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CHAPTER ONE


"Where are they?"
Janet Grayson tapped her fingers nervously on the edge of the coffee table, glancing up at the clock that hung over the large fireplace. It was nearly nine o'clock. Her daughter and niece knew they had to be home by eight-thirty sharp! What with all the muggings and rapes happening all over Los Angeles lately, Janet was frightened that the two attractive teens would be the latest victims if they were to stay out too late.
And yet, how could she be angry with them? They were normal young girls – hot, curious, the way she used to be.
"Ohhhhh…"
Janet closed her eyes, rubbing her cuntlips together by rocking her ass lightly on the sofa. How had it come to this? How had an attractive, vivacious young woman come to be regarded as an old maid, a dowdy aunt by her niece? Janet had heard those cruel words through her daughter's bedroom door, words that made her cry with shame. It hadn't always been that way. Janet's mother had worried about her when she was a teenager, worried that with her running around she would become pregnant and tossed out into the streets.
Janet smiled, her breathing becoming more rapid, more shallow as that ticklish, hot electric charge seeped from her clit and charged her thighs with heat. No, she didn't have to worry about that. Her husband Doug had been honorable – and one hell of a fuck to boot. Janet well remembered how they went home early from the prom that night, stealing away into Griffith Park high above Hollywood. Below them, the queers were busy trying to pick each other up with the cops tiptoeing in between bushes trying to catch them. No one thought of looking for a couple of straights making it in the bushes some four hundred feet away. How good Doug had felt, his thick-muscled hips rolling over hers, his knees spreading her legs apart while his big hands slipped under her ass and cupped her asscheeks. How they fucked! The word fuck! What a wonderful, beautiful word. Even now it made her flesh crawl.
All through college she and Doug were careful. They experimented after classes in his fraternity brother's off-campus apartment! It was like living through some sex manual. The more she tried, the more Janet liked. And Doug was more than a willing participant! Anything she thought of he could top. And they got along so well together.
It was a marriage made in heaven… or so she thought. For the first few years Doug was more athletic in the sack than he'd ever been. And Janet did everything he wanted – everything except take it in the ass. That had seemed going a little far, fucking in a way that would bring her more pain than pleasure.
It was shortly after Shari was born when she noticed a change in Doug. He started coming home late, making excuses for missed dinners. It was no surprise to her after a while when he asked for a divorce. Another woman? Janet laughed bitterly, blinking back the tears. Other women – several of them. He wanted his freedom, wanted to keep on experimenting with other cunts as well as with new techniques.
It was humiliating and terrifying. Janet had to go out and find a job, work for the first time in her life. She had made a go of it and had raised her daughter well… or so she thought. Now her sister's daughter Wendy was visiting from Brockton, Massachusetts, a girl Janet disapproved of the moment she met her. All that makeup, short clinging dresses, those eyes that scanned every available man at the airport! Janet worried about Wendy's influence on her far more modest daughter.
"Damn!"
Another fifteen minutes had passed and still the girls weren't home. Janet had told them not to stay for the second feature at the theater. Several young girls in the neighborhood had been brutally raped recently… picked up in front of their own homes! The police thought some group of sadists were behind this. Most of the girls had been too ashamed or incoherent to offer a straight story. From what the authorities could gather, at least three, perhaps four, men were involved, forcing the kidnapped girls to commit all sorts of sexual acts before letting them go. It was a sign of the times, Janet knew. Cases like this were appearing all over the city, the country. Men were taking young girls and forcing them to…
"Unghhhh!"
Why was she shivering like this? Why did she feel so weak? Janet rubbed her arms, feeling how her flesh had crawled up into goosepimples! And that throbbing itch between her legs was worse, more concentrated, sapping the strength from her body. Her pussylips were swelling, the puffy edges becoming slick, while juice seeped up hot and bubbly and creamy. Janet closed her eyes again, trying to keep her mind on her daughter and niece. She should throw on a coat and rush outside looking for the girls. She should…
"Ohhhhh!"
Worse! It was getting worse every damned night! Janet had buried all those feelings about sex, or so she thought. Men wanted one only thing – to sneak up a girl's legs, slip their cocks into her cunt, then walk away before she could make them answer to what they'd done. That's what these maniacs were doing in her neighborhood. But at least they were honest about it. They only wanted to beat and fuck, then let the girl go. Men like Doug were hypocrites.
No, she wasn't going to go out and find another man like so many of her divorced friends were trying to do. She couldn't imagine herself sitting on a barstool, eyeing attractive men, acting like some overheated teenager when she was a woman of thirty-four.
"God!"
But still, what could she do about that itchy ache growing worse and worse with each passing second? Masturbate? She had done that several times, plowing her fingers through her cunthairs, digging her fingernails into her soft, moist pussymeat, rubbing her knuckles against her clit and trying to keep from making too much noise while her cunt shivered in climactic explosion. That had helped, had taken the edge off her sexuality.
But lately even that hadn't done her much good. In a while, the ache was back, the desire to have something touching her, something beside herself. She needed a man on top of her, holding her, making love to her! Thinking of things like that now only made matters worse.
Rising from her chair, Janet steadied herself, brushing back her long hair and staring at her image in the full-length hall mirror. Yes, she was still an attractive woman. Standing a bit on her toes, she twisted to the left, arching her back a bit to push out her full bustline. Janet could understand why men stopped and looked at her. Her classic facial features, her long neck, her high-riding thirty-seven inch tits, her firm, supple thighs and her long legs were certainly things to make a man's dick press up against his trousers.
Janet's smile faded. She saw her flushed face, revealing the lust simmering beneath that apparently calm surface. What was the good of all her attractive features? Who was going to see her tonight, who would appreciate her looks? Her daughter? Her niece? Janet laughed bitterly, folding her arms tightly over her tits and starting to pace the living room. There would be no one tonight.
Janet had just about decided to leave the house when she saw Bodego, her pet Airedale standing in the kitchen doorway.
"Oh, Bodego, did I forget to feed you?"
She unfolded her arms, smiling at the dog. He was her only friend, the only thing other than her daughter in the world that loved her. He wagged his stubby tail back and forth, his long sloppy pink tongue hanging from one corner of his mouth. She reached down and ran her fingers through his stiff, wooly, curly fur. Janet had purchased him as a puppy years ago when the crime rate in Los Angeles had started to rise. Since then he'd been an invaluable pet to her, warning of intruders, and in general providing some of the love and affection she had so desperately needed lately.
"Here, let me get you some of your favorite," she said in a childish voice.
Janet was standing on tip-toes, reaching into one of the higher kitchen cabinets when she felt Bodego's nose brush over her right ankle.
"Ohhhh…"
She jerked back, nearly falling on her buttocks. Several cans of dogfood spilled from the upper shelf, hitting the floor and rolling helter-skelter around the kitchen.
Why had she reacted that way? Why was she holding her stomach like that? Why had her cunt gone into tremors of need?
Bodego was still standing there, his stubby tail no longer wagging back and forth so rapidly. His fuzzy head was tilted to one side, those beautiful dark brown eyes rolled up to her, looking at her questioningly. Half-formed terrible ideas were starting to float through her mind. No, no, she wouldn't even dare entertain what she guessed she was thinking about. It was too sick, too awful even to ponder.
"Just wait, just wait…"
Janet was panting, actually panting with excitement. Of course it wasn't the dog's fault. Perhaps a cold shower, a session in bed with her more than experienced fingers would take the edge off once more.
"I'll be back," Janet said, turning and walking from the kitchen.
But then something strange happened, something even years later Janet would never be able to explain. Bodego followed her out, his head down low, his nostrils quivering as he picked up the scent of her overheated cunt. It wasn't until she reached the stairs that Janet realized what was happening. The idea that he was smelling her, scouting her out as if she were a neighborhood bitch horrified her. The woman wanted to grab something and throw it at him. Instead she stopped by the landing, her fingers gripping tightly onto the dark mahogany railing.
"Go!" she said, frowning while pointing a finger at him.
At first it seemed to work. Bodego whimpered, starting to turn around and walk toward the kitchen. Then he stopped, then turned back.
Janet felt panic grip her throat and heart. "Bad dog! I said go, or you won't get any dinner."
He stopped again, his large woolly body trembling with excitement. The big brown Airedale seemed to be considering his options. The smell of her pussy was too strong for him to ignore. He was going to risk everything to lick a taste of that tempting hot food between his mistress' legs.
"No!"
He was swarming around her legs, nosing up her dress, dragging his hot tongue over her flesh.
"Stop it. Don't touch me like that! Ohhh, don't!"
Her voice was quickly losing its conviction. Her fingers were loosening on the handrailing as Bodego pressed against her legs. Hot flashes raced up and down her thighs. Her cunt tensed up and grew wet while bolts of excitement made every square inch of her body incredibly sensitive to the slightest touch.
Bodego kept on licking, dragging his tongue around her toes, then moving it over the tops of her feet, up to her ankles, then to the soft spots behind her knees. It was devastating! Janet felt her flesh being washed down by that hot doggie spit! The touch of his tongue, the rub of his snout against her skin was turning her into some kind of depraved whore who would do anything. Nothing in her life had prepared her for this. Even with all the experimenting she and her ex-husband had done in the sack, nothing had ever indicated that a dog would turn her on.
"Oh no, no!"
She drew both hands over her face, pressing fingertips against her forehead. It was wrong, so wrong to be doing this!
Janet leaned heavily against the handrail, struggling for breath. She felt the hem of her dress growing wet with Bodego's spit. He was becoming more and more excited. Janet shook her head from side to side.
"Horrible, beastly animal!" she muttered, kicking out at the dog.
Janet turned and started to climb the stairs. Halfway up, she had to stop. Her fingers gripped the polished handrail tightly again. The subtle rubbing of her cuntlips against one another as she mounted the stairs drove her half mad. More juice seeped out, wetting the nylon crotch panel of her briefs. The soaked material clung teasingly to her cuntlips, rubbing against the moist folds and hollows of her pussy. Yes, it would have to be a very cold shower, a long session in bed with her fingers to take care of this attack.
"What? Stay, stay, bad dog!"
Bodego had followed her up the stairs, until she had reached the upstairs landing. There her pussy was fair game once more. He was rubbing against her, licking her ankles, nosing up her thighs. A thought raced through her mind. What if Shari and Wendy were to come home, throw open the front door and find her rolling around on the floor naked with the dog!
Naked! What was she thinking of!
"Get away!"
Janet kicked at the surprised animal, landing one foot squarely against his chest. He reeled back, snapping and growling at her now.
Jerking back, the terrified woman raced for the bathroom. She was panicked now, feeling pursued. She heard Bodego's paws pad after her. The dog was hot, excited, sniffing at her cunt.
"No, no, no!"
Her nostrils flared as she sucked in air to feed her trembling body. Almost at the bathroom door, she felt his fangs close around her ankles. He hadn't bit yet, but the sharp brush of his teeth made her choke with fear. Her arms outstretched forward, strands of her long blonde hair across her face. Janet fell forward, sliding across the tiled floor of the doorway.
"Noooo!"
Several of her fingernails broke as she clawed at the smooth plaster wall. Her knees scraped painfully over the floor, her mind still reeling from the fall. She had to get up, had to get up on her feet or she was lost. If the dog mounted her, put his paws on her thighs and… and… no, it was too awful to think about!
"Get… off me!"
Her voice was strained. If only she could gather up the strength to crawl into the bathroom, kick the animal away and slam the door shut behind her, then she would be fine. If only she could get way through the doorway, then she would be fine.
But Bodego stayed with her all the way. He pounced once she hit the floor, his forepaws braced on her thighs as he nuzzled her ass. Janet screamed, her eyes widening. Something very warm was brushing over the stretched wet nylon of her panties. Her dress had ridden up to her waist, exposing her buttocks. He was on her now, his claws scratching the backs of her thighs while his tongue was working along the elastic legbands of her panties.
"Nooooo!"
She twisted around, slapping back at the persistent Airedale. He was growling at her now, a smothered growl that made the hair on the back of her neck stand on end. He was becoming her master, showing her who was boss.
"No!"
She shouted at him, trying to shake the animal off her body. But whenever she tried to hit him, Bodego jerked his head forward, opening his mouth and snapping those killer teeth at her fingers. She eventually stopped, drawing her hands back. The animal made sure Janet wouldn't try to get away by staring her down. Then he started licking her again.
Janet moaned, twisting around until she was sitting on her ass, her back resting against the bathroom doorway molding. Her dress was up around her belly. He licked her there, wetting her navel and the bottom of her ribcage. She was sitting there watching him, wondering how on earth she could have sunk to this level. Men! It was all their fault, teasing her up to sexual heights and then leaving her there, leaving her to finally satisfy herself with… with a dog!



CHAPTER TWO


"Ohhhhhh!"
Another moan of delight escaped from her mouth as Janet watched the dog with fear and confusion. Her cunt ached from the tension of lust she had felt for the past week and now from Bodego's sudden attack. To be excited by a dog? To have her own pet making shameless love to her?
"No, just friction, just friction…" she muttered, rolling her head against the wall. That's all it was. Just the rubbing of one wet surface against another. Yet, she knew it was more than that, far more than that! What kind of woman could she be to think awful thoughts, to let this animal do this to her? Holding her hands to her head once more, Janet tried to shake some sense back into her brain. It was no use.
"Oh please, please leave me alone!"
Begging a dog to leave her alone, not to touch her hot little cunt! The words mocked her. She moved her buttocks sensuously over the tiled floor. When she tried squirming away from Bodego, he growled louder, exposing his fangs. That alone was enough to make her freeze, to shrink from touching him, from encouraging the animal to leave her.
Somehow Janet had managed to slide away from the bathroom, crawling toward her bedroom door. Safety, safety for her in her little room.
"No, no, leave me alone… leave me…"
Her words had no effect. The animal ignored her, pursued her, snapping at her heels. She rolled onto her back, sobbing uncontrollably at her own vulnerability. Bodego positioned himself between her knees, ignoring her cries, her sobs, licking at her knees.
There was something terribly exciting, something that nearly took her breath away when she felt his tongue slopping over her hot, crawling flesh. Her cunt had opened wide at the first touch of his tongue above her left knee. Now it snapped shut, snapped as if it were controlled by a spring trigger. Janet squirmed on the floor, feeling her dress gather up even more under her buttocks. It was the dog's tenderness, his gentleness that was driving her mad! No one had touched her like this, had started to make love hotly to her like this since Doug walked out on her. And now, now all those delicious hot, tense feelings she used to love to feel were coming back, rushing in on her like water from behind a broken dam.
"Ohhhh!"
The dog's tongue licked higher and higher. Long silver streaks of doggie spit shone on her thighs. Why did it feel so all-consuming, so devastating! It was like the wicked thoughts during her high-school days when she touched herself. She remembered how wonderful she felt when she touched herself then, thinking about all the boys she wanted to have touch her. Her mother had never found out about that, thinking her darling daughter was such a saint.
Janet laughed harshly, squirming now on the hall floor. If her mother could only see her now – food for the pet's hungry tongue! She was letting it happen, actually letting it happen. Then thoughts of her daughter and niece raced back into her mind. Could she jump up in time and race for cover if the front door opened? With all the pounding going on in her head would she be able to hear the door open?
"Oh no, no, not… not here… not…"
Again Janet stretched out one hand, crawling forward as if she were dragging herself to safety from a battlefield. It was painful to move now. Her body felt so heavy, so damned heavy!
"Please… please – leave me alone!"
Bodego was trying to reach her drenched panties again. His tongue moved up, brushed over the wet narrow band of nylon pressing against her cuntlips. That hot, wet pressure drove sparks of sexuality into her cunt.
Janet cried out, stiffening while her legs jerked. It was as if someone had touched a live electric wire to her pussy. She groaned, puffing herself a few feet at a time. Just a few more feet and she would be in the safety of her bedroom.
Bodego pursued her, the hot slick sounds of his tongue filling her ears. There couldn't be a more beautiful sound in the world right now! She giggled drunkenly, pulling herself around the corner, into her bedroom, feeling relief at the touch of the thick carpeting.
"God!"
Somehow she'd managed to crawl in, feeling weaker by the second. The Airedale followed her, moving to one side as Janet kicked the door shut. At least she didn't have to worry about Shari finding her. Her daughter knew that when the door was closed, her mother's room was off-limits. Janet could be free to do what she wanted, free to… to fuck the dog, to let him touch her, to let him.
The dog was licking her panties again, shoving his snout against the hot, wet crotch panel.
Janet moved down on the carpeting, pushing her hips forward. Bodego saw her show of willingness, sniffed her growing excitement. He growled, moving his snout from side to side. How good his hot breath felt against her tender thighs! And now he was pressing forward, working the soppy nylon up between her puffy outer cuntlips, stretching his tongue around the elastic legbands, trying to get a taste of her juicy pussy.
There was only sharp reality now. She knew that much. Stretching her arms forward, Janet caught the Airedale's head and started shoving him away for a third time. He started that awful low growl deep in his throat. His eyes were slitting while his ears flattened against his head. It was a frightening, terrible thing to have this savage animal moving in on her. Janet drew her hands back, too frightened to move. He could have his way with her, let him touch her, do what he would. She just didn't want him to hurt her, to bite her.
"Ughhhhhh!"
"Ohhhhh!"
The Airedale had opened his mouth wide, revealing those glistening, spit-slick fangs of his. Then he had pressed his teeth into the flesh of her thigh.
Janet sucked in a ragged breath. She could feel those fangs sinking in, pressing on her tendons and muscles. There was a flush of excitement on her skin. The burning explosion of nerves being stimulated at so sensitive a spot on her body made the woman's heart pound furiously.
The animal pushed his strong furry shoulders farther between her knees. Janet let her legs fall farther apart until her knees were nearly touching the soft carpeting. Janet tasted blood from her bitten lip.
"Nooooooo!"
Janet snapped her legs together, feeling the furry rub of Bodego's body against the insides of her thighs. Hot flashes raced through her cunt again. It was the awful tingly weakness she felt that was driving her mad.
It was like the feeling she always had when she awakened from one of her erotic dreams. Those dreams had been getting worse and worse… dreams about Doug, about what they had done nightly for so many months. And they had seemed so real at times. When she awoke, Janet would put one hand next to her.
Of course there was no one there. It had only been her tortured imagination. She always climaxed just as she was awakening, just as reality blended with the twisted images of her dreams. Yet those images were no more bizarre than having a dog lick her cunt.
She sobbed, rolled on her side on the floor. Her knees were pressed tightly together now, pulled away from the growling animal. The sloppy nylon crotch panel twisted, pulled into a rope that fell to the side and exposed her swollen cuntlips.
"Nooooo!"
He was doing it again, touching her. He growled with excitement, pushing forward, touching the slick surfaces that had been peeled open as Janet had rolled over.
"Ohhhh!"
The Airedale seemed more aroused, more hot than ever before!
"Oh, this is wrong, impossible! It can't be happening to me!"
And yet it was. The reality of her situation crashed in on her. A mature woman twisting and sobbing and panting like some heated bitch while a dog, a Goddamned dog was mounting her! The last ounce of strength ebbed from her body. He was gouging his claws against her thighs, sticking his long, fuzzy nose up and down against the slick folds of her pussy. His black nostrils glistened with her juice. She was juicing. Janet could smell herself. It was awful, awful to be behaving like this!
And yet could she help it! All those years of self-denial, all those years of fighting down her natural urges so she could raise her daughter decently were now taking their toll. What normally would have been considered unthinkable was now something to be coveted, to be sought after and relished. A dog! Why not a dog? Why not anything, anything that could ease that awful burning itch between her legs!
These and other similar thoughts whirled about in her brain as Bodego continued licking her pussy.
"Ughhh… oooooohhh!"
It was wild, mad. Janet pushed out her leg, fanning out her toes. The excruciating tickle was becoming worse. She knew she was about to cum, building steadily toward an orgasm.
"Oh, oh, Doug! Oh God, oh Doug!"
Yes, a man, that's what she wanted, that's what she needed. A man's touch, a man's hands roaming all over her body, cupping her asscheeks, spreading his fingers into her sweaty asscrack while his dick trenched out her soppy, tight fuckhole. Oh fuck, fuck yes! How she needed those thick inches of Doug's dickmeat hammering against her clit! How she remembered his sweaty balls slapping against her ass as he tensed, waiting for the rush of his cum up his rod.
"Ohhhhh…Doug!"
Her mind was overloaded with the lusty rub of the Airedale's hungry mouth. Her senses reeled with the need to increase the stimulation that was making her cunt spasm so much. Janet pushed down a shaky hand to her cuntal mound. Her pussy was so wet, so wet with her own juices, with the dog's spit. When she moved her hand farther down, she felt Bodego's tongue lap her fingers, touch her knuckles. He kept on licking her. When she dragged her fingers over her hot belly, they made streaks that dried and seemed to increase the heat of her rushing climax. It was all so confusing, so deliciously confusing. "UNGHHHHHH!"
Pictures of her husband towering over her, of him holding his dick, of him shoving it down her throat while his hairy groin slapped against her face.
"Oh fuck, fuck…"
Could she go that far? Could she roll over on her hands and knees and offer the Airedale her burning pussy! Her pussy was running with hot juice, out of control. But doing that, doing something like that was out of the question. It might be fine for some whores in Tijuana to offer their cunt to animals for rowdy customers to jack off over. But no, not her, that was going too far!
"Ughhhhhhhhh!"
But if only she could somehow increase the friction, increase the sensation of hotness against her clit! For that Janet knew she needed a cock and she wasn't about to let herself sink that low.
The woman was sobbing. Her panties were pulled into a tangled, twisted rope between her asscheeks. The dog was all over her at once, wetting her in all places. He nipped her shivering flesh again and again. Janet was rolling her head from side to side, strands of her hair clinging to her hot, dampened cheeks.
"It can't be… can't be!"
Her knees snapped up, hitting the sides of the big Airedale, then sagged down. Her tendons and muscles tensed as her ass danced over the carpeted floor. Close, so close! She was going to cum in the animal's mouth. She could feel that tightness, that chilly heat growing worse and worse between her legs. How that dog ate her, how he knew when to touch her clit, when to back away.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck…"
Janet was sucking in air through her nostrils, making wheezing sounds while she curled her fingers into fists and beat the floor. It was happening. It was happening! She felt the muscles in her cunt cramp. Crying out loudly, Janet kicked her feet high, fanning her toes out until they cramped too. Bodego rushed his licking friction, whimpering while trying to hunch his hard knobby boner against Janet's thighs.
"Noooooooo!"
The dog let out a yip, then nuzzled harder between her cuntlips. It was awful, yet wonderful! She felt her tender cuntlips fill up with blood. If a man's dick were inside her now, she'd be milking it now. Janet remembered how things had been with Doug… how by this time she would be a screaming bitch. They used to laugh about it later, wondering if Shari had heard them as they both roared over the edge into climax.
"Cummmmmmmmm."
The word seemed to echo off the walls. The tension built and built. Janet pitched on the floor as thoughts of cocks and balls hurried her into the storm of her climax. She bucked her ass against Bodego's jaws. Babbling groans of pleasure came from her throat while she raked his curly, woolly fur with her fingers.
Was he going to try to fuck her? He was trying to position himself around so he could rub his dick against her writhing body. Once or twice Janet had felt something very slick and hot rubbing over her flesh. Even in the throes of her excitement, the woman knew enough to slide away. She didn't want to have his cock inside her. When she felt the hot tip of the dog's cock brushing over her thighs, Janet inched away, holding the dog away at arm's length until he had calmed down.
"Nooooo!"
She went crazy, snapping her head from side to side. She was cumming, cumming with a violence she hadn't known since her last days with her ex-husband.
Janet held tightly onto the big dog's neck, scissoring her legs tightly around his broad back. Cum! Cum! The world seemed to explode into her pussy as spasm after spasm roared through her snatch. Juice dribbled out, wetting down her jiggling buttocks. She didn't care now. Ail that mattered was that she finish her orgasm, complete it with the big dog's mouth on her cunt.
"Unghhhhhh!"
It seemed to go on and on forever. She felt juice dribbling down her buttcrack, mixing with the sweat that greased the tight little crevice. The carpet tickled her sensitive flesh as spasm after spasm sparked her clit to new sexual heights.
"God!"
Janet quivered and throbbed, bucking her body so wildly she thought Bodego might jump away. But the Airedale stayed, his paws braced widely on either side of her body. She felt his long sharp claws digging into her thigh flesh, holding her down while her cunt exploded again and again with unspeakable delight. Hot juice flooded out onto the floor, wetting the big dog's nose until the smacking wet sounds were louder than ever.
It was some time before her frantic cries ceased to echo in the room. Her legs slowly dropping to the floor, Janet felt herself coming down slowly, coming down as if drifting down to earth from a cloud. When she finally came back to reality, she found herself on her side, curled up next to the dog.
"Oh God, what have I done?"
She stroked Bodego's back, then inched away from him. She had had sex with a dog. There could be no denying it. She had opened her cunt to a dog, had let him touch her in a place… she couldn't stand it. The guilt, the horror of her crime washed over her. She scrambled to her feet and rushed from the bedroom.
Was he behind her?
Janet glanced nervously over her shoulder. No, he was still lying there in her bedroom, lazily licking himself. He must have cum. She checked herself for any signs of doggie jizz. No, nothing there. Stepping into the bathroom, she slammed the door behind her and leaned heavily against the molding.
"Oh God, my God…"
Janet stared at the mirror, at her flushed face, the blonde hair that hung in strands over her eyes, the slightly swollen mouth showing her advanced stage of lust.
"I must be going crazy," she whispered, closing her eyes.
A cold shower. That would be the thing right now, something to take her mind off her depravity. Turning on the cold water, Janet stepped in, shivering.
She wondered where on earth her daughter and niece were.



CHAPTER THREE


Janet had been right about Wendy. The girl had been a bad influence on Shari. Up until Wendy's visit, Shari had been relatively innocent of sexual matters. Of course she had attended the usual sex education classes and had giggled and talked about sex with her friends in the girl's john while they were stealing smokes. But never had she thought about seriously going all the way with a guy… at least not until she was in college or something. Getting fucked sounded exciting, but dangerous as well. Shari thought it would be something to look forward to along with getting an education.
Wendy changed all that. The girl was filled with stories about getting fucked, about letting guys go all the way all the time, although upon closer examination Janet found her cousin hadn't been all that wild. Two, maybe three guys had made it with her. And even then Janet wondered about just how much she had done on the date. Still, the young blonde hung on every word Wendy said about guys.
"They like to stick it in real fast 'cause they're hotter 'n you sooner… most of the times anyway," Wendy said, nodding her head sagely.
"But… what about getting pregnant?" Janet asked, her breath growing more and more shallow.
"I take the pill," Wendy said, holding up a pink circular case in one hand. "Or some of the guys use rubbers… you know, kind of like sausage skins."
The mention of sausage sent both girls off into fit of nervous giggling.
"Anyway, it doesn't matter. 'Cause getting fucked is the best feeling in the whole world."
Wendy's eyes glazed over as her mind drifted back to some incident.
Janet stared at her cousin, frowning disapprovingly. And yet, how she envied her! Lately she had felt hot… sexually hot. She had wondered about what she was going to do. She knew some guys, but not all that well. Besides, she had the reputation at school of being a little Miss Prim. The guys didn't kid her about it too much. But the name held and they kept their distance. Wouldn't they be suspicious if she suddenly came on strong? And then, wouldn't her reputation take on another tone, one that would surely reach her mother's ears? She didn't want to risk scandal. Still she wished there were some way, some way she could find out what getting fucked was all about without running the risk of discovery.
The answer came in a relatively short period of time. Both she and Wendy had been sitting around at a taco stand one day when a couple of guys came up to them. Janet felt strangely attracted to one of them, a tall dark-haired guy of about nineteen. She wondered if they were members of a gang or something. And then there was the way he looked at her, those dark brown eyes filled with excitement, lust for her body. Wendy had whispered things to her, awful things. Could she do something like this with a complete stranger?
"Sure, it's the best way," Wendy giggled, wiping her fingers of the taco sauce. The two young men were at the stand ordering food.
"But…" Shari flashed her cousin a worried look, turning and studying the two studs at the counter. She was dying of curiosity. What was it like to have a man on top of her, a man doing… things to her? Dirty jokes, sniggering conversations in bathrooms and illustrated sex education books just weren't enough for her. She wanted to know firsthand. But of course the dilemma was how to find out all these things without arousing scandal or suspicion.
"These guys are okay. They're a little creepy-looking, maybe, but that's probably the way all guys out here in L.A. are, right?"
Shari had to agree on that one. She flashed another look at the young men. They were just getting their order and paying off the girl behind the counter.
"But where?" Shari asked, feeling her heart stop. She realized she had already made a commitment. Staring into her cousin's eyes, she saw Wendy realized it too. The girls giggled again, straightening up and trying to act more mature as the two guys came back.
There was more small talk, the one named Jack sitting next to Shari while his friend Greig snuggled up to Wendy. Shari felt her face burning with guilt and shame. Several times she had felt Jack's leg brush up against her bare thigh. Was it an accident? She doubted it. He didn't say anything much, talking about the weather, about cars, about getting out of high school and how good it felt just to bum around. Shari didn't approve of these guys neither of them would have particularly turned her on as far as being prospects for being boyfriends. But the thought of using Jack as an experiment, of having him touch her in all those secret places, of fucking her, excited Shari to no end. Her nipples stiffened as they rubbed against the smooth material of her halter. Her fuzz-covered cunt was growing hot and wet, dampening the tight-fitting bikini bottoms that Jack had a hard time keeping his eyes off of.
Shari finished her Coke, stirring the straw listlessly over the small chips of ice at the bottom of her cup, wondering when someone would make a move about going on a date. She looked up from her cup at Wendy for guidance.
"Hey, you guys. I've got an idea."
Shari sighed. Good old Wendy. She'd figured out something, some way to make the whole thing sound respectable… her cousin mentioned something about a free rock concert being given the next day near Griffith Park. It might be fun to go, but she and Shari didn't want to travel that distance by themselves, not with all the creeps hanging around. It didn't take long for both Jack and Greig to pick up on Wendy's wavelength. In a few minutes they had made a date with the girls.
The whole next day Shari could hardly wait. She looked at the clock, wondering why the second-hand took so long to sweep over the face. Her heart pounded wildly at the thought of going out with those guys. She and Wendy had concocted a story to fool her mother, something about going to see some dumb movie over at the shopping center. There was a double feature, and they hinted they might stay for the second movie even though Janet disapproved. That would give them more than enough time.
As it grew darker, Shari felt her flesh turning hot and moist. They were going to meet the guys at the shopping center near that taco stand. Leaving home, Shari felt as if she were leaving behind a kind of life she would never know again.
"Hey, don't worry about it. I was the same way my first time," Wendy said, hugging her cousin comfortingly as they walked toward the brightly lit plaza.
"You make it sound like I'm getting a root canal or something," Shari whispered, feeling her throat become as dry as cotton. Her chest tightened horribly, her knees growing weaker and weaker as they climbed onto the concrete apron in front of the taco stand.
Jack and Greig were already there, sitting on the hood of a black '69 Mustang. The ass-end was pitched high in the air, and there were gaudy amounts of chrome shining brightly under the neon.
"Hi!" Wendy said, putting on her best coy look. After some small talk, they climbed into the car, Wendy sliding into the front with Greig while Shari scooted over to the far side, Jack staying a comfortable distance away from her. He seemed to sense her nervousness. Shari sighed with relief, resting against the far side of the vehicle as they roared out of the parking lot and headed toward the park.
"Let's forget about the concert," Wendy said with a giggle.
Shari felt her cheeks flush beet red. Her heart was beating like a triphammer while her cunt throbbed. What was her cousin tryin to do? Wendy was making the two of them out to be whores!
"Well, where do you wanna go?" Greig asked. Shari could hear the laughter in his voice, his smugness. Glancing into the rear-view mirror, she saw his white teeth beneath his black moustache. He was grinning, grinning with triumph as the car sped into the night.
"Well, I thought we'd still go to the park, but the concert's always too crowded. Maybe if we got on a hill or something we could see better and without the crowd."
"Sounds like a good idea," Greig said, looking quickly over his shoulder at his buddy. "What do you say?"
"Sounds fine."
Jack's basso voice made Shari's body shiver, her flesh crawl. He was still over on his side of the car. But Shari could feel his dark eyes fastened on her, his stare undressing her, raping her. She closed her legs, rubbing the thighs together, feeling that strange itchy ache racing through her cunt. The silence between them grew uncomfortable while Wendy chatted on and on. Shari could have strangled her cousin.
Twenty minutes later they came to a halt above the showgrounds.
"I think we're just about over the stage," Greig said, pushing his door open.
They climbed out. Shari adjusted the top of her halter so it covered her tits well. She felt terribly naked now, exposed and sluttish. It had been Wendy's suggestion to wear her briefest halter and tightest shorts. "It'd make a queer go for you," the girl had said laughingly. Now Shari wished she had a nineteenth-century ballgown to cover herself.
"Come on, slowpokes," Wendy said, threading her way with Greig through the thick ground cover. As they neared the edge of the hill, they could hear the sounds of a large crowd drifting through the still night air.
"Hey, I think you can get a good view from here," Jack said, going in another direction.
Shari shot a look at her cousin. Wendy and Greig were easing off in another direction. Swallowing hard, she turned and followed Jack, her arms outstretched as she tried to balance herself on the uneven ground.
"Ohhhhh…"
Tripping, Shari pitched forward.
"Hey, you okay?"
Jack was on her in a second, his strong arms wrapped around her body. Shari shivered. She felt so small, so tiny in this man's thick-muscled arms.
"Yes, I-I think so," she stammered, pulling her skimpy halter a little higher on her tits. It was barely covering her nipples.
As Jack helped her to her feet, they could hear the first strains of the loud rock music.
Shari limped to the edge of the hill, holding to a low branch of a tree and rising up on her tiptoes. She felt daring now, widening her stance. She felt her calves tensing, bulging out. She liked the tension in the big muscles of her ass. She didn't have any panties on underneath her tight-fitting shorts. Shari wondered if Jack could sense that, could know what had gone on between her and Wendy the night after their meeting.
Then modesty overcame the girl and she stopped her flirting. Again she thought of her mother, of the way she was acting, of the way society would frown on her behavior. She was acting like a young slut, then behaving like a nun. It was an indication of her immaturity… and her rising sexual heat.
"I think I can see the band," Shari said, surprised that her voice had become so low.
"There's sure enough light down there," Jack said, sliding up to her.
Shari sat down on an overturned log. She knew that if she sat just right Jack might be able to see one lip of her cunt. She knew that from experimenting earlier at home, something she didn't even tell her cousin Wendy about. Biting her lower lip, feeling terribly daring, Shari parted her legs and watched his eyes. Jack glanced down and did a double-take. She knew he was getting hot, wanting her.
"You know, you shouldn't do those sort of things unless you know what you're doin'." His voice was cold, suddenly, cold and hard.
Shari thought for a second he was going to hit her. She cringed, then realized this had to be her imagination. One shout from her and her cousin would come running.
"Come on, I know what you two've been up to. Greig and me, we both know."
Shari felt a flash of fright, quickly followed by a rush of heat through her cunt. She noticed, even in that dim light, the lump in his pants becoming huge, almost too huge for him to move around well. He was taking off his Levi's jacket and spreading it on the grassy ground.
In a moment she felt a strong arm sliding around her waist, gathering her up and pulling her over to the ground. Shari let out a little cry of surprise, her thin arms fluttering up to his neck. She tried pushing him away. Of course that was impossible. Because he was far too strong for her to do anything except submit. Also, the young girl was fighting against herself, against her rising sexuality that drained every ounce of will from her.
"Ohhh… please…"
"Please what… fuck you?"
Jack's crudeness offended and excited her. They were rolling around on the ground, tufts of loose grass sticking to her sweat-dampened flesh. Shari grunted with the weight of his body as Jack steadied himself, shoving his knees against her inner thighs. The hard ground hurt her back, but she didn't mind. This was it, the culmination of all her fantasies. A man was going to fuck her, a complete stranger. And the thought of it nearly drove her wild with joy. Gasping, Shari lay there, waiting for Jack to do something.
It didn't take the stud much time to move. Reaching down, he shoved his fingers quickly under the frayed edge of her shorts.
"Ohhhh!" Shari cried out, gasping with surprise. Her eyes widened, her mouth opening. She squirmed her ass over the jacket he had spread out for her, her heels dragging over the uneven ground. In the distance they could hear the roar of the band, the hammering of drums as incoherent phrases drifted through the air.
He was rubbing her puffy cuntlips. Even as she tried to squirm away, she could feel slick juice flooding out. Jack's thick sensuous lips curled up into a smile. "Like it, huh? Like it a lot, right?"
"Ohhhh…"
For a moment Shari thought of Wendy, thought of her cousin out there somewhere in the woods struggling with Greig. Wendy knew what she was doing. She wouldn't need any help. But Shari? The thought of a man stabbing his cock inside her made her shiver. Her teeth chattered nervously while her fingers turned to ice. Should she tell him she had never gone to bed with a man, had never even let a guy touch her like he was touching her now? No, he'd find out about her cherry soon enough.
"Oh don't, don't…"
"You wanna get fucked bad. Shit, you're juicin' all over my fingers, all over your Goddamned cunt," he whispered, dropping his head to her neck.
Shari gasped. His kisses were doing terrible things to her. She was losing control, feeling her will power draining away. Jack's finger had pressed a little deeper into her flooding cuntal crack. He was working his hand back and forth now, scraping his jagged fingernail over her slick folds and hollows until Shari thought she was going to faint from pleasure. She dragged her legs over the rough ground, moving her ass from side to side. He was shoving his finger in deeper, past the second joint. Instinctively her cunt muscles tightened, snapped the outer labes tightly around the invading digit.
Jack sneered down at her, rubbing his knuckles over her clit until he had Shari crying out.
"Yeah, yeah, move that fuckin' butt, baby. I'm gonna give you one hell of a fuck… you ain't gonna forget this for a long time."
His filthy words excited her.
"Ohhhh, please stop!"
"Come on, bitch. You want me bad," he gasped, pushing his finger in a little more.
He was staring down at her with hot, hungry-looking eyes. Shari felt his knees pushing up harder against her ass. It excited her more than she could have possibly guessed. She bit her bottom lip.
"It's just that it's so… public out here," she gasped as he held tightly onto one of her shoulders with his free hand.
"Who the fuck's gonna see us – chipmunks?" Somewhere down below, a rock star was wailing out his message and the crowd screamed. Shari gasped, her lungs burning, her mind whirling around in a brightly colored whirlpool of young lust.
"No, it's just that… ughhhh!"
"Then let's do it."
Shari began her first fuck.



CHAPTER FOUR


"Ohhhhh, Jack! I… ughhhh!"
He was unbuttoning her shorts, pushing them down. At first Shari panicked, shoving her plump asscheeks against the ground, trying to keep them fast on her thighs.
Jack slapped her ass, making her cheeks jiggle, heating up the globes with his striking fingers until Shari relented and eased up. She felt the rough material of her jean shorts scraping over her flesh, sliding down over her hipbones, over her knees, then off her ankles.
He was circling her small waist with one hand, pulling her half-naked body against him. It was wonderful feeling that hot hard bulge of his cock rubbing over her swollen cunt. Her pussy was swollen, swollen with lust, ripe for the plucking, running with hot juice.
She moved her thighs sensuously from side to side, feeling his Levi's tickling her cuntlips, touching her clit. How she wanted this stranger, how she wanted him inside her!
Then he moved back, kneeling while pulling his flannel shirt from his pants and peeling it off. Even in the dark she could see his well-developed pecs, his hairy, muscled torso glistening with sweat. He was as excited as she was, wanting her as much as she wanted him.
Then his hands dropped, dropped to his fly. She shuddered when she heard the tab racing over the teeth of his zipper, when she saw his Levi's parting, falling to either side of his thighs. She saw something long and thick and hard tumble out, jerk a little, then rise slowly, pointing at her cunt. It was his dick! God, his cock should have belonged on a donkey!
"You like it?" Jack breathed.
"Oh yes, yes," she gasped excitedly, not caring any more about her reputation, about her mother, about anything except the feel of his body against hers.
"And now for these," he said, slipping one hand under the elastic band behind her halter.
Shari closed her eyes, feeling the cups of the halter pressing hard against her tits. Jack was breathing hard, fumbling behind her with the metal snap. Suddenly she felt the material slide loosely around the tops of her tits. Then it was off, gone, resting on top of her shorts. She was naked, completely stripped of clothes, laid bare for him to fuck.
"Ohhh, what… what are you doing?"
Jack rubbed his stiff cock over her upper legs while licking at her nipples. The wet warm touch of his tongue over her stiff nipples drove her crazy! Jack was purposely teasing her, trailing the tip of his tongue around her nipple, brushing his moustache over her sensitive flesh while he slipped his finger deeper into her cunt.
She stiffened when he touched the warm flesh of her cherry.
"You're a Goddamned virgin, huh?"
Shari opened her eyes. One of her hands was holding onto his neck, the other slipped down between their bellies.
"I didn't want to tell you. Yes, I never… never did this kind of thing before."
"I don't mind."
"Ohhh… I… oh God, it's like nothing in the world… ohhhh!"
She felt his cock stretching her cunt cleft. The fat head was slipping in, pushing aside the puffy outer labes. Shari shivered, feeling her cuntlips opening up admitting his long, thick cock.
"Shit!" he whispered, throwing he head back as her pussylips snapped shut just behind the flanges of his dickhead.
Shari moved her ass from side to side, wanting to feel more of his cock in her.
"Man, loosen up, loosen… up!" Jack said, closing his eyes tightly. If she kept this up, he was going to shoot any second.
"Ohhh, I can't… I don't know what's happening to me," Shari gasped.
Things were going on that mystified her. Her body seemed to have a mind of its own. She lay there writhing like a snake on the ground, loving the sensation of having a man doing all these things to her. And yet there was a fear, a fear of her own body. Never before had Shari felt things like this! Her pussy was trembling, muscles spasming, then springing shut on Jack's invading dick. And there was nothing she could do to stop the convulsions in her pussy.
"Shit, open up you Goddamned little bitch," Jack said.
Slowly, gradually, Shari felt the muscles relaxing, felt her cunt opening up to the young stud as he shoved his knees against her butt.
"Better, better," he whispered, snapping his head back and throwing off some strands of hair hanging over his eyes.
"Ohhhh…"
Shari felt him give her a quick forward lunge. He was fucking her, fucking her hard and fast. The domed head of his cock shoved against what was left of her cherry. His prick was going deep, really deep. Shari wriggled her slim ass, loving the sensation of being fucked by his stabbing dick. Jack was shifting his thighs from side to side, working his cock in deeper. Shari felt pain around the edges of her cunt. But she wasn't thinking too much about that any more. She was totally blown away by the way her slick cunt walls were being stretched apart by Jack's dick.
"Oh Jack, I… oh good God! It's wonderful! Ohhhh, God, fuck me, fuck me…" Her words trailed off into a series of moans.
Jack was kissing her again. She opened her mouth hungrily, wanting to have it all… to be loved, to be fucked, to have all her sensations stimulated at once by this hunk of man.
The sounds of the rock concert grew louder. She heard the crowd roaring its approval.
"Unghhhhh…"
Shari and Jack were making their own music. Both of them were kissing hard. She sucked hard at his tongue. She had never kissed a boy like that. She felt tender and soft and weak just as she had felt once when she nearly drowned in the pool. This was a kind of drowning, a kind of spinning about in a whirlpool as Jack slipped a few more inches of his dick into her pussy.
Slowly Shari was starting to learn how her body moved during this kind of excitement. When she arched her back and tilted her cuntal mound downward, Jack's dick gouged against the walls of her pussy. He grunted with pleasure, digging his nails against her flesh while letting his balls bump the bottom of her cunt.
"Fuck me, fuck me," she gasped.
She was moving her asscheeks back and forth, rolling her hips when she felt his hands slide down over her ass. He was cupping her asscheeks, pressing his fingertips hard against her flesh while edging her up. He wanted to fuck more of his dick into her, and that was the position for it. The weight of his body seemed to increase as he fucked another inch of dickmeat into her.
"Ughhhhhh!"
How wonderful it was, feeling split open, split wide open by that big stud on top of her. She loved the way he was holding her… his balls bumping against her cuntlips, his dick spearing into her. He was all the way in her now. She could feel the wiry hairs of his groin brushing over her cuntlips, could feel the broad base of his dick shoving her labes widely apart. Jack shuddered, resting heavily against her for a few seconds.
Shari tried to loop her legs over the back of the young stud. It felt nice. But she couldn't move her body as much that way. And how she loved to move her body! It seemed best when she put her feet flat on the wrinkled jacket under them, bending her knees and keeping them wide apart.
"Oh yeah, baby, move that ass. Damn it, I love it when you move your butt around like that! Yeah mama, keep that ass movin' while I fuck the shit outta you!" Jack gasped, fucking her dribbling hole.
Shari was wiggling and tilting her hips, bucking them up from the ground that way. She bit her lower lip and concentrated on controlling the strange new muscles she felt trembling inside her cunt. She had never imagined that she could make them contract, to milk the rigid stalk of Jack's dick. But she could. God, could she milk that dick! Jack was trembling whenever her cuntal walls gripped his rod. She knew he hadn't come across too many women who could do this. He was gasping, his eyes wide, his mouth open as he sucked in more air. He was having a hard time keeping his load, keeping that hot jizz packed down in his balls. The thought that she was tempting him to cum, to drop his load of spunk into her hole right now excited her more.
"Man, how do you do that, Shari? Oh God… how?" he gasped.
"Does it feel good for you?"
"Shit!"
He pulled himself back, back. His dick was almost all the way out now. It was time for the girl to shiver, to feel as if she were going to climax. The sensation of her elastic pussywalls shrinking behind the retreating dickhead had nearly triggered her orgasm.
Shari dragged her fingernails over Jack's humping back. She didn't want him out of her. The thought of his warm stiff cock sliding completely out of her aroused pussy drove her wild. Bearing down on the young man, Shari consciously tightened her cuntal muscles, trapping his cock inside her.
"Ohhhhh!" Jack's face went slack. He closed his eyes, his body trembling.
Shari rolled her eyes up and smiled with pride as she worked her slim ass around and made her velvety cuntal walls caress the hot, hard dick throbbing inside her. Was he going to shoot? Shari looked up again. No, he had managed to control himself again. He was starting to slide his dick into her cunt again, sweat dripping off his forehead and splashing onto her jiggling tits.
"This feel good, baby? You like being fucked like this, split open by my cock?"
She loved it when he talked dirty! That fucking sensation was getting to her. And she could see that her milking of his cock was getting to Jack. He lowered his body, rubbing his hairy chest against her tits. He was starting to pump his dick deep again. She felt his hips gyrating against hers, felt the hilt of his rod tight against her cuntlips.
Shari felt crushed and helpless under him. And yet she was aware that she was in control in an odd way. The way she moved her ass, the way she contracted her cuntal muscles had a lot to do with the way he was fucking her. A flash of power came over her. She was actively taking part in this, letting him fuck her, fucking her while she tightened her cunt muscles.
"Ohhh soon, soon…" she whispered.
It was getting awfully hot and tight down there between her legs. Soon she was going to feel that wonderful hot and rushing sensation she had felt several times when playing with herself. But now she knew it was going to be more intense, much more thrilling than when she played with her clit at night.
"Unnhhhhhh!"
Shari had done something terribly daring, something one of the girls told her about. She looped one hand around his hips and touched his hairy ass. He shivered, sucking in air and started moving differently as she petted him there. She felt the wiry hairs that curled out of his sweaty buttcrack. He was so hard-muscled, so eager in his fucking. How did other men do it? How did her father do it? Shari had heard her mother groaning, then nearly screaming when gripped in the throes of orgasm. Would her climax be as powerful, as all consuming as that?
"Unnghhh! Ooooh!"
A particularly powerful spasm shot through her cunt, taking her breath away. The girl snapped her legs together, rubbing the sides of her thighs against his pounding hips. Shari was drooling as he fucked her mercilessly. She had never guessed fucking could be this good, this wild. The sensation of rubbing her legs against the hairy legs of a man made her giddy with sexual delight. Wendy would flip when she told her about all the things she was doing. Her cousin was so sure she was a little prude, probably thinking she was sobbing now over her lost cherry. Shari would have laughed if she had the strength.
"Ohhhhh God!"
"You're so damned… unnghh… damned tight!" Jack gasped.
He slowly dragged his cock out of her cunt. Shari cried out, feeling her insides being pulled along with it once more. She felt the slick walls of her cunt clasping and sucking in around behind his ridged dickhead. Then with just his cocktip touching her outer cuntlips, Jack pushed in again. It was a technique that she loved, something she wanted to happen again and again all through the night.
"Ohhhhh…"
When Jack pushed in again, she felt her cunt muscles easing to admit the slick head inside. How delicious it was to feel her insides grow full again!
When she felt his body pressing against her cunt mound, Shari squirmed. She wanted to see just how much she could take. The girl had heard of men who were bigger than Jack, sporting perhaps as much as twelve or even fourteen inches of dick-meat between their legs. Shari wriggled her ass again. There was no sensation of being hurt or painfully stretched. She held her breath, thrashing her ass around. Nothing except the delightful feeling of being stretched wide open and feeling his cock splitting her in two.
Jack tried to say something, but his words were muffled against the side of her neck. The cut of his teeth and the wet suction of his lips on her throat gave her scary, wild tingles. She clung to his shoulders as he speared her cunt, drew his cock back and speared her again. He was extremely forceful now, more intent on each fucking movement. Her ass quivered with each wild thrust. Her clit burned with the tickle of his cockhairs.
"Ummmm…"
Shari couldn't think of a happier moment in her life.
"Ohhh, it's starting to drive me crazy… it feels so itchy and weird. Oh God!"
"You're gettin' ready to cum, baby. I'm real close too. Just hold off for a couple of secs and I'll finish you off real good. You wanna cum with me, right? Man, you wanna feel my cum spurtin' into you the same time you're grabbin' at my dick with that cunt, right?"
His words cut through the red fog that had settled over her mind.
"Yes, oh yes!" she babbled.
Cum! Cum! The word made her smile, made her brain spin around and around like a merry-go-round. The thought of having his jizz spurting into her, of that white stuff filling her up, spilling out of her pussy, drove her up the walls.
Jack said if she kept milking his dick that way with her pussy he would cum. She didn't want him to cum yet. Biting her lip, she tried to think of something, anything that would take the edge off her clit.
She was all the way open now, her cuntlips peeled back as Jack fucked her quickly. She wondered how it looked down there with her pussy so stretched and swollen and drenched with her flowing juices. She tried shoving one hand between their bellies. But Jack was too concerned with his rhythm to let her feel his cock.
"Shit, baby, shit!" He was moaning in her ear. His movements, his breathing were building in a way that was different from before. She could feel something taking over her body and his, something that was guiding them along. He was calling her all sorts of awful names, names that made her cunt shiver with delight.
"Oh please, please, hurry…"
"Come on, baby, slip that hand down there now and touch me. I know you wanna feel a real man's hunk of cockmeat. Well, cop a feel now, bitch."
Jack made room for her hand between their bellies. She surrounded his dickshaft as he started sliding his cock out. His prick was soaked with her juice. She traced her fingers along the taut outer flesh until the tip was clear of her cuntal mouth. The heavy head of his cock pulsed when she scratched a nail against the spongy meat.
Jack growled and drove suddenly into her cunt again. Her pussy muscles spasmed, sucked at his invading prick. Shari let her fingers stay around there, feeling the spasming continue and build into a wild fury. She knew Jack was about to cum!
"Ohhhh…"
Jack was fucking her, fucking her wildly. It had been the touch of her fingers along his dick that had set him off. There was nothing she could do to stop him now. He kissed her hard. He was hurting her a little, taking her like a raped woman. Her cunt throbbed, the flesh around her clit glowing as more juice spilled out, soothing the friction of their fucking flesh. Shari closed her eyes tightly and fucked for all she was worth as she roared toward climax.
It was the brutal stabbing that made Shari tighten her muscles. She felt the powerful ring of her cunt cinch down around the base of Jack's dick just as his movements had become the most violent.
"Fuck you… ohhhhh, bitch!"
He was squirming on top of her, his face twisting as if someone had suddenly driven a knife into his back. With her pussy muscles so tight she could feel the steady pulsing of his cockhead as he unloaded the boiling cum in his balls. Then suddenly she felt her cunt muscles tighten, shutting off that tube that ran along the bottom of his cockshaft to his piss-slit. She'd strangled him in the middle of his cum. She knew now that she was different from most girls. She had something she could control, something that could bring both her and a man the ultimate in delight. Now his gouging dick was shoving her closer to the edge of climax.
Shari danced her ass wildly, still holding Jack's dickshaft with her pulsing cunt. It hurt to hold him for very long. But she was starting to cum now. She could feel the hot rushing ticklish sensation teasing her clit.
"Ohhhhh!"
Shari dug her nails against Jack's broad back. She released the tenseness, felt her cunt soften around Jack's dick again. He grunted and lunged like a crazy man. She hadn't realized he could fuck her so deeply and so quickly. The friction exploded into a golden fireball!
Shari cried out, throwing back her head, then snapping it forward and biting his neck hard as he raped her cunt. They rolled on their sides for a second, then rolled back. Shari came and came, the wonderful throbs slowly dissipating. In a moment the girl felt far away and dreamy, floating away on golden clouds as the last of Jack's cum shot into her cunt.
Shari gasped, running her fingers along his back, feeling the dying spasms of his orgasm. It had felt so wonderful, so lovely. Now it was over. Perhaps there would be another time… if he were pleased with her. Shari flushed with shame. Of course he was pleased with her! The way he had bounced around, moving his ass from side to side while pouring his load into her, why wouldn't he be pleased with her?
"Man, baby, you're too much. I think I'd like to see more of your kind of action," Jack whispered, rolling off her and scratching his balls.
Not very romantic. But then again Shari wasn't looking for romance… yet. She was experimenting with her body, and Jack seemed a pleasant man to experiment with.
"Oh yes, that would be nice," she chirped, hugging him.



CHAPTER FIVE


"And where have you two been?"
Janet was very angry as she stood in the living room, staring at her daughter and niece.
It was nearly one o'clock in the morning, far too late for young girls to be wandering about. Janet had wanted to go outside and look for the girls, but she had fallen asleep, refreshed by her first big climax in a long, long time. Now she stood there, the symbol of outraged parenthood.
"Oh, Aunt Janet, it's my fault," Wendy said, stepping in front of her tongue-tied cousin.
Wendy had found respect for Shari after learning of her cousin's incredible sexual prowess. It was something the girls didn't talk about until Jack and his buddy had left them off back at the taco stand. They were going to meet the boys in two days – same place, same time.
On the way home Wendy had quizzed Shari and discovered the girl had the same kind of curiosity, the same kind of sexual heat she had. It must be some family trait or something, Wendy thought as she stood there at the front door, knowing her aunt would be hopping mad.
"What?" Janet felt the edge of her anger softening. The two of them stood there so innocently, staring at her. Janet felt dirty, so shamed in front of them. They had stayed at the movies for the second feature, then gone over to an ice cream parlor and got to talking and… yes, she knew how it was when young girls got to talking about boys and other things.
Janet felt her face reddening. As Wendy chattered on, she felt those accusing young eyes judging her, condemning her. Out in the kitchen Janet could hear Bodego rattling around. She winced.
"Oh, it doesn't matter. Just go upstairs and get to bed," Janet said, brushing her fingers over her forehead. It was late, she was tired and confused. Wendy and Shari looked at one another, surprised at Janet's sudden surrender. Not wishing to press their luck, both girls ran up the stairs, hardly able to keep from giggling as Janet walked to the bar and poured herself a tall drink.
Janet knew it was going to be a long time, an especially long one, considering just how hotly her cunt was burning. And how her pussy was burning! Bodego had started something, triggered a desire, a forbidden lust in her pussy she couldn't control now.
Tilting the glass, Janet swallowed the cool bourbon. How strange it was… the cooling sensation over her tongue, quickly followed by the tingling, burning feeling down her throat. And then, how it stimulated her clit, made it stand up from the surrounding moist cuntflesh and throb. Janet closed her eyes, her fingers tightening around the glass. She couldn't go through this again, not with her niece and daughter only a few feet away. She could hear them moving around upstairs, one of them having slipped into the bath and turned on the shower.
"No!" She was once more telling herself she wasn't going to give in, wasn't going to let that filthy animal touch her the way he'd touched her earlier this evening. It was too terrible, too horrible to think of.
But then what or who was going to take care of that awful burning itch between her legs? It was time she started thinking of it. Janet realized something had happened this evening, an act that wouldn't or couldn't be reversed. Her cunt had been reawakened. "Ummmm…"
Her belly felt warm, tingly, as she took another swallow of bourbon. Moving away from the bar, Janet held the cool glass against her cheek, sitting down on the sofa. She closed her eyes, resting her head against the back cushion. If only she had the courage to go out and find herself a man – not someone to marry, not someone to love, just find herself a man to fuck!
"Fuck," she murmured, taking another swig of the consoling bourbon.
She needed the feel of strong hands, the sensation of a hard-muscled body pressing hers into a mattress while his dick…
"Oh!"
It was Bodego again, that awful Airedale sniffing around her ankles. Hadn't he had enough? Hadn't he shamed her sufficiently?
"Get away from… ohhhhh!"
She spilled her drink on the couch. The touch of the animal's snout against her leg drove her up the wall. He knew she was in heat.
Closing her eyes, Janet let her head fall back on the sofa cushion again. She felt her gown opening along the bottom, felt her knees spreading apart. She was inviting the dog to do his awful thing. Once more she was opening herself to him, pulling her gown up her thighs, exposing her moist, dark red pussymeat to his eyes.
Janet sucked in a ragged breath the moment his tongue touched her right inner thigh. He was licking tentatively, one forepaw braced on the front edge of the sofa seat. She heard his breathing – that strangely wonderful uneven breathing that made her gasp with delight.
Overhead, she heard the girls running from room to room. Somehow the thought of having them so near was exciting to her. The danger of discovery, the thought that at any moment Shari or Wendy could peep over the handrail upstairs and catch her sitting there, head tilted back, knees spread wide open with her gown halved. Wouldn't Shari get the surprise of her life! Her daughter, she knew, always thought her a prude!
"No, get away, awful dog!"
What had she done! God, it had to be the liquor, that bourbon that was catching her off-guard. Her daughter and niece were nearby. One look from them could destroy her life.
Janet curled her fingers into two tight fists, digging the nails into her palms. She was going to fight this thing, going to triumph over her itchy cunt if it was the last thing she could do – Janet stiffened one leg, kicking the surprised Airedale in the chest. He scooted back, barking in confusion while his knobby red boner shrank into his cock sheath.
"Hey, Mom, anything wrong down there?" Shari called from the top of the stairs.
Shari must have heard Bodego barking! Janet calmed herself down, relieved now that the big animal had retreated back to the kitchen.
"No, nothing dear. Just go to bed."
Janet waited until she heard the doors close. This was going to be a long night. But she wasn't going to give in this time! She was going to fight it!
"Oh God," Janet cried, getting up and feeling her knees wobbling. She was hot, so very, very hot, so sensitive. Soon Shari and Wendy would be asleep. Nothing would disturb them. She could sneak down here when the lights were out, sit naked – stark naked – in the living room with her legs spread wide across the sofa cushion while Bodego feasted on her juicy cunt! What heaven that would be, feeling his sloppy tongue lapping up her juices…
"Oh no!"
Janet clamped her hands over her face. She wasn't going to surrender this time. Setting down the empty glass, she rushed to the stairs, gripping the handrail tightly. Every pulse from her aching cunt robbed her of strength.
"Got to get upstairs," she whispered, closing her eyes and breathing with difficulty.
Somehow, some way, Janet climbed the stairs, the silken wet rub of her cuntlips against one another more than once making her stop.
Once in her room, Janet felt better, safer, safe from herself, from that pursuing, hungry animal.
"God help me," she whispered, turning off the lights and falling on the bed.
Sleep came with difficulty.
Janet sank into the comforting darkness of unconsciousness, her last thoughts being of her husband and that powerful Airedale in the kitchen and how the two of them had given her the most powerful climaxes of her life!
Several hours passed.
Janet was sound asleep.
Wendy was exhausted, having fucked Jack's friend like a wild woman.
Only Shari was awake, lying naked in bed, the silver moonlight illuminating her young body with an eerie glow. She stared at the ceiling, thinking about what had happened to her that night at Griffith Park. The rock band was still playing when she and Jack had met Wendy and walked back to the car. None of them talked much as they drove down the winding, narrow road back to the city. But Shari wanted to shout, to scream to every stranger she saw on the sidewalk about what had happened to her. She felt wonderful – strangely wonderful. Something had been missing in her life. And now, Shari felt, she had found it.
Her pussy was trembling now as she lay alone in her bed, convulsing at the slightest thought of Jack. Shari closed her eyes and dug her fingernails into her shivering thighs.
"Ohhhh…" Then she stopped her moan, turning her head and seeing if Wendy had heard her. No, her cousin was sleeping soundly, her even breaths accented every now and then by a soft moan.
Shari blushed. How wicked they had been, lying to her mother like that, then going out and and throwing themselves at two complete strangers. Well, the boys weren't strangers now. Another moan. Shari giggled, covering her mouth, squirming on the wrinkled topsheet as she thought about Jack, thinking about how his balls felt bumping against her asscheeks, about how his cockhead felt as it pushed against her clit, driving her half crazy with lust.
"Ohhhh…"
It was impossible to sleep. Maybe some hot milk would help her.
Shari glanced over at Wendy again. Wendy was on her belly, naked, her taut buttocks gleaming in the white light. She was making small fucking movements, her hands wedged between her thighs and the groaning bed. Shari knew Wendy was dreaming no doubt about what had happened that night in the park!
Shari swung her legs over the side and stood up, deciding not to throw a gown over her. No one would be up. No one would see her. Tiptoeing out, she slipped into the long, dark hall.
Shari passed her mother's door and stopped. No sound. The girl continued on, reaching the top of the stairs and starting to descend to the living room, not aware that Bodego was at the bottom, staring up at her naked body.



CHAPTER SIX


How strange it was to move through the darkened living room without a stitch on! Her heart was beating fast as she walked past the sofa toward the kitchen. Shari knew she didn't need a warm glass of milk now. She needed someone like Jack, a man to touch her, to hold her, to take her in his arms and guide her back to bed where he'd fuck her!
Fucking. The thought brought her to a stop. She stood in the kitchen doorway, leaning against the wall, rubbing her upper arms. Was it always going to be this way? Was she always going to be thinking about fucking, about men? Was she turning into some kind of nympho?
Shari's thoughts were interrupted. She saw something moving near the sofa and froze. Darkness had always terrified the young girl. She nearly screamed as the hulking shape grew closer and closer. It was only when the big Airedale trotted close that Shari relaxed, almost laughing at her fears.
"Ohhh, you crazy, crazy dog," she said, bending down and scratching him behind the ears.
How good and warm and soft his fur felt against her body. Shari hugged him close, sighing, as her tits brushed over his back. She was scratching his jaw when the Airedale turned his head around suddenly and drew his long sloppy tongue over her nipples.
"Ohhh…"
That warm wet touch was unexpected.
Shari shrank back, getting to her feet and staring down at the dog. She criss-crossed her arms protectively over her tits. He had licked her with that tongue. And something inside the young girl had responded. She had felt her pussy tremble when Bodego had touched her nipple with his tongue.
"Oh, bad dog."
She moved away from him, turning and starting to walk into the kitchen. Shari was thinking about Jack once more, thinking about how she would have reacted if he had licked her in that way, had brushed his tongue over her tit. For a second she thought of his wide mouth, of his lips. What wouldn't she give right now to feel him sucking on her nipples, even sucking on her cunt!
Cunt-sucking! She stopped again near the refrigerator, leaning against the cool surface while another particularly powerful spasm rushed through her cunt. She was hot, very very hot! Juice was running out of her hole, dotting the fur-lined edges of her pussylips, trickling down her thighs to her ankles. Shari had never felt like this before. The itchy throbbing had turned almost into an achey throb!
Tentatively the young blonde teen dropped one hand to her crotch, curling her fingers, letting her sharp nails trace the puffy edges of her cuntlips. Even that light touch, that feathery feel along the slick surfaces, drove her half-mad.
She moved her feet along the tiled floor, reaching the sink. Holding onto the cool porcelain edge, Shari stared out the small window that looked out into the backyard. Maybe she should go outside and breathe the fresh air. She had to do something. It was impossible for her to return to bed now in this condition, and no amount of warm milk was going to help.
"Ohhh!"
It was Bodego again. He had followed her in from the living room and was brushing up against her legs. This time Shari didn't bother sending him away. That sexy feel of his fur against her flesh made her shiver. She felt her nipples stiffen, felt her breath catch as her chest tightened and her mouth went dry. What was happening to her? It was as if Jack were right here in the kitchen, exciting her with his hands, his legs, his chest, his cock! Only this time it was the dog, that damned dog rubbing up against her, breathing against her legs!
Shari tightened her grip on the sink, swaying back and forth. Lewd thoughts ran wild through her confused mind. What was happening to her? She could feel the sexual heat in her pussy. She felt that strange hot dampness, felt her flesh singing with sexuality while perspiration coated her skin. She was growing excited from just the touch of that animal. An animal. That's what he was. Her pet, nothing more. And yet he was turning her on.
"Unhhhh…"
In all her wildest imaginings, Shari hadn't expected Bodego's next move. He braced his paws widely apart on the floor, twisting his head around and stretching out his tongue. There was the hot wet brush of his mouth over her lower asscheeks. Then that tongue slipped up, up into her cuntal crack. The effect was immediate and all-consuming.
Shari felt her knees buckle, hit the wooden doors of the sink cabinet. She hung on to the porcelain counter as the dog whimpered, swarming around her feet.
"Oh no, no, you can't!" she cried.
She stared out the window. It was so quiet, so peaceful out there. The branches of the two oaks in the garden created a spiderweb appearance in front of the window while the full moon silvered all the flowers and plants in her mother's garden. It was so beautiful, wonderful. And yet she was inside here letting the dog do this awful thing to her.
"Oh no, no…"
As the throbbing in her cunt continued, as the dog kept licking her ankles, moving his tongue up at times to divide her soppy cuntlips, Shari felt more and more inclined to let him have his way.
"Oh, bad dog," she whispered, rubbing her thighs together.
Cunt-juice was running down her thighs now as Bodego whimpered and whined around her. His claws pattered over the tiled kitchen floor while his tongue slipped up and down over the backs of her thighs. What was she doing? What on earth could she be thinking of? Shari found herself bending down, pressing her knees against the cabinet beneath the sink while holding tightly onto the counter. She was lowering her ass, wagging it back and forth. It was shameless, degrading!
It was dream-like. The fuzzy thick darkness surrounding her, the silvered unreality of the garden outside, the stillness except for Bodego's sloppy tongue licking her body, it was more a dream than reality.
"Touch me, Bodego… yesss, ohhhh… oh yes, lick me."
She kept whispering those awful things, telling the dog to do all sorts of things to her while she held tightly to the sink. Then, as she lowered her ass again, she felt Bodego's tongue stiffen and actually enter her cunt! The sudden penetration of her pussy, that sudden sensation of his hot wet tongue inside her cunt, brought a fiery shiver that spread quickly over her. She choked down a cry, digging her nails against the smooth porcelain sink.
"Uhhhh…"
Here in the kitchen, her mother's kitchen, she was letting this thing happen. What would her mother say if she could see her daughter now, holding on for dear life while Bodego was licking her off, attacking her in this way? She thought of Wendy – her experienced cousin. Had she ever done anything like this before? Had she opened her legs like this, dipping and plunging her cunt around, teasing a dog, arousing him to lick her harder? Shari doubted that she had. Wendy had confined her experiences to boys – and even those weren't as numerous as Shari had first thought. Her cousin was a free-lover, but not a slut. Only a whore or a slut would consider doing something like this, looking for satisfaction from an animal when she couldn't find a man around.
"OH, wrong, wrong," Shari whispered, closing her eyes as the animal kept licking her ass.
Shari dipped her ass again. She moved her thighs tightly together, increasing the throbbing and pulsing of her clit. That hot dampness increased. A streak of drool oozed from the corners of her mouth. She wanted to stop. Surely the dog's excited panting and whining and her own gasps would arouse someone from their sleep in the house. They'd come down to investigate and find her with Bodego.
"Cummmmm…"
Shari closed her eyes, wagging her ass harder, feeling her cuntlips sliding against one another, feeling more juice frothing and bubbling out of her slit, oozing down her thighs. Bodego wedged his head between her legs, tilting it up so he could lick at the pungent-smelling juice that flowed from her cunt.
"No, no, it's wrong… somehow it's wrong," Shari gasped.
She forced herself away from the sink, then staggered back to the refrigerator. She clutched at the door handle, supporting herself while pressing her forehead against the cool door surface. How weak she'd become!
"Stop it!"
Bodego was behind her, whimpering, licking behind her knees, rubbing his body against her sensuously, trying to get her to open her thighs again. She could never do that again. It was something that had happened accidentally. She was horny. The dog was obviously horny. He could go outside tomorrow and find himself some bitch to take out his frustrations on. Shari wasn't going to be his bitch.
She pushed herself away from the refrigerator, her legs stumbling over one another as she rushed for the living room. Hot or not, she had to get back to the bedroom.
"Oh!"
In her confusion Shari bumped against one of the endtables. She saw the large porcelain lamp teetering back and forth dangerously.
If it fell, her mother would awaken, would come down the stairs and find her like this with the dog. How could she explain it?
Shari stretched out both hands and steadied the lamp, losing her balance as a result. She reeled forward, pitching across a low-backed stuffed chair and landing face-first on the carpeted floor.
"Ohhhhh!"
The girl lay there on her belly, her hands at her sides, listening for the slightest indication that her fall had awakened someone. No, there were only the sounds of her breathing and Bodego's.
Bodego! He was still with her. And now she was flat on the floor, prostrate, ready for him to…
"No!"
But it was too late. The dog was on her in a flash, his forepaws on her thighs. Shari groaned, twisting her head around and biting into her left upper arm. She couldn't crawl away now without causing a noisy scene. Stretching one hand forward, the girl grabbed at the carpeting, clawing at the piling while the animal started nuzzling his snout into her sweaty buttcrack.
"Uhhhhh…"
Shari closed her eyes, breathing heavily through her flared nostrils. How good, how awfully good it was to feel something that warm, that fuzzy and that wet slipping in and out of her asscrack! He was tonguing her there, licking up her perspiration, growling with frustration because he couldn't get at her cunt.
"Nooo…"
Shari bit her arm again, trying to keep her mouth shut. She was close to the stairway. Any sounds she made would carry up there to the hall. Even through the closed doors her mother or Wendy might hear something that would arouse their suspicions. Back there in the kitchen Shari might have been able to lie her way through the situation. But here, spread out belly-down on the living room floor with the Airedale on top of her, Shari would be unable to hide the truth.
"Stop it… ughhh!"
There was no way to stop him. The only way was for Shari to see this thing through. Once Bodego was satisfied, once he got what he wanted, then he would slip off and leave her alone. Shari rolled over onto her ass. Bodego backed away. Shari felt the thick piling tickling her assflesh as she worked her butt from side to side. The dog moved between her knees, his ears pricked forward, his stubby tall wagging with delight while his nostrils quivered. He was smelling her, sniffing at her hot, wet cunt! Somehow that knowledge excited Shari even more. Gradually, slowly, she raised her legs, pulling her knees back, spreading them.
"Ohhhhhhh, good dog," she whispered, raising her head to see what was happening.
He was licking her thighs now, moving closer and closer to the juice-soaked tangled thatch of her cunthairs. He was whimpering again, whimpering with pleasure. Somehow it excited the hell out of Shari to know that Bodego was enjoying himself, that he enjoyed smelling her cunt, tasting her pussy, making oral love to her.
"Unhhh!"
He was licking her all over – her ass, her thighs, and now her cunt. It was marvelous, wonderful, something that made her want to scream down the walls. Instead she covered her mouth with both hands, moaning into her fingers, wiggling her ass all over the floor while the animal went crazy.
"Yesss!" she hissed.
The dog growled, backing away slightly, then opening his powerful jaw. Shari looked down, saw those sharp white teeth glistening in the dark and shivered.
"Uhhhhhhh!"
He was going crazy. He was going mad. Bodego was nipping along the puffed outer lips of her cunt. The wild sensation drove Shari insane. She dropped back to the floor, curling her fingers into fists and pounding them against the carpeting. Her back arched, her shoulders digging into the piling while the animal kept feeding on her hot, juicy cunt.
"Ummmmmmmn…"
The heat between her thighs was growing more and more intense. Shari rolled her head from side to side, jerking her body as if someone were touching her with cattle prods. The backs of her legs rubbed over the rug while she stretched forward now and locked her hands behind the Airedale's head.
"Oh fuck, fuck…"
She clawed at the dog's furry neck, urging him at times, restraining him at others when the biting and tonguing made her wince. She felt vulnerable, even in danger. She didn't know why, but letting him almost hurt her was exciting. Fires of incredible delight licked up her thighs, touching her cunt, sending showers of excitement into her pussy. Everything on her body was responding to the animal's hurried wet friction. She wanted to cum, cum right in the dog's powerful maw.
"Oh God, God!" Shari cried.
She was close, so very, very close to orgasm. Cumming with an animal! Shari couldn't imagine half the girls in her school even thinking about doing this, let alone actually getting down on the floor and letting it happen.
"Noooo…"
That second of madness was coming. Shari could feel that tight hot rush of sensations rushing through her cunt. There was that itchy ache, that series of powerful spasms that shook her body.
The animal whimpered more desperately, rolling and licking his tongue around the sensitive ring of her cuntal muscles. Shari felt them convulse, convulse much the same way they had when Jack had started to climax.
"Ooooooooh!"
It was incredible! She was cumming now. Her body twitched and jerked on the floor. Her pussy muscles convulsed and tightened around the dog's muzzle and hot tongue each time he plunged deep. It was so close to the feeling of being fucked!
Shari went wild, prancing her ass around in frantic circles, then plunging it up and down to increase the friction the dog was bringing to her cunt. When he raked up across her clit once more, the girl cried out and hugged his head hard. It was a sharp cry, one that echoed through the dark house. Thank God, no one heard!
"Ughhhhhhh!"
Her climax was dreamlike in its intensity. Again and again the spasms shot through her pussy, especially when Bodego dug at her thighs with his forepaws, then burrowed his black snout into the seething mass of her cunt.
"Noooo!"
Now Shari was cumming fast. She wanted to keep the big Airedale with her, to make him slow down, to keep the climax going. Of course it was impossible, but Shari did all she could to make it so.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Shari plunged and writhed and grunted with the ecstatic tickle that built to an explosive pulsing itch in seconds. It choked off her breathing as the mind-blasting spasms tore through her body.
Even when she closed her thighs, Bodego whined and nosed around her. His humping, trembling haunches made his dick hard. Three times he had tried to mount her in some way, to rub his knobby boner against her body. As spaced out as the girl was, Shari knew what he was trying to do and edged her body away. She wasn't going to let that filthy animal put his thing in her!
"No, oh God, no…"
It was only with the greatest surge of will that Shari managed to keep Bodego from touching his cock to her thighs. He was whimpering, licking her, shoving hard against her legs and hips while his dick trembled mightily. Then, when she felt hot streaks of something streaming across her thighs, Shari moaned with horror. He was cumming, actually drenching her with his awful doggie jizz.
"Get away… got to get away," she gasped, somehow managing to knock the animal off her body.
Shari turned around, getting on her hands and knees and starting to crawl toward the kitchen. Bodego was still shooting, pursuing her, putting his forepaws on her ass and trying to mount her.
Shari reached back and slapped at the animal, terror knifing through her. She wasn't going to let him stick that barb in her cunt no matter how hot or how aroused she was.
When she reached the doorway again, Shari realized the danger had passed. Bodego was no longer interested in her. As she fell down on her ass and turned around, she saw the big Airedale curled up near the stairs, his head dipped down to his hindquarters. He was licking his cock and balls.
"What's happened to me?" she wondered out loud, putting her hands to her burning forehead.
Shari felt confused as she lay there in the living room.
It was some time before she regained her sense of reality and staggered to her feet. It was as if she'd smoked too much pot! Shari braced her hands against the kitchen doorway and inhaled sharply, clearing her head of all those fuzzy, erotic thoughts that had brought her to this!
As she walked cautiously past Bodego, she marveled at how quickly he had brought himself off. Even as hot as he was, Jack had taken his time about cumming, had even stopped himself from shooting several times. But dogs… they didn't seem to want to prolong the act at all. They… how stupid! There she was, standing in the living room thinking about animals, and she had done it with a dog only once. And once was more than enough. No more. Bodego would have to find someone else. Maybe Wendy. Maybe her cousin would be daring enough to get down on all fours and let the animal mount her. It would probably be about the only thing Wendy hadn't done.
Shari climbed the stairs slowly. No one would know, not even Wendy. This was something too terrible for her to share with anyone. It was an accident, a terrible accident and what had happened would never occur again.
She walked down the upstairs hallway to her room. She stopped by her mother's door and pressed one ear to it. No sounds. Thank God, she had not been awakened by all that fuss downstairs! Shari tiptoed back to her bedroom, cracked open the door and peered in. Wendy was still sleeping, her even breathing filling the room. She was still on her belly, the fucking movements having stopped.
Shari closed the door quietly behind her and crept to her bed.
Shari buried her face in the pillow. Exhaustion made her fall asleep quickly. Tomorrow. She would think about all those terrible things tomorrow when things were much clearer. Now, her mind was still whirling about.
"Jack… uhhhh, Bodego."
How strange. The images of both the man and animal were blurring.
Shari smiled. She drifted off, thinking about the big hunk of man fucking her in the park, feeling the animal's fur against her legs as he licked off her cunt. It had been a long, exciting night for the girl.

***

The next morning Janet was up early, having just fought off another erotic dream. She had climaxed just as some faceless man had fucked her silly. It had seemed so real… someone breaking into her room, holding her down after having stuffed a pair of panties into her mouth. And then… and then he had fucked her, torn her dressing gown off as if it were tissue paper and fucked her. She had felt his legs pressing painfully against hers, felt his hot hairy chest rubbing over her tits while his cock plowed through the mushy mess of her cunt.
And how she had loved it. Screaming at first, she found herself holding onto the big man in fear of him leaving her.
"What am I doing? What am I going to do?"
She put her hands to her face, thinking about her daughter, her niece. How could she provide moral guidance when she was on the brink of a break-down? It was laughable to think of herself like this, sitting upright in her bed in the bright morning sun while her cunt throbbed and pulsed, slackening after having climaxed in a dream! She was behaving like some silly teenager having just discovered the wonderful world of fucking.
With effort, Janet slipped her legs over the side of the bed, drawing her gown over her tits. Of course, there was Bodego – that faithful, wonderful dog who would more than likely enjoy licking her off again. He couldn't talk, couldn't tell the neighbors about how hot the mistress was, how she enjoyed having her cunt licked.
"Got to get up."
Wendy and Shari were already running about the house when Janet came downstairs. It was a beautiful morning. Moving to the sink, she looked out the window and saw Bodego leaping around outside, playing with his shadow. She felt embarrassed, defeated. It was as if someone had put the mark of shame on her forehead for all to read.
"I put him outback, Aunt Janet," Wendy piped up, rushing into the kitchen with a glass of milk in one hand. "He was acting really weird… you know, nosing me and all that."
Janet felt as if the girl were accusing her. She was about to say something in defense, then stopped herself. Of course neither of the girls could possibly suspect what had been going on. And she would have to keep it that way. Maybe she should call the pound today when Wendy and Shari were gone and have the dog carted off. They could buy a new one. Neither of the girls apparently cared much one way or the other for the friendly Airedale.
Bodego barked, his voice sending shivers up and down Janet's spine.
Janet forced herself away from the window. She saw that the girls had made their own breakfast.
"In a hurry today?"
"Oh, we thought we'd go down to the shopping center and look at a couple of the new sport shops. They've got some really neat things down there," Wendy said, her eyes wide with life and excitement.
Shari was almost sulking behind her cousin. The guilt of having been licked off by the Airedale last night hung more heavily over her head than she would have thought.
"Are you feeling well, dear?" Janet said, noticing her daughter's silence.
"Just a little tired, Mother," Shari replied, trying to brighten herself a little.
Janet and Shari jumped suddenly. Bodego was leaping up on the door, his body weight rattling the glass.
"Oh, let him in," Janet said to Wendy as she moved to the refrigerator to take out some orange juice.
The woman didn't notice how her daughter had cringed when Bodego trotted in, his long pink tongue hanging from one corner of his mouth.
He swarmed around Janet's feet panting loudly. She felt a paw on her leg, felt the bump of his shoulders. It was too much. It was as if he were announcing to the world what they had done.
"See, Aunt Janet? I think you oughta get him spayed or something."
Wendy was right. Janet kicked him, then moved back to the refrigerator while Shari disappeared into the living room. Wendy was finishing up on her toast, gabbing about the latest styles in girls' clothing. Janet hardly heard her. She felt the dog eyeing her as she put bread in the toaster.
Janet shooed him away with her bare feet. Tired of her rejection for the moment, Bodego loped away into the other room. Janet heard her daughter cry out and apparently shove the animal away.
Damned dog! Janet thought, unaware that her lips were curling up into a smile as she finished up washing the breakfast dishes.
After some time Shari bustled into the kitchen, opening the refrigerator door and fishing around for some pop Janet eyed her daughter's pleated white tennis skirt and skimpy halter top disapprovingly. Shari was practically naked. That thin white material almost showed everything!
"You're not planning on going out like that, I hope," Janet said, folding her arms over her tits and leaning against the sink.
"Why not?" Shari asked, idly pouring some juice into a glass.
"Well, it leaves you… it makes people wonder about you," Janet said, searching for the right words.
"Oh, everybody goes around exposed nowadays."
Janet rubbed her palms on her gown.
"Yes, I suppose they do. But I can see your panties. That skirt is too short."
Janet felt the blood rushing to her cheeks. How could she be pointing a finger at her daughter while she was guilty of… of that filthy act?
"I could go around with no panties if you want," Shari said, her face looking impish.
"I don't want any sass from you, young lady," Janet said, feeling her anger rising. She was growing uncomfortable, lecturing her daughter on some dress code while she… no, she wouldn't think about it again. Thoughts like those drove her wild, made her squirm.
"Well, I don't know what you want from me any more, Mother," Shari replied.
Janet bit her lip. Why couldn't they be more civil to one another? Lately, it had been harder and harder to talk with her. Janet had given up everything for her daughter. And now she was getting sharp words and a dog to love her. It made her bitter, made her want to cry out.
"Wendy and I thought about going out again tomorrow," Shari said, not looking at her mother.
"I thought staying out late last night would be enough for a month," Janet countered.
"I'm old enough, Mother. Don't you think watching me this closely is pretty silly?"
"I… I don't know. Maybe you're right," Janet said, feeling as if she were losing her grip on the situation. "We'll talk about it later. My nerves are a mess this morning."
Janet started to turn away, glad the interview was over. She couldn't take much more of her daughter's sass. Let her go outside dressed like that. She'd soon find out what men would do to her. And if she ever came home pregnant, if she ever…
Janet found she was curling her fingers into two fists, beating them softly against her thighs. She was shaking all over. It had to be that damned dog. She couldn't stop thinking about what she'd done, how she'd spread herself open for that dog's awful tongue. Janet wanted to say something more as she watched Shari's pert ass wag up the stairs. She wanted to apologize for jumping down her throat like that. But she strode angrily into the kitchen instead, hating herself all the while.
Noon found the house pretty much empty. Shari and Wendy had left for the shopping mall, leaving Janet alone in the big cool empty house. Janet moved through the rooms like a ghost, trying to sort out the various confusing thoughts that jumbled together. It was impossible. At the base of her problems Janet knew what she needed was a man, a man with a big dick who could give her what she'd been needing for years.
The thought of being fucked, of even being touched by a man, made her groan. Not worrying about arousing her daughter's or niece's suspicions now, Janet rushed to the wet bar, pulling out some cubes from the ice chest and half filling a tall glass with bourbon and water. Good old reliable bourbon. Liquor never demanded anything from her, never sassed her back, never mocked her. Janet took another swig, feeling the pleasant buzzy feeling taking over.
"Ummmm…"
Though she tried not to, she was gulping the drink. She needed it now. Was that such a terrible thing to admit? Janet felt blue about the corner her life had been shoved into. A woman needed more than what she had. She wondered what it was like to go out on a date. It had been so long. She wanted to meet men, to let them admire her.
Janet took another swig of her drink. How comfortingly it burned down her throat to her stomach. Janet wondered what it would be like to talk to a man… really talk, like she and her husband used to do on their dates.
More bourbon.
Maybe she had no right to feel sorry for herself. She was free to go out in the world and look for affection. But the thought of appearing sleazy, of bringing scandal down on her and her daughter stopped Janet.
The woman drank more of the liquor, giggling now. How could she lecture her daughter on morality, on the shortness of her skirt when she… she would have given anything to have the courage to put on something like that and parade her ass around town! How eyebrows would rise! The neighbors would cluck their tongues disapprovingly while men – yes men, plenty of them – would be staring at her. Janet rubbed the smooth cool edge of the glass against her lips, thinking about those men. She thought about their cocks, about how those pricks would fill up with blood, stiffening, pushing up against the fronts of their trousers while their balls rose high in their sacs.
Janet climbed the stairs, feeling as if she were pulling the world behind her.
In the bedroom, she took off her shoes and skirt and lay back on the bed, rubbing the backs of her legs against the silken coverlet. Outside, everything was still. It was as if the world had decided to take an afternoon nap.
"Ummmm…"
The glass was almost finished.
Janet was feeling somewhat sleepy. It was the thought of sex and men that had kept her from dozing off right now. She hadn't wanted to think of sex, of fucking. But there it was, coming back at her no matter how she tried to block it out. The memory of the night before was far too vivid and too hot to ignore. It had been the first time in a long time she had reached a climax while completely awake. It was wonderful, had nearly knocked her out of her mind. Somehow, almost miraculously, it seemed her sexual hunger had been suppressed all those years. Only dreams, those terrible, wonderful dreams, were what she had to look forward to. It made her wonder why she had waited all those years to let something like that happen to her. And with a dog!
Another sip, and the liquor was gone.
She could go downstairs and fill up. But it was far too pleasant just sitting here half naked in her bedroom, thinking about sex, about what it would be like to have a man on top of her right now.
The bourbon was warming her belly. Janet passed one hand down her body in sympathy with that glow. She was tickling her smooth skin, warming the mound covered by her silken cuntal hairs. It was so good feeling those hairs. How hot she was even now! The light touch of her fingers made her pussy tremble, quiver under her hand.
Janet smiled, closed her eyes, and moved the other hand up to her big, firm tits. The touch gave her a chill. At first she thought about not touching herself any more. But she kept her hand there anyway, thumbing her nipple until it grew hard and pushed up out of the surrounding areola. The effect was electric. She sensed more tension in her body. Was she going to masturbate, finger herself while thinking of men?
It seemed so silly, so futile to do this. And yet what other way was there for a frustrated woman? She started rocking her hips, her eyes closed, as juice began to seep from her hot cunthole.



CHAPTER EIGHT


"Ummmm…" Janet smiled a lazy smile, her hands wandering all over her body.
The bed began to groan while the headboard rattled against the wail. The blonde woman was feeling high, spacey as her fingers worked up her body. When she rocked her hips faster, the heat spread out from her pussy. Juice leaked out. She was burning for more sexual release, for more sensation between her legs.
Janet's breathing had become shallow, rapid. She licked her dry lips, tossing her head against the pillow. The hand that rested on her belly trembled. She knew what she wanted to do with it. Biting down on her lower lip, she pushed her hand down, down until her fingertips were sliding over her puffy, greasy cuntlips. Janet jerked as if someone had slapped her, her knees propping up, then slowly sliding back down to the mattress. She dragged the balls of her feet over the coverlet while spreading her thighs farther apart.
Janet dipped a finger into her cunthole.
"Ummmm…"
The feeling was immediate and intense. She arched her back. Her face was a mask of intensity. Her eyelids closed tightly. The cords stood out against her neck. Janet was finger-fucking herself, scraping those sensitive, slick folds and hollows inside her pussy. Gasping with delight, she moved her finger around, feeling her pussy, wondering if a man's cock could feel the same thing when he fucked a woman.
"Cock… fuck…"
The words made her shiver even more. She needed someone, something to take care of her. It was so ridiculous, so lonely, doing something like this. She was a woman, a mature woman who was alone now, lying spread-eagled on her bed, fucking herself with her fingers when there were probably thousands of men out in Los Angeles who would have given their left nut to fuck her.
"I have to get up," she panted, sitting up, feeling terribly dizzy.
Turning, Janet saw herself in the mirror – a lonely, confused, and very attractive woman. She had been finger-fucking herself, feeling high, sexy. No wonder she looked as if she were about to rape the first male who walked by.
Janet heard something that made her freeze, made her cross her arms over her tits and shrink back. There was some scratching outside her bedroom door, some whimpering. It was Bodego. He must have heard her, must have smelled her while she had been playing with herself. He wanted in, wanted to touch her, wanted to… to lick her off again.
Janet felt herself getting up, moving across the large carpeted bedroom as if she were a zombie. It wasn't Janet Grayson doing this. Some dark force, something evil inside her, was doing this. Her right hand stretched out, shaky fingers grasping the doorknob and turning it.
Bodego bolted into the bedroom.
Janet closed the door, standing next to the bureau, wondering what to do. The animal was running around in circles, eyeing the bed, then turning his handsome powerful head and staring at her.
"This can't happen again… I can't handle it if it does," she said, passing her fingers over her forehead.
Janet teetered, almost gathering enough will power to back out of the bedroom and rush outside. Then her plight came back to her. Rush out to what? There wasn't a man waiting for her, his arms outstretched, his broad chest offering a place where she could lay her head on. There was nothing out there except a sassy daughter and a whorish niece.
Janet groaned, feeling something between anger and despair. All right, why not? Why should society shake its finger at her? Why should she worry about society and what it thought of what she did? It was nobody's business other than her own. Society, her daughter, her niece had done nothing for her except upset her. Well, now she was going to enjoy herself no matter what others might think.
"Ohhhh, Janet Grayson, you should be ashamed of yourself."
But she couldn't help smiling as she pronounced those words. Janet moved to the bed, sliding up, resting her head against the headboard and watching as the dog bolted up onto the bed, butting her thighs apart with his black muzzle.
"Oooooh!"
She stretched her arms out wide, clawing at the smooth coverlet while sliding her ass from side to side. She was juicing, wetting down her panties. Bodego was lapping at the band of nylon pressing against her hot, swollen cuntlips. The sexy swath of his tongue over the stretched, thin material was almost too much for her to stand.
Janet raked her fingernails over the bedspread while grinding her teeth. The dog was growling deep in his throat. She peered at him, watching that fuzzy head bobbing up and down between her white, firm thighs. It was a sight she couldn't believe. And yet it was a sight that excited the hell out of her!
"Ohhhh God! No, no, it's good, oh so good!" Janet shamelessly gasped.
She was rubbing her legs harder against the coverlet, rolling her head from side to side. She gasped for air, feeling as if she were choking from the rising excitement. The bed squeaked and groaned with her movements. Her heels dug into the mattress as she squirmed around.
"Ungnhhhhhh…"
Bodego was snapping at her cunt, twisting his head around and biting at the nylon. He was careful to keep from hurting her, concentrating his attention now on her juice-soaked panties.
Janet couldn't believe it. He was ripping the briefs from her, snatching her panties from her thighs. She heard tearing sounds.
"Oh Bodego, Bodego," she whispered, her words turning into cries of delight as the animal kept ripping the wet, silken material from her thighs.
In a few minutes the animal had stripped her thighs, torn her panties, until shreds of silk hung from her waist. Her cunt was exposed now. She could feel the slick inner surfaces of her pussy rubbing together as she wormed higher on the bed.
Bodego jumped, his paws striking her thighs. Janet opened her eyes wide, staring right at him. Her lover, her answer to all these years of frustration, of sexual denial. And there he was, a fuzzy, big dog with a knobby boner slipping out of his cocksheath again. Janet swore she would have to be careful this time. She had almost let him fuck her last time, had almost committed an act even she would have trouble justifying. She was going to be good, just let him touch her the way she liked. His tongue, that wonderful tongue, would be the answer.
"Ohhhh yes, yes, Bodego, right… th-there, right there!"
Janet sighed, feeling as if the world had exploded with ecstasy. The first touch of his tongue had made her stomach buck with excitement. She wasn't going to hit him, wasn't going to scream the walls down for help. This time Janet knew she was willingly accepting him, wanting him to do all those awful things that would make her feel so good!
"Ummmm…"
Janet gasped for breath, her throat becoming tight, her mouth dry… as tight and dry as they had become that fateful night when Bodego first attacked her.
Attacked? Janet laughed, her laughter turning into a choked cry and whimpery gasp as the dog touched a particularly sensitive spot. He hadn't really attacked her. Unconsciously she must have encouraged him, done something to let him know she was ready for… for this!
"Noooo!"
She pounded the mattress, her fingers clawing at the coverlet frantically. She was growing hotter and hotter by the second. That wonderful, crazy Airedale knew what to do to her. He knew what buttons to push, what areas of her cunt to lick and when to drive her half-mad with desire!
And what was unbelievable was that she was opening her cunt to him. There could be no mistaking about what was going on now. She had fallen back on the bed and slowly let her knees sag apart. She was letting this happen, inviting him to dive in and enjoy himself.
The dog took her up on her invitation. He went wild, his tongue slopping over the tender inner flesh of her thigh. Each long, hot lick brought more floods of juice from her cunt.
Janet tightened her ass muscles, jerking her ass off the bed and wagging it. She was going to be his bitch, his mate for this session. He could do what he chose to with her.
The woman was whimpering through her flared nostrils, her forehead beaded with sweat while her face became a mask of intensity.
"Yes, oh yes! Lick me… there!"
Janet let her knees part. She was opened all the way.
The dog was quiet suddenly, having backed away. It was as if he were studying her, staring at her cunt.
Janet couldn't take it. She needed touching, needed that insistent, wild thrill of his tongue sloshing in and out of her pussy.
The woman inched her knees back, worming her ass all over the bed. Her movements were enough to draw the dog's attention back to tongue-fucking. He nuzzled his black snout once more between her wet, puffy cuntlips. He was smelling her pussy again, tasting and smelling her. Gently his long dark pink tongue slipped in, shoving aside the moist pussymeat, touching her clit, making the woman cry out again and again, shattering the quiet of the large empty house.
"Unghhhhhh…"
Janet was prancing her ass around the bed, making the headboard slam loudly against the wall now. She didn't care if the Goddamned walls shattered behind her now. Her cunt was on fire – tight and on fire, convulsing each time Bodego curled his tongue and drove it into her hot bundle of cunt-fur.
"Bodego… Bodego!" She was breathing his name as if he were her lover. In a way he was. No one had ever done this to her… not quite in the same way.
Now Janet didn't even want to really think about what was happening to her. She knew there was an animal between her shivering white thighs. And yet it was somewhat better if she kept her eyes closed.
"Oh, oh, oh!"
How strange, how confusing! At times she loved thinking about how she was degrading herself, letting herself sink to the terrible level of having a dog making love to her. At other times during this session, Janet blocked her mind from the reality of the situation. It was just something rubbing against her cunt, pushing her up toward orgasm. It was nothing worse than a form of masturbation.
The woman bounced back and forth, begging the dog for more stimulation. Her hands stretched down to her belly. She felt the dog's pointed nose, felt his mouth, the hot, wet sharpness of his fangs.
She fought for breath. Janet whimpered as loudly as Bodego, feeling with her fingers at the squishy mess between her legs. How strangely exciting it was to feel Bodego's tongue making love to her!
She thought of a dick again. She thought of how it would feel to have a man's hot, thick cock reaming her out, feel his balls slapping against her ass while his fingers pressed against her tits, flattening the resilient flesh, pinching her nipples until… until she came with a mind-blasting climactic force!
"Jesus… ohhh, good dog, good doggie…" Janet panted.
Janet moved her ass up again, giving the animal more of her cunt to lick. She flattened her feet against the mattress, her body forming a bridge over the bed. She felt her ass trembling, hanging there in mid-air and shaking while her cunt winked open and shut with sexual heat.
Now he was bathing the very bottom of her buttocks with hot spit. He moved his tongue back, back into her asscrack. Was he trying to get at her shitter? Was he trying to lick back into her bowels, to… she had never had anyone really touch her back there. Just the thought of having an animal licking her asshole made the woman cry out.
"Oh noooo!"
She was close, very close. It was incredible to think of what was happening now. She was going to climax again, cum in the dog's maw. It would be the second time in a row. She could imagine herself prowling around dog pounds, rattling the cages, trying to break into the compound to try out different dogs. Did German Shepherds lick differently than Airedales? What about Dobermans, Russian Wolf-hounds? Then the woman thought about dogs fucking in two's, packs, fucking in the streets, the gutters, in backyards.
"Unnghhhh!"
His pink tongue was driving so shamelessly, so wonderfully up and down her dark pink crack. Her clit burned from the steady lapping friction. She fanned her fingers out along Bodego's furry neck. She was panting harder than ever, inching her knees back, pulling them up until she felt them touching her tits. Her cunt was spread all the way open, spread the way she should be spread for a man!
"No! No!"
Close, so close! The burning itching rush of sensations was growing more and more concentrated. Her head buzzed with excitement while sweat ran and burned into her eyes. She tossed her head like a madwoman from side to side, blonde strands splashing across her face and tangling around her throat.
"Cum, cum…"
The words made her shiver. She was asking the dog to cum with her. She wanted to feel him shooting as she tottered off the edge.
Every tiny hollow, every fold of her cunt was exposed now, the dark rich moist meat lapped again and again by the animal's tongue.
Bodego growled louder, nuzzling and licking while he pressed his nose against her soaked cunt. Janet gasped and babbled to him as he fucked her with his maw. She brought her feet together at the sides of his head, touching him with her toes. She wanted to feel her body completely covered by the animal. And for one wild moment Janet thought about letting him fuck her. What would it be like for her to be on her hands and knees, her tits hanging down and nearly touching the sagging mattress while the dog started to climb on her body and drive his dick in?
"No!"
Janet shook her head, knocking such thoughts from her mind. That was going too far. She would never allow that to happen. Still, she had let him do this, moving her ass up, letting him feed on her cunt to his delight.
"Uhhhh… oooooohhh!"
Janet didn't care about anything anymore, at least for the moment. She was going to cum. She could feel it winding up, feel that whirling ball of sexuality slipping, unraveling deep in her body. She was only moments away from that white-hot madness.
"Ughhhhhh!"
Janet pitched wildly on the bed, her body jerking and nearly knocking the dog off. Then she straightened out, pounding her legs against the mattress, beating her fists against her thighs. She needed release from the terrible hot pressure between her legs!
Seeing her urgency, Bodego went into the final rounds of his licking.
That was all Janet needed. She bucked her ass against the Airedale's powerful jaws. His teeth cut her slightly. Babbling groans of delight came from her throat. She raked his fur with her fingers, pulling him against her harder. If only she could have something in her, something fucking her cunt, trenching her out, going all the way inside her cunt.
"Noooooo!"
The thought brought her over the edge. Her eyes glazed over, rolling into her head while a strangled cry came from her throat. Janet was cumming, cumming hard and slow. She could have died doing this. All sensations were gone except the powerful itchy ache that had exploded suddenly.
"Wawwwwhwhhhhhh!" Janet cried as the convulsions tore through her cunt.
The woman bucked and pitched crazily, screaming, tearing at the air with her fingers. Somehow the big dog managed to stay on top of her, his fore-paws still braced against her juice-slick thighs, his maw buried in her cunt.
When Janet finally opened her eyes again, she found herself alone… alone as she had always been. Not even that wonderful dog wanted to stay around after he had had his way with her.
She sighed, staring at the ceiling. It was blank, as blank and bleak as her life. She wouldn't think about it. Thoughts like that would drive her to drink, or something far worse. Her daughter. Shari was enough to live for… at least for the moment. Janet didn't even want to think about what would happen when Shari left home for college or marriage.
She sat up, her head spinning around and around. Janet felt warm, relaxed. It was that warm glow, that wonderful glow she used to have when she and her husband had fucked like crazy. Of course this time she had rolled in the sack with a dog.
"God."
Janet sat on the edge of her bed, eyeing the animal who was licking himself.
The attractive blonde thought of her daughter. There was so much to tell her. And yet when she thought of her own feelings, Janet blushed.
How could she warn her daughter about the dangers and frustrations involved in stifling natural urges without encouraging the girl to become a whore?



CHAPTER NINE


The next few days passed uneventfully. Janet kept away from Bodego, shaking her finger at him whenever he appeared to be losing control and wanting to lick her. Finally he kept outside, rarely scratching at the back door to be let in.
Wendy and Shari seemed to be in a high state of excitement. They were always whispering, growing quiet whenever Janet drew near. She wished she could be part of their world, sharing their secrets. But that was the unenviable part of being a parent – exclusion from a good part of your child's life.
Janet sighed again, feeling that pressure building up between her legs.
No, no, not again, she vowed, staring at her image in the mirror one night while brushing her hair. Wendy and Shari were going to the movies again. She had relented, unable to stand her daughter sulking around the house. Bodego was outside, scampering around the neighborhood searching for bitches in heat the way he should. Janet felt tears welling up in her eyes. She was in heat. But a bitch? The woman ground her teeth together, feeling the sexy, slippery slide of her cuntlips as she thought about the dog, thought about how his tongue would feel right now parting her cuntal cleft. She could embrace him now, could rub her legs against his head, could… but that was not going to happen again. She couldn't let herself sink to that terrible level again. God help her, she couldn't do this again!
Shari had barely thought about saying good-bye to her mother. She had managed somehow to look a little bored as she slipped out of the house with her cousin Wendy.
As they walked toward the shopping mall, Shari thought her feet weren't touching the ground. She was high, sexually high. She kept thinking about Jack, about the way he fucked her several nights before. It was so good, so very, very good. Thoughts of the young stud had blotted out temporarily her thoughts about Bodego and what had happened in the living room.
An accident, Shari kept repeating to herself as she walked briskly toward the bright lights of the parking lot.
"Do you want to… to do it with Greig this time?" Wendy said, suppressing a giggle.
Shari blushed. She hadn't thought about switching partners. Well, that wasn't quite true. Once or twice during the day, she wondered what Jack's friend was like in the sack. Wendy hadn't said much, except that his dick had nearly reached her throat… or so she felt. Well, that was nothing different from Jack. That stud could have split her open if her cunt weren't so elastic.
"I… I don't know. I don't think it's right if we…"
"Oh, come on Shari," Wendy said impatiently, brushing back her hair and smoothing her hands over her slender thighs. Her blue eyes sparkled with growing excitement as they crossed the street and entered the mall parking lot. "Don't be a prude. After what you've done, you don't have to worry about doing anything immoral. Come on, it might be fun."
Wendy giggled, searching the rows of cars for Jack's. "I guess so."
Shari thought about it, thought about experimenting now with another man. Was she moving too fast? Wasn't passing her cunt around so freely wrong, sluttish? She didn't want to think about it now.
"There they are!" Wendy cried, pointing to two men leaning against a car.
Shari felt a shiver rush up and down her spine, ending in a hot rush between her legs. Her cunt grew warm, moist with excitement. She felt the lips gradually swelling, filling up with blood while her clit popped up from the surrounding flesh. Was she always going to be like this, constantly in heat? Shari fought down that thought as well, trotting behind her more forward cousin.
"Hey, girls. Hungry?" Jack asked, his eyes sparkling with mischief.
Wendy giggled, glancing quickly over at Shari who was blushing furiously.
"Yeah. What've you got in mind?" Wendy asked.
How could her cousin be so daring? Shari bit her lip, wondering if she had gotten herself into something more than she could handle.
"Come on in. We've got some things over at our place that'll relax you. It's gonna be a fun night," Greig said, winking at Wendy, then turning to Shari and studying her small frame.
Shari stepped into the rear of the car, Jack sliding in behind her. She felt like a piece of meat, something the men were going to chew on then throw away. The thought apparently hadn't occurred to Wendy who slid right up next to Greig in the front seat.
"I've been thinking about you a long time," Jack said as they got underway.
Shari felt his arm snake around her shoulders, felt his fingers moving over her neck. Her flesh crawled with lust as he drew her closer. She felt his breath against her throat, felt one hand on her lap, snaking under her skirt, reaching for her panties. What a surprise he was going to get! No panties! It was something she and her cousin had decided on at the last second.
Jack shuddered the moment his fingertips touched her naked cunt, brushed over the moist bottom junction of her cuntlips.
"You'd better hurry, Greig. I'm ready to go," Jack said in a husky voice.
During the drive to their apartment, Jack was busy kissing Shari passionately, his tongue shoving down her throat, his fingers roaming freely over her cunt. The young blonde experienced many mini-climaxes, her cunt muscles clenching tightly around his invading fingers as they played teasingly around her wet flesh. How her nipples itched! Shari wanted to feel Jack all over her again, wanted to feel his dick rubbing her pussy.
"Oh, oh, oh!"
They arrived some thirty minutes later at a small apartment complex in West Hollywood. It was all Shari could do to swing her legs out of the car and steady herself.
"Come on inside," Jack said, slipping his hand down to Shari's ass.
Shari sucked in a ragged breath when she felt his big fingers pressing against her assflesh. Wendy was giggling behind her as they climbed the stairs of the four-unit apartment house and entered.
"Won't the neighbors notice?" Shari asked, feeling like a criminal.
"Naw. Nobody's ever around that much. Besides, this ain't our place. A buddy of ours let us have it for a while," Jack said, digging down into one of his pockets for the key. "Yeah, we live at home. Didn't think the folks'd like it if we took you up to my bedroom."
Shari smiled, thinking of her own home situation. A flush of guilt made her cheeks redden as the door swung open in front of her. Her mother thought she and Wendy were at the theater when both of them were about to be fucked again. Shari swallowed. She'd think about it tomorrow. Right now…
It was like some orgy straight out of the porno flicks. Jack was nuzzling her neck the moment they stepped into the living room. The door had hardly shut behind them when the young stud started kissing her throat, fondling her tits. He made her feel so small, so naked. Shari was conscious of her tits, her bare legs, her ankles.
"Oh, baby, I wanna fuck you. We both wanna fuck you," Jack whispered in one ear, wetting down her lobes, licking her throat and neck.
"Both?"
What was he talking about? Was it just nonsense? The thought of having two men on top of her was frightening as much as it was exciting. And what about Wendy? Were they going to put her out to pasture while they fucked her?
"Ohhh, I feel so strange."
Shari opened her eyes and saw Wendy and Greig tumbling down onto the floor. She watched her cousin's thighs and legs disappear under Greig's, heard Wendy moaning with delight as her arms wrapped around the big stud's neck. They were close to fucking right now.
In a second Jack was pressing her up against the wall, his strong body crushing her back. Her ass was flattened from the pressure. Shari was breathing heavily, and then not at all. She thought she might scream.
"Oh yeah, yeah!" Jack whispered, kissing her earlobe.
The fear skittered away, replaced by a warm, pulsing sense of excitement spreading through Shari's belly and cunt. She was high, high on sex, high on herself and Jack.
"I… I can't breathe!"
His mouth was teasing hers. She didn't feel so sure of herself any more. The big man was bringing little jabs of excitement to her now with each touch. His hands moved down her sides, tracing her hips, then slid farther down. Shari gasped against his neck. He smelled musky and good!
"Gonna suck your tongue… gonna suck you all over!"
"Suck, suck…" Shari breathed, hearing her cousin Wendy laughing somewhere in front of her.
Shari opened her mouth and shoved her tongue between his lips willingly. She felt him biting and sucking her tongue until she was whimpering through her nose. His hand cupped upward, fingers curled against her cuntal mound. She felt him pushing in far enough for the dampness of her cunt to wet his fingers.
"Ohhh, it's soooo good!"
Shari was panting hard, her heart beating so fast she was sure he could hear it. And the way he was touching her, rubbing her smooth, furry cuntal flesh until he had her begging him for more.
"Come on…"
He led her to the sofa and pushed her playfully onto the cushions. Her sandals were being unbuckled.
Wendy cried out something about taking it easy as Jack crawled on top of her.
"Oh God!"
What was he doing? Oh God, he was sucking her toes now, lapping them wetly with his tongue. He had told her he was going to lick her all over. But Shari had thought it was only talk. But God, he was doing it! For a second she thought of Bodego, thought of that sexy Airedale trying to mount her, licking her legs, ankles and cunt. But that had been an accident. Shari had told herself that several times. She wasn't going to dwell on the fact that a dog had tried to fuck her, had succeeded in licking her off in her own home!
"Unghhh…" Jack was kissing up the back of one calf, licking her all the way. Shari cried out, then found herself being turned around. She was on her belly. Hands were pushing her short skirt up, exposing her naked ass. Jack made some dirty comment about her not wearing any panties.
Wendy cried out. She must have had a dick in her now from the way she was panting. Then Shari felt Jack's stubby, unshaven cheeks wedged between her thighs. His mouth was…
"OHhhhhhh no!"
He was shoving his nose and lips into her butt-crack. His tongue was searching along her sweaty tight crevice, touching her asshole, worming its way into her tight little channel, then wriggling out and fluttering down to her cunt.
Shari thought she was going crazy. He was turning her around again, licking her thighs, stretching up both hands and pushing off her halter. And then Shari felt his mouth against her swelling cunt. Vague guilts and fears assaulted her now. But the sensuality of what was happening right now seemed to override everything else. To have Jack's mouth against her swelling cunt was as important as having air in her lungs. She knew she didn't have the will to stop him. He had her spread open, helpless, as he continued to ravish her.
"Oh no, no, no!"
Shari dug her heels into the soft couch cushions as Jack moved his head from side to side, burrowing deeper between her outer cuntlips. She felt the juices from her pussy seeping from the deepest parts of her slit. The tickling sensation of those kisses between her thighs was so much more delicate than the fucking she'd first had. Never had the girl thought about having a man putting his mouth on her pussy.
"Ohhhh!"
She peered over and saw Wendy stark naked, her hands stretched forward and bracing herself on Greig's body while she was on top, her knees braced against his thighs, her head thrown back. She was riding his dick like a horse, her small tits jiggling with her violent up and down movements. Her eyes were closed while her nostrils flared like those of a mare in rut. Rutting. Her cousin was rutting there right in front of her!
Shari sucked in a shuddering gasp, feeling as if her world were falling to pieces.
Shari cried out. Jack held her cuntlips apart now, scouring each steamy hollow with his tongue. He was exploring her, nosing her, discovering all of her cunt. His strong fingers cut into the muscles just above each of her knees. He spread her inch by excruciating inch. Shari felt as if she were being split in two. And yet the tension added to the steady friction of his mouth against her slick cunt.
Without thinking twice, Shari started moving her hips. It would have been impossible for her not to. It was like when Jack had fucked her for the first time. She dug at the sofa cushion with her hands, tossing her head from side to side. Shari felt the fine strands tangle around her neck and ears. He was sliding up, up, moving his tongue along her navel. She shivered uncontrollably, digging her nails in his scalp, trying to push him away.
"Oh, it's wrong…"
But nothing could have been further from the truth. He caught her head and kissed her hard, flicking his tongue madly in her mouth.
Shari felt floods of hot juice wet her cuntlips. Shari closed her legs, but his touch brought a moan from deep inside her and she let them sag apart so he could find her clit again. Jack rolled a thumb back and forth until she was clinging to his neck like a drowning victim. She whimpered for more, begging him to do things to her.
"Wanna get eaten out again?"
Shari nodded. She didn't care. She felt her breathing go out of control.
He suddenly rolled onto his back, sliding down on the sofa. Shari didn't know how he wanted her, but he was so strong, so sure of himself. The girl let him guide her. She soon found herself straddling his shoulders, knees bent so that her legs were pointed back alongside his body. Jack caressed her body in a dozen places as she tried to do what he wanted. She scooted up higher, feeling uncomfortable and more than a little nervous. Those feelings disappeared, however, when she found herself straddling his head, her cunt peeled open by the strain of her parted knees. He caressed her firm ass. The touch brought shudders of pleasure from her. Her cunt smashed down over his mouth now. Jack brought her down, down until she heard her cuntlips fitting tightly against his chin.
It was a revelation! Shari felt high, dizzy, still falling through a world of touch and smell. Her arms were braced on the sofa as Jack licked her buttocks, then moved back to her throbbing cunt. His teeth cut along the edges of her delicate inner labes.
She threw her head back and groaned. Jack was so damned sexy. His tongue was searching back along her cuntal cleft. She felt it spear suddenly into her cunt. It was slick and hard and pointed like a dick. It stabbed up, then pulled back slowly, then slipped back in. He was tasting her, actually tasting her the way Bodego had.
Shari was going crazy. He traced her backbone, her waist. More of her juices seeped out to wet his cheeks. She cried out again, dizzy with freedom, power. He licked hungrily at her clit. She moved her hips faster, pressing her weight down against him. His teeth cut her more and she liked that sensation.
She cried out desperately, starting to pump her ass in the steady, hunching spasms of fucking. She was fucking his mouth! She was actually fucking his mouth! It was unreal. She let her head hang between her arms and moved her body around like a wild woman.
"Uh… Uuh… uhhghhh!"
Gasps broke from her throat. She couldn't take much more of this. He was having a good time eating her out. But she wanted something harder, something stiffer than his tongue up her cunt.
"Cummmmming!"
It was Wendy, screaming her heart out as Greig fucked her furiously.
Shari wanted to have that, she wanted a cock, a nice long cock in her! Feverish itching thrills burst between her legs. She curled her slender form down, holding the sides of Jack's head while her ass writhed to get all of his mouth, his tongue, his chin.
"Come on, baby, you're hot enough now," Jack said, pushing her away and wiping the juice and spit off his chin.
Shari blinked as he rolled out from under her. Wendy was gone, leaving Greig lying on the floor playing with his hard dick! What had happened? Hadn't he cum? Jack was pulling off his clothes now, crawling back onto the couch.
"She's takin' a pee or something," Greig said to his buddy who had climbed back onto the sofa.
All the rest happened so quickly, too quickly. Shari could feel Jack's dickhead jabbing for her cunt. As his cock found her cunt, he shoved forward harder, working his dick right into her pussy. The thickness and hardness thrilled her tender pussy walls. Jack fucked her hard, reaming her, angling his body forward so his cock would constantly touch her clit.
"Want me to stop now?"
"Nooooo!"
Jack was grunting, shoving his cock deep inside the clutching tunnel of her cunt. His tight-skinned meat slid in on a film of spit and juice. Shari was seeing stars, thinking she was going to pass out while his hairy ass shoved down fast, sending his meat steaming in and out of her cunt.
"Let's do it," Jack whispered back to Greig.
Shari didn't know what was happening. But she felt Jack brace his body. He surged up on his next stroke, twisting his dick all the way out of her hole. His meat sprang free, trembling wildly as he gave his buddy room.
"Oh, no!"
Shari grunted frantically as she felt Greig starting to eat her out, tracing the tip of his tongue along the tense, pulsing, eager edges of her cunt. Shari screamed, beating her fists against Jack. Then Greig pulled back, signaling his buddy to fuck her again.
This was the best, the wildest thing that had ever happened to her in the world!



CHAPTER TEN


"Shove it to her man!"
Greig had pulled his head out. Jack lost no time in fitting his swollen cockhead into her throbbing cuntal crack. He shoved, sending Shari into spasms of ecstasy. His hard inches shoved against her slippery cuntal tissues, making her scream with delight.
"Do it!" she moaned.
"Shit, I told you eatin' her out and fuckin' her'd drive her outta her mind. She's hotter'n her cousin. I could see that the last time. Hope the bitch stays in the john for a while."
Shari was running her hands over Jack's back, shoving her pussy against his cock. Her ass strained upward, shoving her tight hole onto his big rod. She felt his body tensing with pleasure, then shove down. The girl moaned, moving her body in frantic little hunches under him.
Shari could feel his cock slipping around in her cunt with each move they made. The throbbing head of that long shaft pushed and probed deep inside her pussy. As the two of them crushed closer and closer together, every square inch of her skin became alive and hot.
"Man, easy, easy," Greig said.
Greig pulled her thighs apart, shoving his head in and running his tongue around the straining edge of her cock-filled pussy. It was a tight fit. Jack's dick had filled her up and stretched her so wide that Greig had to fight to get his tongue in her. When he had it in place, he could feel spasms running through her cunt.
"Ohhhhh!"
Shari was going wild. A tongue and a cock touching her, stimulating her the way nothing else had ever excited her! Jack pulled back out, pulling his dick from the tight grip of Shari's cunt. The young woman felt her pussy draw together the moment Jack's greasy head popped out.
In a second she felt Greig's wonderful mouth on her hairy box. He was licking his way inside now. She threw her hips into the air, offering her pussy to his mouth. Her clit throbbed against his upper lip as he shoved his tongue into her snatch. She was going to die! Shari knew she couldn't keep up this level of excitement for long.
"She's gonna make it now, man," Greig warned.
Jack didn't wait. He crawled back onto her, holding her down by the shoulders while fucking his dick back into her.
Shari went wild, throwing her hips up as Greig kept his face between their flailing legs. The dick, that tongue, everything was driving her crazy.
"Cummmmmm…" she panted.
In a second she felt herself rocketing over the edge. She locked herself tightly around Jack, so tightly that he raised her up off the sofa when he pulled back for a downstroke. Shari felt her pussy walls clenched down on the fat dick reaming her out. The power of her spasms nearly knocked her out as her clit exploded. Again and again her cunt clenched at his fat cock, going into more spasms. The moment it felt the jizz boil up from his balls and spatter against her cunt walls.
Shari managed to stay conscious, aware of both men around her.
Sounds of the toilet flushing in the bathroom drove Greig back to his original resting position. As she came down from her sexual high, Shari giggled. She was one up on her more experienced cousin. Maybe some day when they were married and respectable, she'd tell Wendy about what her date had done while she was peeing.
"Ohhhhh…"
It was as if everything in the world had come to an end. She lay there, feeling completely drained.
Wendy was lying down next to Greig, rubbing her legs over his hard dick, enticing him to fuck her one more time.
"We… we can't stay too much longer," Shari said, wondering what time it was. Her mother had let them go, but God help them if they were late. With the recent attacks on women in their neighborhood, she knew her mother would be hysterical with fear if she and Wendy stayed out too late.
"Don't worry, baby. We'll get you back on time. Just lay back and enjoy," Jack said, tracing his fingers over her stiff nipples.
Shari sighed, knowing full well her years of innocence were over. There was no way she could ever return to the world her mother had tried to preserve for her. She liked this, loved fucking, loved having a man on top of her, telling her what to do, how to do it! Yes, oh God yes, it was wonderful, sublime!
She snaked her legs around his, loving the sensation of Jack's hairy flesh rubbing against her skin. Yes, yes, this had to be the best thing in the world. Fucking, that was all there was to live for!
With another sigh she closed her eyes, giving herself completely up to the big stud.

***

Janet was frantic. She had proof, proof that something was up between her daughter and Wendy. The theater they were supposedly going to had been shut down since yesterday due to a fire. Janet had just heard it on the news. And here it was, nearly eleven-thirty and still the girls weren't home.
She bit her lower lip, fighting back the tears. She was sure they were out with… with men, fucking, doing all the things she wanted to do so badly. It was unfair, so dirty, so unfair! Janet clenched her fingers, pressing them against her thighs. Of course she could be wrong. It could be her own frantic state of mind, her own panic and frustration that were making her so unreasonable, irrational.
But why would Shari and Wendy stay out if the movie theater were burned? No, there was something else going on, something that aroused her suspicions even more when she thought about the scanty clothes Shari had been wearing lately. Half the skirts she wore nearly revealed her cunt and asshole. If a man were to see that he'd…
Of course that was why she was wearing them. Either they were going out to pick up men or they already had a date and were about to.
"Ohhhhh…"
Janet kicked the sofa in frustration, blinking back the tears. Her sweet daughter out there fucking while she had nothing, nothing except memories.
"Oh God," she whispered, feeling Bodego's warm fuzzy body against hers.
Yes, memories and the animal. She had Bodego, that sexy Airedale who would take care of her cunt. She held her head, feeling her mind whirling about. Why should she be so careful now? Why should she worry about what her daughter cared, about what the neighborhood might think? Her daughter was slutting around with Wendy while the neighbors were doing God-only-knows-what behind their shades. Maybe they were fucking their daughters, their pets!
Janet giggled. Wouldn't it be funny if it were turning out that she were the most moral one on the block?
"Good dog, damn it, you are so good," she said, bending down and leaning against the panting animal.
He was the only thing that stayed close and loyal to her. She rubbed his woolly fur, pressing her head against his. Yes, she was going to do it. She was going to let him… fuck her. Why not?
In her confusion, in her anger, in her desire for revenge against her whoring daughter and the world, Janet slapped her thighs, encouraging the animal to follow her. It was so strange. Bodego seemed able to read her mind. There was no reluctance in the dog's following her upstairs now.
Janet shook her head. She was free, free of all the fears that had prevented her from doing all the things she wanted. Nothing, no one was going to stop her from doing her own thing as the kids say.
Panting with lust, she unbuttoned her blouse, slipping it off her narrow shoulders as she reached the top of the stairs. Next came the halter, falling to the carpeted floor. Bodego stopped each time, sniffing at the discarded clothing, then scampering quickly up to the running woman, not wanting to be left behind.
"Here you go, boy, come on. Come on and have a good feed," Janet said, hardly able to believe her own words.
She was in the bedroom now, half naked. Force of depraved habit had her close and lock the door behind the sniffing, growling animal. But if she had really thought about it, Janet would have left it open, hoping her daughter and niece would find her. She would have a few surprises for them, oh yes she would!
"Come on, boy, come on," Janet said breathlessly, unzipping her skirt and stepping out of it.
Bodego sat down near the bed, his angry red pointed cock starting to snake out of his sheath.
Janet shuddered, watching what was happening, knowing he was going to fuck her. Shoving her thumbs under the elastic waistband of her panties, the woman set her jaw firmly, pushing the briefs down to her ankles and stepping from them.
"Come on, boy, come on. Janet's hot and wants you really badly," she whispered, rolling her ass onto the mattress, then scooting back.
It was shameless, sluttish what she was doing. But what an exhilaration she felt. It was like nothing she'd ever experienced before. Well, that wasn't quite true. The first time she had ever fucked in her life – that was something else! Probably what her daughter was experiencing right now. A painful sensation shot through her. Damn Shari! Damn Wendy! Damn them all!
"Come on, boy."
Janet was burning up with lust, feeling as if her body were about to explode. She was petting him excitedly, feeling her lungs bursting. Bodego had scrambled up onto the bed, stretched out his head and sniffed curiously between her legs.
Janet moved her hand down, down the thinning hair of his chest toward his dick. She wasn't going to go that far. To touch him seemed a little… a little out of place. Let him do it. Let him touch her. He was far better at it.
"Come on, Bodego, come on. I need you," she whispered tightly.
The big Airedale saw her need, her frustration. Whimpering, he crawled up to her, his big sloppy tongue hanging out. Janet spread her legs apart as she'd always done, raising her knees slightly, feeling the resulting tension against her thighs unsticking her cuntlips. This time was just like all the others. But there was an important difference. This time she was going to let the dog go all the way with her. This time there wouldn't be any running away, any second thoughts. Bodego could do what he wanted to her.
"Yessss! Bodego!"
She reached down and pulled her cunt apart with her trembling fingers. It was so daring doing this, peeling herself open for the animal to feed. She wanted that slick tongue of his to touch every soppy inch of her pussy. She didn't want him to leave an inch of it ungrazed. Doggie spit. She wanted to be swimming in dog spit! Bodego growled, then pushed his fuzzy head forward. She felt the familiar touch of his clawed paws against her thighs, felt the touch of his breath as he nuzzled his maw against her swollen cunt. He was licking her cunt as good as he ever did, that wonderful pink orgasm splitting her pussy in two, touching all the secret places she loved to have touched.
Janet cried out, rolling her head from side to side against the headboard now while her ass danced on the mattress. Why couldn't that touch be harder, though. She needed a harder touch. The touch of a dick!
"More, more!" Janet gasped, taking the dog's head and pulling him against her. She wanted his dick, wanted something to take care of that terrible ache. And Janet knew she was going to get just what she wanted.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


"Oh, I love it, love it," she whispered, snapping her head back against the headboard.
The dog was going wild, slopping his tongue harder, faster.
Janet was tossing like a crazy woman on the bed, her body glistening with sweat from her excitement and her violent movements. Her big, high-riding tits slapped together, then rolled apart while the backs of her legs flailed against the mattress.
Bodego stayed between her thighs, licking into her blonde furry crack, watching ihe woman spin farther and farther out of control.
"Good dog, good dog," Janet whispered, her fingers stroking the big animal once more.
She was touching him, drawing her hand down, down his thinning fur, feeling the warrn, tense muscles of his chest, of his belly. She cried out, closing her eyes, wondering how she could be doing this. She was feeling a dog, touching him in spots she shouldn't. Now she wanted to touch his dick, to bring him off.
Her fingers slipped down to his furry sheath. Just the tips touched, the nails grazing over that sensitive hot hunk of flesh. Bodego whimpered, snuggling closer to her, his maw burrowing deeper into her slit.
Janet bit her lower lip, pushed down farther. It was his dick. She could feel something very hot, very smooth brushing over the backs of her probing fingers. The big Airedale was whimpering, rocking his body back and forth, humping his boney knobber against her hand.
Opening her eyes, Janet could see a tiny point of red had peeked out of the sheath. She reached out and started massaging him. It wasn't so very bad. It wasn't bad at all! The ceiling didn't come crashing down. God didn't send thunderbolts slicing into the room. There was just her and the dog in that big house.
She tightened her fingers around the dog's prick and pulled. Bodego whimpered more loudly.
"Oh yes, boy, yes!" Janet cried, her body trembling with wild excitement. "I know how you feel. We're both gonna feel real good in a bit."
It was wild, entering this new world of excitement, of thinking finally of letting something, anything fuck her. And how badly Janet needed a release! Her head was spinning, her cunt throbbing.
Rodego was starting to edge his teeth against the hollows of her thighs. Then he licked his tongue against her cunt again. The woman shivered, arching her back. Her tits jiggled while her legs rubbed sensuously over the coverlet. It was getting time when she had to turn over, to let the dog mount her, drive his cock into her hungry pussy!
"Oh, oh, oh!"
A final shock of fear passed through her. Could she do something like this? Could she actually turn over, stand there on her hands and knees with her ass high in the air and let the dog fuck her? Of course she could. Bodego was the only thing that had remained faithful to her. Her daughter was turning out to be a whore, led to that by her own niece.
Another hot flash. Janet pushed one finger into her cunt and searched around, feeling the dog's tongue laving her knijckles. Her pussy felt so good, and it was so soft inside. Bodego's tongue lapped at her whitened knuckles. She wondered how her pussy would feel to a man's cock.
Cock! Again the thought of having a man on top of her instead of the dog brought a whimpery gasp from her throat. Janet grabbed the dog's fur and pulled his snout into her seeping cuntal pit. She needed something to fill herself with. She didn't care about what her daughter or society would say if they found out. What did they know about sexual frustration, about sacrifice that amounted to nothing? She had done all the right things and everything had gone to hell. Well, Janet wasn't about to let her life drift away any more. She was going to do as she damned well pleased!
"Oh, harder!"
Bodego was concentrating on her seeping cunt. He licked down there continually. Each time he pushed his tongue into the slick folds, Janet tried hard to imagine… imagine a cock. A real cock, a man's cock. Wasn't her daughter out there some place having a ball, fucking her ass out? Why shouldn't she be having the same kind of good time?
"Ohhhhhh…"
Janet thought of a dick just teasing her, slipping in and out of her clutching cunthole. When she tried to move so that it would go deeper, the fantasy dissolved. She could tell that the thing stimulating her pussy was something quite softer than a cock.
Bodego growled and gouged roughly around the edges of her cunt. His broad back humped as his instincts started guiding him. Janet knew what he wanted to do. She sucked in a ragged breath, finding the courage now to accommodate the Airedale.
"Oh God, God…"
Could she really be going this far? The dog was licking at her ass now, wetting each shivering white globe excitedly. The tickle between her legs now was growing excruciating. It had sapped all the strength, all the willpower from the woman's body. She was nothing more than a machine, a machine that needed the oiling of a hot fuck. Oh God, yes, to have something – anything – in her cunt was worth while. Janet tried to keep the image of what was happening to her from her mind. But nothing could do that. She knew very well what was going to happen. And the woman decided that it would take place now.
"Unghhhh…"
Janet rolled onto her belly. Bodego had backed away, then shoved his head between her thighs, butting them apart when she was completely turned around.
Janet smile, opening her eyes. Yes, yes, this was the moment, the point in her life she'd been waiting for. Tucking her knees up and pushing down with her hands, Janet rose from the sagging mattress, her ass tilted high in the air. Rer tits hung down from her chest, pulling excitingly at her flesh. She moaned, wagging her ass as if it were a tail. Her body trembled, her mind whirled about as she listened to the dog's uneven breathing behind her.
What was he waiting for? She had brought herself to this, had somehow managed to stifle every note of morality in her body and now the dog was trying to decide whether or not to fuck her.
At that point Janet felt paws scratching at her buttocks. She held her breath, closing her eyes and digging her nails into the mattress as she felt Bodego's furry underside brush over her. His weight was soon on her back. Claws scraped her flesh painfully. She bit her lip, trying to think only of the wonderful release she was about to have.
"Ohhh…"
She had her back bowed down, her ass thrust out to make his fucking angle easier. Bodego was driving his ass under, tucking it sharply in the instinctive movements of fucking. A thrill filled her chest, knocking the wind from her lungs. Her shapely ass moved, dipped, enticed the animal even more. Janet felt something very hot and slick brushing over her inner thighs. It was wild, exciting! She thought she was going to die!
"Ohhhhh fuck… fuck!"
The woman was babbling, throwing her ass around to urge the dog on.
This was it!
Janet could feel his dick edging down her cuntlips, moving over to the center of her cuntal slit. His forelegs tightened around her while his head nestled in the valley between her jutting shoulderblades. Janet shivered as she felt the red barb penetrate shallowly. He was driving it in. Deeper and deeper that knobby thing slid.
Her eyes widened, her lower jaw slackening as she let out one breath with a whooshing sound and sucked in another, holding it until she felt dizzy. Those bumps! How strange, how wildly different they felt as they slipped past her tense, eager cuntlips. Cuntjuice trickled from her hole, wetting down the animal's furry little balls. Janet shivered, feeling that warm furry body pressing harder against her, feeling that knobby rod skewering her pussy.
"Unnghhhhh!"
Bodego growled, his hindquarters prancing nervously behind her, pressing up against the backs of her legs. Another inch of his doggie dick pushed in. Janet could feel some of his saliva dribbling from his mouth and touching her flesh. Now he started fucking her, really fucking her. She felt his body working back and forth, up and down against hers. His dick was trenching out her hole, his balls rubbing over her buttocks.
"Fuck, fuck…"
He was fucking her hard and fast, his dick rubbing against her clit. Janet felt her orgasm come, peak, drive her over the edge. But the dog. God, he was going to cum, fill her hole with his vile jizz.
In the last moment the woman managed to slide off his dick, falling flat on her face while the fiery chills of her orgasm swept up her belly and through her cunt. She could barely move, hardly crawl from the whining animal. Streaks of something very hot and sticky blasted against her thighs. He was cumming. God, the big Airedale was cumming, firing his load of cum against her. Janet realized she had pulled away just in time.
"No, no!"
Janet swatted back at the large animal, kicking at him, somehow managing to crawl off the bed. It couldn't be. It just couldn't! Now Janet realized she couldn't let the dog touch her again… not even lick her. This had to stop, stop at any cost!
Janet rushed out of the room, feeling as if she were really losing her mind. Bodego stayed behind, curling up possessively on her bed and licking his spent balls.
The woman rushed downstairs, having grabbed her gown and wrapped it tightly around her. Her cunt was seeping hot moisture while her heart pounded. Her climax had been a hard one, one she couldn't enjoy because of her reluctance to take the animal's cum in her snatch.
Standing in the darkness of the kitchen, Janet thought for a long time, her reverie broken by the sounds of her daughter and niece coming up the drive. Envy filled her, quickly followed by anger. How dare they live like that, doing what they pleased while she had to sneak around and try to find satisfaction with a dog?
Janet backed away, her nostrils flaring, her fingers curling into two fists. She had a right to love, to live life to the fullest. Those giggling girls out there didn't know the faintest thing about sacrifice. Well, they had time to learn. It was Janet's turn now to live a little. She calmed herself down, rubbing her sweaty palms on her gown as the rear door opened.
"And then when he… oh, hi, Mom!" Shari said, a little taken aback by her mother's presence.
"Hi, Aunt Janet! We were…"
"Never mind," Janet said, feeling the mixture of doggie spit and juice trickling from her cunt. "You girls are late again. Up to your rooms. There'll be little dating around here for the next few days."
Of course, that doesn't apply to me, Janet thought as the two teens sulked by her.
Yes, Shari undoubtedly was having a good time. Her ass wagged even now as she climbed the stairs. Men, Janet knew, would give anything to lay with her daughter. But would they feel the same way about her? Janet felt a pang of nervousness creep into her. She wasn't going to stop now. She had gone too far, done too much, suffered too long to surrender. There were places, bars she could go to, clubs she could join to meet men. And how her cunt needed men, lots and lots of good, hot hard men.
Standing there in the darkness, Janet found herself smiling. There was going to be a new life for her now, one free of all the fears and guilts that had been hounding her up to now.
She smiled, wondering if Shari could take it.
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