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CHAPTER ONE


Jim had gone to bed, the dishes were done and there was nothing left for Peggie to do but celebrate her anniversary. She sat in her favorite chair and sipped her whiskey and ginger ale as the years since her marriage seemed to play back in her memory. It had been twenty years since she married that skunk and almost fifteen since she'd seen him.
Clark had been a handsome devil, and he had swept her off her feet. Twenty years later, it was hard for her to understand how she had let herself be so foolish. She thought she could change Clark
and turn his wild boyishness into responsible manhood. Well, what the hell, she had only been seventeen at the time.
Soon after the marriage she had become pregnant and Clark began to show his true colors. As her belly swelled with the child, Clark became more and more like a child himself, so when he split shortly after Jim was born, she didn't even care. After all, one child was enough.
Peg was feeling the drinks. Some celebration: sitting home all alone and getting potted, but she was enjoying it. She had her share of fun, she still looked sensational at thirty-nine and had a lot of guys chasing her. But she was sentimental and thought it would be fun to stay home and think about those years that were passed.
She stood up on wobbly legs and climbed the stairs with her drink still in her hand. Jim had been closing his door at night for the past few years, but now Peg wanted to take a look at the boy who reminded her of that man whom she hadn't seen for almost twenty years. Jim had his father's long, lean body and his dark brown hair. Peg didn't know for sure, since he'd been dressing with his door closed lately, but she was willing to bet that he had his father's fantastic prick, too.
Peg giggled as she remembered Clark's huge cock. Was that why she'd married him? Well, it was
part of the reason. She stood in front of her son's closed door and listened. She heard his steady, deep breathing and knew that he was sound asleep. After taking another sip, she pushed open the door.
Light from the hallway flooded over the boy's bed. Peg gasped as she saw the lump sticking up under the covers right over his crotch. Jim's face was relaxed and still, but Peggie knew that he must have been dreaming about girls. As Peg stared at that lump, she was reminded more than ever of the boy's father. Judging by the prick throbbing under those covers, he had everything the old man had and maybe even more.
Through her alcohol daze, Peg felt her body tingling with lust. She was a passionate woman and now she was particularly horny because she hadn't been fucked in almost a week. She knew she would have to do something about the tickling in her cunt and the hot liquid oozing out of it.
Holding her drink in her left hand, she lifted the front of her dress and put her hand on the warm, plump mound of her pussy. Immediately, she felt the waves of pleasure that were so important to her. As the moist heat of her pussy dampened the palm of her hand, she felt drawn to the sleeping boy. Of course, she couldn't use his body to satisfy her needs, but, God, it was tempting. At least she
could look, she thought as site crept closer to him.
As she approached the bed, she could see that his prick was indeed throbbing as the covers reacted to each pulse. Peg dug her fingers deeper into the soft flesh of her hairy pussy as her whole body began to ache for release. She felt the lips of her cunt spread as they became filled with blood, and the crotch of her panties was soaking in the slippery fluid that was running from between those lips.
She pulled her hand from her crotch just long enough to slip it into the waistband of her undies, then she grabbed the naked mound. There was no other choice now but to rub herself off and she knew that she didn't want to tear herself away from the sight of her son's cock.
Right there, a few feet away from the sleeping kid, Peg slipped her middle finger up her cunt. The familiar feeling of that wet tube stretched around her finger, and the jolts of pleasure that were rising through her, made her shake and shiver with joy. She stirred her finger around in the confines of that narrow passage until she was breathing so hard she was afraid she would wake the poor kid. That would be something; to have the boy wake to see his mother standing over him with her finger up her snatch.
Peg dug deeper up her cunt, massaging the wet
satin lining of that chamber. Her eyes traveled from the boy's face, where Peg looked to see if he was showing any signs of waking, to the bulging prick under the covers. He seemed to be sleeping as deeply as before, so Peg began to feel brave enough to reach out and touch that throbbing cock. She put her drink down on his dresser, took a step toward the bed and reached out.
Lowering her hand ever so slowly, Peg held her breath against the raging lust in her body. When she felt the wool cover touch her fingers, she held her hand still and felt the twitching of the cock as it beat against her. Peg's mind was reeling with the weirdness of this masturbatory session and the thrill of touching the prick that reminded her of her husband's.
The prick was throbbing with such violent jerks that Peg was reminded of the time when fucking had been new to her. The guys she fucked these days were good, but their dongs didn't have the energy and strength of the one right under her hand. Its power made Peg soar to the heights of passion.
Her finger was still diddling her cunt as she felt the action of her son's prick, but she wasn't satisfied. It she hadn't been drinking all night, she might have had the nerve to caress his cock, but in her present condition all she was concerned about
was her own lust.
Closing her fingers slightly on the throbbing lump, she thought she could feel the fat head of his prick, but she couldn't be sure.. Oh, how she wished she could reach down beneath the blankets and take the naked rod in her hand.
Peg began to feel the first stirring of an orgasm. If it weren't for the alcohol, she would have come before this, but drinking always made her last longer and usually she was glad it did. This time, though, she was afraid she was going to lose control of herself; so the sooner she came and got out of there, the better.
Suddenly, Jim began to move. In a fit of terror, Peg let go of his prick and stood back, but she was powerless to pull her hand from her cunt. Her heart almost stopped even as the passion of her masturbatory fingering was bringing her to the pinnacle of pleasure. Fortunately, the boy didn't waken. He merely settled down again, and his prick kept throbbing.
Peg was almost out of her mind with ecstasy as her orgasm mounted and she became aware of deep moans escaping from her opened mouth. In order to silence herself, she pulled one big, floppy tit out of her blouse and lifted it toward her face. Her tits were easily big enough to get into her mouth; it was one of her favorite masturbation tricks, so she
crammed it in now to muffle her cry's of pleasure.
Holding her tit in her mouth and reaming her twat kept both hands busy, so she wasn't able to touch his cock.
Peg felt her nipple stiffen in her mouth as she licked it with fast swipes of her tongue. Nibbling on it produced a pleasurable sensation. She stood there shaking with her tit in her mouth and her hand in her pants and came.
The electric current of ecstasy ran through her body, bringing incredible pleasure to every square inch of her. Her cunt felt like a sun radiating sexual bliss as a rush of rapture enveloped her. When she heard her wails of pleasure again, she pushed the tit farther into her mouth and forced herself to keep sucking. She thrust another finger up her cunt and jammed the heel of her hand on the area of her stiff clit.
Being drunk and in the grip of sexual ecstasy at the same time proved to be too much. She wobbled and fell against the boy's dresser. She didn't make too much noise and she caught herself before she stumbled to the floor, but Jim was beginning to stir again, so Peg, with her hand still working her cunt, but her tit flopping loose out of her blouse, made a quick retreat.
She staggered through the hall to the bathroom, where, closing the door behind her, she sank to the
floor and finished masturbating. There on the floor, her climax peaked and began to drain away. When she was released from her fit of lust, she remained there, trying to catch her breath and realizing what she'd done.
That was the first time she'd done anything like that and it made her wonder what was getting into her. If she started lusting after her own son she would be getting herself into something that could bring her to the verge of perversion, and she never thought of herself as anything but normal.
Still lying on the bathroom floor, another thought occurred to her. The last she'd seen of Jim as she left his room, he had been stirring and it looked like he might be on the verge of opening his eyes. Peg could imagine what she looked like as she ran from his room and the thought made her shiver. Well, what did she expect if she were going to do things like that? From now on she would have to watch her step and stay away from the boy with her uncontrolled lust even if it meant no more drinking at home.
By and by, she managed to pick herself up and pull herself together. She pulled her hand from her soaking crotch and wiped the love-juice on a tissue. Now the alcohol was stealing her common sense. Downstairs the lights and TV were on, but she was too far gone to go back down there. She could
barely manage to pull her clothes off and crawl into bed. By the time her head hit the pillow, she was well oh her way to sleep.
When Jim woke the next morning he felt great. He lay between the warm sheets as the lingering memory of his dreams made his already-hard prick tingle. He stretched, then rolled over so his cock was pressed between his belly and the mattress. He had almost decided to jerk off when he noticed that his door was open. A cold feeling went through him as he tried to imagine how the door, which he had closed the night before, was opened during the night.
His prick shriveled and he slipped out of bed. As he pulled his pants on, he saw a glass with a small amount of fluid in it sitting on his dresser. He sniffed the glass and smelled whiskey.
It was clear that his mother came into his room, left the glass and didn't close the door when she left. He wondered why..



CHAPTER TWO


Peg was already sitting at the kitchen table when Jim came in with the glass. He hadn't thought about what to say, if anything, and hoped that his mother would explain. Peg saw the glass as an omen of trouble.
"Good morning," she said with as much casualness as she could. "There's some pancake batter in the bowl and the pan's still hot."
Jim put the glass in the sink, said good morning and began making some pancakes for himself. Peg knew that she'd better say something. The boy obviously knew that she'd been in his mom.
"Did I leave that glass in your room?" she asked. "Someone did," Jim said without expression. "Yeah, welt, you know last night was your father's and my anniversary and I had a few drinks to celebrate. Before I went to sleep, I looked in on you just like I used to when you were small.
Mothers get sentimental once in a while, you know."
Peg thought it was a good speech, but she could feel her face turning red. What if the boy saw her running from his room with her hand in her crotch?
"You don't mind, do you?" she asked.
"No," he said, but Peg could tell by his tone that he felt that his privacy had been invaded.
As they ate, Jim asked his mother to tell him about his father again. It was a familiar question, and she enjoyed telling him about the man who had disappeared forever when Jim was still an infant. She told him again about how they met when Peg was still in school and Clark was a lumberjack. Site told him about how they would go for long walks in the woods and about how they in away to get married.
Telling her son these familiar stories let her relax and forget-about the night before. Of course, she didn't tell him how his father had introduced her to fucking and had changed her life forever, or
how, on those long walks, they would stop several times and fuck until the woods rang with their cries of lust. She didn't mention the fact that his fattier had the biggest and hardest cock she had ever seen until the little episode in his room the night before.
After breakfast, and the stories about his father, Jim want back upstairs. It was Saturday, so he would hang around the house for a while and then go out to find the guys. He went into his room and jumped on the bed. Jim began thinking about his mother again. He still felt uneasy about her coming into his room like she had.
He knew that he had a hard-on in the morning when he woke up, and he wondered if he might have had one when she came in. The thought had a strange effect on the boy. First, he felt embarrassed, but then it began to seem exciting. Finally, he actually hoped that he did have a boner and that it showed through the covers.
Having these thoughts made his prick stiff, and he decided to jerk off before going out. He went to his closet and began pulling his secret stash of magazines out. As he flipped through them, his cock strained against his zipper until he let it out. As he looked down at the monstrous cock, his hope that it was hard and showing when his mother came into his room came back to him. He
knew that his cock was bigger than any of his buddies' and he didn't think his mother had seen many as big.
He grabbed his prick but didn't begin jerking it just yet. First, he wanted to study the pictures of naked women in the magazine until he was panting in desire. As he looked at the tits and asses and spread crotches, he began to think of his mother's body.
She we beautiful, there was no doubt about that. Her red hair and peen eyes made her stand out in any crowd. The way her hair cascaded down her shoulders in big curls, and the way it bounced when she walked, made men turn and look as she strolled down the street.
Jim hadn't seen her naked since before he was interested in girls, but now that he thought about the way she looked when she took him to the beach or when she sun bathed in the back yard, he had to admit that her body was better-than any in the magazine he was looking through.
Funny, he thought, that she'd never turned him on before. But now his prick was growing at his mental picture of her. Her tits were enormous, he realized, as he pictured her walking across the living room in her green sleeveless top. And her ass was wide and bilk. She had a narrow waist. Yes, his mother was a real dish and that made it even
more exciting to think about her standing next to him as he slept.
As Jim wrapped his fist around his cock and began tugging the loose skin back and forth, he looked at the pictures in the magazine, but he was seeing his mother in his mind's eye.
He stared at a color picture of a spread pussy and thought of his mother's cunt. The face showing above a set of big tits, between spread, uplifted legs, became Peg's face.
As his pleasure mounted and his breathing deepened, Jim imagined that he could smell the sweet mixture of his mother's perfume and the warm scent of her body. As he tried to figure out how it would feel to shove his cock into the cunt he was looking at in the magazine, it became his mother's cunt he longed for, and he thought how her gigantic tits would make a nice pillow.
By the time his gism began to shoot from the blown-up head of his pecker, he could only think of his mother. Jim had developed his imagination to the point where he could fill in all the unknown details of the mysteries of sex, but he was determined to fill in some of those blanks with research at home.
As usual, he mopped up his spilled gism and went downstairs. He was, in for a shock this time though. That redhead with the big tits looked
different… It was like the time one of his friends had shown him a cartoon of Dagwood and Blondie that showed them fucking. The next time he saw them in the paper, he felt that he had invaded their private life. Now, after his fantasies about his mother, she looked entirely different. Her tits, that had always just been another pert of her, seemed to be waiting for his hands to caress them, and she walked across the kitchen, he imagined her upper thighs brushing together, soft skin and hair in motion.
"I'm going out now, Mom," he called.
"Will you be home for lunch?"
He said he didn't know, and left with a slam of the screen door. Peg was troubled. The night before was a little blurry in her mind, but she did remember going into his room and what she did there, and the thoughts she had. Those thoughts were still with her even though she was afraid that Jim was suspicious of her now.
Going to the window, she watched him walk down the street. His tall, slim figure looked good to her and she felt her pussy warm up. Jim's brown hair hung down over his cam and beck and bounced a he took those long strides. She had always been proud of him, but now he was suddenly becoming more, much more.
As she saw him turn the corner and disappear,
Peg knew that she had entered a new world of lust and the object of it was going to be around to keep her in constant frustration. Even as she thought that she would have to tight the attraction, she found herself climbing the stairs to his room.
Her heart pounded in her chest as she entered his room. She usually went into his room to change his sheets anti put his freshly ironed clothes into his drawers, but this time she didn't have either of those things in mind.
As she looked at his rumpled sheets her cunt began to dampen, and she tried to picture him still lying there. As she brought the scene from the night before back to her mind she was able to pretend that the boy was still lying there, but she was able to add a few imaginary flourishes. A trance of wishful imaginings began to fill her mind. The room became dark and her son appeared as if by magic in the bed.
Peg grabbed her pussy just as she had the night before and rubbed the hairy mound until her hand was soaked with the fragrant juice that was oozing from the crack. The passion that was radiating from her pussy made the daydream more and more real until every detail of the boy's body was as real as could be.
She saw again how his hard prick tented the blanket up and how it throbbed with his pulse.
Now she even had a better view of the wonderful shape of the fat head than she had when the boy was really then. Peg pulled out her tit again and pushed it up to her face. So far, everything had been the same as the night before but now she could put her imagination to work with the events that hadn't happened.
She imagined her son opening his eyes and staring at her as she continued to rub her pussy and suck her tit. She imagined that rather than act surprised or ask her what she was doing, he merely lifted the sheet and showed her his twitching cock. When Peg began to pull her clothes off, she didn't know if she were really doing it, or dreaming that she was. When she felt the cool air of the room on her naked body, she guessed that die really had undressed.
As she walked to the empty bed, she kept the dream alive by picturing Jim reaching out for her. The sheets were cold, but her mind tricked her by making them feel warmed by the boy's hot body. Peg pulled the coven over her and grabbed her pussy again, but she pretended that it was his hand cupping the wet flesh of her plump match. She imagined the feel of his huge rod, and by remembering how the boy's father's prick had felt, it was easy to pretend.
"Oh, Jim," she mumbled, "I've wanted to
have you like this for so long."
She imagined him telling her that he had longed to fuck her, too. Peg spread and lifted her knees, opening her pussy for the probing finger that was pushing through the outer-lips. She even fingered herself with the same clumsy groping that she thought a young, inexperienced boy would use. She told herself what a nice cunt she had and made it sound to her lust soaked brain like her son's voice. She couldn't remember being so excited since her husband had first shown her the splendors of sex.
Forming a prick-like shape with three fingers, Peg fucked herself with the energy that a teenage boy would exert. She imagined the weight of her son on top of her, and she massaged her own tits as he would. Peg liked to reach around a guy's hips while he was plowing his dick up her cunt and hold his tight asscheeks, so that's what she pretended she was doing, and the thought of lining that kid's ass in her hands made her lust jump higher than it already was.
The bed was shaking and bouncing wildly with Peg's gyrations. The covers were being dragged down by her kicking feet and if there were someone there to witness that incredible scene, he would have been treated to the sight of her enormous tits heaving in a frenzy with her wild writhing and one leg sticking out and kicking in the
air. Her head was thrown back and her mouth hung open as she made her lust sound out.
As her orgasm began to blossom, Peg lifted her knees up near her tits so she could thrust her fingers higher up her starving cunt. She bucked like a colt with a bun under its saddle. The blinding pleasure filled her brain with explosions of ecstasy as her cunt turned into a molten heap of bliss. She kept the imaginary boy pumping her until she could feel him pumping her full of hot gism.
When the pleasure drained away, the imaginary Jim vanished and Peg was left there on his bed, alone and perverted, but satisfied for the time being.
Peg endured the lust she was suffering from by jerking off a lot with the image of her son in her mind. So far, she'd been able to resist doing anything foolish; she hadn't even gone into his room again, but she was longing for him with increasing passion. She'd gone out with a few of the regular guys, but when they fucked her she couldn't help pretending that it was Jim's prick ramming her snatch.
One day while she was doing her shopping, a voice intruded on her constant fantasies. Turning,
she saw Bill run out of his office to catch up with her. He was a good fellow and he obviously had the hots for Peg, but she never accepted his offers for a date. As he ran up to her now, though, there was something about him that made her tits ache to be sucked and her cunt impaled.
"Hi, Peg. I just saw you walk by and I had to conic out. You look like you're walking around in a daze, but it becomes you. How about having dinner with me tonight?"
"I can't," she said without thinking. "I have to make dinner for Jim." Something made her stop her automatic refusal. Suddenly, she wanted to go out with Bill. "But after dinner I'm free," she said.
He said he would pick her up at eight. As Peg walked away, she wondered why she had accepted a date with Bill after turning him down for years. Bill had gone to school with her and he had known Clark. As she thought about it, she suddenly stumbled on the reason that she felt differently about him, but she didn't know if it were real or just her imagination. As he ran up to her, there was something about his movements that reminded her of her son. She wondered if she would want to fuck him, and if she did, if she would only pretend that it was Jim again.
When Peg got home, she was surprised to find
that the date with Bill seemed to ease her hunger for Jim. Even when her son came to her and asked what was for dinner, she was able to keep from looking down at his crotch and longing to take that prick into her hands. She told her boy that she would be going out, and that he would have to stay home.
As she fixed dinner, she thought about Bill. He was a good-looking guy and certainly nice enough. He had money and the respect of everyone in town. She couldn't imagine why she hadn't let him take her out. As she wondered about that she hit on a possibility. Every man she'd gone out with was either new in town or someone she hadn't known at all while Clark was still around. Maybe it was Bill's relation to her former life that she objected to; her life before Clark split.
In any case, she found herself hoping Bill would want to fuck her and she assumed that he would.
Peg had learned to recognize that gleam in a guy's eye that meant he was interested. Her body began gearing up for a big evening. Jim, sitting across the table, increased her lust, but he wasn't the object of it this time. She saw some hope of losing her perverted desires and replacing them with normal ones.
After dinner, Peg took a shower, powered and perfumed her body, then planned what she would
wear. She went through her drawers and closet in a fit of indecision. She picked out her sexiest panties, a pair that consisted of two triangles connected to a waistband. Although she hadn't picked out a dress, she knew that it would be one that accented her tits, so she chose a bra that would push them up in twin heaps of bouncing flesh. The panties and bra were black and lacy, and as Peg admired herself in the mirror, she knew that no man could resist her after seeing her clad in those skimpy garments.
Flipping through a dozen slinky dresses, she picked one that was very sexy. It was a shiny blue dress with a plunging V-neck. As the cool, silky material fell over her body, Peg shivered with anticipation of the time she would be pulling that dress off.
As Peg dressed, Jim walked back and forth from his room to the bathroom, trying to get a glimpse of his mother's naked body. Her door wasn't quite closed and as he passed it, he could sometimes get a glance of movement in her room. He was afraid to go up to the door and peer in, but he was dying to get a look at the woman who had come to dominate his horniness.
The bathroom was still hot and steamy from her shower, and even that was enough to stiffen the boy's prick. He imagined his mother standing there
under the shower and moving her huge tits around in the lather. He looked at the bar of soap she used and thought about the cracks and curves of her body that the lucky bar had traveled over. The towel site had used had the sweet scent of her body clinging to it, and Jim wished he could be a towel for his Mom: caressing her every square inch.
After those musings in the bathroom, his heart was pounding and his desperation was taking control of him. The next time he walked to his bedroom, he made a wide curve that took him very close to her door. As he passed, his eyes picked up a flash of flesh-colored and black movement. He gasped with horny excitement as he gave up to his instincts.
Rather titan going back into his room, he stopped there in the ball, looking at the long streak of light that radiated from his mother's door. In that room was the most gorgeous creature he'd ever seen, and if he looked through that crack, be would see something that could knock the wind out of him.
Jim's body was humming with passionate greed as he began to move closer to the door. When he picked up a whiff of the perfume his mother was wearing, he lost what little control he still had. No matter what would happen, he had to peek into her room. Although he WSS afraid she
would hear his heart pounding, he leaned closer and looked in. Then he saw her.
At first he cursed himself for waiting so long. She was already beginning to dress. But when he watched her moving in the black panties and bra, he realized that there was still a lot to see. Jim had to grab the front of his pants and wiggle around to get his hard prick into a position where it wouldn't hurt.
Peg was looking at herself in the mirror when Jim first focused on her. He saw her lift her hand and take the bra in a firm grip, then tug it while she shook her tits to get them into the best position for showing off. As she made the flesh of her tits jiggle, Jim felt his balls churning with boiling gism.
Then Peg adjusted her panties. Turning to look at every angle of her body also gave her son a terrific display. He saw the creamy cheeks of her ass through the black nylon, and the crack looked so good that he thought he would faint if he couldn't press his face into it. Peg patted her belly, and walked to the closet.
By the time Peg put her dress on, Jim was in an advanced state of wild passion. His prick was threatening to tear the zipper out of his pants and he knew that he would have to let the high-pressured gism out, but he wanted to wait. He
had an idea, and it seemed so incredible that he wanted to save all his lust for it.
He went into his room, and crawled onto the bed. His weight pressing on the bucking cock in his pants felt great, and he knew that all he would have to do to come would be to rub his bulging crotch on the mattress a few times, but he remained still.
He heard the doorbell, but he didn't want to be the one to go down to open it. There was no way he could hide his condition, especially with his oversized equipment Peg ran out of her room and down the stairs. Jim heard some conversation, then his mother yelled up to him telling him that she was leaving. That was what be was waiting for.
Jumping out of bed, he told her to have a good time, then waited for her to leave. When he heard a car pull away, he went into his mother's room.
The room still had the scent of his mother's perfume. As be looked around, his eyes were invited to some silky garments piled on her chair. This is what he'd been waiting for. He walked to the chair and touched the top of that heap. The feel of those cool, soft garments made him gasp.
He looked through the pile and found a slip, bra and pair of panties. His fingers trembled as he held the panties up to his nose. A strange, but nice, odor filled his nose. So, that was what a cunt
smelled like, he thought. Holding each garment up in front of his face, Jim got more and more horny. Then, in a fit of lust, he dropped the things and. began fumbling with his belt buckle. Soon he was standing there naked, his prick reaching out in front of him and rising and dropping steadily.
Now, as he lifted the pair of undies, he could hear himself breathing in a loud rasp. Figuring out back from front, he lifted one foot then the other and slipped them through the panties. He felt like a pervert, but he couldn't stop himself. Watching in the mirror as he pulled the tiny garment up, he both saw and felt that nylon caress his ass and balls. Then he bent his prick to the side and stuffed it into the undies.
The touch of the sheer nylon on his hot prick-head almost was enough to start the cream spurting, but he managed to hold on long enough to study himself in the mirror. He saw that his powerful cock held the front of the panties out like a tent; the waistband wasn't even touching his belly. He turned and looked over his shoulder. The panties were white, so rather than the asscheeks being noticeable, his ass-crack showed through as a dark, blurry strip.
In a near-panic of horniness, Jim pulled his prick out over the top of the panties and wrapped his hand around it. Before he gave it three pumps.
thick, white gobs of gism were firing at the mirror. The first bullets of cream hit and glass and the rest formed a trail from his feet to the mirror.
When his lust was fading and his prick softening, he felt rather foolish standing there in his mother's panties, but there was no denying the thrill it had given him. He stepped out of the panties and piled them with the bra and slip just like they had been, then mopped up his spilled cum.
It had been a great climax, and. he knew there was a lot more fun to be had playing with his mother's thing, but he had to think about the whole thing. It was strange to get so worked up by some underwear, and he didn't know if it was his mother or her clothes that he was more interested in.



CHAPTER THREE


Peg and Bill went to a movie then out for a drink. Peg was having a great time and was so glad she accepted the date with him, Bill was wearing cologne that was driving her wild. While they sat in a dark corner of the bar sipping their drinks, Bill told her how glad he was that she had gone out with him and how wonderful he thought she was.
Peg loved the attention, but she couldn't help being distracted by the thought of what was to come. All her dates were the same as far as that went; they all ended with the guy making a play for her body. She was always eager for sex and wished that the guys didn't have to go through all
sorts of contortions to get on with it.
She was so impatient to get things going with Bill that she made the first move. It was a chance she had to take: guys usually didn't like a girl to be too aggressive, but it she were careful, she could fool him into thinking that he had gotten the ball rolling.
First, site put her leg up against his under the table. The warmth of her leg next to his would get him thinking and make the next step easier. Bill was talking about their school days and how he'd always liked her. Suddenly, Peg thrust her hand toward Bill, but rather than touch him, she let her hand down on the table. Bill, thinking she was going to put her hand on his arm, began to reach for her, and when she rested her hand on the table had no choice but to put his hand down over hers. Now Peg looked into his eyes with a dreamy expression, and Bill gave her hand a squeeze.
His hand moved up her forearm and began massaging it as he wanted to massage other parts of her body. Before long, he asked her if she wanted to come over to his place for another drink. Peg hoped she didn't sound too eager as site accepted.
Bill had a beautiful apartment. Peg sat down and he went to his bar to fix them both a drink.
"You know, Peg, if it weren't for Clark I'll bet you would have fallen for me. I certainly did
everything I could to attract your attention."
That was trite. But Clark had been the whole world to Peg. The sound of his name set her mind off on those endless memories that always made her horny. As she thought about Clark, she found that his image in her memory kept changing to a picture of Jim. She had to shake her head to clear out all those memories. She was in Bill's apartment now, and wanted to concentrate on him.
Bill walked to the couch where Peg was sitting and handed her a drink, then snuggled closer to her. Bill put his arm around her, and Peg leaned into him a bit sooner than she wanted to.
As she snuggled up to his side, he became excited. He tightened up on her shoulders and pressed his leg against hers. Peg could feel her panties getting wet from the oozing of her cunt, and she hoped it wouldn't take too much longer for this guy to get busy. She did everything she could think of to help him.
"You have a very nice place here," she said in a voice so low that Bill leaned toward her and was about to ask her what she said, when she thrust her face up at his.
Bill was almost touching her lips already, so it seemed natural for him to kiss her. He did, and the soft warmth of her lips set him off: He knew he
had a fantastic woman there, but after chasing her for twenty years and coming up empty-handed, it was surprising to have her so eager to get things heated up so fast.
As soon as Bill put his lips to hers, Peg let her mouth sag open in an invitation to his tongue. He slipped his tongue into her mouth and began exploring. She met his tongue with her own and they tasted each other's saliva. Bill put his hand on Peg's side, but somehow her tit seemed to slide into it.
Peg had the biggest tits of any chick in high school, and he had dreamed about those boobs for all those years. Now that he was sinking his fingers into their softness it seemed worth the wait. His hands moved to the top of her tits and he covered those overflowing masses with eager strokes.
Peg writhed in his embrace, grinding her tits against him and causing the one he was stroking to slip slowly up and out of her dress. When Bill realized what was happening, he began to help it along. Soon, he was moving his hand around its broad surface.
Bill pulled his mouth from Peg's and looked down at the tit he was holding. He lowered his mouth to the spongy globe until his nose was pressed against her tit and he began licking. He slid his face down until he felt the roughness of her
nipple under his mouth, then he sucked the gumdrop in, covering it with strong laps, of his tongue.
As he sucked her tit, Peg eased back on the couch and grabbed his head: She loved to have her tits sucked and Bill really knew, what he was doing.
Opening his mouth Wide, he sucked as much of her swollen jug in as he could. Peg held his face so tightly against her tit that Bill had to pull away to get a breath.
Bill finally unzipped the back of her dress. As soon as he did, the front fell away, leaving both her melons naked. Bill lifted his head to get a good look at them, and that's where Bill stuck his head into her cleavage.
With a gigantic boob on either side of his head, Bill stuck out his tongue and began licking. He grabbed a tit with each hand and held them tightly around his head. Then he pulled his head out and began covering both monstrous jugs with kisses, squeezes and strokes.
He could heat Peg breathing deeply and fast as he went over those knockers. His prick was dying to get out, and Bill decided that he'd better pull himself together before he came in his pants.
"Let's get undressed," he rasped.
Without saying a word, Peg stood up and let her dress slip down over her hips. Bill watched as she
stepped out of her dress and threw it carelessly
over a chair. Bill had to admit that he'd never seen anything quite like her. It seemed that her whole chest was hidden by the huge globes.
Peg finished undressing and then stood in front of a gawking, amazed Bill.
"Well. I'm undressed. How about you?" she asked.
Bill was speechless as he began undressing. Once he had stripped. Peg tried to restrain herself from leaping on him.
Site could feel the warm syrup slowly drooling down the inner surfaces of her thighs, and was dying to get his prick into her cunt. Bill's cock wasn't small, and it stood out, throbbing menacingly.
Peg saw the cock move toward her, and soon she was in Bill's tight embrace. His prick was folded against her belly and site felt the hot thing pulsing. Her tits mashed all over his chest as they raped each other's mouths with their tongues. Bill reached around and grabbed one of Peg's firm, ripe asscheeks, sinking his fingers into the softness a few inches from her asshole. She began moving her hips so the top of her pubic hair brushed his hanging balls.
They sat down on the couch again without letting go of each other. They began caressing one
another. Peg combed her fingers through Bill's pubic hair. When she touched the base of his prick she felt her heart leap, but she forced herself to take her time rather than Id herself go. In her most seductive manner, she climbed that twitching pole with gently tickling fingers. On the way to the head, she moved the loose skin around and stroked the rod playfully. She squeezed the bloated head, then relaxed her grip.
Back down the shaft to his balls her hand traveled. She loved how his balls felt in her palm, and she handled them like the precious jewels that they were. Her fingertips crept under the sac and tickled the bald spot near his asshole. Bill moved his hips so his asshole was even closer to her fingertips and Peg made a mental note that Bill liked his ass played with.
Bill had pulled one of Peg's thighs over one of his, and was moving his fingers down the incredibly smooth cheeks of her ass to her crotch. He could hear her moaning ever so softly as they kissed, and he moved his fingers with skill. Passing her asshole with a light stroke, he probed at the rear corner of her pussy.
The first thing he noticed was the slippery oils oozing from the slot. She was ready, he knew, but he would take his time so she would be about to explode when his cream flowed. He entered her
twat with care, staying away from the supersensitive clit and tunnel. He let his fingers roam around the entrance of her cunt and he traced the inner lips.
Peg began moving her hips slowly as soon as site felt his fingers in her cunt. She had the feeling of rapture rising through her already, and knew that there was a lot more pleasure on its way. Her thighs separated farther to give him room to do a good job of taking care of her crotch.
When Bill's hand was soaking with her drippings, he put his middle-finger into position to slide up her cunt. As he moved the finger in, he was happy to find that her canal was tight: she would grip his cock like his own hand when he jerked off. Sinking his finger in as far as he could, be moved it around in the tight chamber and thrilled to the amazing smoothness of the cuntal walls.
Peg squirmed lewdly as Bill moved his finger around up her snatch. Her moans had increased in volume and wantonness and she was stroking Bill's prick in an effort to get him ready to fuck her before she lost her mind. She was learning that be was a very skillful lover too.
Bill moved his mouth away from Peg's and kissed his way down her neck. When she felt his warm rips on the tender flesh below her car, she
gasped and shivered. His mouth and tongue moved down her chest, over a bulging tit, and kept going. Peg began trembling as she realized what he was up to. He moved from the couch and kneeled on the floor and his kissing, sucking mouth moved down her stomach.
Peg stretched out her legs on either side of Bill and slid down toward him. He was putting his hands under her knees and. lifting them up and out as he moved his face through the tight curls of her pussy. Peg looked down at his head between her thighs and saw him get ready to eat her cunt. But first, he pulled his head back and took a good look at the pink slit. Her cunt-hair was wet with love juice and the lips of her cunt were spread with passion. He could even see the inner lips; they looked like two petals of a flower covered with dew.
When his head moved back between her spread thighs, Peg took a deep breath and prepared for the greatest experience a woman could have. Bill felt the bristling hair on his nose and chin, then stuck out his tongue, darting it into her cunt. He felt Peg's body react to the touch of his soft, wet tongue on her soft, wet pussy.
He used his tongue like be had used his finger. At first he merely moved it around the less sensitive areas, but before long, he was poking it
into he drooling tunnel and licking her clit. Peg was thrusting her cunt down on Bill's tongue in a desperate effort to get the mast out of it, but he kept her at bay and brought her to an orgasm at his own slow pace.
Bill began covering her entire cunt with broad licks from back to front. He felt her wiggling inner-lips under his tongue as he brought it up to the puckered skin around her clit. Peg was bucking her hips so violently that he had to hold on with all his might to keep his tongue from slipping out of the slot.
Peg was in a fit of lust as she thrashed and twisted under the assault of Bill's tongue. She felt her climax fill her with waves of pleasure as the world disappeared in a black pit of lust. When she began to come to her senses again, she felt Bill's tongue still lapping in her cunt, but now he was going easy on it with a soothing stroke. Peg shivered and pulled his head from her crotch. She couldn't stand any more.
Bill climbed back up beside Peg and held her as her body spasmed in subsiding passion. His cock was still stiff and jerking on his lap, and Peg was getting ready to repay his good work. As soon as she felt that she was able, she began to push Bill into a supine position. He made himself comfortable on his back as his prick stood erect.
Peg sat between his legs looking down at his prick and balls while her mouth watered. Running her hands over his belly and thighs, she worked down to his throbbing cock. Her face poised where the twitching prick tapped against her lips, she smiled up at Bill as he looked down at her. Then she opened her mouth and let her head descend on the stiff meat.
Bill felt her hot, wet mouth take his cock in a firm grip. Her tongue laid under the sensitive skin of his prick head, moving back and forth and side to side. Then she began moving her head up and down on the shaft. Bill closed his eyes and concentrated on the pleasure. Peg slid one hand under his ass and poked her fingers between the muscular cheeks.
Her head slid at a steadily increasing rhythm as his cock moved over her tongue. He could hear slurping sounds as she sucked with a mouthful of saliva. Bill glanced down from time to time, but the pleasure was mounting and he was having trouble holding his head up. It was so much easier to he back and simply enjoy the sensations.
Peg found the puckered entrance of his asshole and tickled the hole as she increased her sucking. She could feel the powerful bucking of his cock in her mouth and she knew he was going to fill her with hot cream before long. She dropped his balls
back into the valley between his thighs and grabbed his prick at the base and pumped the skin.
She knew that a guy could give himself a great orgasm by jerking the loose skin of his prick back and forth, and she used that method to add an extra dose of ecstasy to her blow-jobs.
Bill began to grunt and lift his hips. Looking up over his belly, Peg could see that his face was contorted in a grimace of ecstasy and she got ready to catch his gism in her mouth without gagging with her hand around the base of his pole, she could feel the first spurt pass through on its way into her mouth. Like a hot bullet, that first glob of cum hit the back of her throat.
Peg concentrated on not gagging as her mouth quickly filled with the thick fluid. She began gulping it down, but she couldn't keep up with the flow and some of the gooey stuff oozed out of the corner of her mouth.
When he stopped shooting. Peg swallowed the mouthful she had, then sucked him clean. When she lifted her head from his cock, his shaft was shriveling.
"Oh, Peg, that was wonderful. No one has ever sucked me like that," Bill grinned.
Peg lay on top of him and they kissed. When Bill tasted his own gism in her mouth, his prick stirred, but it would be a while before he was ready to
come again.
Before Bill got hard again, Peg said she would have to leave. Now that she had had her fun, she was getting restless. She wouldn't even let Bill drive her home. She called a cab, and left him half dressed and confused.
As soon as she was away from Bill, she could see why she hadn't accepted a date from him in all those years. He was a great guy and would probably want to marry her, but all the guys she'd gone out with were restless and there was no danger of her getting a serious proposal. They were all like Clark, the man who left her with a baby twenty years ago.
Why did she want to go out strictly with creeps? she wondered. Suddenly, she realized that she had to decide what her life would be like. She could go on dating creeps and being alone, or she could get involved with a real solid guy and, maybe, get married again.



CHAPTER FOUR


Jim was getting deeper into his passion for his mother. He tried on her underwear a few more times, and whenever he jerked off, he had her body in mind. Even when he went out with the kids, he was thinking about his mother.
One Saturday afternoon while he sat around the soda shop with some of his friends, someone said something that took his mind off Peg and her luscious body.
"No, I'm not kidding," Chuck was saying. "Larry said she fucked them all."
"Who?" Jim asked with eager interest.
"Chuck is trying to tell us that he knows a chick who fucks any guy who comes to her door," Tom said.
"She does," Chuck insisted. "Larry and Dennis and all those guys fucked her already."
"Chuck, don't be a jerk. Those guys are putting you on, Joe said. "No chick is going to fuck anybody, especially those creeps."
It did sound suspicious to Jim, but he was so horny he didn't want to take a chance of missing any possibility. He asked Chuck for more information.
"She lives over on Elm Street," he said. "Larry was walking down the street when she opens the door of her car, and a whole bag of groceries falls out all over the place. So, naturally, Larry helps her pick them up and she invites him in the house. Before he knew what was happening, she's shoving her tits in his face and he fucks her. A few days later, he goes over there again with Dennis and some other guys and she takes them all on."
Chuck was so excited about telling his story that his eyes were bulging and his face was red. Jim's cock, which was always semi-erect with thoughts of Peg, was now fully stiff and beating in his jeans.
"What's she look like?" he asked Chuck.
"Well, Larry said she's not bad," Chuck said.
"Yeah, not bad," Joe said. "If Larry said she's
not bad, she must be a real dog. If she were only ugly, he would have said she was good-looking. His taste is up his ass."
Jim had to agree about Larry, but he was still interested.
"Well, maybe we could check her out before getting too far into this thing. Then, if she's really all right, we can try and get laid. What the fuck, we've got nothing to lose."
"What are you going to do?" Tom asked. "Go up to her door and take a look at her, then just leave if she turns out to be a hag?"
"Well, we can think of something that will make it easy," Jim said. "One of us can go to her door for some made-up reason, get a look at her, then let the others know what she's like."
When Jim saw that the other guys weren't interested in his plan, he got angry and said, "You guys just don't want to get laid. What a bunch of pansies." He was truly disappointed in his buddies.
"Well if you're such a hot-shot, why don't you go up to her door and see her?" Joe said.
"Yeah, you don't mind doing that, do you?" Tom chimed in.
"At least Jim is going to get fucked a lot sooner than the rest of us," Chuck said. "We'll just sit here and our cocks will rot."
Jim felt nervous about going to that woman's door. But he'd made such a big deal out of it, it would be hard for him to back out now. His hard cock kept his courage up.
"Okay, I'll do it," he said, and felt his pulse quickened.
The guys got up and slipped out of the booth they were sitting in. They paid their bill and went out. Elm Street was only a few blocks away, and they headed in that direction. Jim was getting shy, but he was determined to go through with this.
"Tell me," he said, "how old is she supposed to be?"
"Larry said she's not too old," Chuck said.
Jim was having more and more doubts, but, still, he was determined.
They headed down Elm and planned their strategy. Jim would go to her door and say he was looking for a made-up name. The chick would tell him that there was no one by that name there and he would either split with the information about her looks, or he would get invited in, in which case, the other guys would come looking for him and also get invited in. It seemed simple and foolproof.
As they walked down Elm Street, Chuck pointed out the house.
"There," he said, "the one with the green shutters."
Jim felt a lump in his throat, but his cock was getting even harder at the thought that his first fuck might be coming up. He had to adjust the rod in his pants so he could continue walking. He told the guys to stay there, behind some bushes and watch what happened. Then, taking a deep breath to calm himself, he began walking toward the house.
He jammed his hands in his pockets to help hide the bulge that his prick was pushing out in front of him, and tried to act normally. As he walked up the front steps, he peered into the windows for a peek at the woman who lived there, but he didn't see a thing. He rang the bell.
As he waited for someone to answer, he felt like running, but his hard-on seemed to anchor him there. He hoped there wouldn't be anyone home and he was ready to leave when he heard footsteps. This was it, and he would have to do his best. The door swung open and he found himself staring at a gorgeous chick.
The first thing he saw was a pair of gigantic tits emerging into the light. They were followed by a beautiful face. The chick was about twenty-five; blond, and a horny guy's perfect wet dream.
"Hello," she said.
"Hi," Jim blurted. "Uh, is… uh, Carl…Carl Schmitt here?"
"Who?" the chick asked with a giggle.
"What?" Jim said as his eyes snapped back up to her eyes from her jugs. "Oh, uhh. Carl Carlheimmer. Uh, is he here?"
"No. You must have the wrong address," she said.
Jim stood there for a few seconds, looking and waiting. He gave her every chance to invite him in for a fuck, but when she didn't, he turned to leave. He tripped on the stair and almost fell on his face before getting away.
His face was burning with a combination of emotions. Well, he'd kept up his part of the plan. She was gorgeous, but it didn't seem to do him any good. He couldn't imagine a chick wanting to fuck Larry, then blowing a chance at him. It was a wound to his young pride.
"Well?" all the guys asked at once when he got back to their lookout.
"She's a real dish," he said. "Big tits, pretty face, the works. But she didn't invite me in or anything."
The guys all sat down on the curb in a line. They asked Jim to describe her over and over.
"Maybe Larry was bullshitting after all," Tom said.
"But Dennis told me, too, and he doesn't lie, Chuck said.
"Well, why don't you go back there and tell her that she fucked a few friends of ours and she should fuck us too," Jim said to Chuck.
"Maybe if we all went back and asked for that made-up name again, and said that our friends Larry and Dennis told us he lived there, she would catch on and invite us in," Chuck said, his eyes bulging again.
Why don't you go ask her?" Jim said. "I'm not going back there."
All the guys agreed that Chuck should go, but he refused unless someone went with him. Finally, Tom agreed to go too. Jim told him to ask for Carl Carlstein.
"That's a dumb name," Chuck said as he and Tom left them.
Chuck rang the bell and was soon confronted with the big tits that Jim had reported on.
"Is Carl Carlstein here?" he asked.
"What is this? Some sort of joke?" the chick asked with a laugh.
"No," chuck said. "A couple of friends of ours told us he lived here. Uh, Larry and Dennis told us. Do you know them?"
"Just a minute," the chick said and disappeared.
Chuck and Tom looked at each other with hope
in their eyes. It seemed like a long shot, but if they got a chance to fuck that chick, it would be the greatest thing they could imagine. Their pricks began to stir as they stood there waiting. Jim and Joe, watching from a few doors away, saw that things were going a little better titan they had for Jim. They began to get their hope up too.
The chick came back to the door and told the guys to come in. Chuck and Tom began to tremble with the prospects before them, and Jim and Joe's hearts leapt when they saw their friends go into the house. The plan was, if Chuck and Tom got in, Jim and Joe would come back; They wondered if they should wait a few minutes or go tight away.
Chuck and Tom followed the chick through the house to the kitchen. When they got there, they had a shock. There was another woman there.
"Here they are, Mom," the chick said to the other woman. "I'll leaving now. See you later. Bye-bye, fellows."
The chick disappeared, leaving the guys in the kitchen with the other woman, and they saw that she didn't look much like her daughter, the chick who had answered the door. In fact, she looked just like the sort of woman who would fuck Larry and Dennis.
Jim and Joe decided to wait a few minutes,
but in their excitement, they mistook ten seconds to be three or four minutes, and they started for the house where their friends had entered. As they walked to the front door, they saw it open and the gorgeous chick step out. They were surprised to see her leaving just after Chuck and Tom had gone in.
When the girl saw them, she said, "Your friends are inside. Go right in." Then she giggled and shook her head as she walked away.
Jim and Joe looked at each other in amazement as they stumbled up the front stairs. They opened the door and walked in.
"Who's there," a voice cried.
"Uh, we're looking for our friends," Jim said. "Ohhhhh, come right in," the voice said. As Jim and Joe made their way to the kitchen, the first thing they saw was their buddies standing there and looking dismal. They walked into the kitchen and looked around. There was an old woman standing at the refrigerator, pulling out bottles of milk, Coke and other goodies.
"I'm always so glad to have some nice, young boys drop in," she was saying.
She was older than any of their mothers, sort of on the fat side and not really good-looking by any stretch of the imagination. Could this be the woman they'd been talking about? By the way she was glaring at them, they knew she was.
She asked them their names, they told her and she introduced herself as Mrs. Nerdak. She put glasses, bottles of milk, and soda, and bags of cookies on the table and told them to dig in. She stood there wringing her hands and glaring at them and the guys didn't know what to do. They were thinking about Larry and Dennis and how they'd gotten themselves into this mess by listening to what those two characters said. Larry and Dennis would fuck a snake, and they were each cursing themselves for letting those two weird guys turn them on to this old lady.
Chuck poured himself a Coke and took a cookie, then the other guys did the same. They came there with another hunger, but now cookies seemed to be a good deal.
"We'll have a regular party," Mrs. Nerdak said. "I'll put on some music."
She left the room and the guys looked at each other with expressions that made their disappointment obvious.
"We could slip out the back door," Joe said.
"Are you kidding?" Chuck said. "I think we're going to get laid."
"You've got to be kidding," Tom said. "You mean you want to fuck that old bag?"
"Well, she's not what I had in mind, but she's better than nothing," Chuck said with cookie
crumbs falling from his full mouth.
"We can't just leave," Jim said. That would be mean. But I'm not going to fuck her. Hell, she's older than my mother." As he said that, he thought of Peg, and his shriveled prick began to grow again. His mother was a dish, and Mrs. Nerdak was a mess.
The sound of rock music came from the living room and Mrs. Nerdak came back. She was clicking her fingers and shaking her hips to the rhythm of the music. The guys were all taking a good look at her. Actually she wasn't that bad. Her face was plain, but not unpleasant. Her body seemed lumpy without shape, but now that she was moving around, they could see an ample set of jugs moving round in her dress and her hips seemed firm and wide. She was a bit heavy, but that didn't disqualify her as a possible fuck.
The guys looked at each other again, and they could tell by each other's expressions that they were having a change of mind. Except for Chuck, of course, who had wanted to fuck her from the first and who was stuffing so many cookies into his mouth that he might not be in shape to fuck the woman before long.
"Let's take the cookies and things into the other mom," Mrs. Nerdak said. "Who wants to dance?"
The guys followed her into the living room
where the music was blaring. From behind, they could see her ass swinging and they thought that in the right clothes she might not look too bad. The bag-like housedress made her look like a wrestling match inside a sack, but the boys used their imaginations and pictured a body like the ones they'd seen in their skin magazines.
"I love parties," Mrs. Nerdak said as she grabbed Jim and dragged him to the middle of the room and made him dance with her.
At first he felt foolish dancing with that old lady there in her living room with his buddies watching, but she was having so much fun he couldn't help catching her cheery mood. He began to swing his ass to the music and couldn't take the grin off his face.
Mrs. Nerdak proved to be an indefatigable dancer as she danced with every one of them. The record ended and the guys were all hot and sweating and only wanted to drink some Coke and rest, but the old girl just seemed to be warming up.
"Let me do my act for you boys," she said with surprising enthusiasm. "I used to be on the stage, you know."
When she pulled an old seventy-eight record from a shelf and put it on, it became clear what stage she'd been on. A raucous version of St. Louis Blues beat through the room, and Mr. Nerdak
began moving expertly to the heavy drumming.
The guys had never seen a real burlesque show, but they'd all seen them imitated on TV and knew immediately that she was an old stripper. Their eyes widened as they watched with renewed interest.
"Sadie Snapper was my stage name. You've probably heard of me," she said.
They hadn't, but they didn't say so. They just watched silently and hoped she would give them the real show. She was moving to the sensual beat, looking like a clumsy old stripper, but there was something about her that was obviously genuine.
When she lifted a hand to the top button on her dress, all the guys' pricks stiffened a little more, but she dropped her hand without unbuttoning. They were disappointed, but they didn't realize that a good stripper depended on teasing her audience. Before long, she lifted her hand again and unbuttoned die two top buttons.
As she danced now, the boys could see the valley between her tits and the tops of the mountains of flesh shaking. Then she unfastened a few more buttons, showing the black bra she was wearing. Now she unbuttoned the rest of the buttons, then turned her back on them. As she shook her ass in their direction, she pulled the dress down over her shoulders. The guys were
going wild.
Mrs. Nerdak spun around suddenly, showing her bra-clad tits to the guys. They watched in horny awe as the big knockers heaved one way, then the other. The bra was being tested for strength by holding those bouncing boobs as the woman swung them violently.
A pink nipple began to sneak over the left cup of the bra, but the stripper shoved it back down. Each of the kids was silently rooting for her to take off the bra, and Chuck finally yelled, "Take it off!"
They could tell by the way she smiled at Chuck that she liked having them yell at her like that, so they all took up the cry. Their chanting encouraged Mrs. Nerdak to lift her hand beneath her to the snap of her bra. She unfastened it, but held it in place as she continued dancing.
Then, turning her back again, she took the bra off and threw it over her shoulder at the boys. They howled in delight. The woman turned with her arms crossed over her tits, holding them flattened against her chest. Then, slowly, she dropped her arms and showed her jugs to the boys.
The knockers weren't in bad shape considering the old girl's age. They moved freely with her dancing, and each kid wanted to grab them. Stooping somewhat, Mrs. Nerdak swung the tits
around in a circle, then changed direction, swinging them the other way. Then, grabbing one and stopping it, she sent it flying in the opposite direction. The guys applauded as her tits spun around in different directions while her body bobbed up and down.
When the tits crashed together finally, Mrs.
Nerdak began another phase of the dance. The music had slowed and so had her body. Her dress was hanging around her hips, and she grabbed it and began to unfasten more buttons. In a few seconds her dress was lying around her feet and she was standing there in a pair of bikini undies.
The guys stared with shocked eagerness at the dark bush that showed through the sheer panties she wore. Now they could see her body totally and, although she wasn't a beauty, every one of them was dying to stick his prick up her cunt. Her stomach moved with the rhythm of her dance almost as frantically as her tits.
Mrs. Nerdak turned and shook her ass at the boys and the sight made the kids' hearts flutter. They began yelling for her to take it off again.
The stripper slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her last garment, but she only pulled it down an inch; just enough to make the boys gasp and drool. Then she slowly began tugging the panties down. She lowered them to the tops of her
pubic triangle and turned around again.
The guys watched her ass come into view as she pulled down the undies. Without the filmy garment to hold her ass, it really began to fly around. They could almost hear the cheeks slapping against each other. When the panties fell around her feet, she stepped out of them and stood totally naked in front of the guys with her back still toward them. Just then the record stopped.
"Oh, shit!" she said. "Will one of you boys turn the record over?"
As she stood there with her back to them, the guys looked at each other to see who would get the show started again by flipping the record. Finally, Jim went to the machine, and without taking his eyes from the big ass behind that lady, turned over the record. As soon as the music started, Mrs. Nerdak began gyrating again.
The boys were drooling with sexual greed. Finally, she turned to them, favoring them with the sight of her rather lumpy body. Still dancing, she showed the guys her black, furry twat. Chuck got up and walked toward her as if in a trance. Mrs. Nerdak grabbed her tits and held them as she pumped her hips back and forth. The guys could see the fleshy lips of her cunt beneath the curls.
She let herself fall back on the couch with her legs spread and her pussy thrust out at them.
Chuck seemed to be the only kid with enough sense to start undressing. The others just sat and stared at the unusual sight of a real, live cunt.
Mrs. Nerdak began beckoning to the boys with her hands as she kept pushing her pussy out at them. Suddenly, they seemed to become aware of Chuck pulling his pants down. He had his pants around his ankles, and his prick stood out stiffly as he shuffled to the old girl on the couch.
"That's a good boy," the naked woman said. "Come to Sadie Snapper. She'll take care of you."
Chuck stumbled into the grip of her heavy thighs, and the other boys saw Mrs. Nerdak's legs close around him. His ass moved with his effort to impale her pussy, then began to pump.
"Ooohhhh, ahhhhh," Mrs. Nerdak moaned. "That feels so gooooood."
The others began pulling their pants down too. Joe got into position behind Chuck, assuring that he would be the next to fuck her. Jim and Tom rushed up too, their pants down and pricks throbbing as they watched the magic ritual of fucking. It was as if fucking were only a figment of their youthful imagination until that moment when they saw it actually happening.
Chuck was grabbing at the woman's tits as he kept his prick plunging up her cunt. This was his first fuck, and although the sensation of her pussy
stretched over his cock was sensational, he was also greedy for her tits.
Mrs. Nerdak was wearing an expression of extreme pleasure; her mouth gaped open and her eyes were shut tight. Joe reached out and took one of her tits into his hand while his buddy kept fucking her. Chuck was grunting with ecstasy, and Joe couldn't wait until his friend was finished to start himself
Chuck came to rest on the comfortable fat of the lady below him, but Joe grabbed his shoulder and pulled him out of the way of his own fuck.
Chuck let his limp body fall back, and Joe scrambled between her thighs. He thrust his prick at her cunt, but apparently missed and Mrs. Nerdak let out a howl of pain.
Joe thrust again and again, but each time he only managed to make the old stripper holler.
"Just a goddam minute!" she finally yelled. "You'll bang my old box black and blue."
The guys saw Joe stop pumping his hips and Mrs. Nerdak reach down into her crotch. They knew that she was taking his prick in her hand and guiding it to her snatch. In a few seconds, she sighed with pleasure and Joe began pumping smoothly and rhythmically. As they watched his ass sliding back and forth, they could imagine how it must feel to have their pricks in the slippery
tunnel of a pussy.
Mrs. Nerdak was howling with joy now, and the guys who hadn't fucked her were getting so excited that they were stroking their own pricks. Chuck was lying on the floor, his prick sagging and wet.
Joe screamed like a wild man as he came. When Joe staggered back, leaving the pussy free, Jim stepped toward it but not fast enough. Tom edged him out and got into position. Jim was so anxious by this time that waiting far Tom seemed unbearable, but there wasn't anything to do but wait.
Tom didn't have much trouble getting plugged in, and Jim was grateful for that. He hoped he would be able to slide in easily when his turn came. Meanwhile, he watched Tom and Mrs. Nerdak go at it. She was going wild now, and the thought that he was going to have his cock inside her crazily writhing body soon seemed too good to be true.
When Tom grunted with orgasmic bliss, Jim knew that his long years of horniness as a virgin were about to end. With a few last thrusts, Tom sent the last of his gism into the old cunt, then stepped away from Mrs. Nerdak's thighs. Jim's head was spinning and he was already breathing excitedly.
With his eyes glued on the woman's crotch, he went to her. She was still moving as if she had a
cock in her, so Jim supposed that she was so fucked-out that she didn't know what was happening any longer. He got down on his knees add brought his prick to her pumping cunt. When she felt his body near her, she reached out and grabbed him in a tight, hot embrace. Jim felt his chest covered with warm, soft tit-flesh and sweaty thighs encircling his waist.
He jabbed his prick at the hairy mound of her cunt a few times before feeling her lips part on either side of his jerking cock-head. Jim sank his huge tool its full length up her flowing tunnel. Mrs. Nerdak let out a howl that made her previous wails sound like a cat purring, and all the guys knew that
Jim's oversized prick had had its effects.
The sensation of having his cock held in the grip of a pussy was greater titan Jim ever dreamed. Her old pussy was contracting in spasms on his prick as he began pumping, making the slippery tube feel even more fantastic.
Having waited while he saw his friends fucking this chick had brought Jim's gism to a simmer and it wouldn't take much of her cuntal action on his prick to bring it to a boil. With every, stroke, Jim felt his passion rising until he was one big ball of ecstasy. He wished it would last longer, but he was about ready to shoot.
His cock felt like it was a burning torch and the
pleasure was not only better, but different, than when he jerked off. He felt his prick explode with searing gism in Mrs. Nerdak's cunt. Now, every stroke sent a flash of ecstasy through him as his cock kept spitting the hot cream into her. If he could have watched himself fucking her, he would have seen that his thrusts sent her body shaking so her tits quivered without rest.
He finally stopped coming and he stopped ramming his rod into hen Like the others, he let himself fall back and made himself comfortable on the floor. He watched the woman slowly stop gyrating her hips when she realized there weren't any more pricks coming her way.
"Ooohhh, I love parties," she said as her big body came to rest. Now that the guys had all left their loads in her pussy, they were eager to get out of there and talk about that weird scene. Chuck was already getting his pants on, and the others were soon pulling their clothes on.
"Thanks a lot, Mrs. Nerdak," Jim said as he was buttoning up.
"Yeah, thanks," the others repeated.
She finally sat up. "Come back any time, fellows," she said. "Next time I'll get out some of my old costumes and we'll have a real show."
As the boys left, they all took a last look at the woman who had taken their virginity. She wasn't
their idea of a hot chick, but they would never forget her.
They walked down the street without saying a word, but Chuck finally broke the silence.
"Let's go back tomorrow. She's a nice lady," he said.



CHAPTER FIVE


Peg received a call from Bill almost every day, but she refused him every time just like she always had. Her thoughts were leaning toward her son again. She would watch him playing basketball in the yard, and the sight of his youthful body moving gracefully around with the ball would make her so horny that several times she jerked off at the window as she watched.
The idea of seducing the lad obsessed her, but she knew that it would be wrong so she fought her impulse. But every time he walked pest her with his long legs striding and his shoulders swaying, her cunt would get wet and she felt the same old longing tear at her guts. His body reminded her so much of Clark's, and Clark had been able to fuck her like no one had since.
When she went to bed, Peg lay there thinking
about Jim and Clark. She would get them mixed tip in her sexual fantasies as she would slip her hand into her crotch and rub herself off. She knew that she couldn't go on that way much longer. Something would have to give.
Peg heard about a sex therapist from a girl friend and she thought she'd better give it a try before she did something she might regret. She had never gone to a shrink of any sort before so she was nervous about baring her perverted soul to a stranger. But she didn't see any way out of it.
When the day of her appointment came, she almost called the shrink to cancel the appointment, but she knew that if she did, she would have to rape her son, and she didn't think she should do that. So she drove downtown to the therapist's office. As she walked in she couldn't keep from shivering with fright. What would they do to a mother who wanted to fuck her own son? she wondered.
The receptionist asked her her name, then told her to have a seat; She flipped through old magazines but was too nervous to read anything. Every time she heard a footstep or a door open or close somewhere, she looked up. Finally, she saw a woman come out of an inner office followed by a man in a flashy sport jacket.
"Good-bye until next week," he said to the
woman. "And remember, it's not poison."
Peg stared at the man as she wondered what he meant by his remark to the woman leaving. He was very short and wore his black hair long and combed over his forehead. He walked with a waddle and looked through thick glasses.
"Hello, my dear," he said to Peg. "You must be Peggie Williams." Peg stood said hello, and the therapist told her to follow him as he walked into his office. She sat in a very comfortable reclining chair and looked around his businesslike office.
"Well, what seems to be the trouble?" Dr. Arnold, the therapist, asked.
Peg shifted around in her chair as she gathered her courage to speak.
"I have this…" The phone rang before she could say another word and Dr. Arnold held up a finger to tell her to wait.
"Yes?" he said into the receiver. "She did? Well, did they catch her? No? Call her husband and tell him to be on the lookout for her." he hung up, then said, "Sorry about the interruption. Go on."
"Well, for the past month or so, I've had this almost irresistible urge…
A knock on the door stopped her from saying any more.
"Excuse me again, my dear," he said as he got up and answered the door.
His receptionist stood in the doorway, and a shrill voice came from the waiting room. The receptionist said that Mrs. Borden was there, and that she had a problem. The voice in the background was saying "I can't stand it another minute! I'm going to do it again! Yeowwww!"
Dr. Arnold told Peg he would be right back and went out. The receptionist Walked into the office and sat down heavily in Dr. Arnold's chair. She was a young and good-looking chick.
"It's pretty hectic around here, isn't it?" Peg said as she heard Dr. Arnold trying to calm the woman in the outer office.
"Yeah," the receptionist said. "He's a horse's ass anyhow."
Picking up a pencil from the table beside Dr. Arnold's chair, the receptionist pretended that it was a cigarette like the doctor was holding and said, "Well, what seems to be the trouble my dear?" in an amusing imitation of the doctor's voice. She even made her face look like his with the magnified eyes.
Peg was shocked by the woman's behavior, but she couldn't help laughing at her impersonation of her boss.
"Calls himself a sex therapist. Ha! You should see what he does for kicks." The receptionist rolled her eyes then, looking through the doorway to see
if her boss was coming, she bent down and pulled open a drawer in the table. Sticking in her hand, she pulled out a garter belt, then a brassiere and other lacy things. Quickly, she dropped them back in and closed the drawer. "And the things he makes me do after work," the woman continued in conspiratorial tones. "And you think you've got troubles."
Dr. Arnold appeared suddenly, but the receptionist didn't get up until he walked right over to her and asked her to get out of his chair. Then she got up slowly and reluctantly. As she left the office, she gave Peg a look that seemed to say good luck.
The door slammed, and the doctor repeated his original question, asking her what her problem was. Peg waited for a few seconds before answering. Not only was she waiting to see if there would be another interruption, but she was wondering whether she still wanted to confide in him after what the receptionist had said and showed her.
She looked up at him, and felt that she'd better say something, but he had a strange look in his eye, as if he were waiting for her to undress or something, and Peg decided that she wasn't going to tell her problem to this guy. But she had to say something.
"I have a foot fetish," she suddenly blurted.
Dr. Arnold stared at her. Then his whole face lit up like a kid's on Christmas morning.
"Oh! Well. Hey, hey, this is interesting," he said and began to squirm around in his seat. "Feet? Well, well."
He had begun to chuckle, and as Peg looked at him he began to laugh louder until his face was red and his little body was hopping up and down in his chair. Suddenly, he stopped laughing and asked her to tell him more.
Peg stood up and said, "On second thought, I think I made a mistake."
She opened the door and walked out. The doctor chased after her asking her to come back.
"Had enough, huh?" the receptionist asked as Peg passed her. Then she called. "Wait, I'll come with you."
Dr. Arnold was left with a red face as both women walked out of the office. On the street, the receptionist introduced herself. Her name was Clair and she asked Peg to have a cup of coffee with her and Peg said she would.
"How did you get that job?" Peg asked her as they sipped coffee.
"I started out just like you. I came to him for help with a problem I have."
"Have? You mean you still have the problem?" Peg asked.
"Well, I'm still a lesbian, but I don't consider it a problem anymore. Now my main problem is the crazy guy I work for."
Peg was interested in Clair. If she decided that her problem wasn't really a problem either, then she would be fine, and maybe she would have some fun that she was denying herself now.
"You mean, you still make it with other women, and just intend to keep on doing it?" Peg asked her.
"Oh, yeah," Clair said in a dreamy sigh. Her eyes seemed to glaze over and she rested her head on her hands. "There's nothing I like better than sinking my face in a nice, juicy cunt. Just thinking about it makes my mouth water," she said with a shiver.
Peg was surprised at the woman's candid statement..
"I still like to make it with men too," the lesbian continued, "but a chick knows how to take care of a chick's needs, you know. And it's so nice to lay your head on a big, soft tit. Mmm."
Peg was surprised to feel the same current of pleasure run through her as she felt when she thought about her son and his big prick. Could it be that she could get enjoyment out of lesbian love too? If so, this might be her big chance. She looked at Clair closer than she had before and noticed that
her tits were firm and almost as big as her own. Her face was pretty and her hair was short and shiny black.
The more site thought about it, the more the idea of making it with this chick appealed to her. She began to hope that Clair would make a play for her, but she didn't know if they would be able to make it on Clair's coffee break. Her heart was pounding with desire, but she couldn't bring herself to say that she wanted to try that perversion.
"Ever make it with a chick?" Clair suddenly asked.
"N-no," Peg said. She wanted to add that she'd like to, but she was too inhibited, and hoped that Clair would bring it up.
"Well, I don't know what your problem is, but maybe you should just loosen up and go with it. Maybe a roll in the hay with me might help." Clair punctuated her offer with a wink.
Peg felt a cold shiver run up her spine, and she blushed. She wanted to say. yes so badly that she could taste it, but she seemed to be paralyzed. With a mammoth effort, she opened her mouth, but no words came out. Clair saw her trouble and reached over the table and put her hand on Peg's. The touch made Peg's pussy begin to drool.
"I don't live far away," she said. "Just around
the corner."
Peg finally managed to nod her head. Clair got up, forgetting about her almost-full cup of coffee, and dragged Peg out of the booth by the hand.
They paid their bill, or rather, Clair paid it as Peg was still stiff with frightened excitement.
Peg was aware of walking down the street at Clair's side, but she was thinking about what was to come. Her panties were soaked with her cuntjuice and her tits felt so cold that only a mouth on the nipples could warm them.
She saw the door of a building, then the hallway and an elevator, and all the while, she was in a trance of horny anticipation. Before long, she realized that site was in a small, but tastefully decorated, apartment. She felt Clair push her into a sitting position on a couch.
"Would you like a drink?" Clair asked her.
That was what she needed, she thought, and managed to nod. When she was left alone while Clair went to make a few drinks, Peg thought about having her pussy sucked by the gorgeous chick, and she was taken by a fit of hot lust.
Her breath was coming fast and she shook all over. When Clair came back and held out her drink, Peg's hand shook so violently that Clair put the drink down on the coffee table and sat next to Peg. Taking her in her arms.
"You really are nervous, aren't you?" Clair said.
"I'm just horny," Peg sputtered.
The drinks were forgotten as Clair leaned toward Peg and kissed her on the mouth. Their mouths opened and their tongues met. Peg almost fainted with passion, as she felt the incredibly soft tongue enter her mouth. No one had ever kissed her like that before.
When Peg felt a hand on her tit, she melted in her lover's arms. She lifted her own hand and felt the firm. jelly-like flesh of Clair's boob. Clair was wearing a tight sweater and the ribbed texture made her tit feel even more wonderful. This was the first time Peg had felt another woman's tit and it was a fabulously erotic experience.
As she explored the tit, she felt skillful fingers moving around her own jugs. Clair had found her nipple and was brushing her fingers across it, causing a sexy tickling all through her body. Peg imitated the way her tit was being massaged by doing the same to Clair's. When Clair tugged the bottom of her blouse out of her pants and slipped her hand up it, Peg pulled up her sweater and put her hand into it. The women grabbed each other's naked knockers, lifting, squeezing and kneading.
They both began to make moaning sounds in their throats as they took off into the rare atmosphere of perverted pleasure. Their saliva was
running together between their mouths as they took turns reaching with their tongues into the other's mouth. As they moved their head around in circles, grinding their mouths together, they felt the warm saliva spread over their lower faces.
Clair pulled the hem of Peg's blouse up, exposing her tit. Then, taking her mouth from Peg's, she looked down at the massive object.
"What a beautiful sight," she said as she moved her hand over the curve of the boob.
Clair lowered her head, and Peg braced herself for a kiss on the creamy skin of her jug. She sighed with pleasure as she felt Clair's lips on the smooth skin of her tit. Clair kissed and licked the entire surface of the globe, getting closer to the nipple all the time.
Peg leaned back on the couch as Clair lifted her lit and stared at the big circle of the nipple. Peg saw her lover's tongue come out and lick the hard knob. The soft, wet tongue sliding over her stiff nipple made her grab Clair's head and pull it to the soft flesh. She rolled her body from side to side as her pussy longed for satisfaction.
A hundred desires tore at her as the lesbian sucked her tit. She felt that she had to have a tit in her mouth too, and suddenly and clumsily pulled her tit away from Clair and began tearing at her sweater. She could hear herself making desperate
whimpers as she struggled to get at the ripe fruit of Chair's knocker.
"Take it easy," Clair said in a soothing voice. Then she crossed her arms and grabbed the-bottom of her sweater. She pulled the garment up and off with one quick movement and Peg was confronted with a pair of lowly boobs. They appeared almost white against Clair's tanned body.
Peg was desperate with passionate hunger and threw herself into the softness of those boobs. She felt one tit crash against her face, the nipple poking her cheek. Clair encircled her head and held Peg's face to her chest. Opening her mouth, Peg felt around for the nipple like a new-born pup. When she found it, she began sucking as if she were starving.
The nipple seemed to calm her, and she eased up on her onslaught just before Clair cried out in pain. Peg began using her hands on the boobs as she continued sucking and licking.
After a few minutes of glorious tit sucking, Clair moved Peg's head away from her and pushed her back on the couch. As Peg reclined, her tits flattened slightly on her chest, and Clair smiled at the sight. Then she reached for Peg's pants, unfastening the button at the side. Peg looked up at the woman who was undressing her. She was like a child in the hands of a strong grown-up except for the tremendous lust that held her.
As Clair spread her pants open, Peg lifted her thighs so Clair could pull her slacks down. Peg shivered as she felt her new friend's eyes on her emerging belly. The pants caught on the elastic of her undies and tugged them down a bit, but then they snapped free and die pants came down freely.
Peg let her ass rest on the couch and lifted her legs so Clair could take the slacks off. Clair looked down at Peg's midriff; the smooth, white belly, nylon-covered pubic patch and solid thighs. Then she helped Peg strip the panties from around her hips.
"Beautiful, beautiful," Clair whispered as the sight had its effect.
Peg unbuttoned the blouse that was still pushed up over her tits, and wiggled out of it, leaving herself totally nude. She felt great about having Clair staring down at her and she knew that she was turning her lover into a wanton bundle of lust.
Clair stood and began unfastening her own slacks. From her vantage point below the lesbian, Peg had an interesting view of the underside of her tits as they stood out on her chest. Chair kept looking down at Peg between the protuberances as she pulled her pants off.
Peg was very happy to see that Chair's body was as perfect as her own, even though it was less dramatic. Clair was wearing sheer undies and when
Peg saw the dark triangle of hair through them, she got a jolt of perverted pleasure. She was going to suck that cunt, she told herself.
Clair grabbed her undies and lowered them slowly and teasingly; Now, standing naked, she put her hands on her hips and struck a pose that filled Peg with lesbian passion. She wondered why she had never felt this lust for another woman before, and wondered what Clair's next move would be. She hoped it would be a move that brought her cunt in contact with Clair's mouth.
Clair lifted one foot and put it on the side of the couch near Peg's head, giving Peg a good look at her crotch. Peg saw the gash thorough her rather sparse hair, and the inner-lips could be seen clearly, looking wet and hungry. Rather than get her cunt sucked, it looked like Peg was going to be the sucker.
Clair leaned slowly over Peg's face, bringing her cunt close enough for Peg to smell. Clair was looking at the expression on Peg's face while she wore a look of extreme passion.
Clair climbed up on the couch with a foot on either side of Peg's head. She squatted lower and lower. Peg was wondering if she would chicken out at the last minute; after all, she hadn't bargained for this when she made an appointment with a sex therapist, but she knew that her horny lust would
carry her through this new experience.
"I want you to eat me, honey," Clair said. "It'll be good. I promise.
Her cunt was a few inches above Peg's nose by the time she said that, and Peg wouldn't have had much choice in any case, but her mouth and twat were both watering at the prospect of lapping a woman's cunt. Now the pungent scent of pussy was filling Peg's head with wild cunt-hunger and she stuck her tongue out.
She felt the slippery inner-lips of Clair's cunt touch her tongue and the flavor ran into her mouth. As if automatically triggered, Peg's tongue began moving in long swipes through those protruding lips, and the feeling of heavy cunt liquor running down her face made her tongue lap faster.
Clair made herself comfortable on her knees with Peg's head between her thighs. With her hands supporting her body on the arm rest of the couch, Clair held her pussy in licking distance of Peg's face and trembled in ecstasy. Peg was really getting into it now as she did all the things to Clair's cunt that she liked to have done to hers. Besides lipping the length of the wily inner-lips, she probed into the tunnel and tickled the clit with the tip of her tongue. She could tell by the way Clair was moving her hips and by the sounds she was making that she
was doing a good job.
She lifted her hands to Clair's ass and was caressing the firm cheeks when she got the notion to see if the lesie liked having her ass played with. Moving a finger tip into the crack, she found that tight aperture and brushed it lightly.
"Yeah," Clair gasped in a desperate voice. "Ohhhhh!"
Her moans of pleasure gave Peg encouragement to probe into her ass a bit deeper and she nestled her finger in up to the first knuckle. Clair's belly hovered over Peg's head so Peg couldn't see anything, but she didn't have to: she knew that Clair was going into a fit of sexual rapture.
Clair began howling and shaking so wildly that Peg knew she must be coming, but she kept her tongue reaching up her flowing tube. With a final scream, Clair jumped off Peg's thrashing tongue and collapsed like a rag doll on top of her. She was a sweating, shivering creature in her post-orgasmic frenzy so Peg held her and caressed her until she calmed down.
"Are you sure you never ate a cunt before?" she asked. Then, when Peg said she hadn't, she said, "Well, you're a natural, baby."
Peg was so proud of herself that she beamed. Her face was smeared with pussy juice and her taint was still tingling with need, but she felt she had
taken an important step in her life. She was on the path to sexual fulfillment, no matter where it would lead her.
When Clair began to settle down from the explosion of her climax and she was able to control her muscles again she started slithering down Peg's body. Now Peg would get the benefits of this lesbian's tongue in her twat.
Clair lingered at her tits and sucked each nipple until she was sure it was time to move on. Putting her hand over the hairy mound of Peg's cunt and dipping a finger into the slot helped her determine the progress of her lust. She felt that Peg was wet and ready as her finger was squeezed by the contractions of the pussy-tunnel.
Peg was flat on her back with her legs spread as Clair wiggled her way into sucking position. Peg could more or less relax now and let the chick eat her.
There was still a surprise in store for her though. When Chair had positioned herself with her face in Peg's pubic curls and stuck her tongue in the gash, Peg realized that she was a skillful cunt-lapper. Peg always went wild with a lashing, poking tongue in her cunt, but this was different. At the first stroke, Peg was reduced to a crazily writhing pervert. There was something about the way Clair used her tongue that made it much more thrilling than any
guy's tongue had ever been.
When the tongue tip touched Peg's clit, she almost fainted with the intense ecstasy that shot through her. When she was on the verge of coming, Clair stopped tonguing her clit and began covering the entire pink slit with quick broad strokes that seemed perfect for giving her the strongest possible orgasm after taking her to the highest pinnacle of passion.
Peg didn't stop vibrating for a while as the pleasure slowly drained away. When it did, she was left as limp as a wrung-out dish rag. Her cunt would never be the same.
"Well, I've got to get back to work," Clair said. "But you can relax and leave whenever you want." She got dressed, then said, "The next time you need a sex therapist, just come see me.
Peg thanked her. She was glad to be able to hang around and rest. She was such a wreck it would take a while for her to get her strength back. Also, she had time to think. It seemed to her that if this new experience was so wonderful, there might be other things, perverted perhaps, that would be as
wonderful. She felt better than she had in quite a while.



CHAPTER SIX


Now that Peg had broken the perversion barrier with Clair, site was more eager than ever to get her hands on her son: Her passion for him was unlimited and was only thwarted by her shyness to seduce him. After all, what could a mother do with the kid she'd brought up to give him the idea that she wanted his body, except come right out and tell him, or grab him and kiss him? But those things were out, she simply wouldn't be able to do it.
There must be a way to tap the tremendous horniness that she knew her son lived with. She thought she could trap him into seducing her. The idea of feeling his lips on hers and his hands exploring her body gave Peg the energy to set up a trap for the innocent boy.
Jim had been taking every opportunity he
had to catch a peek at his mom, and it seemed easier all the time. In fact, sometimes it seemed that he would get peeks even if he weren't trying, and that seemed strange. She was leaving her door open and wearing very revealing things around the house. If he wasn't insane with Just for the woman, Jim might have figured out that she was showing him everything she had for a reason. But, although he would have given ten years of his life for a chance to fuck her, he knew that fucking her could only happen in his dreams.
One evening something happened that should have tipped the boy off, but in his innocence, he remained perplexed. He went upstairs after dinner and saw that his mother's door was open, and making the usual wide curve around the corner of the hall that would take him close to that door, be looked in and saw his mother standing in front of her mirror, and she was completely nude.
He stared at her ass, burning those round and heavy cheeks into his memory, but he couldn't stop without having her see him there. He went into his room and stood there panting and sweating. Could his mother be getting so old that she was forgetting to close her door? he wondered. Whatever the reason for her recent carelessness, he had to get back to get another look, and he didn't want to just pass by again. From the bathroom, her
room could be seen, so he decided to try that.
Taking a few deep breaths to calm himself, Jim left his room and walked to the bathroom. Before going in he peered into, her room again. Now lit saw a similar scene, but his mother was standing there with her tits in her hands and was moving them around and making strange sounds like a crying baby.
Jim went into the bathroom and closed the door, but not all the way. His heart was pounding and his prick was stiff as he leaned on the sink for support. What could the woman be up to? he asked himself. Hoping for the best, he peeked into her bedroom again.
He could see into his mother's room, but he couldn't quite see her. Then she came into view. She wasn't holding her tit any longer, but she was looking toward the bathroom. Jim didn't know what to do. He didn't know if she could see that the light wasn't on, or if she could see him peeking out. He jumped away from the door, then moved toward it and looked out again.
Peg was standing in her room, still completely nude, and looking toward the bathroom. Ordinarily, Jim would be so engrossed with her body that he wouldn't even notice her expression, but this was so strange that he had to try and tell what she was thinking. She stood there with her
hands on her hips and a disappointed look on her face.
He saw her tits rise as she sighed and dropped her hands limply from her hips. Then she walked away, out of sight. He kept watching, but she didn't reappear. Jim didn't know if he was more horny than puzzled or vice versa. Anyhow, he had to do something about the way his cock was jerking painfully in his pants. He shut the door tight, turned on the light and pulled his pants down.
Now as he grabbed his prick and began stroking, he brought the picture of his mother that he had memorized back to his mind. He could still see her bulging tits and he could tell how heavy they were by the way they sagged slightly. As his hand moved back and forth on his tong prick, he thought about the way her pussy looked tucked under her belly, and he imagined what it would be like to press his face into the hair.
His gism was flying across the room as he recalled the smell of her undies and the sight of her cunt. It was a great climax; the bathroom was a mess, but jerking oil didn't seem to reduce his lust at all. Rather, it seemed to make him all the more eager to have what he thought be never could.
When he went back to his room, he was almost afraid to look through his mother's open door, but,
of course, he did. She was lying in bed, her face turned away from the door and the covers hiding her nakedness. Jim went to his room and lay down on his bed.
Peg had been escalating her lewdness, and she thought that standing there naked would make the boy take notice, and when he went into the bathroom she just couldn't believe that he didn't see her standing there holding her tits. When the bathroom door closed, she felt her heart sink.
The boy didn't seem interested in her and she figured that she had been foolish thinking he would be. He probably was getting everything she could give him from some young sex-pot from school. She'd been silly to think that a young boy like him would be interested in an old bag like her. She would have laughed at her silliness if she weren't so heartbroken.
She was on the verge of team, but the hope she had until a few minutes earlier had left her horny. She had hoped to have Jim in her bed with her by then, but now she was reaching for her own cunt again. But even her sadness couldn't extinguish her passion, and she would have to find satisfaction in the same old way.
Peg positioned herself so she could slip her fingers into her cunt. The lips spread to admit her finger onto her hard clit. As usual, she began
rubbing slowly and gently, then increased in speed and pressure. She almost forgot her depression as the lovely sensations of carnal pleasure began.
Her hips moved back and forth as she moved her linger rhythmically over the love bud. Gradually the pleasure made every other emotion wash away in flowing pussy juice. She forgot her son, her horniness, and everything else. She would keep rubbing slowly and gently and make the pleasure last as long as she could. Sometimes it would go on for almost an hour before her orgasm came crashing down on her.
In his room, Jim had fallen into a semi-slumber after his masturbation. His head was filled with dreams of his mother. Suddenly, he lifted his head and his eyes snapped open. There was something wrong with his mother! Yes, he was sure of it: those moans couldn't be coming from anyone else.
As he sprang out of bed, he wondered what the trouble could be. Maybe she had eaten something that had made her sick. He saw that her light was still on and as he entered her room he saw her lying in bed like she had been when he left the bathroom, but now she was writhing in what he thought was pain.
"Mom!" he yelled. "What's wrong?"
Peg opened her eyes, startled. There was Jim
standing at her bed, looking desperate. In her condition, there was no question why he was there.
"Oh. Jim," she said and held her arms out to him.
The boy began to realize that she wasn't sick after all, but he was still confused. All he knew was that the woman he'd been longing for was reaching out to him from her bed where she lay naked. It didn't take him long to get die message.
He threw himself on top of her and Peg caught him in a strong embrace. She found his mouth with hers and pressed a hot kiss on his lips. It took Jim a few seconds to realize what was happening and to make sure he wasn't dreaming.
He let his mother slip her tongue into his mouth and when he tasted her luscious saliva, he became entranced. He felt her huge tits spread hotly over his chest and her sweet smell permeated his head. Her body filled his arms with warm, writhing softness. The boy was in heaven.
As she kissed him, she began unbuttoning his shirt. It wasn't easy to do in her frenzied condition. Jim grabbed at the copious tit-flesh that was squeezed between them. When Peg felt the boy grabbing her tit, she eased her embrace so he could get at one of those jellied globes. His fingers were roughly pressing into the jug, but Peg didn't mind his lack of finesse; this was the kid
she'd lusted after and. he could do anything he wanted to her.
When site got all his buttons undone, she tugged at his shirt. Jim let go of her tit long enough to help her. He was so excited he had a lot of trouble getting the shirt off, but they finally made it and Jim pressed his bare chest against her tits. What a difference that lack of a barrier of cloth meant. When he felt her hot tits on his naked chest he knew that it was the greatest feeling he'd ever had.
They kissed passionately, wetting each other's face with saliva. Before long, Jim thought he had had enough kissing for a while.
He lifted his mouth from hers and moved down her body until he was staring at her tits. Grabbing one with each hand, he began kissing the mounds. He loved the way his face would make big depressions in the boobs as he kissed. When he felt the bumpy skin of her hard nipples on his face, he pulled back his bead to take a look. It was a beautiful sight, but he couldn't bear to look at it too long because he was dying to suck on it.
Stuffing that nipple into his mouth was so exciting he thought he would have been happy to lie there forever and suck it. Peg was surprising her boy with her wild gyrations. She was holding his head at her tit, and her legs were encircling him and seeming to climb up his body. There was much
more of her waiting for him.
Jim shivered at the feeling of her hand sliding down his spine to the top of his pants. But the hand didn't stop there. She reached into his pants over his ass and ran her middle finger down the crack as far as she could reach.
Jim didn't know that such ecstasy existed.
He began exploring her naked body. With his face at tit level. Everything was close by, and he reached behind her. The twin curves of firm, smooth ass-flesh felt fantastic as he moved his hand all over her ass. He tucked the tips of his fingers into the crack and followed it from top to bottom. From her ass, he moved his hands over the tops of her thighs, and all the while he kept chomping on her tit.
It was so strange to have his own mother in his arms and be exploring her body, and the way she was moaning and writhing was so different from anything he'd ever seen her do before that he was even more excited than he would be with any other gorgeous chick.
"Oh. Jim. Jim. I've wanted you for so long. Mmm," she moaned as he sucked on her tit
Her passionate voice added yet another dash of spice to his lust. He couldn't wait any longer to go for the secret lips between her thighs. Putting his hand on her pelvis on the side of her belly, he
pushed her away from him slightly, and put his hand on her tummy. From there it would be a short slide to her cunt.
With a powerful rush of sexual bliss, Jim shoved his hand down into the tangle of his mother's pubic hair. Over the plump, furry tips of the pussy, he wrapped his hand with eager greed. Her cunt made the most exciting handful he'd ever had as the flesh of the mound compressed and leaked hot juice.
Peg spread her legs so the boy could have room to maneuver in her twat, and he took advantage of it. The lips seemed to open and suck his finger in. Jim ran his probing finger from end to end in her cunt, feeling all the wonderful folds and ridges of wet, satin flesh. When he found his way to the well of love juice, he wasted no time in sinking his long middle finger into it. He felt his mother jerk her body in a wild reaction to his finger fucking. The tunnel was deep and he couldn't reach the end of it, so he began massaging the tight walls.
Peg began moving her hips in a steady bucking motion as it there were a cock in her snatch, and her voice rose in a desperate wail. Her behavior sent her son's passion rising to the bunting point. Peg had been in a state of rapture when the boy came to her, so now she was feeling some of the Mast powerful jolts of pleasure that she'd ever
experienced. She was as eager as Jim to get their crotches together and she reached for his prick.
With the boy down at her tit, she couldn't quite reach that big root of his, but she was grasping for it so wildly that Jim moved back up her body so she could take his cock in that clutching hand. He stopped sucking her tit and kissed her on the mouth again as he felt her delicate fingers wrap around his dong. His prick throbbed under her touch, and even though the boy had jerked off recently, he was afraid he was going to come before he got his cock planted in her cunt.
Just as she'd suspected, Peg's fingers could hardly reach around the huge shaft. He was a chip of the old block all right and Peg began to hope for a super-fuck like her husband used to give her.
There was no stopping now they both knew, and Peg pulled that prick right to the drooling slot of her cunt as she rolled onto her back. Jim pulled his finger from her cunt to make way for his cock. He climbed on top of the wanton woman. As his hard, lean body rested on the soft curves of his mother's, he felt her twat lips take the fat head of his tool in a gentle grasp.
Peg had her hands on the boy's hips, and when she felt that he was in position, she pulled his hips down and his prick slid smoothly into the soaking sleeve of her cunt. They both gasped with
unbelieving joy at the contact. Peg's cunt began convulsively squeezing the huge piece of meat that was stretching her cave.
Jim's mind was reeling with the sensations he was receiving from his prick. The slick walls of her curd, the heat and the way the tube was contracting wildly all made him feel incredible ecstasy. He lifted his hips and lowered them again. Her pussy tunnel caressed his cock with suction and loving strokes as he pumped.
The flesh covering the spongy prick-knob began tingling with almost unbearable pleasure as Jim's whole body filled with lust. His mother seemed to be going nuts under him, and he felt his own orgasm overwhelming him. His balls churned as her pussy grabbed and stroked his cock with each lunge.
Jim let out a shrill cry of ecstasy as the first charge of goo shot into his mother's twat. Her screams bounced off the walls of the room, turning their whole world into an exploding pleasure palace. Jim couldn't remember his prick spitting gism with so much force and ecstasy as it bunt in his mother's grasping snatch.
They didn't stop plowing their hips together until they were completely exhausted. Then they lay there, resting. Jim began to be aware of something moving under him as be felt his body
rising and falling. He realized he was resting on his mother's heaving tits.
Suddenly, the whole thing seemed real for the first time. How had this happened? he wondered. Would his mother be angry with him for taking advantage of her? She wrapped her arms around him and whispered his name over and over as if she had read his mind and was eager to let him know that everything was all right. His prick, still in her pussy, had begun to shrivel, but now it seemed to grow again.
They lay there in the awe they both felt at the incredible pleasure they had given one another. Their sweat mingled and the gism Jim had pumped into her cunt began to run down the cheeks of her ass, but they just held on to each other as if their lives depended on it.
They fell asleep in each other's arms and before morning they fucked several more times, waking up in passion, then drifting off again in satisfaction.
When Jim woke the next morning, he found himself alone in bed. If he weren't in his mother's bed, he might have thought it was all a dream, but there he was, and his prick was still tingling too. He heard his mother downstairs in the kitchen making breakfast and realized he was starving.



CHAPTER SEVEN


After that first fuck, Jim and Peg stayed home a lot and entertained, themselves with each other's body. Jim was learning a lot, and Peg was having more fun than she'd had since her husband left her when Jim was still an infant.
At first, Jim hardly went out at all, but when their sex lives leveled off he began showing up at the soda shop once in a while. His, friends did notice a chance in him though. For one thing, he didn't seem as interested in pursuing chicks or in going back to visit Mrs. Nerdak.
One afternoon, while he was hanging around the soda shop with Joe, Tom and Chuck, Chuck suggested that they go see a few girls he knew in another part of town. It was a pretty rough neighborhood, but the chicks there had a reputation for putting out. The guys seemed to
think that it was a good idea even though there were certain dangers involved.
"What do you say. Jim?" Chuck asked him because he hadn't said a ward about the idea.:
Jim had heard what the guys were saying, but, as usual, his thoughts were with his mother, and the guys' conversation couldn't compete with those thoughts. Now he considered the idea. There was no reason for him to go all the way over there to look for a chick when there wasn't my possibility of finding one as nice as his mom. But he could use a change of scene.
"Yeah, let's go," he said.
The guys split up into two pairs to hitchhike. First Tom and Joe caught a ride, then Jim and Chuck stuck out their thumbs. They met in one of a grocery store as planned. When Chuck and Jim arrived, Tom and Joe were standing there drinking bottles of Coke.
"I'll go call Sally and see if we can come over," Chuck said and went into the store.
While the others waited outside. Jim heard his name called. They all turned and saw two chicks run up to them. They were good-looking, with tits bouncing inside their summer jerseys and blond hair flying. When they got closer, they could see that the girls wore a lot of makeup, unlike the girls in their own neighborhood.
Jim recognized them. He knew them from a party he had gone to at his cousin's house. He tried to remember their names. They kept running until they almost bumped into them, then they both kissed Jim on the lips. He felt proud to have his friends see these chicks run up and kiss him like that. He introduced them to his buddies. He was relieved that he had remembered their names: Pat and Sharon.
As they stood there talking, a car came squealing up to the curb. By that time, Chuck had came out of the store and the four boys felt a shiver as they saw four guys get out of the car. They were all bigger and older than Jim and his friends.
"Hi, Pat," one of them said. "These creeps bothering you?"
"They're not bothering us, Hank. Don't start trouble," Pat said.
"What are you guys doing around here?" Hank said. "You're not from around here."
"I said, don't start trouble," Pat repeated and began shoving the big guy back toward his car.. "Now leave us alone or I'll never talk to you again."
"Come on guys," Hank said to his friends and they got back into the car.
With squealing tires and a loud roar from the engine, the car sped away. Jim and his buddies
breathed a deep sigh of relict, and were grateful to Pat for saving them.
"Don't mind those creeps," Pat said. "They think they own the neighborhood."
"Yeah." Sharon said. "They can't stand the competition."
"Well, we've got to get going," Pat said. "It was nice meeting you guys." "Nice seeing you again, Jim."
The boys said good-bye, but wished they could go with them. Then they turned to Chuck to see what the word was about his girls.
"Sally said we should come right over," Chuck said triumphantly. "She's going to call some of her girl friends and invite them over."
The guys were excited, except for Jim. If a chick fell into his lap it would be nice, but he had all the fucking he could handle at home.
They headed for Sally's with high expectations. When that car came to a stop beside them again, they realized how they'd let themselves get carried away with the idea of seeing Sally and her friends. They should have known that these goons would show up again.
The guys stopped and watched with a sinking feeling in their stomachs as the four big guys got out of the car again and came over to them. One of them pointed at Jim.
"That's the one, Hank," he said to the biggest one. "He's the one who kissed Pat and Sharon."
"I didn't kiss them," Jim said. "They kissed me.
"I don't care who kissed who," Hank said. "I want you to net out of here before I beat you to a pulp," he said to Jim. "You guys can stay."
Jim and his friends could plainly see that they were no match for those other four. Jim felt a cold wave of fear pass through him. He knew that he could count on his friends to help him out if there was a tight, but there was no use in their all getting beaten up. Hank's buddies were showing their willingness to mix it up by crowding in on them and looking nasty.
"Okay, I'll go," Jim said.
"And keep going," Hank called after him.
Jim thought about going back to his buddies when the car left, but he really didn't care one way or the other. When Hank and his friends left, Chuck called down the street to him to come back.
"No, that's all right. I'll bead back," he said.
His friends shrugged their shoulders and went down the street one way as Jim went the other. Suddenly, the injustice of it struck him, and even though he didn't really care about Sally and her friends, he decided that he wasn't going to let
Hank and his cronies chase him away. He turned and ran after his friends, but they were no longer in sight. He went around the corner, but still didn't see them.
Now he didn't know what to do, but he thought that there was no point in letting Hank find him again. He turned back again. Now he felt a bit depressed. He let himself get bullied by Hank and now he wasn't going to meet Sally and her friends. At least he knew where he could go to get comforted.
He walked back to the avenue to hitchhike home and heard his name called again. It was Pat and Sharon.
"Where are your friends?" Pat asked.
Jim told them about meeting Hank again and what happened. He felt embarrassed about admitting how he'd let Hank chase him away, but he didn't feel like making anything up.
"Oh, that asshole," Pat said. "He makes me so mad."
"Why don't you come over to my house?"
Sharon asked. "Pat's coming too."
"Yeah, why don't you? And if we see Hank, I'll give him a piece of my mind," Pat said.
Jim said he'd go with them. Things seemed like they might turn out better than he'd originally expected. If there were a couple of chicks he
would like to get to know better, it would be these two. As he walked with them down the street, he almost wished that Hank and his henchmen would show up again. He would tell them what he thought. But it was easy to say that now that he had the safety of the girls whom he'd seen handle those punks.
They arrived at Sharon's without trouble. No one was home, and Jim began to hope for the best. Sharon offered him a drink, something that would never have happened in his own neighborhood. They all had a big glass of whiskey and ginger ale. Sharon put a record on, and a party atmosphere filled the room.
"Is Hank your boy friend?" Jim asked Pat.
The girls laughed. She said she fucked him once in a while, but he wasn't her boy friend by a long shot. Jim was getting more and more interested.
"The girls in my neighborhood never fuck any of the guys," he said.
"Oh, you poor dear," Sharon said. "It must be terrible."
"Yeah, it is," Jim said. He decided not to say that he was getting laid by a fabulous chick at home.
"Poor, poor Jim," Pat said.
Both girls came to him, one on each side, and they placed a kiss on each cheek. Jim's prick
began to harden in his jeans as he felt two pairs of tits touch him on the arms. The girls led him to the couch and sat him down.
"Poor Jim," Pat said again. "First he gets chased out of the neighborhood, and then he tells us that girls in his neighborhood don't fuck. Tsk, tsk."
Jim wasn't sure if he liked to be pitied like that, but it was great having those two chicks sitting at his sides and stroking his hair. He was beginning to realize that he wanted more than only his mother. His prick was making a big lump in his pants and he was sure the girls saw it. Could they be planning to fuck him? he wondered.
He leaned his head back and looked at the two pretty faces leaning toward him. Pat wore her hair in a round blossom of curls, and Sharon's hung down straight to her shoulders. Then he looked at their tits. Pat's were pointing in an upturned sweep and Sharon's were round and blunt. He enjoyed comparing the girls and hoped to be able to make a more detailed examination.
Now that he was an experienced fucker, he had the courage to try things he never would have before. He put one hand on the back of Pat's head and pulled her fax to his. She kissed him willingly, but he didn't kiss her long. He repeated the move on Sharon with the same results. A short while ago
he had been a horny virgin. Now he was a well-satisfied stud, and was about to take on two chicks at once.
The "iris each laid a hand on one of his thighs, sending a double current of lust in-to his crotch. He kissed Pat again, a bit longer than the first time, then kissed Sharon again. He slipped his tongue into each girl's mouth and tasted their saliva. Grabbing one of their thighs in each hand, he tried to send them the message that he was ready for more.
While kissin Pat again, he raised his hand and felt for Sharon's tits. She didn't make it hard for him to find them; in fact, she practically threw her jugs into his hands. He felt the round package of jellied flesh with greedy fingers as Sharon leaned over and stuck her tongue in his ear. Jim had had tongues in his ear before, but not while exploring another duck's mouth with his tongue.
Still feeling Sharon's tit, he grabbed one of Pat's. It was great to hold two differently shaped boobs in his hands and he couldn't decide which he preferred; but he didn't have to choose-he could have them both.
It was difficult for him to play with their tits as well as he wanted to while sitting between them on the couch, so he slipped away from between them and spread himself out on the carpeted floor. The
girls slid down after him and, lay on either side of him. This time Sharon covered his mouth with her own and Pat kissed his neck and ear.
Jim slipped his hand up Sharon's jersey and grabbed naked softness. He tried to reach inside Pat's jersey too, but it was too difficult in that position. She solved the problem for him though, by pulling her jersey off. He watched her pull it up over her bead and then pulled his mouth away from Sharon to take a better look. Her pointy jugs looked delicious and he leaned forward to take a bite. Not wanting to fall behind, Sharon pulled her jersey off too.
"We're not going to be the only ones without our jerseys on," Pat said.
The girls both grabbed at Jim's shirt and pulled it off him. He pretended to fight them off, but he was eager to feel their bare tits on his bare chest.
With a lot of laughing and squealing, they managed to pull his shirt off. As soon as they did, Jim grabbed Sharon's belt and opened it. She screamed, but Pat helped him open her pants, then, with one of them tugging one leg apiece, they stripped her pants off. Sharon tried to hide the wispy triangle of hair that showed through her sheer panties by covering it with her hand, but she had to give that up to fight off the hands that were
trying to pull her panties down. But four hands proved to be too many to struggle against, and she was soon naked.
Jim turned to Pat and lunged at her belt.
Now that Sharon was nude, she joined forces with Jim and helped him strip Pat. She struggled too, but just for fun and she didn't make it too hard for them to strip her.
Jim was thrilled by her blond cuntal fur. He'd never been with two naked girls before, but it didn't seem too many for him to handle. Before his Mom had showed him the ropes, he used to get shy if he was with two chicks who had their clothes on.
The naked women now grabbed Jim. In a torrent of boobs bouncing over his body, they dragged him down and unbuckled his belt. It wasn't easy to pretend tb fight them off; he wanted to be as naked as they were, but it did make it very exciting, so he twisted and jerked and pushed their hands away, but he soon felt his pants loosen and slide down his legs. When they pulled down his underpants. He could sense the awe they felt looking at his cock. There was silence as the girls stared down at the bat jerking over Jim's crotch.
They came back to life with more enthusiasm than ever. Jim felt a pair of tits crash into his chest and a mouth cover his. He flinched as he felt
cold fingers grab his cock. There must have been three hands on his prick, moving all around it and caressing his balls.
He sent his hands on an exploration too. He grabbed at the bodies lying on him, going from tit to cunt to tit to cunt. It seemed that making it with two chicks was more than double the fun.
He wiggled around between the chicks warm bodies until he had a tit in his mouth. It felt like Sharon's, but he realized that it was Pat's and that it seemed to change from pointy to blunt as the nipple hardened. While he sucked the tit, he felt other delights with his roaming hands, and thrilled to the things the girls were doing to him.
He realized that the soft warm things he felt on his thighs were tits just before he felt a wet mouth cover his prick. His mother had been giving him head, but it was always a nice surprise to get sucked like that. Sharon knew how to suck a cock, and although it wasn't as good as the blow-jobs he got at home, it was still sensational. As she sucked him, Sharon reached around to his ass and ran her lingers Up and down the crack.
Pat pulled his face into her tits so firmly that he had to struggle for air. He reached down to Peg's pussy and found that it was a beauty. The blond hair was as thick as a rug, but wet lips protruded through the curls. Her pussy was
different from his mother's but as he slipped his finger up her tunnel, he found it was tighter. Pat pulled his face even closer to the mass of her tits and Jim wondered if she might be trying to smother him.
One thing he had never had a chance to do with his mother was peer into the gash of her cunt. He knew what it felt like down there, but he wanted to stare into a pussy in bright light and get a good look. With Sharon still sucking his prick, Jim pushed his way free of Pat's tits and moved down to her crotch. When he could smell the funky vapors, he knew he was getting close.
The blond curls framed the bright pink slot. Putting his fingers on the mound, he spread the lips and saw the interior come into view. There were the inner-lips, wiggly and gaping on either side of her passion pit. The clit was hiding under a hood of skin, but Jim knew that if he touched her there, she would wiggle and squeal with pleasure, and to prove it, he put a finger tip there and rubbed gently. Pat did just as he expected. Jim watched his middle finger disappear into the well, too.
Now he wanted to do another thing that was new to him. He had never eaten his mother, but looking at Pat's pussy made his mouth-water. He moved his face close and stuck out his tongue. Holding the lips open with his hand, he licked the
interior of her wet with a short, careful stroke. It tasted great and was incredibly exciting he gave the twat another lick. Before long he was lapping madly and Pat was writhing in delirious rapture.
Sharon was still sucking his prick, but she was doing it gingerly so she wouldn't bring him off too soon. These chicks knew what they were doing and they wanted to save the boy for more and better things. It was nice to have a mouthful of hot gism, Sharon knew but she wanted to make sure his cock would still be hard when she wanted him in her hungry cunt. She spent as much time licking his balls as she did sucking his more sensitive cock.
Sharon could look up and see what Jim was doing to Pat, and she envied her friend. In order to get some of the action, she swiveled around and took one of Jim's hands and brought it to her cunt. He obligingly stuck in a few fingers and massaged the slippery walls of the tube, but he found that it took a lot of concentration to cat one cunt and finger another.
His fingers got Sharon ready to be fucked, so she lifted her face from his cock and climbed on his body. Jim was still eating Pat, but Sharon was able to roll him over enough to make his prick fuckable. It was pointing out to the side, but by lying near him and throwing one thigh over his hip, she brought her cunt over his twitching prick-head.
With some wiggling and squirming, Sharon managed to get her pussy wrapped around Jim's prick, and she slid most of the pumping. By the time Pat was moaning with the climactic bliss Jim was licking into her, he was grunting into her cunt with his own ecstasy. Sharon was making noises too as Jim's huge prick bumped into the cud of her cunt-tube. The room tilled with the sounds of three orgasms simultaneously erupting.
With their lust drained away, the three fuckers lay in the position they were in when they came. Jim's prick shrunk in Sharon's pussy as his head rested on Pat's thigh. His face was soaked with her juice and he wiped it on her thigh.
Eventually, they got up and began sipping their drinks and talking. Jim stared lazily at the chicks' bodies, and saw them watching his cock for signs of life. When his prick stretched and flopped over like a sleeping man tossing in bed, they started crawling toward him on their hands and knees. The sight of them coming his way like that with their tits hanging and swinging made his cock stiffen again.
Jim fucked them both again, but by that time he was ready to call it a day. He was looking forward to telling the guys about his experience and find out how they did.
He ran into the guys at the soda shop the next
day. He asked them what had happened at Sally's.
"It was great," Chuck said. "Sally took out one of her father's bottles of whiskey and we all got drunk. I necked with Sally and Tom grabbed some tit from Ann, one of Sally's friends. Joe threw up in the kitchen and passed out in the bathtub with Jane.
The other guys told their side of the story and they all seemed to think they had a good time.
Then they asked Jim what he did after he left them. He explained how he went after them, and found Pat and Sharon, and told them in detail about what happened at Sharon's house.
They looked at Jim with amazed expressions. They didn't know if he was telling the truth or not. Jim looked from one of them to the other with a straight face. He almost had to laugh at the way their mouths were hanging open. "Are you kidding?" Chuck asked in a squealing voice.
When Jim realized how his luck had been going lately, he couldn't even answer them. He started to laugh and didn't stop for a long time.



CHAPTER EIGHT


The phone rang and Peg picked it up. It was Bill.
"Peg, I just don't understand you," he said. "I know you had a good time with me when we went out. Now why won't you see me?"
She didn't know what to say. How could she tell him that she had to have a guy like Clark had been-a guy like Jim?
"I can't explain," she said. "But please, believe me. It can't work out between us. So don't waste your time on me.
She hung up. She was waiting for her son to come home. Her cunt had been crying out for his
cock all day,and now with the phone call from Bill on her mind, she needed him more than ever.
Pacing the floor in restless frustration, Peg kept looking out the window for her son.
Finally, she forced herself to sit down and read a magazine. If she kept busy, she reasoned, time would go faster, but the print in the magazine kept going out of focus and she threw it down in disgust. The only thing she could do was bite her nails.
The doorbell rang and made Peg jump up in a nervous reaction. Slit wasn't expecting anyone and didn't want to see anyone except her boy, and he wouldn't have knocked. She decided to ignore the bell. It rang again and again, but although the sound was driving her crazy, it was better than having to deal with anyone in her frenzied condition.
Her name was called through the door and she recognized Bill's voice, but she couldn't let herself answer the door. She knew that it was more than not wanting to see anyone: she didn't want to see Bill. There was something about him that reminded her that there was something missing from her life.
"I know you'll in there, and you've got to see me," he hollered.
Peg stayed in her seat and didn't say anything.
She hoped he would go away, but in a way, she
wanted him to stay too. Suddenly, there was an explosion of breaking glass. Peg knew that he had put his fist through the window on the door and must be reaching in to unlock it at that second.
Her body and mind convulsed, with contradicting emotions. She heard the door open. Her cunt was getting wet, but she feared his touch. She wanted him to take her into his arms, but could hardly keep herself from running into the bathroom and locking him out. When he strode into the room, though, looking fierce and desperate, she melted.
"Oh, Bill," she yelled and ran to him.
They held onto each other, Peg sobbing and Bill kissing her face and neck.
"Peg, listen to me," he said as he held her away from him, his strong hands holding her by her upper arms. "We both know why you won't see me, but it's ridiculous."
"No!" Peg shrieked.
"I did it for you, you know that," Bill said.
Again Peg shrieked as if a knife had been driven into her guts. Bill's words seemed to bring back old memories: Her memory of Clark was threatened and she felt the desperate need to fight off any attack by that threat. Sure, Clair had been a skunk, an overgrown baby, but he wasn't really bad. He couldn't have been. He was so loving,
But Peg's thoughts were interrupted again as she tried to patch up her memory. Bill's voice was penetrating her defenses.
"You knew what was going on, you had to. Everyone in town knew," he yelled at her.
"Okay, okay. So he fucked a few women on the side. What's so unusual about that?"
"Peg, it was mow titan that. You know."
"No!" she shrieked again as if the noise she made could keep out the truth. She collapsed in a heap on the floor, sobbing hysterically.
"Clark wasn't fucking a few women on the side. He was blackmailing them. Forcing them to do everything that his sick mind could dream up." Bill said to Peg, pulling her hands from her ears when she tried to block out his words. "I saw what he was doing, Peg. I tried to tell you, but you called me a liar."
Peg remembered suddenly. That's right, he did tell her some crazy story about Clark forcing women to put on perverted shows for him. She'd forgotten, and that's why she wouldn't go out with him. She almost remembered that night she finally accepted a date with him, but she couldn't quite pin-point it.
"It was a lie!" she screamed.
"You know it wasn't, Peg." Bill said. "And you know that the woman they found dead, the one
who had hung herself, was one of the women he was blackmailing."
Peg lay motionless on the if he didn't even have the strength to cry any longer. She had no choice but to listen.
"Clark could seduce any woman be wanted, and he could get them to do anything he wanted. Then he took pictures of them, and if they didn't do what he wanted, be threatened to show the pictures to their husbands or boy friends, or bosses. When I walked into his office that night and saw him sitting there with a whip in his hand and watching three women eating each other, I couldn't believe it either. But I saw it with my own eyes."
Peg knew that Bill was right. She had kept that knowledge hidden, and it hadn't been easy. She had to ignore, a lot, like the way slit had been treated. like a outcast by everybody who knew that she was Clark's wife. After that woman hung herself, the scandal broke wide open. Bill was the only one who had stuck by her, and she had turned him away.
"And here's something you didn't know. I told Clark to leave. I told him that if he didn't I would tell everyone what I saw in his office that night. And I did it for you."
Peg couldn't take it all in at once. Bill sat down
and let her he there on the rug. He knew she had to have time to absorb the truth, but he didn't know if that's what she was doing, or if she was pushing it back into the dark corners of her mind where it would be forgotten again. He wanted her more than anything in the world, but he knew that he couldn't have her unless she accepted the truth about her husband. Now she had the truth-all of it. Bill waited to see what would happen.
Peg lay still for a long time. Bill waited to see what she would do. If she still denied what her husband had been, it would be all over for Bill. He decided that he would leave town forever rather than spend another eighteen years longing for a woman who couldn't be his.
Finally, Peg sat up and Bill's heart skipped a beat. He leaned forward in his chair, waiting for her to say something.
"Bill," she said, "I've been living a lie for years. I don't know why. I guess I'm just not strong enough to face the truth."
Bill eased down to the floor beside her and took her in his arms.
"You don't have to be strong. I'll be strong for both of us," he said.
They kissed like lovers who had been separated for a lifetime, and that's what they were. They were both so happy that they couldn't even begin
to talk about it. Bill felt her teal-s on his face as they kissed.
Peg could see her life as it really was. Her lust for her son made sense now too. She was trying to have her husband back without his perversion. And she had succeeded; Jim was like his father in the best ways. She had to combine the good of her being with the good that was in Clark to produce a boy like Jim. But now that she knew the truth; now that she wasn't hiding any longer, would she still need Jim to satisfy her lust? Or would she be able to accept Bill now that he didn't represent a threat to her illusions? She didn't know, but she knew what she wanted at that moment.
Bill lifted her and carried her to the couch where they embraced for a long time. Gradually, her tears dried up and were replaced by passion. Bill was ready to give her what she wanted.
When Jim had walked up the driveway and heard his mother scream, he ran into the house, but before he ran into the living room, Bill's words stopped him. Listening from the kitchen, he got the whole story. He had always sensed that there had been something bidden, something under the surface about his missing father, and now he knew
why.
He took the news well. After all, held never known the man. But he was worried about the outcome of the situation. Obviously, there was going to be a change in his mother. And he felt jealous of Bill. Now he crept into the dining room, and under cover of the dim light, he could see into the living room without being seen himself.
He saw Bill and his mother on the couch and Bill was in the position he'd been looking forward to being in. He was kissing Peg and had one hand on her swelling tits. Despite his jealousy, he felt his prick straightening and pressing against his pants.
"Fuck me, Bill," Peg said. "Fuck me like you fucked me before."
Her words stung Jim's ears, but made his prick continue to swell. It was funny, he thought, how even though he was jealous and scared that he might not get a chance to fuck his mother again, his prick was still hard and he was looking forward with eager lust to seeing this guy stick it to his mom.
Bill kissed his way down Peg's neck as he unbuttoned her blouse. As he spread the blouse open, he covered the newly revealed skin with his lips and tongue. Jim could see his mother gyrating just as he had felt her doing so under his own body. He watched as Bill bared her tits and
noticed that they looked even bigger from where he was than they had when he was on top of her.
Jim couldn't blame his mother for wanting to fuck Bill when he saw how he handled those tits of hers. His hands moved slowly and carefully over the massive white globes, but at the same time there was an urgentness about the way he grabbed the soft flesh. Bill went down to her jugs and kissed the nipples one after the other. Jim's mouth watered like it did when be sucked those melons.
"Oh, Bill. Bill. That feels good. So good."
Jim didn't think his mother had ever sounded so excited when he played with her tits, but he didn't have the experience that this older guy had. He made mental notes on Bill's technique as he watched in hot passion.
Bill's face disappeared between the tits. Then Bill kissed his way up one tit farthest from Jim. Peg was thrashing her legs around and her dress was creeping up her legs. Jim realized that there were pleasures as great as fucking: namely, watching his mother's body come into view from a hiding place in the next room. He remembered how thrilling it used to be when he peeked at her before they began Cracking.
Bill continued unbuttoning Peg's dress and she wiggled out of it. As Bill stood up to undress, Peg
pulled her panties off and lay there writhing with need. Bill pulled his clothes off quickly and Jim could see the man's urgent passion in his rush to undress. Jim saw that Bill's prick was no match for his own, and that made him feel a little better.
Peg was reaching out desperately for Bill and he lay down on top of her. Jim could see his mother's huge knockers being squeezed out from between their bodies, and he imagined that he could feel them against his own chest.
The boy watched his mother wrap her legs around Bill just as she had wrapped them around him so often. Her hands were clutching at Bill's back and running through his hair. It was interesting for Jim to watch all of his mother's familiar moves from a distance. And he saw that Bill made love totally differently than he. Jim realized that he attacked his mother's body with starving, teenage greed, but Bill, even in his present lust, was handling her smoothly and with finesse.
Bill moved down Peg's body and sucked her tits, and made his prick available for Peg to grab, which she did. Jim unzipped and pulled his prick out and handled it just like his mother was handling Bill's: with gentle tickling along the shaft and squeezes to the swollen head. With his other hand, he held his balls like his mother was fond of doing Bill proceeded down Peg's body until he was eye level
to cunt with her. Peg lifted one leg to the top of the couch's back, and let the other sprawl out to the floor. In that position, her crotch was spread wide. Jim could see her pubic hair curving over that gorgeous curve of her cuntal mound, and he saw Bill press his face into it.
Jim's imagination provided him with a whiff of his mother's twat, and his juices began to churn in his balls. He would have to take it easy or come a lot sooner than the two lovers he was watching. He stopped running his fingers along his prick and just held the jerking bat tight.
Bill's head bobbed up and down with his lapping job, but Jim thought it was more exciting to watch his mother's face.. Her head was turned toward him and he saw how her features were twisted in passion. Her mouth was opened and he began to be aware of her moans, barely audible, but getting gradually louder.
"Get in," Peg cried in a wavering, desperate voice. "Fuck me. Now, Bill, now!"
Jim had the satisfaction of knowing that his mother didn't sound any more passion-struck than she did when she yelled for his cock. Bill lifted his face from her crotch and he climbed over Peg's body. One of Bill's hands along with one of Peg's slipped between their crotches, and Bill moved his hips around, then pushed his cock up the slippery
but tight, tunnel.
Jim gasped along with the two fuckers when he saw Bill's hips sink toward his mother. Now, as Bill began to pump into Peg's cunt, Jim began stroking his own prick. He kept the rhythm of their thrusts, imagining that pussy-sleeve sliding over his cock rather than Bill's.
Peg, who'd been lapped into near orgasmic insanity, was crashing her hips against Bill's with all her might.
"Eeeya-a-a-a!" Peg screamed.
Her hips began pumping rapidly and she flailed her arms and legs around as if she were drowning Bill lifted his body and pumped his joint into her from a slightly different angle. Jim could see the man begin to quiver and shake as he grunted in the throes of his climax. Then he collapsed on Peg and they laid there, their bodies giving a residual twitch every once in a while.
Jim had shot his gism on the dining room rug, and had shoved his shrinking cock back into his pants. He slipped into the kitchen and sat down. He had to think about what was going on to see if he should be happy or sad.
He would like to have a father like the other guys had, and Bill was a great guy. But it would probably mean that he would lose his lover, Peg. He thought that his mom would like to get married
again: he didn't want to think only about himself.
Jim, heard his mother and Bill talking again, but he didn't want to hear what they said. He was tired of peeping and spying. He slipped out of the house and crawled into the back seat of his mom's car. He just kay there with the strange events of his life going through his mind, He heard Bill leave before long. But he didn't want to go in yet. He didn't want to talk to his mother, and she very likely wouldn't want to see him just then. He stayed in the car and feel asleep. When he woke, it was almost light out, and he went in to bed.



CHAPTER NINE


Now Peg was in more of a quandary than ever. It was a great relief to know and be able to face the truth about Clark, but she had her own secrets now. How could she tell Bill about her relationship with her son, and her new taste for her own sex? She didn't intend to give up cunt-sucking.
The thought of having a man again appealed to her, although now that her son was fulfilling her sexual needs, that was less important. But she loved Bill. She always had and now there was no reason to hide from him.
The only thing to do was go to Bill and tell him
everything. Then, if he didn't want her, she would still have Jim. And she would make it clear to him that if he did want her, he would have to take her as he found her-an incestuous lesbian. She decided to go to him that night.
She couldn't remember ever being so nervous as she was when she drove to Bill's apartment. Her heart was pounding in her chest and her hands trembled so violently that she could hardly steer the car. She parked in front of his building and forced herself to get out of the car immediately, before she lost her nerve. As she rode the elevator up to his floor, she had to lean against the wall to steady herself.
"Peg, honey," he said, "I'm so glad you came so soon.
She had told him she would be over to tell him how she felt about the whole business, but she knew that he didn't expect to hear what she was about to tell him.
"You have to hear a few things, Bill," she said. "Things that you might not like."
She saw his face darken. He asked her if she wanted a drink and she said she did. It would be a good idea to sit down and have a drink and pull herself together before laying her perversions out for Bill to see. They sat across from each other in two easy chairs and sipped their drinks.
Finally, Peg said.
"Bill if we're going to get together in any way there an a few things you have to know about."
He stared at her and she felt that it was going to be difficult for her to tell this man, who had chased her husband away for being perverted, that she was perverted too.
"I…I've done things that you should know about," she said.
Bill looked puzzled and worried. Peg took a deep breath and continued.
"You know, it hasn't been easy living without a man all these years, and I've had to get my satisfaction where I could."
"Peg" Bill interrupted. "I don't expect you to be a saint. We're all human."
"But you don't understand, Bill," she blurted. "I've been sleeping with Jim. I've been fucking my own son."
She trembled. Her fingers gripped the arms of the chair so hard her knuckles were white, and her face showed the tremendous strain of her confession. Bill looked at her without a trace of expression on his face.
"Is that all?" he asked. "You act as if that's some sort of crime. Well, I guess it is, but, well you know what I mean. This is the twentieth century. It's no big deal."
Peg couldn't believe that he took the news so calmly. She wasn't sure he understood her.
"I'm a lesbian, too," she said
"Well you're not only a lesbian. You like to fuck men, too, obviously. I like a woman who swings both ways."
Peg was floored. The best she'd hoped for would be his forgiveness and a chance to explain how she'd gotten into those practices, but he seemed to think it was all perfectly fine.
"But you made Clark leave town for being a pervert," she said.
"No I didn't. Not for being a pervert, Peg. For being a blackmailer and a sadist." Bill stood and began walking around the room with his drink in his hand. He was wearing a sport coat and shirt, no tie and his shirt was opened halfway down his chest. He looked so handsome that Peg could hardly restrain herself from running into his arms, but this had to be straightened out first.
"Look, Peg, don't get me wrong. I'm not a goodie-goodie, or a moralist. Clark and I got interested in certain things while we were roommates at college. We fucked a lot of women, and then began getting into some pretty kinky things." He glanced at her to see if she understood. "We had a few orgies, we fucked lesbians and watched them doing some weird things with each
other. It was fun, but no one got hurt. Do you understand?"
Peg nodded her head. She had gotten slot of shocks lately, but she didn't seem to be getting used to them. She had to concentrate very bbd to understand.
"Welt" Bill continued. "When we came home and Clark married you, I thought that stuff was behind us. But I found that it was a habit lint wasn't easy to break. I kept looking for kinky pleasures, and so did Clark. But we went our own ways. I couldn't keep doing those things with Clark any more because he was married to you, and I was so jealous that it spoiled everything. But that's not the only reason. Clark seemed to lose control of himself, like I told you, he began blackmailing women and forcing them to do things that they wouldn't ordinarily do."
Bill walked over to her and knelt don. "I never asked anyone to do anything that they didn't want to do, Peg. And I'm sure you never did either.'
Peg understood what he was saying. No, she had never done anything that hurt anyone. There was only pleasure for everyone involved in her perversions.
"Then do you still…" She couldn't finish the sentence.
"I fuck a lot of women, Peg and sometimes I
fuck a few at a time, And sometimes I have a few chicks making it and I just watch or take pictures and jerk off I do all those things, Peg, but I've
never hurt a soul."
Peg felt a happiness welling up in her. It took a while for her to comprehend all the strange, new information, but it was beginning to look like she and Bill could get together and share their perverted delights. They could have their pussy and eat it too.
"Oh, Bill," she cried suddenly, and threw herself into his waiting arms:
The guilt and secrecy that had been weighing her down began to subside. They kissed and squeezed their bodies together so tightly that they couldn't breathe.
"Let's get married, Peg. We'll be so happy together, and we can keep on having all the pleasure we can find and we can have it together."
"Yes, Bill. Yes, yes, yes," she moaned as she gasped for air "I can't wait to tell Jim," she said. "He'll be so glad, especially when he knows that he won't have to give me up as a fucking partner.
There was a knock at the door. It was an angry knock, and Bill went to open the door while Peg mopped up her tears and pulled herself together.
When Bill opened the door, Jim came
walking in the scorn.
"Jim!" Peg gasped. "What are you doing hew?"
"I came to find out what's going on," he said. "You've both been up to something, and I've been left in the dark. I happen to have an interest in what happens to my mother, you know."
"Yes, you're right, dear," Peg said to him. "I haven't been keeping you informed. But I've been so confused lately. It wasn't until tonight that I felt that I know what's happening myself."
"We have some good news for you, Jim," Bill said.
"Jim. Bill and I are going to get married," Peg said. She saw the look of shock on the boy's face. She knew what he was afraid of and she had to put him at ease. "Bill knows about us, honey, and he understands."
Jim looked like he was about to cry, but he just stood there staring back and forth from his mother to his future stepfather.
"Jim," Bill started speaking in soft tones. "Your mother and I were just talking about our sexual lives. It seems we both have some unusual tastes. I'm not taking her away from you; well share, and well share with others too. Now, you're grown up and I think you understand Don't you!"
Now it was Jim's turn to be surprised. Things
were going so fast. He was eighteen, and his sex life was getting so complicated that he wasn't even sure he understood it. He dropped into a chair and thought.
As he mulled over Bill's words, he found that he couldn't find a thing about the plan that he didn't like. He was going to get a fattier, keep a mother as his lover and get. a crack at a lot of new experiences. He began to feel much better.
There was another knock on the door. When bill opened it Peg heard a familiar voice.
"Clair," Peg yelled and ran over to the woman who'd introduced her to the joys of lesbianism.
"Peg," Clair cried with equal enthusiasm as they threw their arms around each other.
"So you know each other," Bill said.
"Yes, Clair taught me to suck pussy," Peg said. Then she remembered that Jim was there. She looked at the boy. He didn't seem too startled though. After all, he must expect anything from his mother by now.
Bill made a drink for Clair and told her that she was the first to hear his announcement. He told her
that he and Peg were getting married. Clair seemed thrilled. They toasted the marriage and downed a few quick drinks. They were warming up fast, and Clair suggested that to celebrate, they have an org right away.
They all agreed, and Clair made a few phone calls to invite some more friends. Jim asked if he could invite a few of his friends too. Then Peg and Bill made a call or two.
When Bill hung up the phone, he saw that Clair was making a big fuss over Jim. She had him on the couch and was kissing and grabbing him. For such a young kid, he seemed to be handling the situation very well. He grabbed at Clair's tits and kissed-her back like a real stud. Peg went to the couch and sat on the other side of her son and dipped her hands up his shirt.
Bill went to the couch and joined in, putting his hands on Peg's tits from behind and kissing the back of her neck. Now that he knew that she would be his forever, it was even more fan feeling her huge tits. He undid a few buttons so he could get his hands inside and hold-the warm, smooth akin that encased those beauties.
Jim didn't think he'd ever kissed anyone like Clair before. Her lips were so soft and alive. She opened her mouth and sucked his tongue in. Jim we getting hotter than he could, ever remember
getting by just kissing. Clair put her hand on the boy's neck, giving him the benefit of her long years of sensual caresses. He couldn't wait to tear into her twat, and the thought that his mother would be there to watch made it seem too incredible to be true.
Peg was still snuggling up to Jim's back as he kissed Clair. Jim felt his mother's mammoth tits pressing on his back as Clair's smaller, but very nice, tits spread over his chest, It seemed strange to feel Bill's hands on his back as the man fondled his mother's tits, but he knew that there were a lot of new experiences waiting for him.
Clair slipped out of Jim's embrace and began undressing. She wasn't putting on a show like Mrs. Nerdak had, but she undressed in a way that made Jim drool. When she pulled off her blouse, he saw a bra like he'd only seen in his magazines. It was black and lacy and there were holes where her nipples were. He wondered if she had dressed especially for the evening at Bill's, or if she always wore things like that.
While he watched her strip, Jim felt his mother reach around him. Her head rested on his shoulder and her hands slid down his stomach to his lap. She felt the stiff prick as it pushed its form out on his pants. Jim shivered and looked over his shoulder at his mother, and saw that she was
watching Clair undress too. So was Bill.
Peg unfastened Jim's pants and pulled his cock out. It stretched out high above the kid's lap.
"Oh, my, what a fabulous prick!" Clair said as she pulled down her tight-fitting slacks. Her undies were as outlandish as her bra.
As soon, as she was nude, Clair dropped to her knees in front of Jim's throbbing pole. Jim saw her eyes move as she looked up and down the tool, then reached out and wrapped a hand around it. He felt proud of his big cock. Chair took her hands off the prick long enough to tug Jim's pants off him. As she did that, he pulled off his shirt.
Peg had to let her boy go so she could undress and give some attention to Bill who had already undressed. Clair had come back to her examination of Jim's equipment. After looking at the cock, she lifted his balls and felt their tremendous weight. Jim looked down and watched as she lowered her head and gave him a lick with her long tongue under the sac of nuts.
Clair began nibbling her way up Jim's prick. Every time she gave the shaft a lick or playful bite, Jim jumped with a pang of pleasure. When he felt her mouth take the swollen head in, he sighed with lustful passion, Clair ran her tongue all around the pecker-head as Jim shook in response.
With his prick being taken care of, Jim looked over at his mother. Bill was just pulling off her panties. He held them to his face and breathed in the odor of her wet cunt, then be dropped to his knees between Peg's legs. Mother and son were sitting on the couch, and each had a lover between their legs who was taking care of their crotch. Peg watched Clair eating her son, while Jim watched Bill dive into his mother's muff.
There was a knock at the door, and Bill took his mouth from Peg's twat long enough to yell come in. He stuffed his face back into the hairy crotch before the door opened. Jim saw two fantastic-looking chicks walk in and he noticed their eyes light up when they saw the action. The two girls, one a curly-haired redhead with freckles and a slim body, the other black-haired and solid, began to pull their clothes off immediately as they said hello. It gave Jim a nice show to watch while he was getting his cock sucked.
When the two chicks were naked, they walked over to the couch and seemed to merge with the people already there. Bill took his mouth from Peg's cunt again to introduce the new chicks. They were Jane and Rhonda, but Jim wasn't sure which was which. The redhead sidled up to him and took one of his hands to her cunt. Jim found her wet and ready, so he slipped a few
lingers up her pussy.
The black-haired chick lay down in front of the couch and began giving bill head as he continued to eat Peg's cunt. Jim couldn't believe he was part of that weird scene.
Clair was sucking him to ecstasy. She was able, to take his prick surprisingly far down her throat. It must be reaching halfway down to her stomach, Jim thought as her nose approached his pubic curls. It felt great to have his cock swallowed; her throat yanked on his prick and it was a unique experience.
He was playing with that redhead's cunt and she was moaning in pleasure. The faster Clair sucked his prick, the more vigorously Jim fingered the pussy. He didn't want to be the first to come, and he hurried to bring the redhead off. He pulled her within tit-sucking distance and gobbled up her stiff nipple, while she grabbed at Peg's enormous knockers.
There was another knock at the door. Peg was moaning in orgasmic ecstasy so Bill couldn't take his face from her muff, but he jerked his thumb at the door in a sign that someone else should let them in.
"Come in." Jim yelled. He had to take his mouth away from that tit he was sucking, but that wasn't important. He was about to grab the tit
again with his mouth when he saw Tom and Chuck walk in. They both stopped in their tracks when they saw what was-going on. The couch was almost hidden behind a solid mass of flesh.
Jim felt like a hero with his buddies there staring, mouths gaping, at the proceedings. They slowly approached the fucking, sucking people as if they hadn't seen human beings before. Well, they had never seen people engaged like that and it was startling to a couple of horny, young kids. They seemed to catch on all of a sudden and began tearing their clothes off. When they were naked with their cocks leading the way, they approached the couch eagerly.
The dark-haired girl blowing Bill wasn't occupied below the neck; so Tom and Chuck sat down beside her and began working her over, Tom fondling her tits and Chuck probing her cunt, which she thrust out at the happy boy.
Jim and the redheaded chick he was fingering both began to make desperate sounds that indicated they were about to come. Jim's cock was burning with intense ecstasy in Clair's mouth as her head moved up and down. The tender underside of his prick was sliding over her tongue and down her throat.
As the jolts of pleasure ripped into his brain, Jim was massaging the insides of the redhead's
twat with all his, might and skill. She leaned over and grabbed his head to hold on in her bliss. Jim could feel her breath on his face as she gasped in the contractions of her orgasm.
Jim's gism began shooting into Clair's mouth and she swallowed the goo as fast as he pumped it out. The redhead collapsed on Jim as Clair licked his prick clean. Jim made her comfortable on his lap and spoke to his buddies who were busy at his feet.
"Where's Joe?" he asked them.
Tom didn't answer because he had a mouthful of tithe was sucking on, but Chuck said that Joe couldn't get out of the house. His mother wouldn't let him.
There was another knock at the door. By this time, Bill was finished with Peg and he went to answer the door. Two guys and two chicks came in. They said hello to Bill, looked around and casually began taking off their clothes.
"I see you have some new talent tonight," one of the guys said.
Before he knew what had happened, Jim's cock was hard again and the couch was buried under a huge pile of naked people. He couldn't see who it was but someone had grabbed his prick and began doing something very nice to it. At first he thought someone was going to suck him off again,
but then it felt as if his prick was sinking into a cunt. Well, it didn't really matter as long as the pleasure was coming through.
Jim found a tit pushing against the side of his face and he turned to take the jug into his mouth. As he sucked, his hands roamed through the tangle of flesh. He grabbed something that felt like a girl's thigh, and followed it to its logical conclusion. Sure enough, he came to a hot, wet pussy, but there was already a finger in it. He groped the other way, and found a tit to fondle. Now he had a tit in his mouth and another in his hand. He still had an empty hand so he sent it searching.
He found an empty pussy to finger. The cunt, or throat, or whatever it was on his prick, began to spasm wildly, but Jim wasn't going to come so soon after his last orgasm. His prick seemed to be stuck in between orgasms, but it felt great so he was in no hurry. His cock was abandoned but he knew that a stiff prick wouldn't go unnoticed in that pile.
Now his cock was taken into a mouth and he thought he was ready to come again. Sure enough, while chewing on a tit and handling another plus fingering a cunt, he came with even more power than the first time. Whoever had sucked him off had done so exceedingly well, and he was left limp and spent. He needed a rest and something to
drink, so he began crawling out of the maze of arms and legs and bodies. It wasn't easy to get out and when he staggered across the room and sat in a chair, he was amazed when he got a view of that pile that he'd been part of.
It was incredible. A solid mountain of naked people covered the couch and spilled over on the floor. It looked like a bucket of worms, but the shapes were nicer. A few tits sticking out here and there, a pumping ass and flailing legs were noticeable at the edges of the human heap. The sounds of countless fits of passion rose out of the orgy-knot like a chorus of haunting ghosts.
Jim was fascinated and his prick was swelling again. After a few swallows of water, he was ready to crawl into the warm tangle again. As he merged with the writhing people of the orgy he had a great feeling of being part of something special.



CHAPTER TEN


Bill and Peg got married and went on a honeymoon, but Jim had met a lot of Bill's friends so he had plenty of sex while they were gone. When they got back, they bought a new house and all lived in harmony in every way. Jim had long since forgotten what it had been like to be horny. In fact, sometimes he went to his room for some peace and quiet while an orgy raged in the living room.
He did still participate, though. And very often, his mother would go to bed with him rather than with her new husbands Also, Jim was getting to
be quite a stud around the neighborhood. Word had gotten out about his home life and it seemed to attract chicks. Jim was far from shy these days, and his independence from the chicks his own age gave him even more appeal.
Jim began to get restless. His sex life was better than bed ever imagined, but there scented to be something miming, and after thinking about it for a few weeks, he decided that the missing ingredient was challenge. If all he had to do to get laid was go home and climb into bed with his mother, or wait until the next or', it we bound to take the edge off the excitement.
He wondered what he could do to put some of the uncertainty back into his sex life. One day when he was strolling through the park, he spotted Phyllis, a girl he knew from school. She was alone too, and a she strolled along. She held an open book under her nose and peered into it. She was the smartest kid in the school, if not the sexiest.
She was slender and fairly flat-chested, although when she wore the tight things, her nipples poked out promiscuously. She wore thick glasses, naturally, and had slightly bucked teeth. Jim was walking behind her and he could see her thin ass swaying in her loose-fitting slacks.
He was surprised to feel his prick stirring, but then he relived that Phyllis was just what he
needed: a challenge. As far as he knew, she didn't date anyone and he'd never seen her at any of the school dances or anything like that. She must have spent all her time studying or with her nose in a book, like she had now even though she was strolling through the park.
"Do you always have your nose stuck in a book?" Jim said as he caught up with her.
"Oh, hi, Jim," she said.
Jim was getting hornier by the second. She looked pretty good to him and he was eager to test his sex appeal with someone who wasn't overly eager to strip and spread.
"What are you reading?" he asked. It seemed like a good idea to ask that, even though he didn't care. When she told him, he had never heard of it and forgot it immediately.
"Do you come to the park often?" she asked him.
He said he did, and looked up at her face, realizing that she'd caught him staring at her tits. She held the book to her chest as if to hide the little mounds from his gaze.
"I like to sit over by the pond and read," she said.
"Really? I go over there and skip stones, and sometimes I just stare into the water and think."
"What do you think about?" she asked.
If he told her, he could forgot about getting anything from her.
"Oh, lots of things," he said. "I was just heading over there now. Want to come with me?"
Phyllis seemed surprised, and Jim guessed that that was because she wasn't used to having guys ask her to join them. They mostly just ignored her.
"Okay," she said in a tiny, shy voice. Jim couldn't believe how his prick was straining against his pants just like in the old days. Recently his prick only got hard when his mother was thrusting her tits in his face, or when he came in the house to find a dozen naked people cavorting on the rug.
They went to the side of the pond, but closer to the edge where bushes obstructed the view. They sat quietly for a while.
"I was here the other day, and you would never guess what I saw in those bushes," Phyllis said.
Jim could guess. Kids necked in those bushes all the time, but he didn't say anything.
"I saw a boy and girl kissing. And that's not all they were doing." she said.
Jim we surprised that she we bringing that abject up. Maybe he had her figured wrong. Should he try another angle? he wondered.
"Kids come here to neck all the time," he said.
"Haven't you ever necked in those bushes?"
Phyllis' face turned bright red and she stared at the ground. Jim's prick was about to rip through his pants. He never thought Phyllis could turn him on like that. He felt like the clock had been turned back and he was a horny kid again, and it was as exciting as hell.
"No," was all Phyllis said in way of a reply.
Jim moved closer to her and slipped an arm around her waist. He felt her body tighten, but she didn't move away.
"Would you like to?" he asked.
"Why would you want to neck with me? No boys have ever wanted to neck with me."
"Well, when I saw you walking through the park just now, I thought you looked really nice and I felt that I'd like to neck with you," Jim said. It was the simple truth.
He leaned over and kissed her cheek. She didn't do anything, and for a moment Jim was stymied. He didn't know how to go about getting on with this. All the chicks he'd been fucking lately were very aggressive. Phyllis just kept looking at the ground.
Jim lifted a hand to her chin and turned her face to him. Then he kissed her on the lips. He was getting so excited that he could hardly keep his hands off her tits, but he knew that would very
likely end the whole ball game. He would have to go slowly and carefully, just like the old days.
Phyllis wasn't a every good kisser. She obviously hadn't had much practice, but her idea was a welcome change for Jim and he found it way exciting. He touched her lips with the tip of his tongue and she opened her mouth to admit him.
He could feel her beginning to breathe harder and he felt her breath on his upper lip as she puffed through her nose. She reached over to him and put a hand on his thigh, but she didn't by to move it closer to his crotch, which he was hoping she would do. Jim encircled her with his arms and they fell back onto the grass in a hot embrace.
When he moved his lumpy crotch against her side, he felt a wave of lust that was more pleasurable than crawling into a jumble of naked chicks; he was tired of that.
Phyllis was learning how to kiss real fast and was sticking her tongue into his mouth now. Jim was going nuts with lust. If he got fucked it would be great, but he was almost hoping that she'd stop him, or that he'd cream in his pants. Now that was exciting
Phyllis was panting in heat, and Jim thought it would be safe to reach for a tit, but he did it slowly, putting a hand on her side, then gradually moving it up. When his fingertips bumped into the
base OI that tiny knocker, he felt a desperate surge of need, and the thought that the need might not be filled made him wild.
He moved his hand over her tit without interference and began to massage it gently. He could feel her hard nipple press into his palm. The next step would be to slip his hand inside her shirt, but he thought the time had come to suggest that they go into the bushes, so things could really get going.
She didn't say anything when he made the suggestion, but she didn't resist when he pulled her to her feet by her hand and led her into the foliage. They found a nice, soft spot and got comfortable. Taking up where, he left off, Jim put his hand back on her lit. After a few minutes of rubbing her lit through the material of her dress, he undid a few buttons and slipped his hand inside. He held her tight, his tongue in her mouth so it would be difficult for her to object. He hadn't forgotten how to neck with these young girls.
"Jim," she said, taking her mouth from his. "Once I saw my brother in the bathroom doing something very odd. He wrapped his hand around his prick and moved it back and forth. Then he grunted and some white stuff flew out of his prick. Sometimes I like to put a finger in my cunt and rub a certain spot until I feel like I'm going to
bunt with pleasure. Is that the same thing? Is that the way boys do it?"
Jim was surprised and excited to hear her say that. He said that it was the same; it was jerking off. Then Phyllis asked him if he did it. It had been a while since he had, but he didn't tell her that. "Yes, sure I do," he said.
Phyllis didn't say anything for a while and Jim increased his grip on her tit. He ground his hard prick, still captive in his jeans, against her. This was great, he thought, to be coaxing a shy chick into giving him some pleasure. Funny how things worked, he said to himself.
They reached into each other's mouth with their tongues and Phyllis had her hand en his thigh again. Jim tried to undo a few more of her buttons so he could expose her tit and suck on it, but she grabbed his hand. That was something that hadn't happened to him in a while and it made him long for that tit so desperately that his cock quivered in his pants.
"Please, let me," he whispered and continued unbuttoning with Phyllis' weakening hand on his wrist.
Moving one side of her unbuttoned blouse aside, Jim saw a small, but well-shaped tit waiting for his kiss. There was something about that boob that looked mow appealing than the ones he'd been
sucking on lately. Maybe it was that it was so young and unused. Whatever it was, the pink nipple almost made Jim drool as he lowered his face.
He felt Phyllis shiver as he sucked the little knob of nipple. He moved his whole face over the tit as its owner writhed beneath him.
"Jim." she said with a tone of voice that made the boy look up expectantly.
He looked at her and could see that she was trying to say something. He was dying to find out what it was.
"Do you think we could… " she stopped and looked away..could jerk off together?"
Jim felt his face redden at the thought. He couldn't have thought of anything that would be more exciting. He trembled as he said he'd like to do that.
He would have to let his prick out anyway because it was getting so painful in his pants. As he reached down to his fly, his hand trembled with lust like it used to before he got used to orgies and far-out sex. Phyllis reached for her pants too and began unfastening them. The sight of her smooth belly made Jim pant with passion. She began wiggling her pants down her hips.
When Jim fished his prick Out of his pants, the girl stared at the monstrous pole with her
mouth gaping open. He wrapped his hand around it but waited for her to catch up before he started pumping.
Now Phyllis was moving faster. Her slacks were around her knees, and she pulled her undies down too. Her pussy was covered with the nicest, downiest pubic hair he'd ever seen. It wasn't very dense so he could see the crack smoothly folded in. He wanted to bury his face in that cunt, but he didn't, and restraining himself for a change added a sorely missed ingredient of sex.
Phyllis covered her cunt with her hand and slipped her middle finger into the slot. The finger began moving steadily, and soon her whole body shook gently. Jim raised himself up on one elbow and put his head near her cunt so he could get a good view. He could smell the sweetness of the snatch too.
Now he soaked his prick while Phyllis kept her eyes on it. He had to go slowly or he would come in a few seconds. Flogging his own prick and watching the girl finger herself was so incredibly exciting that Jim thought he was going to pass out. He took his eyes from her cunt every now and then to look at her face and the expression of lust she wore.
Slit began to make wanton sounds of pleasure and her finger moved faster. Jim was grunting
and panting as he felt his gism surging through his cock. Phyllis was staring at the cock-head waiting to see it erupt. Her body began quaking just as the first bullet left the tip of Jim's prick.
They lay there in ecstasy, and watching each other multiplied the ecstasy. When they were left with only the lingering warmth of their climaxes, Phyllis began pulling up her pants. Jim did the same.
"That was very nice," Phyllis said. "I've always wanted to do that with a boy."
They talked for a while and Jim told her how much fun he'd bad. After a while, Phyllis said she had to get going and they said good-bye. Jim thought about how ironic it was that jerking off with Phyllis had been so exciting; he hardly touched her.
But Jim was feeling horny again, and decided to go home and take his mom to bed.
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