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What neighbors will do





CHAPTER ONE


On a hot August afternoon Molly Morgan dressed in a tiny bikini and marched out of the bedroom to seduce her husband, Dick. The young housewife had a determined look on her face.
Dick Morgan was sitting in his favorite chair, sipping a beer and watching football on TV. He didn't even notice Molly entering the room. She paused, hands on hips, to look at him.
Nice, she thought, a real hunk.
Dick had always turned her on like crazy.
They'd been married five years now, and she still had the hots for him. But something had changed with Dick. For the past couple of months, he'd seemed more interested in TV sports than bedroom sports.
If there was any kind of game – baseball, basketball, football, you name it – Dick had to watch it. He was a hard-working guy, and Molly felt he needed some entertainment, but lately he seemed to have forgotten how to fuck.
As a result, Molly was ready to scream with frustration. It had been almost two weeks since she and Dick had made love, and she just couldn't stand it any more. Taking a deep breath, she moved up behind him and started massaging his shoulders.
"Hi, honey," she purred. "Good game?"
"Uh-huh," Dick said.
Molly leaned closer and slid her hands down the front of his shirt, rubbing the crisp thick hairs of his chest. Dick's broad hairy chest had always excited her. She nuzzled his neck and used the tip of her tongue to tickle his ear.
"Go for it," Dick groaned.
Molly gawked at him. Was she finally getting through to him?
"What was that, honey?" she asked.
"It's fourth down and inches," Dick explained. "They oughta go for it."
Molly bit back her anger. Obviously she wasn't getting his attention, so it was time to try something bolder. She moved around and slid into his lap, rubbing her nice little ass against his crotch. He'd have had a super view of her cleavage, if only he'd looked.
She wriggled her ass some more. No results. Desperately, she yanked off the top of her bikini and rubbed her bare tits against his chest. Her nipples were hard and stiff with lust. He had to be able to feel them even through his shin.
"Dick, honey, I'm so horny," she moaned.
"Uh-huh," Dick muttered.
His eyes were glued to the set, and a second later he cussed loudly as his team made some blunder. Molly might as well have been on Mars. He was that aware of her. She hopped off his lap and removed her bikini bottom, facing him stark naked.
This had to work. Molly was young and pretty, and she knew she had a fantastic little body. She leaned against his chair, waiting for him to notice her, and finally a commercial came on. Molly dipped down and kissed Dick on the mouth.
She wriggled her tongue between his lips and probed around, and she caressed his upper body. She rubbed her naked stiff-nippled tits against his chest. She felt excited as hell, and molten pussy juice leaked from her cunt and ran down her legs.
"Am I giving you any ideas, darling?" she purred.
"Honey," Dick said impatiently, "the game's on again, and I can't see around you."
Molly's patience snapped.
"Okay, fine, Dick!" she spat. "You watch your fuckin' game! I'm going for a walk!"
"Uh-huh," Dick muttered, already absorbed in the game again.
Molly marched back to the bedroom, seething with anger. What in hell was the matter with the man? Didn't he ever get horny any more? And what was she going to do? She adored Dick and didn't believe in cheating, but she was going to lose her sanity if she didn't get laid pretty soon.
She skidded to a halt before the dresser mirror and studied her reflection. She saw a very pretty petite woman in her twenties with great legs, tiny waist, and full thrusting tits. She saw a perfect complexion, long raven-black hair, and big brown eyes. Nothing there to turn a guy off.
On the contrary, she looked fantastic. So why wasn't she getting laid?
"Oh, to hell with it," she sighed.
She put on shorts, halter and sneakers and went out the back door for a walk down the alleys. There she could mutter to herself all she wanted, and no one would notice. She walked hard for about five blocks, then heard a strange noise.
It was coming from behind a fence, and it sounded like a low moan. Was somebody in trouble? Molly rushed over to the fence and peeked through a knothole. She saw a nicely kept back yard and two teenagers, a boy and girl.
They were wearing bathing suits and lying on a blanket, and they were kissing. It was the girl who was making the moaning noise. The teen was working his tongue in her mouth and running his hands all over her body. She was wriggling lustily.
"Mmmmmmm!" she moaned. Molly shivered with lust. She wished she was making out with somebody right now. She watched the two horny kids writhing in each other's arms, and she creamed right through her panties. Finally the young couple came up for air.
"Jason, are you sure your folks won't be coming back?" the girl asked anxiously.
"They're at a company picnic, Lori," Jason said. "They'll be gone till dark. We've got the whole place to ourselves."
"Then maybe we better go indoors," Lori said. "Somebody could see us out here."
"No problem," Jason grinned. "Nobody can see into this yard."
That's what you think, honey, Molly thought mischievously.
Maybe it was wrong of her to spy, but she just couldn't resist. If she couldn't get any loving herself, at least she could watch others making out. She'd never done that before, and she found that it really aroused her.
Come to think of it, she'd never gotten it on with anybody but her husband. She was curious about how other people did it. This was her chance to find out. She stayed glued to the knothole as Lori and Jason exchanged another long steamy kiss.
Now Jason was fumbling with Lori's bikini top, and he finally managed to get it loose. He pulled off the top, and Lori gave a little shriek. Grinning, Jason tossed the bra out of reach and ogled her small high-riding tits. Len blushed hotly and tried to cover her breasts, but Jason pulled her hands away.
"Jason, that's not nice!" she snapped.
"Aw, I'm just looking," he grinned. "You've got really nice tits, Lori. Please let me look."
Lori was still blushing, but there was hot excitement in her eyes. She lay back on the blanket and allowed Jason to stare at her beautiful apple-size tits. The nipples were already stiff, a sure sign that she was feeling horny for this teen.
Carefully Jason reached out and cupped her firm tits. She gasped, then moaned as he began to mold and caress the sensitive globes. Molly felt her own tits swelling and her nipples stiffening as she watched. How long had it been since Dick had done that to her?
She couldn't remember the last time they'd had a decent love-making session. Once in awhile Dick would give her a quick fuck, but she missed all the delicious foreplay they'd had during the early part of their marriage.
"You like this, Lori?" Jason asked, his voice getting husky with longing.
"Yes," she breathed, "but be careful, Jason. Let's not go too far."
"Sure," he said, "we'll be careful. I just wanta play with your tits, that's all."
Molly grinned. She knew Jason was lying. What he really wanted was to cram his stiff cock into Lori's hot juicy cunt. Already his swimming trunks were obscenely tented with a big hard-on. But Lori hadn't noticed that yet. The girl seemed very innocent.
Jason went on, squeezing her tits, and she gradually relaxed as lust replaced her nervousness. She lay back and gurgled with delight while he worked his thumbs over her tender nipples, coning them into even greater engorgement.
When Jason thought she was relaxed enough, his hand crept down inside her bikini bottom and probed around.
Lori reddened and gasped, but a moment later she moaned hoarsely.
"Jason," she panted, "what are you doing?"
"Just making you feel good," he grinned. "You like it?"
"Yes," she moaned, "shit, yes!"
"Let me take this off," he said, "and then I can do it better."
He whisked off her bikini before she could answer him. He ogled her little dark puff of a bush, then slid his hand between her thighs again. Now Molly could see what he was doing to the girl, and she nearly moaned with longing.
Jason was rubbing a stiff finger back and forth over the tender moist folds of Lori's pussy, giving her delicious sensations. Lori couldn't hide her enjoyment. She creamed all over his hand, and she whimpered and clawed the grass.
"Oh, damn, that feels good!" she gurgled. "But don't get me too hot, Jason!"
Jason just leered at her and rubbed her silt faster. Molly watched and rubbed her thighs together, trying in vain to cool the hot itch between her legs. She felt just as excited as Lori did, maybe even more.
"Ooooooh, shit! Oooooo!" Lori wailed.
Her pretty face was twisted with lust, and she was writhing and creaming helplessly. Jason couldn't stand it any more. He was just too horny to be patient. He ripped off his bathing trunks, and his rock-hard cock snapped free.
"Lori," he croaked, "look what you did to me!"
Lori glanced dizzily at his stiff drooling cock, then gasped. "Jason, you put that thing away!"
"Aw, come on, honey," he groaned. "I can't take it any longer. I'm so horny for you! Please, let's fuck!"
Lori turned red.
"No way, Jason!" she snapped. "I told you, I'm not going all the way till I'm married." But he looked so crushed that she softened and added, "But I'll get you off the other way."
"Okay," Jason said with a loud sigh, "I guess that's better than nothing."
He rolled onto his back, and his handsome teenage cock stood up stiff and drooling. Lori knelt beside him and wrapped her fingers around his engorged boner. She started pumping in a businesslike way, as if she'd done this for him many times. Jason reddened with pleasure and groaned.
"Yeah, yeah, do it fast!" he cried.
Molly barely bit back a whimper of lust. She would have loved to trade places with Lori. It had been a long time since Dick had let her play with his cock. It had been a long time, too, since he'd played with her pussy.
"Unnnnhhhh, shit! Unnnnnhhhhh!" Jason moaned.
He closed his eyes and bared his teeth in a horny snarl as Lori worked her hot little fist faster and faster around his nearly exploding cock. Molly could almost feel that hard pillar of meat throbbing in her fist. She was creaming through her shorts now, helpless to cool her burning need.
"Faster!" Jason croaked.
Lori's fist jerked with lightning speed. Jason stiffened for a second, groaned deeply, and then started fucking her fist like crazy. Thick wads of jizz jetted from his cock, splashing over Lori, the blanket, and the grass.
"Awwwwwwww, shit! Awwwwwww!" Jason bawled.
"Oh, God!" Molly moaned softly.
Maybe she shouldn't have spied on these kids. It was torture for her to watch somebody else getting what she needed so badly. Yet something kept her there, some kind of weird curiosity she couldn't explain. Almost shaking with need, she watched Lori jack off the groaning teen.
"Thanks," Jason panted at last. "I needed that. Want me to get you off?"
"Yes, please," Len said almost primly.
She rolled onto her back, and Jason knelt beside her, sliding his hand between her legs. He found the swollen nub of her clit and grasped it between his thumb and his forefinger. He started kneading the supersensitive button, and Lori writhed and squealed with pleasure.
"Oh, yes, do it fast, Jason!" she cried. "Make me come!"
Clearly Jason had done this for her before, just as she'd jacked him off many times. This was the only form of love-making Lori would permit. Yet Molly still envied her. Molly would have taken any kind of sex she could get.
"Unnnnhhhh, God, ohhhhhh!" Lori sobbed.
Her eyes screwed shut, her molten cream soaking Jason's hand, she rocketed quickly to orgasm. She let out a hoarse wail, and her body bucked and writhed as the delicious hot spasms shot through her. Molly watched and ate her heart out.
"Oooooooooh, Jason! You did it!" Lori screamed. "I'm cominggg! Aaahhhhhhh!"
Molly couldn't stand it a second longer. She just had to get some relief for her maddening lust. She turned and jogged home as fast as she could. Dick was still glued to the tube and didn't even notice her running through the living room.
She ran to the bedroom, closed the door, and tore off her clothes. Throwing herself on the bed, she crammed a stiff finger into her hot steaming cunt and started pumping like crazy.
It was the first time she'd masturbated since she was a teenager.
"Unnnnhhhh, shit! Yesssss!" she groaned. This moment had to come sooner or later, she realized. For months she'd been seething with frustration, aching to have more sex with her husband, and finally she couldn't handle the situation any longer. She just had to come!
Feeling like a guilty kid, Molly plowed her stiff finger deep and hard in her famished box, giving herself hard stabs of pleasure, soaking her hand with her sizzling cream. It felt terrific. Why hadn't she done this before?
But she knew why. She'd always been hoping Dick would change, that he'd get back his interest in sex. Well, if she waited for that, she might never get any relief. Her own finger was better than nothing at all. She worked the finger faster and faster in her starved little box, her excitement reaching fever pitch.
"Ooooooh, God! Unnnnhhhh!" she sobbed. Just a few more deep thrusts and she'd be coming. How long had it been since she'd had an orgasm? Weeks, she realized – too long for a normal healthy young woman. Well, she wouldn't wait for Dick to help her out, not any more.
"Ohhhhhh, shit, yesssssss!" she gasped as a violent climax ripped through her pussy. "Unnnnhhhh, fuck! Whaahhhhhhh!"
Molly rolled around on the bed finger-fucking herself like crazy, milking that much-needed orgasm for every drop of sensation she could get. Then she lay panting and staring at the ceiling, her lust cooled for the first time in weeks.
Dick, she thought, I think our marriage is in trouble.



CHAPTER TWO


Molly thought her big chance might have come. A few days later Dick arrived home from work looking energetic and sexy. He even gave her a big kiss when he walked in the door. And best of all, there was no football game on TV that night.
Molly hurried through the dinner dishes, went to the bedroom, and slipped into the sexy negligee she'd been saving for an occasion like this. The gown was black, form-fitting, and see through. She didn't wear a bra or panties underneath it.
She dabbed on some seductive perfume, brushed out her long dark hair, and sauntered into the living room.
Dick was in his recliner, sipping a drink, and watching TV. Molly didn't even glance at the screen to see what was on.
"Honey," she purred, sliding onto Dick's lap, "I can think of something more interesting to do than watch TV."
Dick shifted impatiently. "This is one of John Wayne's first pictures. I've been waiting to see this for a long time. You ought to watch it, honey. It's a classic."
Molly jumped off his lap, stormed into the kitchen, and poured herself a double bourbon. She couldn't even compare with an old western when it came to getting Dick's attention. She felt so mad and frustrated, she could have screamed.
Instead she gulped her drink, calmed down, and returned to the living room to watch TV with her husband. There was nothing else to do. And maybe after the movie was over, he'd be interested in making out. All she could do was wait and see.
The movie seemed to drag on for hours. Molly couldn't keep her mind on it. She kept fantasizing about being in bed with Dick, playing with his cock, feeling his expert touch on her pussy, then fucking like bunnies.
Her pussy was burning with need. She'd already discovered that playing with herself wasn't very satisfying. It eased her lust for a few hours, but then she was as horny as ever. And what she really wanted was a big fat cock, not her own slim finger.
At last the movie ended and Dick stood up, yawned, and turned off the set. As he headed for the bedroom, Molly scurried after him, tingling with lust. She whisked off her negligee and jumped naked onto their king-size bed.
"Alone at last," she leered.
Dick didn't even seem to hear her. He had a faraway look in his eyes as he undressed. Molly ogled his powerful hairy body and gurgled with anticipation. Her eyes focused hungrily on his long thick cock. As he slipped under the covers, she joined him, giving him a hug and a hot urgent kiss.
"Honey, do you realize how long it's been since we made love?" she asked.
Dick smiled at her, yawned again. "Yeah, we'll have to do something about that one of these days."
He started to roll away from her.
Molly moaned. "But, Dick, I'm horny right now. I'm so horny I could scream."
"Sorry, baby," he said drowsily, "but I'm tired, and I gotta go to work in the morning. Maybe we can get it on this weekend."
He turned out the light, and a second later he was snoring. Molly pounded the pillow, but that didn't wake him. She sat up in bed and seethed. What in hell was the matter with the man? Didn't he need sex any more? Or could he be seeing another woman?
Maybe that was it. Dick worked in a big office, and there were plenty of young attractive girls there. He might just be fooling around, and he might not have enough energy or interest left over to spare for Molly.
The idea made her even angrier. She sat there in the dark, boiling with rage and lust. She knew she just had to find an answer to her dilemma before she went out of her mind with horniness. But what could she do if Dick refused to make love? Cheat on him?
Suddenly her attention was distracted as a light went on next door. In her eagerness to get into bed with Dick, Molly had forgotten to pull the shade. Her neighbors had forgotten to pull theirs, too, and she could see right into their bedroom. Meg and Joe Roberts, long-time friends of Molly and Dick, were just walking into their bedroom.
The first thing they did was kiss. Molly could have wailed with envy. Obviously there was nothing wrong with that marriage, even though Meg and Joe had been together a long time. An attractive couple in their late twenties, they seemed as hot for each other as on their wedding day.
They kissed a long time, running their hands over each other's body, then stepped apart and started taking off their clothes. Molly knew it was naughty of her to spy on them, but she just couldn't resist. She slipped out of bed and knelt by the window to get a better view.
Meg Roberts was a tall blonde, really stacked, and Joe was a big nice-looking guy. They made a very striking couple. Undressed, they were even more striking. Naked, they climbed onto their bed but didn't get under the covers. They started kissing and caressing again.
Molly shivered with excitement. She wished she could hear what they were saying. Then she noticed that their window was partially open, and that gave her a wicked idea. As quietly as she could, she opened her window and climbed out. She snuck across the side yard and knelt by the Roberts' window.
"Joe." Meg was giggling. "You're a dirty old man."
"Can I help it if I wanta fuck you everytime I look at you?" He laughed.
"Well, it was kind of embarrassing, sending our guests home early," Meg grinned.
"Maybe they'll go home and fuck, too," Joe said. "Then we'll all be happy."
He cupped Meg's big thrusting tits and squeezed them, and she gurgled with excitement. She ran her fingers through the thick hair mat of his chest while he molded her heavy hot tits. Molly watched and shivered with envy.
Then Joe leaned down closer, stuck out his tongue, and began licking Meg's big pink nipples. Meg started panting as he lashed the wet meat around the soft cones, coaxing them into long rigid nubs.
Molly felt her own nipples stiffening as she spied.
"Mmmmmm, you devil," Meg gurgled, "you're getting me so horny."
"That's the whole idea," Joe chuckled.
Molly sighed softly. She could remember a few years ago when Dick would turn her on like that, patiently working her up to a feverish state of lust. He never bothered any more. Now, on those rare occasions when he was horny, he'd just jump on her and fuck her fast, sometimes too fast for her to get off. She missed all that wonderful foreplay.
Joe tongue-lashed Meg's big nipples till they were engorged and tingling. Then he pushed her heavy breasts together till the nipples met. Opening his mouth wide, he slid it down around the stiff hot cones, and Meg shuddered with excitement.
"Oooooh, baby, yesssss!" she cried hoarsely. Joe's tit-sucking was obscene, loud and greedy. Molly could hear it plainly as she crouched at the window, and it made her cream like mad. She began to wonder if she was losing her mind for lack of sex. Here she was crouched buck naked outside her neighbors' window, spying on them while they made love.
You couldn't really call that normal. It wasn't the usual behavior of your average housewife. Bat somehow she couldn't bear to stop watching, even though it made her hornier than ever.
She really was curious about how other people got it on.
"Joe," Meg said huskily, "if you don't stop that, I'm gonna rape you."
"Oh, goody," Joe laughed. "Don't be gentle."
Meg laughed, too, but then she got serious. She reached for her husband's cock and started pumping it. Soon big fat globs of cream started leaking from his piss hole, and she dipped her head down, stuck out her tongue, and lapped up the hot salty juice.
"Mmmmmmm!" she moaned.
"Yeah, baby, that's great!" Joe groaned.
Molly watched and felt her mouth watering. She adored going down on Dick, but he didn't seem interested any more. He never had time for delicious drawn-out sex. There was always a game on TV that he just had to see.
Molly had a quick fantasy of herself blasting the TV set to bits with a shotgun, then tying Dick up and making love to him for about a week. But knowing Dick, he'd just go out and buy another TV set. Sighing, she turned her attention back to her neighbors.
Meg was running her hot little tongue around and around the fat purple head of Joe's cock, licking up his cream as fast as she could get it. Joe watched her with lust-glazed eyes. He was breathing loudly and harshly.
"You better stop that," he said at last.
"Mmmmmm, why?" Meg sighed.
"'Cause I'm about to come in your face!" He laughed.
"Oh-oh," she grinned, "I don't wanta waste that gorgeous hard-on."
She threw a leg over him and straddled him, her cream-slick pussy grazing the hugely engorged head of his cock. She rubbed the slippery flesh teasingly over his prick, till he was snorting with lust. He grasped her waist and jerked his cock upward, getting about an inch into her ready cunt.
"Yessssss!" Meg moaned. "Oh, yes, baby! Stick that big thing in me!"
Molly clapped a hand over her mouth to keep from moaning with envy. She would have given anything to trade places with Meg at that moment. It had been so long since she'd been fucked. She watched in agony as Meg slid down the long thick column of Joe's cock.
"Uunnnhhhhh!" Meg moaned. "Yesssssss!" Joe pushed into her till only his big hairy balls were showing. Meg leered down at him, and he snorted with lust. He started fucking her in long, slow, deep thrusts, forcing the thick pearly cream from her gripping cunt.
"Mmmmmmm, honey! That's so good!" she moaned. "So damned good!"
Molly wondered if she was really up for watching this. It was killing her with envy and longing. Yet her wicked curiosity kept her at the window. Somehow she couldn't tear herself away.
She imagined fucking Dick like that, sitting on his big hard boner, feeling it reaming out her juicing pussy. She creamed heavily, and the molten juice ran down her legs. All she wanted then was one good fuck, but she might as well have asked for the moon.
"Mmmmmm, baby, you're driving me crazy!" Meg gurgled. "Do it tame faster, harder!"
"What's the rush?" Joe leered.
He went on fucking her in that slow lazy way, but Meg wriggled with lust and impatience. Molly could understand that. When she was horny, she liked to be fucked hard, as hard as possible. But Joe seemed to be deliberately tormenting his wife, driving her mad with that slow fucking.
"Dammit, honey!" Meg sobbed. "I need it hard! I'm going out of my mind, Joe."
"Well, since you put it that way," he laughed. Firming his grip on her waist, he began hammering his cock into her, making her tall body shake with the impact. Her tits wobbled and bounced, and she gasped each time he plowed his rock-hard dick to her womb.
"Oh, baby, yes!" she shrieked. "That's it! Fuck hard, fuck my brains out!"
Molly almost moaned with need. Now Meg was getting the kind of fucking she craved. She watched Joe's thick boner slamming in and out of Meg's cunt, spreading her pussy lips wide and forcing out her thick hot cream. She could have yelled with frustration.
"Unnnnhhhh, God, I love it!" Meg wailed. She let her head loll back, and she closed her eyes tight, forgetting everything but the intense pleasure she was getting from her husband's pile-driving cock. Molly could hear the obscene sucking noise his prick was making as it reamed out Meg's hot juices.
"Harder," Meg groaned, "give it to me as hard as you can!"
"Say please," Joe teased.
"Oh, fuck you, Joe!" Meg laughed.
He laughed, too, but he gave her what she wanted, fucking into her so hard that the bed rattled. Meg whimpered and moaned steadily as his hard-pounding cock took her toward the orgasm she needed so badly.
Joe seemed to be losing his cool. He was red faced with lust and breathing hard. He snorted with pleasure each time he rammed his engorged dick to his wife's hot pulpy depths. Here was a man who really loved fucking his wife. Why couldn't Dick be like that, Molly wondered.
And what had gone wrong with their marriage? They'd been so hot for each other at first, and they'd had years of terrific lovemaking. Now Dick couldn't care less. He was more interested in the TV than in her. But she didn't understand why.
She was still young, beautiful – and very, very horny. There was nothing about her to turn Dick off. Molly tried to make sense of it, but she couldn't. She felt her frustration growing as she watched Meg and Joe fucking each other into a frenzy of pleasure.
"Just a little more, baby!" Meg sobbed. "I'm almost there!"
Joe gave it everything he had, fucking her almost brutally. A second later she began to convulse, and her cunt went into hard spasms around his pistoning cock. Husband and wife began coming almost at the same moment. Molly watched and tried to smother her moans of longing.
"Ooooooh, baby! Whaaahhhhhhh!" Meg screamed.
"Awwwwwww, Christ – aaaaggggghhhhhh!" Joe roared.
Molly couldn't take the frustration a second longer. She quickly slipped back through her window and into bed. Panting, she thrust a stiff finger into her cunt and started pumping like crazy. She didn't worry about waking up Dick. He was sound asleep, as usual.
"Ummmmmm, unnnnhhhh!" she moaned softly.
It felt good to finger-fuck herself, but something wasn't quite right. Her jerking finger wasn't nearly as big as a real-live cock, and a cock was what she craved. She tried slipping a second finger into her seething twat, and that was better, but still not thick enough.
"Ohhhhhh, dammit!" she moaned.
She worked a third finger into her famished pussy hole and finally got the right sensation. Those three bunched fingers felt as big as a real cock, just as thick and hard. Groaning, she pumped her fingers deep and hard in her creamy cunt, aching to come.
"Unnnnhhhh, God! Yesssss!" she sighed.
She felt the walls of her cunt growing fever hot, slick with juice, and throbbing. They contracted greedily around her jerking fingers, just as they would around a deep-plowing prick. She closed her eyes and shut out every other sensation as she finger-fucked herself to the brink of a body-blasting climax.
"Yes-yesssss!" she gasped. "Do it to me, honey! Fuck me good and hard!"
She realized she was fantasizing about Dick as she masturbated. No matter what she did, she couldn't get him and his big hard cock out of her mind. But what the hell, it didn't matter as long as she got off. And a second later, she did.
"Ooooooooh, shit – yesssssss! Ooooooh!" she wept.
She worked her bunched fingers fast and deep in her spasming box, getting every drop of pleasure out of that long delicious orgasm. Now at least she could sleep. But Molly knew that she'd be horny again tomorrow and that only one thing could give her the total relief she needed.
She had to have a real fuck, from a real man, not a fantasy. She needed a cock, not her fingers. But it all seemed like an impossible dream to the love-starved young housewife.



CHAPTER THREE


At least Molly had one thing to look forward to. Dick had said that maybe they could make love on the weekend. By Friday she couldn't think about anything else.
Whether she was cooking, cleaning or shopping, she kept drifting off into horny fantasies about her and Dick. Her eager pussy was permanently swollen, hot and creamy. She felt like she could come if she sneezed.
When Dick got home on Friday, she had his favorite dinner waiting. She'd used her best tablecloth and linen napkins, lit candles, and dressed in her most sexy outfit. It Dick didn't get that message, he needed a new brain.
"Gee, honey, this looks great," he said as he plowed into the roast beef.
How about me? Molly thought. Do I look great?
But Dick never said a word about her appearance, and right after dinner he parked himself in front of the tube and began watching a World War II movie. That was a bad sign. If he couldn't find any sports to watch, he liked westerns and war movies.
By now Molly knew better than to try to come on to him while he was watching TV. It always made him mad. She went to their bedroom, put on her nightgown, and found a book to read. A few hours later Dick came into the room, yawning, and put on his pajamas. Needless to say, he didn't have a hard-on.
He slipped into bed beside Molly and gave her a peck on the cheek, then reached for the light. Molly seethed with lust and anger he'd promised her they could make love this weekend, and wasn't Friday night almost the weekend?
"Dick," she said, "we have to talk."
"Tomorrow, honey," he said. "I'm bushed."
"But that's just the point," Molly snapped. "You're always bushed. You never want to make love any more, and I'm going crazy without sex."
Dick gave a big sigh. "Look, Molly. We've been married for five years now. You can't expect our sex life to be like it used to be. We gotta slow down sometime."
"Slow down?" Molly exclaimed. "Hell, we've stopped. At least you've stopped. But I need some loving, Dick. Just feel this."
She grabbed his hand and slid it between her thighs. He felt the searing-hot, cream-soaked flesh of her swollen pussy. She held his hand there, making sure he got the message. But as soon as she let go, he jerked his hand away.
"Okay," he yawned, "tomorrow maybe." And that was it. He turned out the light and started snoring. Molly whimpered with lust. Again she wondered what was wrong with their marriage. Were other marriages like this? She could think of one exception, Joe and Meg. They'd been married a long time, and they were still hot for each other.
Was she the only neglected wife in the neighborhood? Molly decided to make a survey. She slipped out of bed, dressed, and left by the back door. She'd prowl the block, looking in windows, and find out how other wives were treated.
Of course it was an insane thing to do. If she was caught, it would be so embarrassing. Dick would find himself married to a female Peeping Tom. But right now Molly didn't feel very sympathetic toward Dick. She'd do what she damned well pleased.
She walked down the alleys and finally came to a lighted bedroom window where someone hadn't pulled the shade. She saw a double bed occupied by a man reading a book. The guy was maybe fifty, gray-haired and a little paunchy. Not much excitement there.
But as she watched, a woman entered the bedroom. She was about the same age as the man, just a little overweight but still pretty. The window was open just a crack, and Molly could hear what the middle-aged couple were saying.
"Herb," the woman laughed, "you're an old poop."
He put down his book and smiled at her.
"And just what do you mean by that, Edna?" he asked. "Just because I didn't watch that silly movie, it doesn't make me an old poop."
"That's not what I mean, darling," Edna said. "I shouldn't be watching movies and you shouldn't be reading. It's Friday night. We should be in a parked car making out."
"Honey," Herb chuckled, "we're a little old for that kind of thing."
"Oh, yeah?" Edna leered. "Let's find out." She began taking off her clothes, and Herb didn't go back to his book. He watched her with mounting interest as she stripped. Edna had nice big tits and not a bad figure for a woman her age. Naked, she slid onto the bed and pulled the covers back.
"Why don't you take off your pajamas, dear?" she purred.
"I'll get cold," Herb said.
"I'll see that you don't get cold," she replied. Grinning, Herb removed his pajamas. Edna began running her hands over his body, and he gave a low snort of excitement. Molly moved closer to the window, knowing, she couldn't be seen in the shadows. Maybe she was onto something here.
"Are you getting fresh with me, woman?" Herb chuckled.
"You got it, buster," Edna said. "You've been neglecting me lately. I can't remember the last time we made love."
"We're not kids any more," Herb reminded her. "We can't be doing it every night."
"Every month would suit me," Edna sighed. "Maybe you've forgotten how, honey, but I haven't."
"Hell," Herb said, "I haven't forgotten how. I just wasn't sure you wanted it."
"You've got to be kidding," Edna moaned. Her fingers closed around his cock. Herb snorted with arousal as she started sliding her hand up and down his meat. He pushed his book and his pajamas off the bed and onto the floor, clearing the decks for action.
Atta boy, Herb, Molly thought gleefully. Now you're cooking.
"I remember the first time you did that," Herb grinned. "We were parked in my dad's car, out by the lake."
"You almost went through the roof," Edna laughed. "I sure surprised you, didn't I?"
"I thought you were a nice girl," Herb laughed. "When you grabbed my cock, I didn't know flat to think."
"I got tired of being a nice girl," Edna leered.
She pumped faster, and Herb got flushed with horniness. He watched his wife's little fist zipping up and down his prick, and he reached out to mold and squeeze her big ripe tits. Molly sighed softly with envy.
These people were old enough to be her parents, and they were still getting it on. So what was wrong with her and Dick? Was their sex life over after only five years of marriage? She wanted them to be like Edna and Herb, still making love when they were grandparents.
Edna pumped Herb's cock even faster and asked, "Does this feet as good as it used to?"
"Better," Herb said hoarsely.
His cock started to swell. It grew hard and thick, pushing her fingers wide apart, and it grew long and began to drool. Edna watched the big hot globs of cream oozing from his piss hole, and she licked her lips. Molly caught herself doing the same thing.
"Would you be shocked if I went down on YOU, dear?" Edna asked.
"Oh, sure," Herb snorted, "I'd be shocked as hell. Go for it!"
Edna laughed, then bent low over his rigid creaming cock. She stuck out her tongue and began licking up the hot salty cream that dribbled from his cock cleft. Herb snorted and groaned. His eyes got glassy with lust.
"You do that better than ever," he said.
"Practice, practice!" Edna laughed.
Her little pink tongue lashed around and around the swollen head of his prick, and she gobbled every bit of his juice. Then she dug the stiff tip of her tongue into his piss hole and scooped out more of the tasty cream.
"Christ," Herb groaned, "you're driving me crazy."
"I'm just getting started," Edna chuckled. "Think your heart's up to it?"
"Let's find out," Herb leered. "If it isn't, what a way to go."
Edna opened her lips, licked them to make them slick, and then slid her mouth down around her husband's steel-stiff cock. Herb gave a hoarse groan of excitement as she sheathed every inch of his prick in the juicy heat of her mouth.
"Oh, yeah, honey," he rasped, "suck my dick!"
Molly was creaming through her jeans. She felt damned envious, too. These people's marriage hadn't grown stale. They were just as horny for each other as they'd been years ago. Edna was moaning hungrily as she drew in her cheeks and started sucking Herb's cock.
"Mmmmmmm, mmmmmmm!" she moaned.
"Christ, yes!" Herb sighed.
She started out slowly, suctioning the hot cream out of his cock and savoring it. But as her excitement mounted, she sucked faster and faster, making a lewd slurping noise that just drove Molly wild with longing.
"I was wrong about you, Edna," Herb groaned. "You're not a nice girl, not nice at all. And I love it."
Edna couldn't answer with her mouth full of cock, but she responded by sucking his meat even harder and faster. Her head bobbed up and down furiously, and she left his cock gleaming with her hot spit. Her throat muscles were busy as she gobbled all the hot cream from his prick, Herb writhed with pleasure.
"Woman," he rasped, "if you don't stop that, I'm gonna come in your mouth."
Edna briefly released his cock and leered at him.
"That's just what I want, darling," she said huskily. "I want to eat a whole mouthful of your come."
Then she plunged his wet prick back into her mouth and sucked harder than ever. Herb was almost a basket case by now, twitching and shuddering and groaning. He spun out of control and fucked her mouth, jerking his cock urgently over her slippery tongue.
"Get ready," he panted, "gonna shoot!" Edna's response was to suck even faster and harder on his hugely engorged cock. He screwed his eyes shut and pistoned his prick over her tongue and into her throat. She didn't choke on it. That was a feat even Molly couldn't perform. Edna, she thought, you're something else. "Unnnnhhh, Jesus!" Herb roared. "Eat it, honey – unnngggghhhh!"
"Mmmmm, uuuummm!" Edna moaned. Her cheeks bulged till Molly thought they'd explode. But Edna knew just how long to hold and savor Herb's boiling jism. She gulped it all down, moaning with excitement, then let his spit-soaked meat slip from her lips.
"How'd you like that, dear?" she leered.
"Incredible," Herb panted. "You're better than ever. And you deserve a reward."
"You know what I like best," she grinned. She lay down on her back, bent her knees, and spread her legs wide open, showing Herb her luscious-looking pink slit. Growling hungrily, he crawled between her thighs and lay on his belly, his face an inch away from her steaming pussy.
"I remember the first time you did this to me," Edna said with a wicked grin. "It was on our honeymoon. Remember?"
"How could I forget?" Herb snorted. "You screamed so loud when you came, the manager of the motel thought somebody was being murdered."
"That's because you were so good at it, honey," Edna said. "And you still are."
Herb proceeded to prove it. He snaked out his wet red tongue and lashed it up and down over the swollen creamy folds of her pussy, lapping up her tangy juice. Edna clawed the bed and groaned in ecstasy.
"Ahhhhh, yessss!" she cried. "That's wonderful, darling! Don't ever stop!"
"Not till my tongue wears out," Herb promised.
Edna hadn't just been flattering him when she said he was a good pussy-eater. Herb was terrific. Molly could tell. As she watched his big wet tongue whipping up and down Edna's hot slit, she could almost feel the searing pleasure herself.
She was creaming her jeans again, and she had a maddening desire to reach down inside them and play with herself. But that was just too big a risk. She might get carried away. It was vital to stay alert, in case somebody came down the alley and saw her.
So she tried to ignore the burning need in her slit as she watched Herb expertly tonguing his wife's pussy. Edna's face was contorted with lust, and she was clawing the bed and whimpering as Herb raked his big tongue over her sensitive swollen gash.
"Ohhhh, honey, I love that so much!" she moaned. "You must be the best pussy-eater in the world."
Herb just chuckled and went on gobbling her cream. He folded back the dark fur of her bush and exposed the hooded lump of her clit. He pressed the stiff tip of his tongue against the throbbing button and lashed it, and Edna almost flew off the bed.
"Oooooooh, God! Ooooooh!" she howled. Molly felt like beating her head against the house with frustration. Dick was a damned good pussy-eater himself, but he never did that to her any more. Could she go the rest of her life without all that delicious foreplay? She knew the answer was no.
Now Herb was jamming his lips around Edna's clit and sucking the swollen bud. Edna sobbed in ecstasy and creamed all over his face. Her hips writhed in a helpless fucking motion, but somehow Herb managed to stay on target.
"Ohhhhh, honey, I'm gonna come!" Edna wept. "I'm gonna come so good, Herb!"
Herb made sure of that. He sucked fast and hard on her tender joy button, and she arched her body to get even more hot friction. She raised her ass right off the bed, shoving her nearly bursting clit hard against his lips.
"Unnnnhhhh, Herb! I love it! I love it!" she babbled.
Molly caught herself rubbing her crotch. Through her jeans she could feel the steam heat and wetness of her pussy. It would be so easy to get herself off just by rubbing, but, she snatched her hand away. She couldn't take the risk.
She needed to come so bad, she might scream if she got herself off. She didn't want to be caught, and she didn't want to ruin Herb and Edna's love-making. So she stood there and seethed with lust as she watched, promising herself that she'd beat off really good when she got home.
Edna was sobbing now, her body wracked with hot pleasure. Molly could hear Herb's obscene wet sucking as he worked her clit to the point of explosion. Edna dug her nails into the bed, stiffened for a moment, then convulsed violently.
"Ohhhhhh, God – you did it to meeeee!" she screamed. "I'm cominggg – ohhhhhh! Aaahhhhhhh!"
Herb cupped her churning ass and held her still so he could go on sucking her and drinking up her hot tangy come. She convulsed for almost a full minute, then went limp and panting.
"Herb, that was heaven," she sighed. "You're better than ever, honey. I'm so lucky to have you."
They kissed, crawled under the covers, and turned out the light. The show was over. Molly gave a lusty little shiver and left the yard silently. She felt glad for Herb and Edna but very sorry for herself. Their marriage was still red hot, but hers seemed to be over.
She wandered farther down the alleys, continuing her survey of the neighborhood's sex life.



CHAPTER FOUR


Molly didn't go far before she saw more uncurtained windows.
This house had no curtains at all, but there were lights on in every room. In each room, was a jumble of boxes and furniture. These people were just moving in.
They had the windows open, too, and Molly could hear a young woman calling, "Darren, where are you?"
"Down here, honey," came a male voice.
"Down where?" the girl shouted. "I can't find anything in this damned place, not even you."
Molly was amused, and she stopped to watch. The young couple kept shouting to each other, and finally they met in a downstairs room. The guy was tall and good-looking, the girl petite and blond. They both seemed to be in their early twenties.
"Amy," Darren laughed, "let's knock off the unpacking for tonight. You look ready to drop."
"I am," Amy sighed, sitting down on an unpacked box. "And guess what else? I'm horny."
"Me, too," Darren grinned. "We didn't get much of a honeymoon, did we?"
"No," Amy sighed, "just one night in a motel. Gosh, we hardly even got started."
"Then let's pick up where we left off," Darren leered.
"Great," Amy grinned, "but what are we gonna use for a bed?"
Darren stared around at the mess.
"Good question," he said. "I suppose we could just use the mattress."
"I'll clear a space," Amy said eagerly.
She started shaving boxes and suitcases out of the way, while Darren wrestled with a king-size mattress that was leaning up against the wall. Molly grabbed the chance to move closer to the house for a better view. It looked like another show was about to begin.
There was a loud crash as the mattress hit the floor. The dust had hardly settled before Amy and Darren were on the mattress grabbing for each other. The horny young newlyweds were trying to kiss, grope, and undress each other all at the same time.
"Hey, slow down," Amy laughed. "We can do it, if we just think it out."
"Right," Darren chuckled. "Maybe we better take off our clothes first."
They stripped as fast as they could. Darren had a nice lean body, and Molly stared at him hungrily, her eyes darting to his swelling cock. She was a married woman and shouldn't be looking at other men, but she couldn't help herself. She just wished she could join this young stud on the mattress.
"Hurry, honey!" Amy panted.
The little blond was naked already. She'd thrown her clothes in every direction and was waiting impatiently for Darren to finish undressing. Her eyes got hot as she watched him skin out of his jockey shorts. Darren grabbed her and kissed her.
"Mmmmmmm," Amy groaned.
With no inhibitions at all, she rubbed her hot naked body against her husband, her pouting mound teasing his swelling prick. Darren cupped her ass and drew her even tighter against him. They worked their tongues in each other's mouth.
Molly sighed softly. It seemed like everybody in the neighborhood was getting the loving they needed – everybody except her. But she could remember when she and Dick had been like this. When they were newlyweds, they couldn't keep their hands off each other.
She recalled how they used to get it on two and three times a day. Dick even came home for lunch so they could fuck. They'd spend whole weekends in bed. But those days were over. She was lucky if she could get laid once a month, these days.
Amy and Darren finally paused for breath, and he cupped his wife's small high-riding tits and squeezed them. Amy reached for his cock and pumped it. Then she happened to glance at the window, and she giggled.
"Wow," she exclaimed, "we don't have any curtains. What if somebody sees us?"
"Don't worry about it," Darren said. "Nobody would be up this late, honey."
Nobody but us dirty old ladies, Molly thought.
Of course she wasn't that much older that the newlyweds, just a couple of years, but Amy and Darren made her feel old. It seemed a million years since she and Dick had behaved like that.
"What the hell," Amy laughed, "I don't care if anybody sees us anyhow. Let's go for it."
Darren's long stiff cock was ready for the job, that was for sure. Molly studied it and creamed helplessly. Was she ever going to get fucked again? Would she even remember how, by the time Dick got around to doing it?
As Amy eagerly ran her fist up and down his blue-veined prick, Darren leered at her and said, "You're shameless, baby – and I love it."
"You ain't seen nothing yet," Amy chuckled. She bent down and started licking his sensitive cock head, but Darren gasped and pulled her head away.
"Hey, I can't take that," he said. "I'll come in about two seconds."
"Gosh, honey," Amy sighed, "I'm just dying to go down on you."
"You will," Darren said, "but let's save it. Right now all I wanta do is fuck your brains out. Let me get that out of my system."
"Okay," Amy grinned, "I guess I can live with that."
He rolled her onto her back, and she spread her legs wide. Darren rolled onto her and sank down between her thighs. Amy gave an excited squeal as he started jabbing around with his stiff cock, and she wrapped her legs around his waist.
"Ohhhhh, yeah! Get into me, Darren!" she moaned.
"I will if you'll hold still long enough," he panted.
It couldn't have been easy, but Amy managed to stop her horny wriggling long enough for him to sock the fat head of his cock into her juicy cuntal opening. He slid his hands under her and cupped her little ass, drawing her up the skewer of his rigid boner.
"Ooooooooh!" Amy howled.
You could hear her halfway down the block. Molly wondered if she was the only one watching. She glanced around but didn't see anyone else. When she turned back, Darren's ass was knotting and jerking as he hammered his eager cock into his new wife's slick steaming box.
"Ohhhhh, Jesus!" he groaned. "At last!"
"Unnnnnhhhh – yessss, baby!" Amy moaned. "Fuck it to me! Fuck me good and hard! I needed this so bad!"
"You and me both!" he growled.
Molly felt that familiar combination of lust and envy. It just about killed her to watch other people fucking, when she needed it so bad herself, but she couldn't seem to resist. It was just about the only form of sex available to her these days.
She feverishly followed the swift hard lunges of Darren's hard cock as it sliced deep into Amy's smoking pussy hole. She'd give anything for a few of those thrusts. It wouldn't take much to get her off, she was so frantically horny.
But all she could do was watch, then go home and masturbate beside her snoring husband. It wasn't much of a sex life, that was for damned sure. Molly was getting more and more impatient with it, but what was she going to do about it?
She tried to forget her problems as she watched the honeymooners fucking up a storm. They were going at each other like rutting animals, snarling and panting and humping. Littie Amy fucked right back at her husband, her hips jerking to the hard rhythm of his pounding cock.
"Ohhhhhh, shit, baby – it's so damned good!" she gurgled.
"Yep," Darren groaned, "it's so good, I'm gonna come!"
Amy got the message. Molly could guess what she was doing, tightening her famished cunt around his pistoning prick, letting the hot friction carry her fast toward orgasm. Darren fucked into her with lightning speed, then let out a hoarse bellow.
"Awwwwww, fuckin' Christ! Awwwwww!" he roared.
"Ohhhhhhhhh, honey – yessss!" Amy screamed.
Across the alley a window opened with a crash, and Molly dropped to the grass where she wouldn't be seen. An old man leaned out the window, squinting. He was in pajamas and looked half asleep.
"What in hell is that racket?" he shouted. "Somebody getting murdered?"
Amy and Darren tried to smother their laughter. Pretty soon the old guy slammed his window shut and went back to bed.
"I guess we ought to be more quiet," Darren laughed.
"Yes, but let's not stop," Amy panted.
She started undulating her hips, working her come-filled twat around Darren's deeply-buried cock. He relaxed on top of her, letting her do the work. Her horny, tantalizing movements soon got to him, and he snorted with excitement.
"You're getting me hard again," he said with a leer.
"Oh, good," Amy purred. "I could fuck you all night, honey."
"I bet you would, too," he chuckled. "I want to be around when we're a hundred."
For their sake, Molly hoped they were still fucking when they were a hundred. She hoped their sex life didn't fizzle out the way hers had done. But right now there was no danger of Amy and Darren losing interest in each other.
Darren rolled off Amy, his come-soaked cock as stiff as before.
"Let's do it another way," he suggested hoarsely. "You can be my little doggy."
"Woof!" Amy giggled.
She rolled into a crouch, on her elbows and knees, her cute little ass raised high. Darren knelt behind her and steadied himself by holding her slim hips. Leering at her drooling little cunt mouth, he socked the fat purple head of his dick into the juicy hole.
"Ooooooh, yeah!" Amy squealed. "Stick it in me, baby! Give me every inch of it!"
Grinning like a maniac, Darren eased his cock into her about and inch and held it there, letting her moan and writhe. Amy jerked her hips frantically, trying to impale herself deeper on his rock-hard prick, but her wouldn't let her.
"Come on, honey," she whined, "give me more!"
"What's your hurry?" he chuckled.
Amy clawed the bed and whimpered with need. Molly could sure relate to that. She was almost whimpering herself. She knew what exquisite torture it was for the girl to feel that nice stiff cock only one tantalizing inch into her hungry cunt.
Again Amy wiggled her hips, but in vain.
"Dammit, Darren!" she cried. "Give it to me! Fuck me! You're driving me crazy!"
"What's the magic word?" Darren teased.
"Up yours!" Amy groaned.
"That's what I like, good manners," Darren laughed. "Now you can have what you want."
He slowly but steadily pushed into her, filling her horny little cunt with throbbing cock meat. Amy threw back her head and howled with delight. Thick pearly cream spurted from her box and ran down her thighs as Darren's stiff boner reached her womb.
"Ohhhhh, shit – yesssss!" she hissed.
Darren's eyes glazed over with pleasure as he sheathed his meat in her tight slick cunt. He snorted lustily and started fucking her hard, as hard as before. Her petite body shuddered with the impact, but she wasn't complaining.
"Ohhhh, yeah! Fuck it to me, baby!" she moaned. "Fuck the living shit out of me!"
Molly almost moaned out loud. She was creaming through her jeans again, and her pussy was so swollen, it ached. She knew that if she reached down inside her pants and just stroked her fever-hot pussy a few times, she'd come like crazy.
But again, she couldn't risk it. She always yelled when she came, and the young couple would be sure to hear her. They might even call the police, and that would be mortifying. She'd just have to store away her hot lust till she got home.
"Harder!" Amy wailed. "Faster! Fuck me crazy!"
Darren was snorting and growling as she hammered his prick into her steaming, squirting cunt. His flat belly slapped hard against her ass, and he almost knocked her over. Amy dug her nails into the mattress and tried to stay upright. But Darren was fucking her so hard that she finally pitched forward onto her belly.
"Unnnnnhhhh, fuck – shit!" she babbled.
Darren came right with her, lying on her back and fucking her like a machine out of control. Molly whimpered lustily as she heard the obscene sucking noises of his pounding cock in Amy's juice-filled twat. Amy clawed the mattress hard and began to convulse.
"Oooooh – you're doing it to meeeeee!" she moaned. "I'm cominggg – unnnnhhhhh!"
This time Darren didn't come with her. He managed to hold out, stroking his engorged prick in her squeezing, squirting cunt as she rode out her climax. He was red-faced and panting, but he wasn't ready to quit.
When Amy finally went still, he pulled his dripping cock out of her and rolled onto his back. His magnificent boner stood up rigid and thick and drooling. Molly wanted to leap in the window and sit on that tempting pillar of meat.
But of course Amy beat her to it. The little bride wasn't finished yet, either. Gurgling with lust, she straddled her husband and socked her wet slick cunt mouth down around the fat purple head of his cock. She moaned as she slid down the throbbing pole of meat.
"Oooooh, yeah! One more time!" she cried, drenching his cock with an enormous rush of cream.
She slid down his prick till only his balls were showing. Then Darren grasped her tiny waist and started fucking her. He gave it to her hard and fast, just like before. She rode his cock like it was a bucking bronco, her cute tits wobbling crazily.
"Unnnnhhhh, shit! Yessss!" she wailed. "Fuck my brains out! Baby, fuck me till I can't take any more!"
Darren leered up at her and said hoarsely, "Honest to Christ, honey, you're gonna wear me out."
"No way," Amy laughed. "You're too horny for that!"
Then they stopped talking and concentrated on fucking each other into a frenzy. They went at each other faster and faster, moaning and gasping. Molly watched them and rubbed her thighs together, trying to ease the hot ache in her slit.
She could remember nights when she and Dick had fucked like this, even times when Dick laughingly complained that she was going to wear out his cock. But that was a long time ago. She could hardly contain, her lust and envy as she watched the hard-fucking newlyweds.
"Unnnhhhh, baby, I'm almost there!" Amy sobbed.
"You and me both!" Darren groaned.
Her petite body bounced and shuddered as he fucked into her with all the speed and strength at his command. She closed her eyes tight, and her head lolled back as she flew to the very brink of climax. She gasped, moaned, and began to convulse.
"Ahhhhh, honey – yessss! Aaaahhhhh!" she wailed.
"Take my load, baby, take it – aaaagggbhhhh!" he roared.
Again the window opened loudly on the other side of the alley and the old man yelled, "Cut out that racket, you sex fiends!"
Darren and Amy burst into laughter.
"Honey, we've got to get some curtains, first thing tomorrow," Amy sputtered.
"Either that or charge admission," Darren laughed.
He got up to turn out the lights, and Molly ducked back into the alley and continued on her way.



CHAPTER FIVE


It was late now, almost two o'clock, but Molly didn't feel like going home yet. That would be just as frustrating as what she'd been doing. She'd have to lie next to Dick in bed, aching for his cock and knowing she couldn't have it.
It was frustrating to watch other people make love, too, but at least she got some kicks out of it. She continued down the alleys but found no more chances to spy. All the bedroom windows were dark. Sighing, she decided to return home by the main street.
She hadn't gone far when she passed a lighted living room window. The drapes were drawn, but Molly noticed a crack she could see through. It was pretty risky peeping right there on the street, but she couldn't resist. Besides, there was a hedge she could hide behind.
She slipped behind the hedge and peered through the crack in the drapes. She saw a teenaged boy and girl sitting on the couch watching TV. The room was scattered with toys, but of course the kids had gone to bed long ago.
The window was open just a little, and Molly heard the girl say, "Wow, I'm bushed. Those kids are hellions."
"Don't baby sit for them any more," the teen said.
"Bobby, I need the money," the girl sighed. "I want to go to college next year."
"Karen, can't you find other people to sit for?" Bobby asked with concern.
"I promised to be their regular sitter all summer," Karen said miserably. "Boy, if only I'd known what spoiled brats their kids are."
Bobby slipped his arm around her shoulder and said, "Well, try to forget about it now and have some fun."
"Fun?" Karen said, breaking into a grin. "Oh-oh, I got a feeling you're up to something."
"How'd you guess?" Bobby laughed. Then he kissed her, quickly working his tongue into her mouth. At the same time he cupped one of her nice high tits and squeezed it. Karen gave a muffled squeal and pushed him away.
"Bobby, you cut that out," she scolded. "You're not even supposed to be here. I promised Mr. and Mrs. Green I wouldn't have any bays in the house."
"Fuck 'em," Bobby said hoarsely. "You said they're gonna be gone all night. They'll never know what we do."
"Well, we're not gonna do anything," Karen said, frowning. "I don't know what's gotten into you lately, Bobby. I thought we were just friends."
Bobby groaned. "Sure, we've been friends since sixth grade. It's been nice. But people change. We're not kids any more, Karen."
"And just what do you mean by that?" she asked.
"I mean I'm a man," Bobby said, "and I see you as a woman. And you turn me on."
He kissed her again, holding her so tight this time that she couldn't escape. He probed her mouth with his hot wet tongue, and Karen shivered. He cupped her tit again, molding and squeezing, and the fly of his jeans got suddenly tented.
Molly watched in breathless fascination. Here was a whole new story for her to follow. Would Bobby succeed in seducing his old childhood pal? Karen was squirming, and she finally managed to wrench her face away from his.
"Bobby, I don't know about this," she said breathlessly. "I mean, I always thought of you as just my buddy."
"Try thinking of me another way," he said, cupping both of her tits.
"Bobby," she gasped, "don't!"
But Bobby wasn't about to let go. Flushed with lust and breathing hard, he molded her tits through her t-shirt. Molly could see the girl's tits swelling, as if her body had a will of its own. Her nipples went rigid, poking into Bobby's palms.
"Dammit, Karen, I want you!" he groaned.
Karen slumped back against the couch, looking dizzy and mixed up. Bobby shoved her T-shirt up and uncovered her fully-packed lace bra cups. He reached around her and started fumbling with the catch of her bra. He finally managed to get it open, and he pushed her bra up and ogled her naked tits.
Karen shivered as she felt his hot breath fanning her tender tits. They were orange-size, the little pink nipples rigid with arousal. She was turned on all right, but she still hadn't accepted the change in her relationship with Bobby.
"Bobby," she said hesitantly, "all the time we've been buddies, have you been dating other girls?"
"Sure," he said. "I tried to score a few times. But you were dating other guys."
"Of course," Karen said. "Everybody dates. So did you, uh, scare with those girls?"
"Nope," he sighed. "Did you make out with those guys?"
"Nope," she smiled. "I didn't want to. Somehow they weren't the ones I wanted to do it with."
"You're still a virgin?" Bobby asked.
"Yes," Karen said, blushing.
"Jesus," he said, "so am I. We're gonna go to college as virgins. Nobody does that any more."
Karen was getting more breathless and flushed as he played with her tits.
"You're right," she said hoarsely, "nobody in college is a virgin. We're really old-fashioned."
"Then maybe we can do each other a favor," Bobby said.
The two kids stared at each other for a long moment, Bobby's hot hands clamped around Karen's swollen throbbing tits. Molly watched them and hoped they'd go for it. These two old buddies ought to give their cherries to each other, not to strangers.
"Bobby," Karen said at last, "I think you're right. I'd rather do it with you than anybody else."
They kissed again, and this time Karen didn't struggle. She slid her tongue into Bobby's mouth, and he groaned and shivered with lust. While he squeezed her stiff-nippled tits, she shyly ran her hand up his leg till she found his crotch. Then she gasped and pulled back.
"Bobby," she exclaimed, "you've got a hard-on!"
"Sure I do," he grinned. "It happens every time I think about sex."
Karen giggled and relaxed. She ran her hand over the big hard lump at his fly, still shy but very curious. Bobby snorted with excitement as she caressed his swollen cock through his jeans. He grabbed for the zipper and opened his pants.
"You might as well touch the real thing," he said.
Karen blushed hard, and her eyes got huge as Bobby pulled down his jeans and shorts and his stiff teenage cock snapped free. It hugged his belly in a fierce hard-on, and it was drooling a thick river of cream. Molly could tell that Karen had never seen a cock before.
"Oh, gosh! It's so big! I-I don't know, Bobby. I'm kinda scared."
"It's not so big," Bobby sighed. "You should see some of the guys in the locker room. But look, let's just relax and take our time. We've got all night."
He took her hand and rubbed it up and down his rigid boner. Karen's curiosity was stronger than her fear, and she soon took over, eagerly petting his prick. Bobby looked like he was about to come all over the living room.
"Oh, Jesus!" he groaned.
"What's wrong?" Karen cried. "Am I hurting you?"
"No," he laughed, "you're just getting me horny out of my mind. But don't worry about it. Let's just make each other feel good."
While she went on petting his cock and exploring it, he unzipped her jeans and slid his hand down inside her panties. Karen turned beet red, but she didn't ask him to stop. Molly could see that she'd made the decision to learn about sex from her trusted old buddy.
Bobby started feeling around between her thighs, and suddenly Karen gave a lusty little gurgle.
"Oh, hey," she gasped, "that feels good."
"You ever play with yourself?" Bobby asked with a grin.
"All the time," she laughed. "How about you?"
"All the time," he chuckled, "but I like it better when you do it to me."
"Same here," she panted.
The two horny, curious kids went on playing with each other, getting more and more aroused. Molly wouldn't have left the window for anything now, not even her own urgent lust. She just had to see how things turned put.
"Mmmmmm, God, that feels exciting," Karen moaned.
"I like what you're doing, too," Bobby said hoarsely. "But it'd be even nicer if we took off our clothes."
Karen nodded, and they separated long enough to undress. They ogled each other's naked bodies, then moved together again, stretching out on the couch. Karen wrapped her fingers around Bobby's swollen cock, and he rubbed a stiff finger over her puffed creamy slit.
"Mmmmmm, mmmmm, yesssss!" she moaned.
"Jesus, yeah!" Bobby growled.
His hand was soon dripping with her molten cunt juices, and his cock was drooling all over her pumping fingers. The two kids were panting, moaning and writhing. Molly was tempted to pant and moan right along with them, but she had to stay quiet.
"Oh, wow, Bobby, I'm so turned on," Karen moaned. "Do you think this is the time to do it?"
"I've been ready," Bobby groaned.
"No jokes now," Karen laughed. "Really, you think we oughta do it now?"
"Yeah," he panted, "let's go for it."
He rolled on top of her, and Karen opened her legs. She winced as Bobby banged his steelhard cock against her tender swollen pussy.
Then he hit the target, cramming the thick head of his prick into her virgin cunt mouth.
"Unnnnhhhhh!" Karen gasped.
"Does it hurt?" he cried.
"Yes and no," she smiled. "Yeah, it hurts, but it feels so exciting, Bobby. Don't stop!"
"I'll be more careful," he groaned.
Molly spied breathlessly as the frantically horny kid tried to get himself under control. He probably wanted to cram his dick into Karen's hot little cunt as deep and hard as he could. But he also didn't want to hurt his friend.
So be very slowly inched his throbbing boner into her, and he got the results he wanted. Karen's head lofted back, and she gurgled with excitement, soaking his prick with thick rushes of molten cream. She was relaxed and eager now.
"Yes, Bobby!" she moaned. "Oh, shit! Yesssss!"
Panting, Bobby eased his cock into her as far as it would go. Then he paused and smiled down at Karen.
"Hey," he said hoarsely, "we're not virgins any more."
"Yeah, and I love it," Karen smiled back. "Now fuck me, Bobby, fuck me good."
Bobby gave a lusty snort and began pistoning his cock in her steaming juice-slick cunt.
Karen gasped, then began to move with him, jerking her tits to his hot rhythm.
Molly bit her lip and ached with lust. If only she had somebody to fuck her like that!
"Unnnnhhh, yeah – do it to me!" Karen whimpered.
"Ohhhhh, shit – unnnggghhhh!" Bobby groaned.
Suddenly he was coming helplessly, his ass jerking furiously as he jetted his load into Karen's tight little cunt. He was just too excited to hold out. Molly could feel Karen's disappointment. She'd hardly gotten started, and already her partner had finished.
"What happened?" Karen moaned.
"Oh, fuck," Bobby panted, "I shot my load. Couldn't help it. But wait just a second."
He lay on top of her, his prick buried deep in the sizzling juicy flesh of her cunt, and Karen writhed with frustration, working her twat around his meat. It didn't take much of that horny wriggling to get Bobby excited again.
"Hey, I can feel your cock getting hard," Karen exclaimed.
"Yeah, now we're in business," Bobby chuckled.
He slipped his hands under her churning ass and drew her up tight against him, his stiffening shaft rubbing her sensitive clit. As he began hammering his cock into her again, Karen wailed with delight. She clawed his shoulders and jerked her hips to his horny hot tempo.
"Unnnhhhhh, Bobby, honey, that's so fuckin' good," she gurgled.
"This time I'm gonna make you come," he rasped.
Molly could almost feel the teen's steel-hard prick hammering in her own starved cunt, and she creamed helplessly. She didn't think she could stand the frustration much longer. If she didn't get some relief soon, she'd go out of her mind.
Again she caught herself rubbing her moist swollen pussy through her jeans. She glanced around her. It was very late, and everyone else on the block had gone to bed. Maybe she could take a chance. She slid her hand down inside her jeans and panties.
She barely stifled a moan of relief as she touched the scorching wet flesh of her horny gash. She started rubbing the engorged folds, and she soaked her fingers with her sizzling juice. It felt so good, she just had to do it. But she had to remember to stay quiet.
Meanwhile Bobby and Karen were fucking up a storm, their sweaty teenage bodies slamming together, their hoarse cries filling the room. The more excited they got, the faster they went at each other, till the couch creaked and rattled.
"Fuck it to me! Fuck it to me!" Karen wailed.
"Awwww, Jesus – this is fantastic!" Bobby groaned.
Molly worked her stroking fingers to the fast lusty rhythm of Bobby's jackhammering cock. Molten cream dripped from her fingers and ran down her legs. She wanted to sob with relief, but she couldn't risk being caught.
So she clamped her jaws shut and tried to stifle every little moan and whimper as she played with herself and spied on the lustily fucking kids. Dizzily she watched Bobby's cream soaked boner pounding into Karen's cunt and forcing out her molten juices.
"Unnnnhhhh, Bobby! Honey, I love it!" Karen moaned. "How come we didn't do this years ago?"
"Better late than never," Bobby growled.
His swiftly pistoning cock rubbed up and down over Karen's hot swollen joy button, giving her blast after blast of pleasure. Her face twisted into a lusty grimace, arid she screwed her eyes shut. She wasn't conscious of anything now but her boyfriend's hard cock slamming again and again into her eager wet box.
"Ooooooo, shit – I'm gonna come!" she sobbed. "Just a little more, Bobby, please!"
Bobby gave it to her, raking his hard shaft steadily over her clit, driving her helplessly towards orgasm. Meanwhile Molly kept pace, rubbing her slit frantically and struggling not to yell with pleasure. No matter how great it felt, she had to keep quiet.
Now Karen was arching her body till her ass left the couch, greedily rubbing her clit against Bobby's pile-driving cock, till finally she exploded with pleasure. She let out a hoarse wail, and her body began to shake and rock.
"Ahhhh, yessss, whaaaahhhhh!" she howled. Her cunt squeezed and sucked at Bobby's dick, and he helplessly shot his load.
"Awwwwwww, shit! Fuck! Awwwwww!" he bawled.
"Ohhhhhh, God, yesss, ohhhhhh!" Molly sobbed.
She just couldn't hold back that cry of release as he brought herself off. Luckily for her, the two teenagers were groaning so loud that her cries were drowned out. She dropped to the ground and rolled around as the hat spasms ripped through her body.
Then she started home. She'd seen enough to prove to her that her marriage wasn't right. Every other woman in the neighborhood was getting laid, so why not her?
Tomorrow, she promised herself, she'd have a serious talk with Dick.



CHAPTER SIX


Molly woke to another hot day. After showering, she put on shorts and halter and made a big breakfast for Dick, with all his favorite food. The good smells wake him up, and he came into the kitchen smiling.
"Hey, honey, that looks delicious," he said. Molly decided this wasn't the time to talk with him about their marriage. Let him enjoy his breakfast first. But the moment he was finished, he bounced up and headed for the living room.
"There's a game starting in just a few minutes," he announced.
Molly seethed with anger.
"Just a second, Dick!" she snapped. "You made me a promise last night."
He frowned, then remembered what he'd said.
"Oh, yeah, honey," he answered, "we'll get it on – but later, after the games."
Molly watched him turn on the TV and settle down in his recliner. He'd watch a double header, then maybe another game in the evening. She'd be lucky if he even spoke to her, and if she tried to start a serious discussion, he'd be pissed off.
Well, fine. Let him watch his games. But she wouldn't be there. She marched out the back door and headed for the alley to walk off her anger. But she hadn't gotten more than a few steps before she heard a familiar voice calling her name.
"Good morning, Mrs. Morgan," came a friendly teenage male voice.
Molly whirled and glanced at the fence separating her house from the neighbors'. Their teenaged son Jeff was hanging on the fence, grinning at her, and she found herself grinning back.
"Good morning, Jeff," she said. "How are you?"
"Bored," he grinned. "My folks are gone for the weekend, and I'm supposed to look after the place. I can't go anywhere or have any friends over. It's really a drag."
"Poor Jeff," Molly laughed. "They've made you into a watchdog. Well, I'll come over for a moment and chat. Would that help?"
"It sure would," Jeff sighed.
He dropped behind the fence and opened the gate for her. Molly was amused. Jeff had had a crush on her ever since she could remember, and now he was ogling her petite curvy body and doing a poor job of hiding his interest.
Of course Jeff was just a little kid to her. She could recall him in grade school, and she remembered when his voice changed. She hadn't really thought much about him lately, and now she looked him over and was surprised at how much he'd grown.
Jeff wasn't a little kid any more. He was a young man, taller than Molly, and very attractive. Lean, hard-muscled, and blond, he had a really sexy smile. He looked so good in his swimming trunks, his body sleek and smooth.
Watch it, Molly, she told herself. He's not for you.
She was a married woman, after all, and this was the son of her friends. She tried to act cool as Jeff led her over to the blanket where he'd been sunbathing. He stretched out on his belly, and she sat beside him.
"SO what's new with you, Jeff?" she asked. "Enjoying school?"
"I'm doing okay," he said, "but I can hardly wait to get to college and be on my own."
Molly noticed that he was gawking at the cleavage of her ripe tits. Her skimpy halter didn't hide much. She reddened a little and said the first thing that popped into her mind, just to keep the conversation going.
"I bet you have a lot of girlfriends," she smiled.
Jeff groaned. "I date a lot, but I don't get anywhere."
Molly felt a shiver of excitement, left was telling her that he was still a virgin and that he was damned sick and tired of it. Here was a chance to do both of them a favor.
Jeff ached to make it with a woman, and Molly ached to be fucked. They could help each other out in a very big way. She knew Jeff was willing. He couldn't take his eyes off her. And she found him so attractive. Would it really be so terrible if they helped each other? Nobody had to know about it.
"That's why I wanta get away to college," Jeff was going on. "So I can have my own place. Maybe then it'd be easier to get somewhere with girls."
"Jeff, you have sex on the brain," Molly laughed. "But I guess that's normal for a guy your age."
"Don't you think about sex, Mrs. Morgan?" he asked.
Molly blushed, but not with embarrassment. It was a hot flush of lust.
"Sure, I do, Jeff," she said softly. "I think about it a lot. And by the way, why don't you call me Molly? We've known each other long enough for that."
"Sure, Molly," he said, his voice a little husky with horniness.
"You look like you're getting sunburned," Molly said, reaching for a tube of sunscreen. "Let me put some of this on you."
She squirted the cool lotion into her hand and started rubbing it into his back and shoulders. Jeff gave a blissful sigh and closed his eyes. Her gentle but seductive female touch felt good to him. Molly found herself getting dizzily horny as she touched his firm hot skin.
Okay, dammit, she thought, I'm going to do it.
She'd never even considered cheating an her husband before, but all she had to do was picture Dick lounging in front of the TV set watching football, and her guilt went away. He should be fucking his wife, but he preferred his damned games.
Fine, Dick, she thought, you have your football, and I'll have Jeff.
She rubbed the sunscreen into Jeff's neck and arms, then worked her way down his back and under the waistband of his swimming trunks. She touched the hard rounds of his ass and felt molten cream spurting from her cunt.
"Do you ever sunbathe naked, Jeff?" she asked.
"Yeah," he chuckled. "In fact I was doing it when I heard you come out of the house. Then I put my trunks back on."
"Well, there's no need to be shy around me," she said. "You can just be yourself. And if you don't wear trunks, you could get burned here, too."
She squeezed his nice trim ass as she spoke. Then she pulled off his trunks, leaving him naked. Jeff cast her a surprised look, but he didn't say anything. He closed his eyes again and sighed with pleasure as she worked the lotion into his ass.
Jeff's legs were slightly parted, and Molly could see his fat young balls and the base of his cock. She almost growled with longing for him. Yes, this guy would be so easy to seduce and so grateful. He'd never tell on her, either. He wouldn't want to spoil a good thing.
So she felt perfectly safe. Nothing short of World War III was going to tear her husband away from that football game, and Jeff's parents were away. It was the perfect setting for her first adventure in cheating.
She slid her hand between his thighs and cupped his balls.
"Jesus!" Jeff gasped.
Molly said nothing, but she was breathing hard as she massaged his hot firm nut sacs. She was creaming, too, a steady hot flood that soaked through her shorts and panties. Now that she'd made her decision, she didn't look back. No guilt for her, no regrets.
As she expertly molded and teased his balls, Jeff began to pant and groan. She felt his nuts swelling in her fingers, growing hot and taut and throbbing. His hips jerked helplessly in a horny fucking motion.
"I'll make you a bet, Jeff," she said huskily. "About what?" he croaked.
"I bet you have a hard-on," she chuckled. Jeff blushed furiously. Molly rolled him over onto his back, and sure enough, his magnificent teenage cock stood up stiff as steel. It bulged with blue veins, and it was drooling a hot river of cream. Molly stared hungrily at it, but Jeff blushed even harder.
"I-I couldn't help it, Molly," he said. "When you touched my balls, it just drove me crazy."
"I know, honey," she leered, "that's why I did it. Do you mind if I play with your cock?"
Jeff gawked open-mouthed, as if he couldn't believe what she'd said. Molly didn't blame him. He probably had fantasies about getting it on with her, but he never dreamed they might come true. He'd never imagined that she'd come on to him. He made a kind of croaking noise, but he was too stunned to talk.
So Molly didn't wait for an answer. She just reached out and curled her fingers around his cock. She started pumping it, and Jeff sank back with a sigh of ecstasy, his rigid boner throbbing like crazy in her fist.
"Oh, shit, Mrs. Morgan – I mean, Molly," he groaned, "that feels fantastic!"
"Good," Molly purred. "You just lie back and enjoy."
She ogled his handsome teenage dick and watched the molten juice bubble up in his piss hole. Her mouth watered. It had been so long since she'd tasted cock juice. But she didn't have to wait any longer. She knew Jeff would love whatever she did to him.
She bent down low, stuck out her tongue, and started lapping up his hot salty juice. He shuddered and groaned, and his eyes got big and hot. Molly drooled all over the fat purple head of his prick as she licked up his tasty cream.
"Oh, shit," he groaned, "I can't believe this is happening!"
"Do you like it?" Molly grinned.
"Hell, yes!" he cried. "But if Mr. Morgan catches us, he'll kill us."
"Don't worry, Jeff," Molly said grimly. "Mr. Morgan is more interested in football than he is in sex. As long as there's a game on TV, he won't leave his chair."
Jeff stared at her.
"You mean he'd rather watch TV than get it on with you?" he exclaimed.
"That's right," Molly sighed.
"He's nuts," Jeff groaned. "He's a fuckin' lunatic."
"Thanks, Jeff," Molly said, "I needed that." Then she got back to what interested her the most, swirling her greedy hot tongue around and around the oozing head of the kid's cock. She gobbled up his prick cream as fast as she could get it, rolling it around in her mouth and savoring the special flavor. Then she gulped it down and tongued for more.
"Ohhhhh, shit, fantastic!" Jeff moaned.
His cock started bucking lustily in her fist, and it throbbed violently. Molly knew what was about to happen, and she wasn't at all surprised. Jeff was on a hair trigger. He was a teenager, horny all the time, always ready to shoot.
"Unnnnhhhh, Jesus! Unnnhhhhh!" he groaned, starting to fuck her fist.
Molly didn't want to lose a drop of his come, and she saw that she'd better be quick. She opened her mouth wide and plunged it down around his violently throbbing boner, just in time to feel the first hard pulse of his jism.
"Awwwwww, Jesus! Aaawwwww!" he bawled.
"Ummmmmmm!" Molly moaned.
Her mouth was lolling with an enormous load of sizzling come. She let her cheeks swell till she couldn't hold the huge load any longer. She gulped it down, moaning with excitement, and Jeff flopped back with a groan.
"Oh, shit, that was great!" he cried.
Molly licked the last drops of come from his cock and from her lips.
"Would you like to get me off now, Jeff?" she asked.
"Oh, yeah, for sure," he said eagerly.
Molly quickly shucked her clothes. Jeff's eyes got big and hot as he watched her uncover her luscious curvy body. He ogled her big thrusting tits and little dark bush. Molly wasn't surprised to see his cock swelling again.
She'd take advantage of that nice hard-on, but not right now. They had all afternoon, and she didn't want to rush their love-making. It had been so long since she'd had sex, she wanted to take her time and, just gorge herself on it.
Naked, she stretched out on the blanket. She was on her back with her knees bent and her legs widely parted. Jeff crawled over to stare at her luscious pink slit, and she could tell it was the first time he'd seen a pussy. Smiling, she lay there and let him look as long as he wanted.
Yes, there was no reason to hurry. This would be Jeff's very first experience with a woman and Molly wanted to make it something he'd never forget. She wanted him to learn all the great things a maxi and a woman could do for each other.
"I want you to go down on me, Jeff," she said. "I'll show you what to do."
"Okay, great," he panted.
He must have had some idea what she meant, because he crawled between her legs and brought his face right up to her hot creamy slit. Molly moaned softly when she felt his steaming breath tickling the tender swollen flesh. She parted her dark-furred pussy lips and showed him the tiny pink bud of her clit.
"Lick me right there, honey," she said.
Jeff's tongue shot out eagerly, and Molly gasped and moaned as the hot wet meat lashed her supersensitive joy button. It had been months since Dick had done that to her, and she missed it terribly. Now she creamed in hot floods and clawed the blanket.
"Yes, yesssss!" she hissed. "That's great don't stop!"
Jeff was eager to please her. He kept lashing his wet tongue up and down over her throbbing clit, giving her stab after stab of delicious pleasure. The molten cream overflowed her cunt and gushed down the crack of her ass.
"Ohhhhh, God! I love it!" she sobbed.
Jeff seemed to like it a lot, too. She could feel him drooling all over her clit as he lashed it with his slick tongue. He was panting and sighing, and he was gobbling up her tangy cream. The kid was a born pussy-eater.
But Molly suddenly had to come. She hadn't come with a man in weeks. She grabbed Jeff's head and forced his mouth right onto the violently throbbing bud of her clit.
"Suck it, baby! Suck me off!" she moaned.
Jeff's lips tightened around her slick pulsating clit, and he began to suck. Molly sobbed with ecstasy and drenched his face with uncontrollable blast of sizzling cunt juice. She felt herself hurtling toward the release she craved.
"Unnnnhhhh, yessss, baby!" she wailed. "That's perfect, that's so fuckin' good! Don't stop!"
Jeff's head bobbed furiously up and down as he sucked her to the brink of climax. Molly closed her eyes tight and forgot everything but the searing pleasure ripping through her pussy. She dug her nails into the blanket and bared her teeth in a lusty snarl.
"Unnnnhhhhh, shit! Gonna come!" she wept.
Just a few more hot greedy sucks and she was in orbit. Jeff's squeezing lips set off an explosion that thundered through her body, giving her incredible blasts of pleasure. She threw back her head and wailed with ecstasy.
"Unnnhhhhh, I'm cominggggggg – whaaahhhhh!" she screamed.
She was coming so hard that the inexperienced kid couldn't keep his lips on target. Molly bucked and writhed, wrenching her squirting clit from his mouth, and he rose to his knees and watched her come. The curvy little housewife climaxed for a full minute.
"Oh, God, I needed that," she sighed at last. "Thanks, Jeff, honey, that was wonderful."
"Molly, I'll do anything to make you feel good," Jeff declared, "anything you want."
"Jeff," she leered, "I'm gonna give you a chance to prove that – right now."



CHAPTER SEVEN


Molly smiled up at the panting teen, thinking how great it was going to be to get laid again. It had been almost three weeks since she and Dick had fucked. She wasn't going to wait any longer.
"Jeff," she said huskily, "would you like to fuck me?"
Jeff's mouth dropped open. He made a growling noise in his throat, but he couldn't speak. Maybe he thought he was dreaming. But at least his cock was ready to respond to Molly's invitation. It stood up stiff and hard and drooling.
She reached out and petted his prick, and he shivered.
"You're not dreaming, Jeff," she laughed. "This is for real. You want to go all the way with me?"
"Oh, shit, yes!" Jeff groaned.
"Then come here, baby," Molly said, holding out her arms.
Jeff threw himself on top of her. She creamed hugely when she felt his hard young body weighing her down. He sank between her thighs and started jabbing his steel-hard cock against the tender flesh of her pussy. But the territory wasn't familiar, and he kept missing his target.
"Aw, fuck," he sighed. "I-I can't find your cunt."
"I'll help," Molly panted, reaching out for his throbbing cock and guiding it.
She plugged the fat hard head of his prick into the juicy pit of her cunt mouth, lodging it about an inch. Then she let go and allowed Jeff to take over. Groaning with excitement, he pushed deep into her slick velvet-lined box.
"Awwwww, Jesus!" he howled.
"Congratulations, Jeff," Molly grinned. "You're not a virgin any more."
But Jeff was in no mood for kidding. He was beyond words. He started hammering his cock into her, their bellies slapping. Molly wept with pleasure and soaked his meat with hot blasts of cunt juice. She'd been craving this sensation for weeks.
"Oh, yeah, baby! Fuck it to me!" she moaned. "Fuck me good and hard, Jeff!"
He didn't really need any urging. Insanely horny, he couldn't be slow, or gentle in his fucking. He rammed his engorged prick to her womb with each lusty thrust, forcing out her sizzling thick cream. Molly wailed with delight.
"Unnnnhhhh, God, at last!" she cried.
She arched her body up against his, taking the full length of his jackhammering cock. She wished the wonderful sensations could go on forever. She wondered how she'd survived so long without fucking. One thing was for sure – she'd never wait this long again. If Dick didn't do his duty, she'd find somebody else.
She lustily worked her starved cunt around the thick hard shaft of Jeff's plowing cock. Her hips jerked to his hard rhythm, and she couldn't stop creaming. She hadn't been this horny in years, not since she and Dick were newlyweds.
"Oooooo, baby! It's so good!" she panted.
"So damned good."
"It sure the hell is," Jeff groaned.
He kept up that steady hard pace. The kid was a regular fucking machine, and Molly loved it. All she'd gotten from Dick the past few months was quickies, but it seemed like Jeff would never wear out. Both he and Molly were gorging themselves on the delicious sensations, wishing the fun would never stop.
Molly ground her swollen clit against the teen's pistoning shaft, getting hot stabs of pleasure. She kept it up till she was almost coming, then sank back, removing her clit from the delicious friction. She wasn't ready to come yet.
Again and again she brought herself right to the brink of orgasm, then pulled back just before she came. Jeff started doing the same thing. He'd fuck her furiously for a minute or so, then stop for a few seconds, till he could control himself. It was a kinky way to fuck, but Molly really got off on it.
"Let's never stop," she whispered. "Let's fuck forever."
"Jesus, that's fine with me," Jeff panted. "I don't ever wanta do anything else but fuck you, Molly."
Molly grinned, even though he couldn't see her face. She was glad she'd made the teen's first fuck something to remember. His face buried against her neck, his ass jerking like crazy, Jeff went on fucking her relentlessly. Molly sobbed in ecstasy.
She really did want to go on forever, but there came a point. When she had to climax or lose her mind. She couldn't hold it back any longer. She rubbed her joy button frantically against Jeff's plunging prick, letting the delicious friction carry her to the edge of release.
"Jeff, honey," she moaned, "I'm gonna come! Keep fucking me real hard, baby, don't let up!"
"You got it!" he panted.
That steady pistoning over her clit was bringing her lust to fever pitch. Molly closed her eyes and bared her teeth in a lusty snarl. She clawed Jeff's shoulders and nibbled his neck. A few seconds later she felt her body explode with ecstasy.
"Unnnhhhhh, baby! You did it to me!" she shrieked. "I'm cominggggg – ohhhhh!"
Her shriek caught the attention of Jeff's father, Tom Parsons, who was just getting out of his car. He walked to the end of the garage and looked out the window to see what was happening. After one quick look, he hurried back to his wife, Louise, who was still unbuckling her seat belt.
"Honey," he said, "you going inside. I have to take care of a few things out here."
He made sure Louise was in the house before he returned to the garage window.
His eyes hadn't deceived him. Their teenage son Jeff was fucking their neighbor, Molly Morgan.
"Jesus," Tom breathed, "the lucky little bastard."
As he watched, Molly was just coming down from a long violent orgasm. Finally she went limp, sighed with bliss, and gave Jeff a long kiss on the mouth. Tom eased the window open a little so he could hear what they were saying.
"Jeff, honey," Molly sighed, "thank you. I needed that so bad."
"Dick's not taking very good care of you, is he?" Jeff asked.
"I'm afraid not," Molly said. "He'd rather watch his damned football games then make love. I was going out of my mind."
Tom almost bellowed with frustration. He and Louise had been friends and neighbors with the Morgans for years, and Tom had secretly had the hots for Molly since the moment he laid eyes on her. Now he learned that she was on the prowl – and he hadn't been there to take advantage of it.
Instead, when she couldn't handle her horniness any longer, she'd turned to Tom's son. Jeff was lying between her eagerly spread legs, his stiff young cock buried deep in her smoking twat. The teen looked like he'd died and gone to heaven. Tom couldn't blame him.
But if circumstances had been just a little different, it might have been Tom lying there with his prick deliciously sheathed in Molly's steaming box. He could have kicked himself for missing the chance.
"Shit," he muttered, "damn it all to hell." He and Louise had intended to stay away all weekend, but it was raining at the beach resort they'd gone to, and they'd, decided to come home early. Of course Jeff wasn't expecting them, and obviously Molly wasn't either.
"Mmmmmm, Jeff," she gurgled, "your cock's still hard. That's so nice. I'd like to fuck you all day."
"No reason why you can't," Jeff grinned. "My folks will be gone till tomorrow."
"Great," Molly grinned. "Let's do it another way now."
"Another way?" Jeff exclaimed.
"Honey, there's more than one way to fuck," Molly chuckled.
"Teach me all of them," Jeff begged.
"I'll do my best," the sexy young housewife answered.
She rolled him off her and got into a crouched position, on her elbows and knees. As she waited with her cute little ass raised, her pussy luscious and pink, Tom almost bellowed with lust. He felt his prick balloon. It got so hard, so fast, that he nearly yelped. He seethed with envy for his son.
"Come on, honey, stick it in me!" Molly panted.
Jeff didn't need any instructions this time ogling her creamy wet pussy, he knelt behind her and socked the engorged head of his cock into her slick hot cunt mouth. As he pushed into her, Molly whimpered and sobbed with delight.
"Ohhhhhh, yeah, baby! Get into meeeeee!" she moaned.
Tom was snorting with excitement as he spied on them. He didn't want Louise to know what her son was up to, of course, but he wasn't warned.
He knew his wife too well. She'd be showering, unpacking, then starting dinner.
Louise wouldn't have any reason to glance into the back yard. That was good, because she'd just shit if she saw her son fucking the neighbor doggy-style, Louise refused to recognize that Jeff was growing up.
Well, here was the proof that Jeff wasn't a little kid any more. His cock was long, thick and steel-hard, and he was lustily pounding it in Molly's juice-squirting cunt, fucking her as hard as any grown-up man. Molly was clawing the blanket and shuddering happily with each hard blow of his prick.
"Unnnhhh, Jeff, that's great!" she moaned. "Fuck me hard, baby! I love it that way!"
Her ripe tits were wobbling and swinging, her pretty face twisted with lust. Thick hot cream overflowed her cunt and ran down her thighs.
Tom was going out of his mind with lust. He wanted to be in Jeff's place, hammering his painfully swollen dick in Molly's slippery scorching twat. The woman he'd wanted for years had finally decided to cheat on her husband. Tom would never forgive himself if he didn't get in on the fun.
There had to be a way. Meanwhile he watched and lusted as his teenage son fucked Molly harder and harder, making her petite body shuddered and shake. The harder he fucked into her, the more insanely aroused she got.
"Ohhhh, shit! Ohhhhh, God!" she wailed. She was fucking right back at the kid, jerking her hips to his lusty rhythm. She couldn't stop creaming. Jeff's pistoning cock reamed out the hot juice, and it flooded down her inner thighs. Her sleek curvy body was flushed with horniness.
Dick had to be an idiot, Tom thought. How could he possibly pass up a fuck like this in order to watch TV? Yet in a way Tom understood. He loved Louise, and she was a very attractive woman, but after so many years of marriage he was bored with their sex life. He wanted something new and different.
Well, there it was, right before his eyes. Molly could be his little vacation from fidelity. She was horny and eager. The only problem was, his son had beaten him to the draw. And he couldn't let Jeff know that he lusted after Molly.
He was lusting more with each passing second. His hot horny eyes focused on the widely stretched lips of Molly's cunt and the steaming juice that burst from her cunt. His cock gave a lusty lurch and tried to tear its way out of his pants.
Easy, man, he thought, there has to be a way. "Harder, honey! Fuck me as hard as you can!" Molly whimpered. "Ohhhhh, shit – yessss! You're a fantastic fucker, Jeff!"
Jeff grinned with pride. He was watching his cock in action, watching it spread her pussy lips and plunge into her steaming wet depths. Tom was sure that this was his son's first fuck. The kid was incredibly lucky to be having it with Molly.
"Unnnnhhhh, yeah, I'm almost there!" she moaned.
She closed her eyes tight and clawed the blanket as Jeff's hard cock rattled her body and drove her towards orgasm. Tom was practically coming himself as he watched. He had an insane urge to drag out his prick and jack off.
He didn't do it. He was saving that hard-on for Molly. Somehow there had to be a way for him to get it on with her, without his wife or his son finding out. He watched breathlessly as Molly exploded into another body-wracking climax.
"Comingggg!"
"Unnnhhhh, Jeff – yessss! I'm…" she wailed. "Ohhhhh, my God – unnnhhhhh!"
Tom gritted his teeth and shuddered with lust as he watched the petite sexy housewife coming. To his surprise, Jeff didn't come along with her. The kid really had stamina. Of course he never wanted to stop fucking her, and Tom couldn't blame him one bit.
"Ohhhhhhh, God, that was great!" Molly sobbed as she tumbled forward, off the hard skewer of Jeff's cock.
"I hope you're not tired, Molly," Jeff said anxiously.
"Oh, no, honey," she chuckled, turning to eye his magnificent young prick. "Let's do it another way now. Lie on your back."
Jeff obeyed, his tireless young cock standing straight up and drooling. Molly crawled over and straddled him, kneeling with her slick pussy touching the fat head of his prick. She rubbed the searing slick flesh back and forth, tantalizing him.
"Come on, lover, stick it in me!" she leered.
"Jesus, yes!" Jeff groaned.
He grabbed her by the waist and socked his rigid boner all the way into her dripping box. Molly threw back her head and wailed with bliss. Jeff started fucking her as hard as before, making her little body shudder with the impact, but Molly loved it.
"Yeah, fuck it tome hard, baby?" she cried. "Fuck the living shit out of me, Jeff!"
Tom wanted to bang his head against the wall, he felt so horny and frustrated. He felt that Molly's searing stored-up lust was being wasted on the inexperienced teen. What she needed was a man – and Tom was ready. Jesus, was he ready. All he needed was the chance to show her how ready he was.
"Fuck it to me! Fuck it to me!" Molly babbled hoarsely.
Jeff was in high gear again, his cock pistoning with lightning speed, his handsome young face contorted with lust. He couldn't possibly hold out much longer. He was groaning steadily as he hammered his cock into Molly's sucking, creaming pussy hole.
"Unnnhhhh, Jeff! I'm gonna come again?" she whined.
"Shit, so am I!" he rasped.
They went at each other like crazed animals, fucking each other into a frenzy. They moaned and snarled and panted. Tom's cock made another attempt to hammer its way out of his pants, and he fought down the urge to jack off.
"Just a little more, baby," Molly sobbed.
"I'm gonna come so good."
Her head lolled back and her eyes closed. She bared her nice white teeth in a horny snarl. Jeff closed his eyes, too, as he fucked with all the speed and force at his command. Molly stiffened for just a second, gave a deep gasp, then started to come.
"Ooooooooooh, yeah, you did it, baby! I'm cominggggg!" she screamed.
Her cunt went into fiery spasms around the teen's deep-driving cock, and that put Jeff on overload. He shuddered violently and began jetting his load into her. She took the swing flood with sobs of ecstasy.
"Unnnnhhhhh, Jesus! Awwwwww!" he bawled.
"Yes, cream me, baby – unnnhhhhhhh!" Molly sobbed.
Tom couldn't restrain his lust any longer. He quickly put together a plan, praying it would work. Then he pulled his shirt out of his belt so it would cover his hard-on.
He walked out of the garage and strode across the lawn to where Jeff and Molly were just coming down from their hard mutual climax.
"All right," he growled, "what in hell's going on here?"



CHAPTER EIGHT


"Dad!" Jeff yelped. He stared at his father, gulped, and said, "You and Mom weren't supposed to be back till tomorrow."
"We changed our minds," Tom barked, "and it was a good thing we did. Otherwise I might not have caught you. Your mothers in the house, and she doesn't know about this. Let's keep it that way."
"Right, Dad," Jeff said in a stunned voice. "Okay, you get dressed and keep your mother from looking out here," Tom ordered. "I'm going to have a talk with Molly."
Completely intimidated, Jeff didn't say another word. He just got into his swimming trunks and dashed for the house. Then Tom turned to Molly, who was sitting on the blanket pale as a ghost.
Molly was thinking that her marriage was over, that she might even go to jail for seducing Jeff. One little act of cheating, and she'd blown everything. Miserably she waited for Tom to explain just how he planned to punish her.
"Let's go back behind those trees where nobody can see us," he said coldly. "We need to have a long talk."
"All right, Tom," Molly sighed.
He picked up the blanket, and she picked up her discarded shorts and halter. He led her to a little grove of trees at the back of the lot. They were hidden from the house and from the neighbors. Then he spread out the blanket and motioned for her to sit down. He sat down beside her and looked sternly at her.
"All right, Molly," he said, "I want an explanation. What on earth made you do such an outrageous thing?"
Molly sighed deeply. She decided she might as well tell the truth. "I know there's no excuse for what I did, Tom," she said. "But I'll try to explain. My marriage hasn't been going very well lately. Dick seems to have lost all interest in sex."
As Tom listened he ogled her gorgeous naked body. He couldn't conceive of any man losing interest in this lovely young woman. He struggled to hide his lust and hoped that Molly wouldn't notice the gigantic hard-on that tented his loose shirt.
"I don't know why he's off sex," she continued, "but it's driving me crazy. I'm so horny, I can't stand it. And I guess that's why I haven't been thinking clearly. I know Jeff's had a crush on me for a long time. Today I took advantage of it."
"Who started it, you or him?" Tom asked. "I did," Molly said with a blush. "I couldn't keep my hands off him."
Lucky bastard, Tom thought.
"I'm so sorry, Tom," Molly concluded. "I guess I deserve everything I'm going to get."
"Oh?" Tom leered. "And what do you think you're going to get?"
Molly stared at him. "I don't understand." He broke into a helpless grin. "Molly," he said. "I've had the hots for you for years. There's only one thing I want from you. Just give me everything you gave my son."
Molly's mouth dropped open. She wasn't going to be punished after all. Tom wasn't going to tell anybody what he'd seen. And all she had to do was fuck him.
Tom was a damned fine-looking man, big and strong and handsome. She looked him over and saw the bulge in his shirt. He must have watched her fucking Jeff for quite some time, because he'd sure developed a hard-on. She felt a sizzle of lust.
"That's blackmail, Tom," she grinned.
"Any objections?" he leered.
"None at all," she said, reaching for him. They tumbled down on the blanket, kissing hotly. Tom snorted with excitement and shaved his tongue into her mouth. She met it with her tongue, stabbing lustily into his mouth. As their bodies pressed, she felt his huge rock-hard cock throbbing against her belly.
Creaming and whimpering, Molly lustily rubbed her swollen mound against his engorged prick. Tom broke the kiss and started tearing off his clothes. Soon Molly was gazing hungrily at his naked cock. It was a beauty, enormous, thick and drooling. She grabbed for it, wrapping it in her fist and pumping it.
She jerked her hot fist up and down the granite column of his cock, smearing his oozing cream all over the blue-veined skin. Tom watched her and snorted with excitement. It was like one of his jack-off fantasies come true.
He'd never cheated on Louise before, except in his imagination. He often jacked off in the bathroom, pretending he was making it with another woman, and the woman he fantasized most about was his sexy brunette neighbor.
He must have fucked Molly a hundred times in his fantasies. But this was better than any daydream. Her fingers were hot and eager around his prick, pumping lustily, and her face was flushed with desire. Tom almost came in the air.
"Easy," he growled. "I'm so horny, I could go off any second."
"Great," Molly chuckled. "Let me do it this way."
She rolled into a kneeling position, still gripping the fat hairy base of his prick. Her head dipped down, her lips opened wide, and then Tom groaned with bliss as he felt her scorching juicy mouth closing around his bloated dick.
"Christ, yes, suck it!" he groaned.
Molly took in as much of his cock as she could, drew in her cheeks, and started sucking like she was starved for his meat. Her head bobbed furiously, and she used a strong suction to draw the hot salty cream out of his piss hole.
"Mmmmmmmmm!" she moaned.
"Jesus, yes," Tom panted, "suck it, eat it!" He lay back panting and shivering with excitement as his cute neighbor sucked ravenously on his cock. Her lips were stretched wide and she was drooling all over his meat. Tom knew he wouldn't last long, not with that kind of stimulation.
He felt his balls swelling till they threatened to explode. His cock was painfully engorged. He watched Molly's throat muscles working busily as she gobbled his cream and listened to her hungry slurping noises. It was no use, he couldn't last.
"Unnnhhh, Jesus! Eat it – awwwwwww!" he bawled.
"Uuuuummmmm!" Molly gasped.
Her mouth was flooded with a huge boiling load of jism. It happened so fast, the scalding cream squirted from the corners of her lips. She didn't waste any more of it, though. She gulped down the enormous load, moaning greedily.
"Ahhhhhh, Christ!" Tom sighed.
Molly didn't stop sucking till she'd gotten every last drop of his jizz. Only then did she release his cock and lick her lips. But she kept her grip on his meat, looking at it hungrily. Obviously she wasn't finished with him.
"Ever do a sixty-nine?" he grinned.
"Not for ages," she laughed.
"Me, either," he chuckled. "Let's see if we remember how."
Molly remembered how, all right. He'd hardly finished speaking before she was straddling him, her luscious-looking pussy practically in his face, her hot breath fanning his cock. Tom grasped her hips and drew her gash even closer to his hungry mouth.
"Fantastic memory," he chuckled.
Molly didn't say anything. She was too busy stuffing his dick into her mouth. Tom shivered and groaned as she crammed the whole thing into the steamy wet cave. She started sucking ravenously on his meat, drenching it with her hot spit.
"Ahhhhh, yeah, baby! That's great!" he moaned.
Then he got to work. He stuck out his tongue and began raking it up and down over the steaming puffed folds of her pussy, lapping up her tangy cream. Molly shivered and whimpered with pleasure. She fed him a thick flood of cunt juice.
"Mmmmmm, unnnhhhhh!" she moaned.
Molly was in total bliss as Tom's big hot tongue raked her starved pussy. She adored it when Dick went down on her, but he hadn't done it in months. NOW she wished the wonderful sensations would never stop. She creamed steadily and helplessly.
She was starved for pussy-eating, and she was starved for cock. She sucked hungrily on Tom's swelling prick, and she gurgled with excitement as it ballooned on her tongue and shot into her throat. Soon hot tasty juice was bubbling from his piss hole, and she gobbled it like it was candy.
Again she wondered how she'd lasted this long without decent sex. She'd never go through that again not if she could help it. Already she'd found two eager studs to relieve her lust. Dick had been pretty easy to replace.
Of course she still loved him, and she didn't want her marriage to end, but she had to have sex. She couldn't survive without it. So she didn't feel a bit of guilt as she and her neighbor greedily ate each other. Dick had had his chance, and he'd turned it down.
Tom's cock was enormous now, throbbing on her tongue and feeding her a steady supply of delicious salty cream. He was whipping his tongue over her hungry gash, giving her steady hot pleasure. She sizzled with horniness. Suddenly she couldn't wait another second to fuck the guy.
She jerked her head up and let his steel-hard boner snap from her lips.
"Mmmmmm, what a gorgeous hard-on," she gurgled.
"Got any plans for it?" Tom chuckled.
"You bet I do," Molly said, swinging around to face him.
She poised herself right over his stiff-standing cock, rubbing her dripping pussy over the fat hard head. Tom snorted with lust and grabbed her tiny firm waist. He pressed the engorged head of his prick against her smoking cunt mouth.
"Yessssss!" she hissed. "Stick it in me!"
Tom went into her slowly, and she savored every inch of penetration. It had been terrific fun fucking Jeff, but his dad's cock was even bigger. Molly drenched it with sizzling thick cream as it finally butted up against her womb.
"Oh, God," she moaned, "I need this so bad, Tom!"
"Well, honey, your friendly neighbor's always willing to help you out," Tom grinned.
He started flicking her slowly, deeply and sensuously. Molly whimpered with pleasure as she rode his thick hard cock. She told herself that she was never going to go without sex again. Why deprive herself when there were so many willing men around?
Of course it was adultery, something she'd never believed in, but she was only human. Her needs had to be satisfied, and her husband wouldn't do it, she'd find somebody who would. Let Dick sit there watching TV for the rest of his life, if that's the way he wanted it!
"Fuck me harder, Tom!" she begged hoarsely. "I'm so horny, I could scream."
"Anything you want, baby," he growled.
He pushed hard into her and began to piston his huge hard cock in her cream-slick box. Molly's face twisted with lust, and she moaned steadily as his throbbing cock reamed her fiery wet depths. She didn't think she could ever get enough fucking.
"Oh, yeah, that's good!" she panted. "Keep fucking me hard, Tom, I love it!"
Tom's face was red with lust, and he was breathing harshly. He'd gotten horny out of his mind watching Molly fuck Jeff, and he knew he couldn't hold out much longer. He fucked faster and faster into Molly's delicious hot, squeezing pussy hole.
"Baby, I'm gonna shoot!" he groaned.
Molly knew that if she wanted to get off, she'd better do it fast. She made her greedy cunt as tight as she could around his big jackhammering cock, and the searing friction took her quickly to the verge of climax.
"Unnnnhhhhh – yesssss!" she whined. "Fuck me as hard as you can!"
Tom rocketed out of control and fucked her furiously. She was bouncing up and down on the hard skewer of his prick, her ripe tits shaking. She closed her eyes tight and felt herself going over the edge just as Tom yelped and flooded her box.
"Ooooooh, shit! You did it – whaaahhhh!" she screamed.
"Unnnnnhhhhhh, fuck! Unnnnhhhhhhh! Aaaaggggghhhh!" Tom bellowed.
Molly sobbed in ecstasy as the violent orgasm burned through her body. She creamed a sizzling deluge, soaking Tom's jetting prick and convulsing helplessly. The hard climax went on and on. Finally Tom sighed deeply and went still, while Molly shivered with the after shocks of her hard come.
He laughed helplessly.
"Shit, I came too fast," he said. "I wanted that to last. But just wait a second and I'll be ready."
"I bet you will," Molly leered.
She helped him along, using her strong young cuntal muscles to squeeze and tease his meat. Tom responded with snorts of excitement, and she soon felt his prick growing into a gigantic pillar of hard throbbing flesh. Whimpering, she creamed all over the fat skewer.
"Do it to me again, Tom," she moaned. "I can't get enough!"
"Dick sure hasn't been treating you right," Tom remarked. "But I'll try to make up for that."
He lifted her off his cock and laid her on her back. "What's this?" Molly laughed. "We're gonna do it the old-fashioned way?"
"Indulge me," Tom grinned. "This is the way I've always fantasized fucking you."
Molly was pleasantly surprised to learn that her handsome neighbor was having sex fantasies about her. At least somebody found her attractive, even if her husband didn't. Tom rolled on top of her, and she eagerly spread her legs for him.
"Awwwww, Jesus, yeah!" he groaned as he drove his rock-hard prick deep into her steaming twat.
"Mmmmmm, oooooh!" Molly moaned. "Fuck me, baby! Fuck me with that big thing!"
She arched her body to take his plowing cock even deeper into her hungry box.
Tom shoved his big hands under her churning ass and pulled her tight against him as he started hammering his prick in her fever-hot cunt. Molly got even closer by throwing her legs around his waist and locking them there. She wanted all the cock she could get.
"Fuck it to me – fuck it to meeeeee!" she wailed.
Tom snorted lustily and pounded his prick into her harder and harder. They were both starved for novelty, for making it with somebody different. Neither of them wanted to break up their marriages, but they needed this little vacation from their vows.
That was why Molly didn't worry about Tom telling on her. He'd go back in the house when this was over and act like nothing had happened, and she'd do the same. But right now they were fucking like bunnies, making the most of their chance.
"Harder," Molly snarled, "faster! Fuck my brains out, baby, I want it so bad!"
Again Tom spun out of control. His horny neighbor had that effect on him. Their bodies slapped together loudly, and Molly shuddered with the impact. It was just the kind of hard merciless fucking she needed, and she wailed in bliss.
"Ooooooh, God! Gonna come!" she sobbed.
"You and me both," Tom groaned.
He was fucking her with lightning speed, and she was fucking right back at him, slamming her hips to his rhythm. They went over the edge together, exploding into a giant mutual orgasm. Molly clawed Tom's shoulders and moaned with relief.
"Unnnnhhhhh, yesssss! Shit! Whaaabhhhh!" she howled.
"Take it, baby, take my load – awwwwwwww!" Tom roared.
Molly wished they could fuck again and again, but they decided Tom had better get back. Louise might wonder what had happened to him. Molly had no such worries. Dick wouldn't have missed her. He'd be totally absorbed in his football game.
She wandered back to her house, feeling deliciously well fucked but wondering about her future.



CHAPTER NINE


Molly didn't feel at all guilty about cheating on her husband. She felt she had a right to a normal sex life. But she still loved Dick and couldn't help wishing that they could be lovers again. If only she could put the magic back into her marriage!
On Saturday night, while Dick was watching yet another game, she got a call from her sister Pam.
"Molly," Pam said, "could I come and visit you for a few days? Len and I aren't getting along too well, and I need to getaway and think about it."
"But of course, honey," Molly said. "Come right away. I want to help."
Pam arrived early the next morning. She was petite like Molly, but she was a blond and a few years older. She and Len had been married almost ten years. It had seemed to be a happy marriage, but Pam wasn't looking happy as Molly met her at the door.
"Oh, Sis, I don't know what to do," Pam sighed. "I don't think Len loves me anymore."
"Honey, what makes you think that?" Molly asked.
"He doesn't even seem to know I'm there," Pam said. "All he does is watch TV – one damned football game after another. He's not even interested in sex."
Pam began to grin, too. "You know, Molly," she chuckled, "I think you're on to something. The fellas probably just need a little fling to get them revved up again. Besides, I have to confess that Dick's always turned me on."
"Then go for it, Sis," Molly cried.
Dick had been sleeping in, but of course he managed to wake up in time to gobble some breakfast and see the first football game of the day. As he wandered out in his pajamas and robe, he spotted his sister-in-law and smiled cordially.
"Hi, Pam," he exclaimed, "good to see you. Hope you're staying for awhile."
Right then and there Molly knew her hunch was right. Dick's eyes traveled discreetly but hungrily over Pam's curvy little body, and it was obvious that she excited him. Sure enough, Dick wanted a fling. His wife bored him, but other women didn't.
"Dick," Molly said, "I've got to go do some shopping. I may be gone a couple of hours, but Pam will keep you company."
"Uh-huh," Dick said absentmindedly as he turned on the TV.
Molly drew her sister aside and whispered, "Okay, he's all yours. If you can get his attention away from football, we'll know he's still interested in sex. Mind if I hide somewhere and watch?"
"Molly," Pam giggled, "that's really kinky. Sure, go ahead and watch."
Molly went into the kitchen and opened and closed the back door. Dick would think she'd left. But she tiptoed back to the doorway and watched as Pam poised herself on the arm of Dick's recliner. Pam ran her fingers through Dick's hair, and he looked up at her in surprise.
"Mmmmmmm, you always had a nice head of hair, Dick," Pam purred. "You're a very good-looking guy."
"You think so?" Dick said. "Well, you're a very sexy lady, Pam. I've always thought so."
"Thanks for being honest, Dick," Pam said in a low husky voice. "I'll be honest with you, too. I've always had the hots for you."
Dick's eyes glazed over with sudden hot lust. "I've had the hots for you, too, sister-in-law," he leered.
"That's great," Pam smiled, "because we've got a couple of hours alone together. Maybe we can work something out."
She slid into his lap and put her arms around his neck. Dick gawked at her, probably not believing what was happening. But when Pam kissed him, that was real enough. She jammed her lips against his and wriggled her tongue into his mouth.
"Mmmmmmmm," she sighed.
Molly smothered a laugh as Dick turned lusty red all over. He grabbed Pam and returned her kiss, shoving his tongue into her mouth and probing around. The two of them looked like they were trying to swallow each other.
Molly didn't feel jealous. Pam was her sister and would never try to take Dick away from her. What Molly felt was relief. Dick was still interested in sex after all. He hadn't lost the urge or the talent. He was proving that right now.
As they kissed, Dick slid his hands up under Pam's t-shirt and cupped her thrusting ripe tits. She gurgled with excitement as he squeezed the sensitive melons. She wriggled her nice little ass against his crotch.
Finally they came up for air, both of them flushed and breathing hard.
"Mmmmmmm, that was nice," Pam cooed. "Could we keep this our little secret?"
"You bet," Dick said, still happily fondling her tits. "My marriage means a lot to me, Pam. I really love Molly. But after five years of marriage our sex life's gotten kinda dull."
"I know what you mean," Pam said. "It's the same with me and Len. So maybe you and I need a little adventure. Nobody else has to know about it."
"Right," Dick leered.
He pushed her t-shirt up and unhooked her bra. His big hot hands closed over her silky skinned tits, molding and squeezing, and Pam moaned with excitement. Like Molly, she was way overdue for some decent sex. Her eyes got feverish with lust as her brother-in-law fondled her tender breasts.
"Mmmmmm, Dick, you're getting me so excited," she gurgled.
Dick leered at her and then bent over to lick her luscious pink nipples. Pam moaned, and her nipples responded to his lashing tongue, going long and stiff and supersensitive.
"Yes, honey," she panted, "that feels so good."
Dick pushed her tits together fill the rigid nipples met, then sucked them into his mouth. Molly could hear his greedy sucking sounds as she spied. And she could hear her sister whimpering and moaning with lust. Molly sure could relate to that.
In fact she was getting horny out of her mind. She was tempted to slip away and see if Tom could come out and play. But she didn't want to miss a thing. She wanted to watch every second of Pam's seduction. Naturally she wondered how far Dick would go.
Right now he seemed eager to go all the way.
He was sucking hungrily and noisily on Pam's throbbing tits, while Pam wiggled in his lap and moaned. He was doing everything he could to get his sister-in-law horny.
"Why, Dick," Pam suddenly giggled, "I do believe you've got a hard-on."
He popped her spit-soaked nipples from his mouth and leered at her.
"Gee, I wonder why?" he said.
"Oh, I just have to see it," Pam chirped, slipping off his lap and standing up.
Molly stifled a lusty gurgle. Pam's hunch was correct. An enormous cock stand tented Dick's robe. Pam opened his robe, then grasped his pajama bottoms and pulled them off. His cock sprang free, standing up stiff and thick and drooling.
"Mmmmmmmm, yesssss!" Pam moaned, licking her lips.
Quickly she knelt before him and wriggled between his thighs. She grabbed the base of his rock-solid cock, bent down, and started licking the hot salty cream from his prick head. Dick groaned hoarsely and gave a lusty shudder.
"Oh, Jesus, yes!" he cried.
Molly hadn't seen him so aroused in years. It wasn't just that he was making it with a new woman. Like Molly herself, he hadn't been laid in a long time. He must be just as horny as she was. But he'd rather have no sex than boring sex.
That was the key to it all. Molly knew her man, and if Dick couldn't travel first-class, he didn't go. She had to admit that their sex life had gotten pretty dull and routine. But maybe she'd found a solution for that now. She watched eagerly and started forming new plans.
"Mmmmmmmm, uuummmmmm!" Pam moaned as she gobbled up Dick's tasty cock juice. "I haven't done this in months."
"What's Len's problem?" Dick groaned.
"Oh, he'd rather watch football than make out," Pam sighed. "Isn't that the silliest thing you ever heard?"
Dick didn't answer. He just reddened and looked sheepish. Of course he knew he'd been neglecting his wife in order to watch football. But now, even though the set was on and the game was in progress, he didn't even glance at the screen.
He was totally absorbed in watching Pam's little pink tongue as she gobbled the juice. As fast as the thick cream bubbled from his piss hole, she speared it up and ate it, gurgling hungrily. Football was the farthest thing from Dick's mind just then.
Molly nodded and smiled. At last she knew what would get him away from the TV set. All he needed was a little adultery. She couldn't get mad at him for that. After all, she'd had a little adultery herself yesterday, and she'd loved every second of it.
Now Pam was sliding Dick's throbbing cock into her mouth. It stretched her lips wide. She drew in her cheeks and started sucking, and Dick almost flew out of his chair.
"Christ, yeah, suck it!" he yelped.
Molly creamed her jeans. It had been so long since she'd had the chance to suck Dick's cock and gobble his juice. There had to be some way for her to get in on the fun. She went on scheming and planning as she watched.
Pam's head bobbed up and down, her blond curls flying, as she greedily suctioned the salty cream from Dick's cock. Dick slumped back in his recliner and grinned like a maniac. Something told Molly that he hadn't cheated on her before.
No, he hadn't been fooling around at the office. He was far too excited for that, he didn't act like a man who cheated all the time he began to pant and groan as Pam sucked faster and faster on his nearly-exploding prick.
"Pam," he said hoarsely, "you better stop. I've got other plans for that hard-on."
Pam released his spit-soaked prick from her mouth and grinned at him.
"I hope those plans include me," she said. "Oh, yeah, they do," Dick leered. "Why don't we go in the bedroom?"
He got up and led the way. Molly crept after them and saw him close the bedroom door. No problem. She knelt down and spied through the keyhole. She saw Pam getting out of her clothes as fast as she could while Dick shucked his robe and pajama top. They both dashed for the bed.
"Christ," Dick moaned, "I've been wanting to do this for years."
"Me, too," Pam panted.
They kissed and groped for a minute, but they were both too horny to spend much time at foreplay. Pam rolled onto her back and spread her legs wide, and Dick ogled the luscious wet pink flesh of her fur-fringed gash.
"Come on, honey, fuck me!" the little blonde moaned. "I need it so bad, Dick!"
Dick gave a horny growl and rolled on top of her. He sank down between her hot thighs and socked the fat head of his cock into her moist slick cunt mouth. Pam jerked her hips up to take his prick, and pushed deep into her.
"Ooooooooooh, God – yessssssss!" she wailed.
"Awwwwww, Christ!" Dick snarled.
Cupping her hot little ass, he began fucking her deep and hard. Pam threw her legs around his waist and jerked her hips to his rhythm, fucking back at him with horny hunger. Molly could hear the obscene sucking noises of his cock in her tight juicy box.
"Yeah, fuck it to me, honey!" Pam whined. "Fuck my brains out!"
"I'm sure as hell gonna try," Dick panted.
Molly was creaming her jeans again. There was nothing she could do about that steady helpless juicing. She was getting incredibly horny as she watched her husband fucking her sister. Maybe she was some kind of weirdo, but she sure loved to spy.
She slid a hand between her legs and rubbed her crotch. Even through her jeans she could feel the heat and wetness of her pussy. She needed to get off very badly, and playing with herself wasn't going to do the job. She needed Dick's big hard cock. But it was already spoken for by her own sister.
"Unnnnhhhhh, yes, you big bastard! Fuck hard!" Pam was moaning. "Fuck me forever, Dick!"
Her hoarse horny words brought Dick's lust to a boil, and he fucked into her mercilessly, till the bed rattled and groaned. Molly was almost whimpering with need. She remembered when Dick used to fuck her like that. Could she make it happen again?
Maybe, but she'd have to wait just a little longer. Dick and Pam were fucking up a storm right now, and they wouldn't appreciate being interrupted. Like two rutting animals, they snarled and growled and humped at each other, shaking the king-size bed.
"Ooooooh, shit! So fuckin' good!" Pam sobbed. "Fuck hard, baby, make me come."
Dick snorted with lust and hammered his cock furiously in his sister-in-law's juice squirting cunt. Pam's pretty face twisted into a lusty mask, and she closed, her eyes tight as she rocketed toward the orgasm she needed so badly.
"Unnnnhhhhh, just a little more!" she sobbed.
"I'll try," Dick groaned, "but I'm just about to shoot."
Pam bared her teeth in a horny snarl as she steadily tightened her cunt around his pile driving cock and frantically rubbed her swollen clit against his shaft. With all the delicious friction, it was easy for her to get off. A moment later she let out a shrill howl of release and began to convulse.
"Ahhhhhhhh, yessss! I'm cominggggggg!" she screamed. "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh, baby – unnnggggghhhh!"
"Awwwwww, Christ, aaaaaggggghhhhhhh!" Dick roared.
As he pumped his load into her hotly sucking cunt, Pam sobbed in ecstasy. Molly whimpered softly, wanting all the things her sister had gotten. She had a plan now, but she wasn't sure if it would work. Mi she could do was try.
Dick and Pam humped frantically at each other for almost a full minute, then collapsed in each other's arms. Molly took a deep breath, stood up, and marched into the bedroom.
"Hi, honey," she called, "I'm home."



CHAPTER TEN


Dick let out a yelp, rolled off Pam, and stared at his wife.
"Molly," he groaned, "you said you were going shopping."
"I changed my mind," she chirped, "Have you and Pam been having a good time?"
Dick had rune out of words. He just turned brick red. Pam was trying not to giggle. She understood exactly what Molly was up to, without being told. After all, they were sisters.
Smiling, as if nothing unusual was going on, Molly began to take off her clothes. Dick's eyes got bigger and bigger. Naked, she slid onto the bed. Dick was in the middle, the sisters on either side of him. He glanced from one to the other, as if he couldn't believe what was happening.
"Gosh," Molly grinned, "I hate to be left out of the fun. Mind if I join you guys?"
"Fine with me," Pam said.
"What about you honey?" Molly said to Dick. "Do you mind if I join the party?"
Dick swallowed hard, blinked, and then pinched himself.
"Join us?" he croaked. "Uh, you mean all three of us in the same bed?"
"Sure, why not?" Molly replied. "Don't you think that'd be fun, darling?"
Dick just stared at her. Molly saw that she was going to have to get things started. She reached for his cock and started pumping it. Meanwhile Pam cuddled up to him and started nuzzling his neck. Dick swallowed hard again.
"Uh, we're all gonna get it on together?" he said hoarsely. "Is that the idea?"
"My gosh, Dick," Pam sighed, "you sure are slow to catch on. What did you think we were gonna do, play checkers?"
"Yeah, honey," Molly grinned, "you don't seem to be very sharp today. Don't you want to make out with us? Or would you rather go watch TV?"
"Oh, no," Dick croaked, "this is fine. Just fine."
At last he was getting the picture. Molly felt his cock start to throb in her fist. He began to breathe hard. Now they were getting some place. She firmed her fist around his meat and pumped it even faster.
"Did you two plan this?" Dick asked.
"Yes," Molly said. "I had to do something to light a fire under you baby. I thought you'd forgotten how to fuck. All you wanted to do was watch football."
"Molly," Dick sighed, "I know I've been neglecting you. But our sex life was getting so damned dull. I figured if it couldn't be first rate, I'd just rather do without."
It was just as Molly had suspected. If things couldn't be perfect, Dick didn't want to play.
"Well, darling," she purred, "let's see if we can make things first rate today."
She rolled into a kneeling position and dipped down low, sticking out her tongue. Dick gasped and shivered as the hot wet meat touched the sensitive head of his stiffening cock. She lashed her tongue around his big fleshy knob, and his prick mushroomed into a long hard column.
"Oh, wow, look at that!" Pam cried. "Isn't it gorgeous?"
"It sure is," Molly gurgled, "and I can hardly wait to sit on it."
Pam grabbed Dick's shoulders and pulled him down on his back. His huge rock-hard boner stood up rigidly, as thick as a woman's wrist and bulging with blue veins. Molly whimpered softly as she studied it. It had been so long since she'd enjoyed that stiff cock.
She swung a leg over Dick and straddled him, her dripping pussy poised right over his engorged prick. She rubbed her slippery steaming gash over his cock head, and Dick snorted with lust. He grabbed her by the waist and socked his cock into her about an inch.
"Mmmmmmm, yeah, that's what I want!" she moaned. "Stick it all the way into me, baby – give me every inch!"
Dick had forgotten how sexy his wife could be. Molly had always been horny and hot blooded, and that was one of the reasons he'd married her. He had no time for a woman who acted coy or repressed in bed. Now all his lust for Molly came sizzling back.
He growled and started sliding his steel-hard prick into her deliciously hot and slippery cunt. Molly's eyes rolled, and she moaned with pleasure. She soaked his cock with a huge flood of molten cream. He pushed to her womb and felt the searing wet flesh sucking at his meat.
"Unnnnhhhhh, God, yesssss!" Molly sobbed. "Fuck me, honey. Don't hold out on me this time!"
"I sure the hell won't," Dick growled.
He began pistoning his huge hard cock into her, reaming out her juicing box, making her petite body bounce. It was just the hard relentless fucking she craved. Moaning and sobbing with pleasure, she fucked back at him, her hips jerking greedily.
"Yes, baby, yessss!" she hissed.
Dick looked up at her and wondered how he could ever have been bored with her. She was gorgeous, she loved to fuck, and she was all his. Snarling, he fucked into her faster and faster, just the way he used to do, and she responded with wails of delight and thick floods of cream.
"Ohhhhh, shit! I needed this so bad!" she moaned.
"You and me both, honey," Dick panted. Pam sat close to watch them. She was getting excited out of her mind as she watched Dick's thick hammering boner reaming deep into her sister's squirting cunt. She slipped a hand between her thighs and started rubbing her fever-hot slit. She soaked her fingers with sizzling cunt cream.
Beneath her the bed was vibrating and shaking as Dick gave Molly a merciless hard fucking. The room echoed with Dick's snorts, Molly's squeals, and Pam's soft moans. Husband and wife were fucking at each other harder and harder, making up for lost time. Pam wondered if they even noticed her presence.
"You guys want me to leave?" she laughed.
"No, you stay right here, Sis," Molly gasped. "We're gonna need you."
"Yeah, don't go, Pam!" Dick groaned.
Pam relaxed and went on playing with herself. She couldn't take her eyes off Dick's enormous thick cock as it pistoned in and out of Molly's juicy fuck hole. The two had been going at each other for about five minutes now, and they showed no signs of tiring.
"Unnnnhhhh, Dick! It's so damned good!" Molly sobbed.
"Jesus, yes!" he groaned. "I won't ever neglect you again, honey!"
Dick understood now that their sex life, didn't have to be routine or boring. They just had to keep surprising each other. Molly sure as hell had surprised him by getting her sister to seduce him and then joining the fun herself. Dick felt as horny as a teenager.
"Ohhhhh, honey, just a little more," Molly whimpered. "I'm gonna come so good."
Dick loved the idea of getting those two pretty sisters off, one after the other. He knew a special trick that would send Molly into orbit. Still pounding his cock in her sizzling fuck hole, he reached out and took her swollen clit between his fingers, kneading it.
"Oooooooh!" Molly howled. "Oooooooh, God! Yessssss."
Now both her cunt and her clit were deliciously stimulated. She closed her eyes and felt her body exploding with pleasure. Her cunt clamped hard around Dick's pile-driving cock, and her cream squirted out in thick gobs.
"Unnnnhhhhh, you did it, baby! I'm cominggggg!" she screamed. "Ohhhhh, yesssss, whaaaahhhhh!"
Dick gritted his teeth and struggled not to come right along with her. Her steaming sucking cunt was driving him wild. Somehow he held out and fucked her hard through her body wracking orgasm. Then Molly tumbled off the skewer of his prick and lay there panting.
"Shit, that was good," she gurgled.
Meanwhile Pam was eyeing her brother-in-law's cock. It was as stiff and ready as ever, and she needed it badly. She'd been neglected by her husband, too. One orgasm couldn't possibly satisfy all her pent-up lust. She reached out and squeezed Dick's cock.
"Fuck me again, Dick!" she pleaded. "Come on, it's my turn."
Dick glanced nervously at his wife, but she just laughed.
"Go ahead, honey," she said. "Help Pam out."
Dick grinned broadly. This was a fantasy come true. As much as he loved Molly, he liked the idea of fucking other women now and then, and his wife was actually giving him permission. It was okay with her if he fucked her own sister.
Pam rolled into doggy position and wriggled her cute little ass impatiently.
"Come on, Dick," she panted, "stick that big thing in me, fuck me."
Dick gave a happy growl and knelt behind her. Grasping her slim hips, he plunged his steel stiff boner into her hot eager cunt, pushing to her womb in one greedy shove. Pam threw back her head and wailed with delight.
"Ohhhhhh, yeah, fuck meeee!" she howled. Snarling lustily, Dick hammered his cock into her. Her petite body shook and shuddered, but she moaned with pleasure and drenched his meat with rush after rush of hot pussy cream. Her famished cunt sucked and tugged at his pistoning cock.
"Unnnnnhhhhh, shit! I need this so bad!" she moaned.
Now it was Molly's turn to watch and get turned on. She'd hardly finished coming, but already she was getting wildly excited again. Like Pam, her stored-up lust couldn't be satisfied with just one fuck. She wanted to make up for lost time.
But she'd have to wait her turn. Lounging beside the fucking couple, she slipped her hand between her thighs and started rubbing her fever-hot pussy. That would have to hold her till she could ride Dick's cock again. She listened to her sister's moans and squeals, and she shivered with impatience. She'd always been greedy for Dick's cock, now more than ever.
But Dick was in no hurry to get back to her. Obviously he loved making it with two women, fucking them one after the other, and he was gutting himself on the experience. His face was flushed and contorted with excitement as he hammered his hard prick into Pam's slick cunt.
Molly couldn't blame him for being so wickedly aroused. She'd felt the same way when she fucked Jeff and Tom. Everybody needed a little escape from marriage now and then. She'd had her escape, and now she was giving Dick his.
"Harder!" Pam moaned. "Give it to me as hard as you can, Dick! Make me come!"
"Christ," Dick groaned, "don't you girls ever get enough?"
"Are you complaining, darling?" Molly leered.
"Shit, no," he laughed.
He gave Pam what she craved, fucking her so hard that she had to claw the bed to keep from being knocked over. Her body shook and her tits wobbled like crazy. She screwed her eyes shut and rocketed to the very verge of orgasm, whimpering with need. She stiffened for a second, then began to convulse and writhe.
"Ohhhhhh, Dick! Shit – unnnnnhhhhh!" she wailed. "I'm cominggggg – unnnnhhhhhhh!"
Her cunt squeezed Dick's cock almost flat. He never knew how he managed to hold out, but somehow he went on fucking her through that long violent orgasm. When she finally slid off his cock, it was as hard and ready as before.
"Dick," Molly gurgled, "you're fantastic. You're a Goddamned fucking machine."
"I aim to please," Dick panted.
Molly let him rest for a few seconds. A wicked scheme was forming in her mind. She wasn't satisfied yet, and neither was Pam. They both wanted Dick again, but how long could the poor guy last? It might be more efficient if he could take care of both of them at once.
"Lie on your back, honey," Molly purred. Dick grinned and stretched out. His cock stood up like a pillar of steel, soaked with pussy cream and drooling cream of its own. Once again Molly threw a leg over him and straddled him. As she sat down on his rigidly standing prick, he leered at her.
"Yeah, honey, go for it," he growled.
Not that Molly needed an invitation. She was already sliding down the slick thick pole of his cock, moaning with delight as it crammed her horny little cunt. She kept sliding till his big hairy balls touched her cunt.
"Unnnnnhhhhh!" she moaned. "That big cock feels so good, baby! Fuck me no, fuck me hard!"
"You girls are gonna wear my cock out," Dick sighed happily.
He seized her waist and started jerking his meat in her sizzling creamy box. As Molly had expected, Pam moved closer to watch, her eyes hot and hungry. Already she was horny again. But this time she wasn't going to have to wait for her relief.
"Pam," Molly said with a wicked grin, "why don't you sit on Dick's face?"
"Oh, what a terrific idea, Sis!" Pam squealed.
Nobody consulted Dick. But he didn't exactly look unwilling as his cute sister-in-law squatted over his head and thrust her luscious pink slit close to his mouth. He stuck out his tongue and began to lash it hard over her swollen pussy.
"Oooooooh, shit! Oooooooh!" Pam wailed. "Eat me, Dick! I love it!"
"Fuck me, honey, fuck hard!" Molly panted.
One thing she could say for Dick, he was well coordinated. He jerked his cock to the same rhythm as his lashing tongue. While he reamed Molly's greedy cunt, he tongue-whipped Pam's thirsty slit. Both young women were sobbing with pleasure.
"Mmmmmm, shit, he's fantastic!" Pam moaned.
"He sure is," Molly gurgled. "Let's keep him here all weekend, Pam. Let's chain him to the bed."
There was no protest from Dick. He was fucking faster and faster into Molly's sizzling box, and his tongue was keeping pace. Then he made his tongue long and stiff and crammed it into Pam's juicy cunt. She sobbed with ecstasy and creamed all over his face.
"Ohhhhhh, God, yes!" she wept. "Fuck me with that big tongue, honey! Make me come!"
The three of them were linked now, and they went at each other hungrily, panting and moaning. Dick's tongue reamed deep and hard in Pam's tasty twat, and his cock hammered Molly's womb. The king-size bed began to rattle and groan.
"I wonder if Dick's having a good time?" Pam giggled.
"I doubt it," Molly teased, "he's probably bored shitless. I bet he'd rather be watching the game."
A muffled lusty groan from Dick told her how wrong she was. He fucked even harder and tongued furiously into Pam's hot cunt. Molly felt herself rocketing helplessly toward climax, and she knew Pam wasn't far behind her. A second later a blinding orgasm ripped through her body.
"Unnnnnhhhh, baby! You're doing it to meeeee!" she screamed. "I'm comingggg, Dick! Ohhhhhhh! Ahhhhhhh!"
"Oooooooh, shit! Oooooooh!" Pam howled. "You're making me come, Dick! Oooooooh!"
Dick's big body began to shake, and he gave another muffled groan. Tonguing deep into Pam's squirting cunt, pounding his cock into Molly's juicing cunt, he began to come. Molly whimpered with bliss as he flooded her sucking twat.
"Unnnnhhhhh! Unnnngggghhhh!" Dick groaned.
The three of them climaxed together for a long hard time. Molly almost blacked out with pleasure. The next thing she knew, they were lying side, by side, catching their breath. Dick had his arms around both sisters.
"So this is what happens to bad boys who watch too much football?" he chuckled.
"Oh, shit," Molly sighed, "I thought we'd taught you a lesson."
"Oh, you have, baby," Dick laughed, "you have."
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