of her body.
Struggling, she got her eyes open and focused upon her lover's face. It was Timothy, pumping his dear meat into her writhing vagina, and she caught his face between her hands as she fucked him back Jody was beside them, his unfired shaft cupped in one hand as he watched their screwing. Elizabeth twisted so she could peer around Timmy's bobbing head and search for her husband. She saw him lifting from the couch and standing stiffly, his achingly hard cock thrust out.
"Fuck me, Timothy!" she cried out. "Hammer your nice young cock into my pussy – like that, oh yes – like that – drive it home, darling – ahh – oh – oh – oh! Timmy, I can feel your cockhead swelling – let it go in me, baby – shoot your juicy come into me – now, NOW!"
The flaring, greasy bomb went off deep within her undulating snatch, showering Elizabeth's womb and vaginal walls with bubbling semen, spurting again and again as the boy's balls pumped it forth. She came with him, her cunt seething in the slippery flood, bucking and churning upon his embedded prick.
Now her head was perfectly clear, and Elizabeth barely waited until Timothy's shaft had finished draining until she flipped it from her snatch with a trained, graceful wriggle and caught at Jody's arm. "Come on," she hissed. "Come on and fuck me while your brother's come is still boiling in my pussy. Hurry, darling – Jody, baby – I need you to fuck me, fuck me!"
"Sure," he answered, and climbed between her out – flung legs again. It had been him the first time, she was certain; Jody had stopped screwing so his brother could take his place, playing the game of seeing who could last longer before coming. But now she would force him to release all that enchanted fluid into her body, to mix his semen with Timothy's before the first load had a chance.
Raising her legs, she welcomed his cockhead with a surging of her dripping mound, fastening her cunt lips to it and sucking it into her rippling depths. Elizabeth wrapped her long and supple legs about the boy's slim body as she rolled back upon her shoulder blades and held him tightly. Her pelvis struck savagely at his when to soak in. Jody buried the sweet length of his meat into her pussy. There were no niceties now, no gentleness, only a fierce and greedy hunger that had to be fed. So her shuddering cunt ate upon his sliding pole, chewed upon the delectable shaft, gnawed at the plunging head.
"You crazy cunt, you adorable bitch!" he gasped. "Oh wow – wow! Your pussy – is so hot and slippery, moving so fast and wiggling like that when you shake that great ass – Betsy, Betsy – "
"Jam it to me," she panted, slamming furiously against him, clamping her legs around his driving back and sandpapering his pelvis with her own every time he drove his lovely meat to the hilt. "Drive your prick clear up into my belly, you beautiful, horny young stud. Come in me!"
Jody shivered as he let go, his belly spasming against her own and his ass cheeks snapping tight in ecstasy. His luscious, wonderful semen burst from the knob of his flexing cock and splattered richly throughout her vagina, inundating her cervix and saturating the already greasy walls. She. could hear the muffled, sloshing sound as he continued to stroke into the flooded hole, but with lessening power, until at last he slowed to a complete stop and sighed.
"Now," she said strongly. "Now, Sherman – come here to me and take up where these terrific boys have left off. My husband, my lover, crawl in here between my thighs and put your own hard prick to my dripping cunt"
Jody obediently rolled off her as Elizabeth slid her opened legs down his body. He was out of the way, off to one side when Sherman marched robot like to her, staring down at her well – used and steaming pussy, at the liquid gems of semen clinging to her midnight pubic hair, at the greasy, inflamed labia so tremulous and waiting.
"Fuck me," she whispered hoarsely up at him, and held out her arms.
Sherman dropped to his knees within the outstretched vee of her legs, his hands going to her upper thighs and his dilated cock aiming blindly for her soaked vulva. She caught his shoulders and pulled him down on top of her body, driving her mouth into his and using her tongue like a whiplash.
She hissed it into his teeth: "I love you, Sherman – I love for you to screw me. Shove it in, darling – oh yes, yes – I can feel your big cockhead pressing into my labia, opening them. Aren't they nice and hot and slippery, dear? Oh, Sherman – "
And Elizabeth wrung her gulping snatch down hard upon his penetrating shaft as it slid in so easily because she was so hot and had been so liberally soaped by two discharges of foaming come. Her breasts flattened against her husband's hairy chest, she swiveled her ass and made her vagina twirl sensuously around his moving cock, made the base of his swollen meat caress her maddened clitoris. Sherman drove his heavy rod deep, shoved It to the engorged stem and pulled back for another powerful thrust.
He was wired for this, she thought gleefully, turned on as he had never been before, and now he was fucking her with a brutal urgency that she adored. Sherman's distended balls slammed wetly into the crack of her ass, and she gyrated erotically upon the buried pole, humping her belly sweetly to his and listening to the wet, sucking noises they were making together,
"Never more beautiful," he grunted, working his hard prick faster and faster. "Never more sexy, you lovely, hot bitch! Ride my cock, Elizabeth – Betsy – - ride my cock!"
Dead Elizabeth, she thought, and live Betsy – bitch welcoming the change as her husband's frantic surges grew more violent and she felt the coming explosion of his ejaculation. Her cunt running wild, she went off with him, and the thunder shook the room, rocked the world. Dissolving around him as Sherman's searing juice made a fountain within her pussy, she reveled in the chain – fucking she had undergone, the marvelous screwing given her by three successive pricks, the triple load of semen she held trapped within her vagina.
Holding him, cuddling him as his cock jerked in slowing spurts, she let her legs slip down his wide body and kissed his forehead, the lids of his closed eyes. Beyond his sweating shoulder, she saw the kids, all in a rapt row upon the couch, their faces intent and warm. She smiled at them and carefully disengaged herself from her husband, easing his still hard club from the dripping gash of her cunt and sliding from beneath his beloved weight.
Sherman lay quietly upon his side, his legs pulled up, chest heaving as his lungs pumped for air. She sat up, her heavy breasts swinging as she touched his cheek. "Dear, I know you'd like to rest awhile, but there's something you should do."
"What?" he muttered.
She signaled to Charlene, and the girl brought the telephone, trailing its long cord behind. Elizabeth took it, balancing the instrument in one hand. "You should call your mistress Doreen. I'm sure you can talk her into coming over here, so she can meet the family."
Her husband blinked; Charlene grinned; Timothy waved his cock, and Jody gave her the okay sign for thinking ahead.
Sherman Anderson began to dial a number.
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