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CHAPTER ONE


Pat told Carl to be quiet as he wrapped his hand around her fat tit. Bob, Pat's son, was asleep, and she didn't want him wakened by the sounds of her fucking. Pat and her date had just seen a movie and were in the mood for some sex. They usually went to Carl's place, but this time they decided to come to Pat's because it was so much closer and they didn't want to wait any longer than necessary to start fucking.
Pat led the way into the bedroom with Carl hanging onto her bouncing tits. As soon as they were in her room, he began pulling her clothes off. His clumsy fingers fumbled at her buttons until her tits were sticking out into the room. Carl pushed Pat down on her bed and lowered his head to the twin mounds of shimmering tit-flesh.
Letting the weight of his head be supported by the firm globes, Carl sucked her silver-dollar-sized nipple into his mouth. As he sucked his hand snuck up her dress, following the smooth skin of her inner thigh to the moist junction of her crotch. The nylon of her undies felt hot and wet as Carl pressed the fat lips of her cunt through the material.
He slipped his fingers into the tiny garment and into the tangle of curls that covered the slavering pussy. His fingers found the slot of slippery, pink flesh that lined that juicy twat, and crept in. Pat grabbed his head and pulled his face to hers. Their mouths came crashing together in a wild kiss and their tongues charged into each other's mouths.
Having her cunt entered by a few fingers was all that Pat needed to get her started on the path to ecstasy. A path that wouldn't end until she was reduced to a mass of sweaty, exhausted and wrung-out flesh. She spread her legs as the fingers in her started up her drooling cuntal tube.
Pat reached for Carl's pants and began tugging at his belt buckle. She was dying to get at the stiff rod she knew was waiting for her. With his free hand, Carl helped her release his throbbing tool. They continued tongue-wrestling until Carl just had to get up to undress. Pat lay back and watched him pull his clothes off in a frenzy as she tugged her skirt and undies off.
When Carl's hard cock sprang out of his pants as he lowered them, Pat gasped at the sight. Although she'd seen it several times before, the size and motion of the shaft started her heart pounding. Carl stepped out of his pants and stood naked at her feet. He helped her pull the wad of skirt, undies and panty hose from her feet, and she was equally nude.
Pat held her arms out toward Carl and he dropped himself down beside her on the bed. As they embraced, his cock pressed against her side. It was always a thrill to feel a naked body pressing against her, and Pat's cunt began drooling even more copiously. They pressed their mouths together again and tasted each other's saliva.
Carl's hands were moving over her firm tits, and Pat's hands slid over the hard surface of his muscular body. As her fingers neared his prick, where it was sandwiched between them, he rolled over enough to let his cock stand free and clear. Pat's fingers closed in on the swollen pole. Like a kid climbing a tree, Pat's fingers climbed Carl's jerking prick. Over the veiny shaft to the bloated head, her fingers caressed their way up the giant dong. She squeezed the blood from the prick-nob and felt it fill again as she released her tight grip. It. wasn't easy for her to resist telling him to shove his cock up her right away, but she knew it would be worthwhile to wait. When she was nearly crazy with desire, that cock would have its ultimate effect.
Carl moved down her body so his face was at her tits, where he took over the task of tit-play with his lips and tongue. He moved his hand down the silky surface of her flat belly until he felt the carpet of twisted and intertwined hairs. Continuing down between her legs his fingers covered the gash that was open and running with hat syrup.
Passion had filled Pat's cunt with blood and forced the lips apart, exposing her wiggly inner lips to Carl's palm. He cupped the juicy organ and squeezed it. He could feel the juice covering his hand. As he gobbled up as much tit as he could stuff into his mouth, he slipped his middle finger up her twat. Pat's whole body reacted to the intruding finger; she tensed, gasped, then relaxed. 000 10 Carl's finger was swimming in a sea of slippery, satiny cunt interior. He felt all around in there, then reached as far as he could up her cave. He couldn't reach the end with his finger, but he knew his cock could reach, and he remembered how she had squirmed the last time he had plunged his shaft to the apex of her tunnel.
After reaming her twat with his finger for a while, Carl continued his journey down her body. Although his tongue was even shorter than his finger, he knew it would have effects on her that his fingers and prick could never achieve. Besides, he loved the way her hot pussy felt, on his face as he pressed his tongue up the salty chamber.
Pat knew she was going to experience the sheer joy of Carl's cunt-lapping, and her pussy increased its flow at the thought of what was to come. When she felt his face burrowing into her pubic patch, she spread her legs farther and pushed her twat out as far as she could. As the hot snake of his tongue entered her, Pat sucked her breath in sharply and held it in for a few seconds before letting it out in a long, satisfied sigh.
Carl drove his tongue around in her twat with all the skill of a veteran muff-diver. Pat's hips began gyrating automatically and her cunt made little circles as it pressed against Carl's mouth. The more he lapped, the wilder Pat swung her cunt around, until Carl had to hold on to her hips just to keep his tongue in the slot.
Little cries of pleasure became louder and more wanton as Pat's lust mounted within her. Soon she 000 thrashing her head back ad forth in a spasm of ecstasy. Carl kept up his tonguing until she lifted her hips and pulled her Nat from his reach. He scrambled up beside her and held her in his arms as she trembled in past-orgasmic bliss.
Carl was in a fit of passion and was eager for Pat to be ready for his cock to fill her pussy. It didn't take long for Pat to recover and she was reaching for his prick and pulling him on top of her. Her gash was a swamp of love-juice and Carl's saliva, so his prick glided into the oven like a ball bearing dropped into a pool of quicksand. He plunged his cock deep into her quim and let it lie there in the heat and wetness before he began pumping.
M he raised and lowered his ass, his cock pistoned up and down her tight tunnel. Pat's cunt was still tingling from the cunt-lapping she's received, and the huge prick instantly turned her into a lusting animal. Holding Carl around his big body, she lifted her legs and clasped her feet together behind his back. Wit the timing of a musician she pumped her own hips in counter motion to his so his cock could chug in and out with maximum speed.
Pat listened to the breathing in her ear. Her stud was getting close to coming. She could tell by the fast, trembling breath. When he began to grunt softly, she clamped his cock tighter in her cunt and gave him an extra thrill. She felt his cock spasm in the grip of her pussy, and the hot cream seared her tender insides.
The two fuckers weren't the only ones to be getting off in that dark house. Bob, Pat's son had heard his mother and her date come in. His keen ears followed them into the bedroom and monitored all their actions. He heard his mother's high voice as she moaned in rapture as her cunt was licked. In his mind's eye he saw the whole show.
Naturally the sounds made his own cock stand. The sheet that covered his burning body looked like a white circus tent as his cock held it high. As his mother's sounds of lust filtered through the wall that separated his room from hers, he reached for his cock and held it in a tight fist.
The only type of sex Bob ever had was the type he was about to have again. He'd been jerking off for several years, since a friend of his had told him about it. But a day hadn't gone by since that first orgasm that he hadn't wished with all his might that he could stick his hard cock into the mysterious cavern between a girl's legs.
Bob strained his earn and began moving his fist up and down on his joint, dragging the loose skin up over the fat head, then down until his cock was taut and his hand was pressing on his big balls. He tried to imagine what it would be like to be in the place of that lucky guy in his mother's bed. He could only approximate the sensation since he had never experienced more of a woman's body than a few quick feels of young tits.
The idea that some guy was lying naked with his mother, and feeling her big tits on his bare chest while free to explore every nook and army of her gorgeous body was absolutely incredible to him. The reality of the situation seemed too good to be true.
Bob heard his mother's moaning rise to a pinnacle of lust, and he followed the sound with his pumping fist. When she was expressing the frenzy of a coming, cunt-lapped sex fiend by her wild wails, Bob was sharing her pleasure. His cock was bucking and burning, and soon a fountain of gism was leaping from the tip of it.
It was fascinating jerking off to the sounds of his mother's lust, but the climax was spoiled by the jealousy he felt toward the guy who was getting the real thing. As he lay in bed in horny madness, he plotted ways to get what he longed for so desperately. If his mother fell asleep before her boy friend left, he could wait for the guy to leave, then crawl into his mother's bed and pretend to be the guy and fuck her.
It was a silly plan and he knew he could never get away with it. He could never even try, but it was exciting to think about. As Bob amused himself with these thoughts, he heard the sounds of lust starting up again. He grabbed his rising cock and pumped himself off to another orgasm to the beat being generated in the next room.
He would have to get laid pretty soon, he knew, or he would go crazy with horniness. There and then he promised himself to devote all his energy to getting fucked. He would ask every girl he knew out, and try as hard as he could to crack the crack barrier. That was a comforting thought, and as he d00fted off to sleep he successfully prevented himself from remembering that he'd made that same promise to himself a dozen times before without any result.



CHAPTER TWO


The next morning at breakfast Bob was sullen. Call had disappeared sometime during the night, but the memory and jealousy remained. Pat noticed her son's mood but didn't comment on it-probably because she suspected what might have caused it. She always tried to muffle her sounds of sexual joy when fucking at home, but she was never able to and she knew the walls were thin.
Summer vacation had started and Bob was looking forward to his freedom to get his car on the road. He'd saved enough money to buy a ten-year-old car with a blown engine, but he had no doubts that he could have it running and on the road by August.
As soon as breakfast was over, Bob went out to the yard where his car sat. There was a line of engine parts sitting on the ground to be cleaned and put back together. Before starting to work, Bob stood there and looked at his dream machine. It was a bit rusty around the edges and it needed a new convertible top, but he would have it on the road by his birthday and then he would have girls hanging off him.
He could see himself driving down the road, the car full of chicks, on their way to the beach or to a party. The girls would be at his disposal. He would even drive with his hand up their skirts or in their jerseys. From time to time he would stop and they would all climb into the back seat for a fast orgy.
In the middle of his daydream, Bob remembered the sounds he heard coming from the room next to his the night before. Then he remembered his promise to himself. He wasn't going to wait for the car to be on the road, and besides, he knew his plans for the car were a little overblown. The car couldn't get him laid; he would have to do it himself.
Bob heard footsteps and turned around. He saw Betty, a cute girl from his class at school, coming up the drive. Her long brown hair was scattered over her shoulders and her big tits were pointing out at him as she walked up the driveway. Bob's prick began to stir in his jeans as he watched those tits bounce slightly as she walked.
"Hi, Bob," she sang in her sexy voice. "How's the car coming?"
He told her it was coming along all right and wondered why she was dropping in on him like this. He usually only saw her when she was with her girl friends at the soda shop or in the playground.
"I was just passing by and saw you back here, so I decided to see what's happening," she explained as if she could sense his surprise at her visit. "Gee, are you going to put all that back together yourself?" she asked.
"Sure, it's not hard, really," Bob said in his most assured voice.
Whenever the conversation was about his car, Bob could expound on his plans and ideas with confidence. He told Betty that as soon as the car was on the road he would make sure she got the first ride. As he spoke he pictured the two of them in the front seat together. She would be sitting close to him and he would have his hand on her thigh. The mental image gave him the courage to try something he usually wouldn't have.
"Want to sit in the car with me for a while?" he asked her.
She looked at him strangely, but then said she would. They hopped into the car as if they were going for a ride even though most of the engine was lying on the ground. Bob got behind the wheel, but Betty didn't sit close to him. She sat near the door, leaning against it. Bob suddenly felt foolish, as if he'd asked her to play a silly game with him.
He almost changed his mind about the real game he was thinking about when he remembered his promise and decided to continue.
"If the car was running would you go to the drive-in with me?" he asked.
"I might," she said with a teasing air.
Bob looked at her and could tell by her smile that she probably would go to the drive-in with him. He wondered if she'd ever been there with a guy and he asked her.
"Sure, lots of times," she said. "When I used to go out with Dan, we went to the drive-in all the time."
Don was an older guy and one of the few who had a car in the whole school. Don did all right far himself and Bob used him as an inspiration for getting his own car.
"Let's pretend that we're at the drive-in," Bob said, and reached for Betty.
She stood her ground at first, but finally moved over to his side. Bob put his arm around her and held her tight. He was getting really excited about the idea of having this chick near him. After all, she had gone out with Don and everybody knew his reputation. He moved his face to hers and they kissed. Bob tightened his hold on her and she opened her mouth to admit his tongue.
She could really kiss, Bob found, and he hoped to get somewhere with her right away. He enjoyed the tongue-play for a while and gave her a chance to heat up before trying anything else. When he felt her hot breath puffing out of her nose with increasing rhythm, he took his chance. His hand, which had been on her thigh, began moving up her body. He landed on her tit and cupped his fingers around it.
Bob waited to see what she would do, and when she did nothing he tightened his grip on the knocker. He could feel the firm tit beneath her cotton jersey. It was the firmest tit he'd ever grabbed and the most exciting, or so it seemed. He felt her young nipple and noticed that it was as erect as his cock. With his fingertips, he examined the contours of the stiff nipple and the bumpy areola that surrounded it.
Bob felt Betty's hand drop to his thigh. Her hand felt warm but light. He hoped that she would move it closer to his bulging crotch. To encourage her, he moved his own hand toward her crotch. She still didn't move hers, but Bob was on his way to her cunt and there was no stopping now.
Betty was wearing tight-fitting jeans and the denim hugged her thighs like paint. When his hand reached the region of her pussy, Bob could feel the heat radiating from the treasure beneath her jeans, but the cunt was well wrapped and as his fingers pressed against it he couldn't really get a sense of touching a real pussy.
Although Bob was inexperienced, he had learned a lot by listening to the more experienced guys talking about their scores. He knew that there was a magic button in a girls cunt that would drive him nuts with passion if it was touched. Bob knew that the button was located near the front of a twat, and he poked and prodded Betty's cunt hoping to hit that spot.
If he could get her as horny as he was there would be no doubt that she would give him all she had. Bob began manipulating her cunt with more and mare energy, and when he felt her hand on his wrist, pulling his hand away from her hot crotch, he knew he'd blown it.
"What's the matter?" he asked.
"Nothing, but if you keep that up I'll have too much trouble resisting later," she said.
"Why resist at all?" Bob asked. He could hear the disappointment in his own voice.
Betty didn't answer. She kissed him again and Bob grabbed her tit. It wasn't the same after being stopped, and he soon got too restless to continue massaging her tit without hope of getting fucked. Betty sensed his impatience and they soon separated their bodies. Betty said she had to get going and Bob told her he was glad she stopped by, he really was.
While she walked down the driveway Bob touched the lump in his pants. His cock responded by jerking against the prison of his jeans. He imagined that it was Betty's hand as he closed his eyes and brought the memory of her firm tit into his mind. He massaged his cock through his pants until he couldn't resist pulling it out.
The stiff, blood-engorged prick stood up on his lap with his hand wrapped tightly around it. Bob looked at the well-padded head and imagined it plowing up Betty's snatch. He felt his pulse beating fast and strong in the shaft he was holding, and like so many times before he started jerking off.
Slowly at first, then gradually faster, until he was a raving maniac. The frustrated lust that had built up within him was coming to a boil and about to explode. When it did overflow the steaming cauldron of his body, Bob had a few seconds of bliss. Then his brain leveled off and there he was, sitting in his car with gism all ever the place.
Bob sat there for a long time. He wondered if he would ever get the car on the road and if he would ever get laid. At that moment it didn't seem likely.



CHAPTER THREE


Bob didn't get much work done that day. His mind kept returning to the firm tits that he had had the pleasure of massaging that morning. His mood began to lift as he figured that if he kept plugging away, he would have to get laid eventually. After all, Betty had let him grab some lit. If he got her in his car again he might get even farther, and if he got the right girl he might be able to wet his dong.
By the time he got anything done, it was time to have supper. Bob and his mom ate without saying very much. Bob kept looking at his mother's tit, and she noticed it. He was comparing them to the jugs he'd held that morning. It never occurred to him, but the front seat of the car was in plain view of the upstairs bathroom window, and his mother had watched every move he had made with Betty and with his own cock.
If he'd known that he would have been terribly embarrassed. He might have felt better if, with that information, he also knew that his masturbation had caused his mother to imitate him. Yes, Pat was a horny woman, and the sight of her bay's cock had set her body on fire. If she could have, she would have run down to him and taken his cock into her own hand and pumped it. Then she would have ripped her clothes off and given her body to the young, virile teen.
Pat knew that incest was wrong, though, and she couldn't do anything about her lust except sit on the toilet and stick her fingers in her drooling twat and rub her clit until she came. Unlike her son, she couldn't satisfy herself with one orgasm. As Bob had sat resting in the front seat of his car, Pat had been rubbing herself off to a second orgasm. She had continued looking out the window at her son's cock, but it was soft now, and before she climaxed a second time, he had put it back in his pants.
Pat didn't get much housework done that day. Both of them were suffering from the same deprivation and neither of them could have gone to the other for relief. At dinner, there seemed to be magnetic lines of force running between them. Pat felt it in her cunt and Bob had a hard-on all through the meal. If either of them knew that the other was feeling the same forces things might have turned out differently.
When supper was over they both sat around, watched television and thumbed through magazines. Bob didn't feel like going to the soda shop and Pat didn't have a date. It would have been a nice, quiet evening at home if it hadn't been for the raging need in both of them.
Bob said good night and went to his room early. When he was in the privacy of his room, he pulled a few of his porno magazines out from under his mattress. They were another secret that Pat was in on. She'd discovered them and enjoyed looking at the pictures. She even used them for the same thing that Bob used them for a few times.
Bob turned to his favorite pictures in a few of the map and laid them out Of the bed. Then he pulled his clothes off and caressed his cock once again. He was ready to start the old exercise again when he heard his mother's footsteps on the stain. He felt a strange thrill go through his body. Suddenly his magazines didn't seem as exciting as other possibilities that occurred to him.
He listened to his mother's movements. She was in her room, and Bob assumed that she would be getting undressed for bed. Without thinking about what he was doing he slipped off the bed and threw his robe over him. Creeping to the door, he peered out into the hall. He could see light flowing from around his mother's door, and his heart began pounding.
There didn't seem to be any reason that he couldn't go to her door and see what he could. He would have hated to be caught pecking into her room, but he didn't let himself think of that. He held his breath and walked as lightly as he could to his mother's door. The floorboards creaked under his feet and it sounded awfully loud to him, but he kept going.
In a few seconds he was standing at her door. The door wasn't completely closed, but he couldn't see anything around the edges except for a line of light. Then he noticed light slipping out of the keyhole. Bob crouched down and brought his face to the hole. It took a while to focus, but he soon xx room. He didn't see his mom though.
Then, suddenly, he saw her. She was still dressed. He was glad to see that he wasn't too late. She was walking back and forth, to and fro, picking things up and putting things away. A white flash obscured his view for a second, and Bob realized that he had seen her take her white nightgown from the closet. He moved his face closer to the keyhole and saw Pat throw the gown on her bed.
Now he knew that he was going to get to watch her change into that flowing gown. He'd seen her wearing it several times. It was the closest he'd come to seeing her naked since before he was interested in such things. When he saw her in the gown he considered himself lucky. It was very sheer and her tits and dark pubic patch showed through. The thing hung loosely and was always in motion, so it was hard to get a good view of her body through it, but flaw he was going to get a good view of her without the gown in the way.
Bob was trembling with lust already, and all he could see was his mother standing in front of her mirror and unbuttoning her blouse. He could hardly believe what was happening.. But when Pat pulled the blouse off, Bob had an eyeful of her tits and he had to believe it was happening. She didn't even have to wear a bra. Her tits were big and firm. Not as firm as the one's he played with chat morning, but for a woman her age they were incredible.
Bob feasted his eyes on the beautiful jugs. He'd never seen tits before, even though he'd had a feels. Of course, he'd seen millions of pictures of fits, but that was completely different. The tits he was looking at now were real, living flesh.
He saw the nipples and was surprised at how pink they were. Pat had dark hair and dark eyes and he would have suspected his mother to have brown nipples. They were big and stiff. Her nipples looked like gumdrops stuck to the tips of those knockers. Before she undressed further, she folded her blouse and bent down to open a drawer. Her big tits sagged low, and Bob gasped at the sight. He would have given anything to have been able to walk over to her and lift one of those beauties in his cupped hand.
As Pat put the blouse away and pushed the drawer closed, Bob saw her tits quiver with the movement of pushing the drawer shut. They shook heavily, then came to relative stillness again. Bob fumbled in his robe for his prick. It felt terrifically hot to his sweaty hand. He squeezed his dong as he saw his mother pull down the zipper at the side of her pants.
Pat tugged the tight-fitting pants down and gave her son a good view of her long, shapely legs. Under the pants she wore a tiny pair of bikini undies. She turned toward Bob behind the keyhole and held the pants up. As she lifted her anus, Bob saw her tits rise and become rounder. His eyes followed the curves of her body down from the tits, over her thin waist and on to the flare of her wide hips. He could see the dark triangle of hair trough the thin material of her panties.
Pat held up the pants long enough to fold them, then walked to the closet to hang them up. She went out of Bob's view and he was afraid that the show might be over, but then he realized that the nightgown was still lying on the bed within his sight, and he knew he would see more. In another few seconds Pat reappeared. She was walking away from the door, with her son crouching on the other side of it. Bob saw her ass veiled behind the nylon of the undies.
Her ass was wide and the cheeks looked soft and heavy. As she walked, he could see those luscious cheeks quivering with her every step. He pulled the skin of his cock up over the hot head and felt a strong surge of excitement rink through him.
With her back still toward him, Pat lowered her undies. As her bare ass came into view Bob slid the skin of his prick back down to the base of the thick shaft. Pat turned toward him and Bob drank in the sight of her cunt. The inverted pyramid, covered with a carpet of curls, seemed to draw him through the keyhole. He had never felt such an attraction to anything in his life.
Pat walked toward the bed where the nightgown was laying. Bob knew he had only a few more seconds of cunt-sight, and he sped up his brain to record the sight in high speed. He stared as hard as he could at the lower point of the triangle in an effort to see the crack that he knew was hiding in there. It seemed that he could see the mouth beneath the hair, but it was impossible to be sure. The whole object seemed to be out of focus. The stray hairs that stuck out here and there from the main shape made the pussy seem like a fuzzy dream rather than a real thing.
Pat lifted the gown and held it over her head. Bob crammed the picture of her into his memory and she pulled the nightgown down over her body. He stayed there at his observation post to see what else might happen, then he realized that she would be going to the bathroom as his memory of the sounds of her usual routine came to his consciousness.
Bob scrambled back to his room as quickly and quietly as he could. Just before he closed his door he heard his mother open hers. He heard her walk past his room and go into the bathroom. He was dizzy and out of breath from the sights he'd witnessed and his body was covered with sweat. If he was ever more excited he couldn't remember when. His cock was still in his hand and he knew he was going to shoot like he never had. It was a great feeling to experience a sexual thrill about twice as powerful as any he'd ever felt before, but at the same time he was aware of a tremendous horniness. Now that he's seen the coveted treasures and was only jerking off, he was in a rage.
His hand went through the motions of whacking off, but in his mind he was acting out a different scene. He saw himself in his mother's room. She was as naked as she was a few minutes ago, and he grabbed her, threw her on the bed and shoved his cock up her cunt. As he tried to imagine what it would feel like to have his prick in her cunt, bullets of hot gism shot across the room.
The release of his seed helped bring Bob back to his senses. He went to his bed and sat down. The magazines were still laying there opened, but the pictures didn't even attract his attention. They couldn't compare to what he'd just seen through a keyhole. He brought the scene back to life through his vivid memory.
The memory confirmed his opinion that the sight of his mother's naked body was the most gorgeous sight in the world. He knew he would be a slave to the possibilities of peeking through her keyhole until he was able to see naked women whenever he wanted. Now more than ever he would have to have a girl to fuck.
As Bob embellished the memory with imagined action, his cock grew to its full, stiff size, and he brought himself off to yet another climax. He'd been jerking off so often lately that even his young body couldn't keep up with the demand for gism. He had to jerk it for a long time to squeeze out a few drops of the white liquid.



CHAPTER FOUR


The next day Bob was out in the yard with his car again. The horny energy that kept churning in him made it difficult to get any real work done so he was glad when Chuck and Paul showed up. They had a six-pack of beer and since Bob's mother was away for the day, they could drink the beer without having to worry about her catching them.
They sat in the car, sipped the brew and talked about things in general. That usually meant girls and the conversation soon turned to that topic. Paul told the guys about his mother's cleaning lady. She was an older woman, but not bad-looking. As soon as she started working at his place she offered herself to him.
"I wasn't interested at first," Paul said. "She's as old as my mother and not as good-looking. Besides, she always smells of detergent. But one day when I was really horny, I gave her a try. Wow, that old girl can really fuck!"
Paul closed his eyes as if he were reliving a fuck with the cleaning lady. The other guys were impressed, but they all suspected each other's stories as being as fictitious as their own. Still, it was fun to trade tales.
"Have either of you guys seen Bill lately?" Chuck asked.
When they said they hadn't, Chuck told them that he had brought some chick to a party at Don's and that she had taken on the whole bunch of them. Bob and Paul were very interested in that piece of info. Bill was a good friend of theirs even tough he did hang around with the older guys a lot, and if he had a chick who was willing to put out for all his friends, they should be able to get in on it. They asked Chuck for all the details, but he couldn't add much more. He'd only heard about it from someone else.
The conversation turned to other things and the last of the beer disappeared. Two bottles of beer for each of the inexperienced drinkers was enough to make them feel nicely relaxed and happy. As they settled back in the laid-up car, in the glow of the beer's effects, they heard a voice call out to them.
"Hey, you fuckers, what's going on?"
Bob jumped up and started hollering at the newcomer to watch his language. Bob didn't want to have guys acting like rowdies where his mother could hear them. Fortunately she wasn't home. When Bob saw that the voice belonged ta Bill, whom they'd just been talking about, and when he saw he had a girl with him, his mood changed abruptly.
Could this be the girl Chuck had just told them about? The mere possibility made all the guys so excited that they could hardly speak. Bill and the girl walked up to the car. The guys saw that she Was a young girl and nice-looking. They'd never seen her before and assumed that she was from another school.
She wore her hair differently than most of the girls in the neighborhood and dressed more sexy than any of the girls that the three of them knew. Her pointy tits stretched the fabric of her shirt to the bursting point, all eyes were glued to those tis, and the smile on the girl's pretty face showed that she was pleased with the attention.
"This here's Joanna," Bill said, pointing at the chick with his thumb. "And she can't get enough of it."
The last sentence made the guys in the car squirm, and their eyes lit up. Could this be a cunt on a silver platter? they wondered.
"C-Get in the car, why don't ya?" Bob said as he jumped around trying to open the door and make room for the newcomers.
He wanted to have this chick sit next to him. Bill and the girl climbed aboard and the girl wound up squeezed between Bob and Bill. Chuck and Paul, who were in the front seat, turned to keep their eyes on the girl. Bob could feel the heat of her body through his clothes and his cock began growing.
"Joanna just moved here, so I'm getting her acquainted with everybody," Bill said.
Bill had his hand around the girl's shoulders and his fingers were just above her tit. As he told the guys what a fine chick she was, his hand grabbed one of her big globes and squeezed. The guys watched his hand as the tit oozed between Bill's fingers.
"Like I was saying," Bill continued, "Joanna here really loves to fuck. If she's in the mood she just might take you guys on."
Bob was going wild as the girl next to him sent more and more heat into his body. He didn't know what to do, and he just hoped the girl was in the mood. The guys in the front seat looked ridiculous with their faces hanging over the back of the seat and their mouths hanging open. Bob didn't think he looked the same way, but he did.
"Well what do ya say, baby?" Bill asked the girl. "Do you feel like fucking these sad sacks, or would you rather come over to my place and suck my cock all afternoon?"
"Sure," the girl said. It was the first thing she'd said since she got there.
"Sure what?" Bill asked.
"Whatever you say, Bill," Joanna replied.
"Well I think it would be nice if you fucked these poor chaps," Bill said.
The guys had been following the conversation with bated breath, and now that the outcome was in their favor, they didn't know what to do.
"Nobody's home," Bob finally managed to say. "Let's go in the house.
They all got out of the car and went into the house, Bob leading the way and Joanna bringing up the rear. Bill slumped down in a chair in the living room and told Joanna to strip. The boys gathered around and watched as the young girl obeyed the command. All the guys had hard-ons pressing painfully against their jeans and they squirmed around trying to get comfortable.
Joanna didn't seem to be the least bit nervous as she unbuttoned her tight blouse. She pulled it off nonchalantly, but to the guys watching with their eyes bulging it was a major event. Her tits came into view and the guys covered the perky boobs with their lecherous glares. Her tits were naturally pointy and the nipples were aimed slightly above the horizontal. Her big areolas covered the pointed part of the cone-shaped jugs.
The girl pulled off her jeans and undies in one movement, and stood naked in the middle of the room. Once again Bob feasted his eyes on the beautiful sight of naked, ripe womanhood, and this time there was no door separating him from the abject of his lust. Joanna had a very sexy shape. Her belly was smooth and flat. Her ass was high and firm. The cheeks separated near the bottom into a wide wedge, and when she turned away from Bob he could see the fuzz of her cunt peeking out between her legs.
Joanna just stood there and everybody else sat watching until Bob jumped up and tore his clothes off. He started everyone else moving too. But since he got the jump on them, he was the first one naked. She was his, and he went into action. None of his buddies knew that he was virgin and the thought crossed his mind that he might show his inexperience. He never planned to have his first fuck with an audience.
He went up to the naked girl, and the first thing that touched her was his stiff prick. He pulled her to him and kissed her. The shock of having her hot body come into contact with his was too much for Bob to register and he was only aware of a general sensation of sexual joy. Their tongues met between their opened mouths and as he sucked her tongue into his mouth he became aware of her tits pressing against his chest. They felt even more firm than he thought they would. "Let's get on with it" Bill said, and all the other guys joined in, yelling encouragement.
Bob knew he would never be able to fuck her in the middle of that crowd. He told them he would have to take her to his room. The boys told him to hurry. He could understand their eagerness. Bob led the girl up the stairs and into his room. She went right to the bed and lay down.
Bob ran after her and jumped on her. His hands grabbed her firm, young tits as he kissed her all over her face. His hot cock was dragged over her body as Bob maneuvered himself between her legs. The coarse hair on her cunt bristled against the taut skin of his cockhead as he thrust. His prick bounced off the fat, fur covered cunt mound and slipped between her legs. He lifted his hips and tried again. This time his cock slid up and grazed the curly patch that was well above the target.
Bob was glad he had brought her up to the privacy of his room. He was having enough trouble threading the needle, and he didn't need any peanut gallery egging him on. As he got ready for another shot he felt the girl's hand wrap around his shaft. The sensation made him pause. Her firm grip an his dong put her in the driver's seat, and Rob followed his cock as she guided it into the wet lips of her cunt.
Bob's brain was short-circuiting with confused lust, but the feeling of her tight pussy devouring his throbbing prick got through to him. His long tool glided all the way into the hot tube of her cunt and felt better than Bob had imagined in his wildest sex fantasies. It was better than the time he stuck his cock in a rolled-up piece of liver and better than both of his soapy hands caressing his cock.
He let his cock lie in the envelope for a while before he started pumping, just to enjoy the unique experience. Then he began stroking his cock in and out. The wonderful feeling of having her pussy grabbing and sucking at his prick made him start to pant with ecstasy by the third stoke. And by the sixth he was shooting his load of hot gism into her snatch. Bob relax on top of the firm contours of the girl's body.
Not only was sticking his cock into a cunt better than anything else he'd ever done with it, but lying on the chick's tits with her legs wrapped around him was better than finding himself alone with a mess of come on his belly when it was all over. Bob could have lain there for a long time, but the sounds of the guys downstairs reached his ears. They were asking if he were done. He couldn't keep them waiting.
Reluctantly, Bob crawled off Joanna's body and went down the stairs. As he came down, Chuck passed him running up the stairs three at a time. When Bob got to the living room Paul was pacing back and forth, naked, with his hard cock bobbing up and down in front of him. Bill, who had the services of the girl all the time, was dressed and still sitting in the easy chair with his leg thrown over the arm.
Bob felt a bit ridiculous with his limp cock glistening with the residue of the fuck, and he pulled his clothes on. When Chuck came don, Paul shot up the stairs for his turn. Before long all three of them had been serviced and Joanna came down and dressed. Bill took the girl by the arm, said good-bye, and was gone. The three fuckers were left to wonder if it had really happened.
The guys didn't feel like talking about it. Each of them preferred to be alone with the memory, so Chuck and Paul left. Bob was glad to be alone. He went up to his room, the scene of the miracle. He lay on his bed and thought about the fuck. It had been the greatest thing that had ever happened to him, but it was over so fast that he didn't get to do a fraction of the things that he'd been dreaming about for all his horny teenage years.
He tried to remember how it felt to have his cock up that hot, tight cunt, but all he could remember was that it felt like heaven. Having her body pressing naked against his was fantastic, but that didn't last long enough for him to be able to re-create that feeling in his mind either.
Well, it was a fuck and a first step. He'd broken the ice. He still was in desperate need of all the things he imagined himself doing, but he was reminded that things could happen at any time. That fuck just fell out of the blue, and it could happen again at any time. Bob still planned to keep up his efforts though, to help things along.
As he thought about the fuck and the girl, his cock blew up again. He wished he could have her now, all to himself and for as long as he would need to thoroughly ravage her body. As he thought about all the things he would do to her, he knew he would have to jerk off to clear his mind. He pulled a few magazines from under his mattress and looked through them.
He stopped on a page that showed a woman on her knees, ass to the camera. Her ass cheeks were spread wide and every feature of her crotch was clearly shown. Bob had just gotten fucked and he didn't even get a chance to really see Joanna's twat. He realized he should have put the chick in the position shown in the magazine. He could have filled his eyes with the view and fucked her doggie-style.
The picture in the magazine was nice, but it didn't smell like a cunt or feel like one. As Bob moved his face near the picture to examine the interior of the opened cunt carefully, he unsnapped his pants and fished his stiff prick out. He studied the way the pink interior of the pussy was spread. The inner lips looked so inviting, and they were spread too, showing the inky blackness of her canal. Bob began to slide his hand up and down, his cock-shaft as he tried to bring to mind the feeling of sticking his cock in that cunt a little while ago, with the picture to help him concentrate. It seemed to work, and the hot slipperiness inside Joanna's cunt came back to his mind.
He looked at the bubble of pink cunt-flesh in the picture that he knew was the clitoris. He didn't get a chance to even feel the real thing when he had it in his bed, and he made a mental note to be sure to get a better chance the next time. His jacking was having its effect, he felt the familiar sensations of lust pounding in his brain.
Whenever he jerked off looking at a dirty picture he would focus on a certain part of the picture when he came. He was about to shoot, and he fixed his gaze on the puckered hole above the pussy in the picture. He could have reached behind Joanna's hips and fingered her asshole while he was fucking her, but he never even thought of it at the time. The next time he would remember, he promised himself.
As he studied the whole in the magazine, imagining how it would feel to stuff his rod in that chamber, he blew his load all over the picture. He used a kleenex to blot up the gism. The magazines in his porno collection were getting all spotted, and Bob knew he would have to replace them soon. That wouldn't be necessary if his dream would come true and he could find a real, live girl to fuck. Then he could take his magazines and throw them all away.



CHAPTER FIVE


The fuck Bob received did help his horniness. The next few days were spent working on the car and he only jerked off in the evening. That isn't to say he didn't still have sex on bin mind all the time, tough. His mother continued to be a source of inspiration too. He found himself staring at her boobs and dreaming about lying on top of her naked body with his cock high up her twat.
One afternoon, a few days after his introduction to the splendors of fucking, Bob took a break from his work. He sat on a pile of bricks, which served as a stool for the guys who came to help him, and relaxed. He was thinking about his mother and some strange things that had happened between them. The time he peeked through her keyhole came back to him. That was a nice memory. Then he remembered the time he got his prick stuck in his fly while getting ready for school in too much of a hurry one morning.
Bob couldn't help smiling at that memory, although it wasn't funny at the time. His mother was yelling at him to hurry, while he was struggling with the problem of how to get the loose skin around his cockhead out of the zipper of his pants where it was painfully caught. He couldn't move the zipper up or down without causing himself pain. Finally he had to go to his mother with his cockhead sticking out of his fly.
She was very concerned as she took the problem into her capable hands. Handling his cock tenderly, she managed to free the dong from the zipper. Bob was relieved and grateful, although embarrassed. When he got his dork put away and was on his way to school he realized how pleasurable it was to have his cock handled by his mother. That was a surprise at the time, but he understood it now. His mother was a sharp chick with a lot of sex appeal. Any guy in his right mind would love to get his prick in her cockpit, even if the guy were her own son.
That crazy incident a few years back really turned Bob on. He was suddenly obsessed with the thought of his mother's fantastic body. She wasn't home at the moment and Bob felt a desire to go into her room where there was always the lingering odor of her body. As he climbed the stairs he got more and more excited; more than he would expect to be by just the prospect of visiting her bedroom.
By the time he entered the room his cock was throbbing in the confines of his pants and his head felt light. The room looked different to him. Probably because he never came in there with the ideas he had in his head now. It was a plain room; no frills or fancy ornaments. But it was unmistakably a feminine room. Her bottles of perfume and stuff like that were lined up on her dresser. Everything was neat and orderly, unlike his own room, except, for a pile of his mother's underwear on the seat of a chair.
Bob went to the pile of laundry and lifted the top garment. It was a pair of tiny, bikini-style undies, like the kind he watched her take off when he was peeking through her keyhole the other night. Bob was surprised at his reaction to the garment. He was suddenly raving with horny energy. His body seemed to be operating automatically as his arm bent and brought the panties to his face. Breathing deeply through his nose, Bob was filled with the heavy and funky perfume of a lusty woman's crotch. The odor drove Bob to even higher planes of dizzying passion.
Before he had a chance to think about what he was doing he began puffing his clothing off. As soon as he was naked with his huge cock sticking out in the womanly atmosphere of his mother's room, he picked up the silky pair of undies again and pulled them on. They felt so incredibly cool and slinky on his skin that he wondered why he hadn't tried them on before. As he pulled them up around his hard ass and heavy balls he was filled with the thrill of secret pleasures that were available to those imaginative enough to experiment.
Bob shoved his stiff cock into the white, nylon undies. His cock held the elastic waistband away from his skin, and as he looked down at his cock held sideways in the underwear he was reminded of a man lying in a hammock. Stepping in front of the large mirror above the dresser, Bob took in the kinky sight. He looked pretty weird, but the sight of his masculine body in that tight-fitting, obviously feminine garment made his heart beat even faster.
Bob went over to the pile of clothes again to see what else was there. The next thing he lifted was a short slip. Just holding it up in front of his face thrilled him. He pulled it over his head and in place on his body. The bottom of the thing just covered the undies he WSS wearing. As the garment had dropped over his face Bob had had a good whiff of the familiar smell that was a mixture of his mother's natural odor and the scent of her perfume.
Again he went to the mirror. He was fascinated. It would never have occurred to him that putting on his mother's underwear could have such a powerful effect on him. He felt his cock jerking wildly in the smooth, nylon undies, and the sheer material of the slip felt great on his belly. Bob turned around a few times to get a view of the back. He even lifted the slip to see his ass in the undies. Remembering the sight of his mother's ass filling the garment, he had to say that his own ass was almost as sexy. He wondered if chicks got excited by the sight of a good-looking guy's ass.
Bob pulled his cock out of the panties and out from under the hem of the slip. The mirror showed his stiff prick sticking out from the sea of white nylon. It was a strange sight and it was having a sexy effect on him. Bob took his cock in his hand and began fingering it as he Imagined a chick would. He remembered again the way his mother's fingers felt on his cock when she had helped him free it from the zipper.
Bob was at the point of frenzy where he would have to start jerking off or he would spill over from sheer pressure, and miss a powerful orgasm. He began jerking his hot prick, and in a few seconds white glow of juice were shooting at the mirror. The first few drops bit the glass and the rest formed a line of spots across the dresser, among the bottles of perfume.
After coming, Bob felt uncomfortable in such a weird situation. Grabbing a tissue he began blotting up the residue of his ecstasy. As he finished the dean-up job he heard footsteps on the stairs. His heart skipped a beat as he realized his mother had come home and in his passion he hadn't heard her.
In a flash Rob dashed from her room and toward his own. There was a turn at the top of the stairs and his only hope was that he could be in his own room before Pat got around the corner and had a view of the hall. He almost made it.
As she came around that corner Pat caught a glimpse of a white flash. It disappeared into Bob's room and it took her brain several seconds to put together the image. The only thing she could come up with was the white garment. The fact that he was running made Pat refrain from calling out to him to say she was home. Something strange was going on.
She went into her own room to change, but the strange thing she'd seen in the ball stayed in her mind. Then she noticed her bra lying on the chair. It all fit together suddenly. She knew she had left a slip and a pair of undies on that chair the night before. She experienced a strange twinge of excitement as she realized what had been going on in her room just seconds ago.
Pat had heard of boys dressing in their mother's clothes and she knew it was a normal thing, but it made her think. The poor boy was at the age when he had to grab at any sexual stimulation he could get. She remembered watching him strike out with the young girl in his car a few days ago, and how he had had to sit there and jerk off. He was probably in his room going crazy with worry right now, Pat thought.
She had to do something to let him off the hook. Stomping down the stain loudly, she began calling out for him in the yard. That would give him a chance to cover his tracks.
"I'm up here, Mom," she heard him call down to her. He sounded guilty of something, and Pat wondered what she would think if she didn't know what was on his mind.
"Dinner will be ready in half an hour," she called to him.
As she rattled some pots and pans, Bob stalked through the kitchen and out the back door. He didn't look at her. When she went upstairs the next time, her underwear WSS back on the chair. Pat had the feeling that something was going to give in her relationship with that horny kid soon, and the thought made her cunt wet.
Bob was messing around with his car parts and hoping his face would return to its normal color before dinner was ready. He had never been so miserable as when he had gotten into his own room dressed like he had been. How could he have been so careless? Would she notice that her underwear was gone? Would she know her son was a pervert?
When she had gone downstairs and had begun calling him, Bob had to scramble like mad to get everything back where it had been. It seemed that he'd gotten away with it this time. But he knew he could never know for sure. His mother was a kind and clever woman and she would have been diplomatic if she had seen him in the hall or had noticed her underwear missing.
Then Bob had another inspiration. If she had seen him in her undies she would have an idea of his longing for her. Now Bob felt better. If she was on to him, she might be tempted to reward him for his devotion by offering him her body. Bob pictured her slipping into his bed one night and smothering him with the warm flesh of her tits. By the time dinner was served Bob not only felt unashamed, but he was feeling like a more experienced stud. He almost hoped she did know. There was so much more he wanted to communicate to her, too.



CHAPTER SIX


Going along with the promise he had made to himself, Bob called Betty and asked her out. He could tell she was thinking about that "ride" in his car the afternoon she had stopped over. She agreed to go to see a movie with him and Bob was hoping for the best.
When Bob picked her up in the evening he realized that he had forgotten just what a sharp chick she was. As she walked into the room where Bob was uncomfortably talking to her mother, he saw those nice tits bounce toward him. His mouth watered as he knew that he would at lout be welcome to massage those jugs. Bob hoped that his having gotten laid would somehow give him whatever it would take to make a girl do what he wanted. He felt different and it might show, and help.
It wasn't easy to think up things to say to the gorgeous chick when all he could think about was how much he wanted to fuck her. He was glad when they finally got to the theater and he could just sit back and watch the film and, of course, grab some lit. When the lights went down, Bob put his arm around Betty and felt her lean toward him; an encouraging movement.
They kissed a few times, but not enough to take their minds off the movie. Bob crept his fingers down her chest to the lovely bulges that held her blouse out so beautifully. He touched one globe lightly, then wrapped his hand more firmly around it. There was too much tit there to hold it all at one time, so Bob moved his hand around on the firm protuberance. He felt beneath the globe, where it joined her chest, then ran his fingers out to the tip where he played with her erect nipple with his fingertips.
Bob used all the tit-holding techniques he could think of. He handled it gently, then roughly; he squeezed it with his fingers, then with the palm of his hand he pushed the jellied globe against her chest. Putting his hand under the heavy tit he lifted it and felt its delicious weight.
Bob didn't want to make a scene in the theater so he didn't crawl all over Betty. There was only so much he could do while sitting back in his chair. He did put his free hand on her thigh though. He was hoping that she would do the same, and she finally did. Her hot hand made Bob's balls tingle with excitement even though her hand was a good eight inches from his crotch.
Bob kissed her again and the way she kissed him back gave him the courage to slide her hand nearer to his throbbing basket. She let him move her hand, but when her fingers felt the fully-packed crotch Bob felt some resistance in her arm. She relaxed though, and let her fingers rest on his cock.
Now as Bob caressed her tit, Betty made shy, exploratory movements with her fingers. She could feel the beating of Bob's heart in his imprisoned cock. The contour of the head could be felt clearly trough the denim of his jeans. Betty had seen a few cocks, but she had never handled one, soft or hard, and she was finding it very interesting, as well as exciting.
Betty's mother had always warned her not to let boys go too far, and she tried to follow her mother's advice. Even though her cunt had cried out for the prizes that the boys tried to bestow on her, she had always resisted. After almost every necking session, after denying her date her favors, she would go to bed and vigorously massage that little nut in the folds of her cunt.
As the boys Betty had turned down were jerking off, she was rubbing herself into a state of blind ecstasy. But something had happened since the last time she had seen Bob. Her father was a traveling man and he was away on a trip. Two nights before her present date she had come home to find a strange car in the driveway. It was very strange to find the house empty with her mother's, and the other car, in the drive, and all the lights on.
At first she felt worried, but then she heard muted voices coming from the upper floor. Betty went to the bottom of the stairs and listened. She heard her mother's voice and the voice of a man. They were talking softly and giggling. Betty went up the stairs to see who the visitor was. What she found surprised the pants off her. The voices were coming from the bedroom and she suddenly realized that she wasn't expected home that early.
Her casual and natural manner was changed into the behavior of a spy in her own house. She crept to her mother's door in the dark hallway and peeked in the room. There on the bed was her mother and a man she'd never seen before, and they were doing exactly what her mother warned her against. The man was lying on the far side of her mother's naked body. Just as her eyes focused on the scene the man lifted himself and moved between his mother's legs.
Betty saw for the first time the huge muscle of love that she had heard so much about. The man guided the thick rod toward her mother's flurry cunt and slid it in. Betty could guess how it felt to her mother by the way her body reacted. Her legs lifted and wrapped around the guy's hips. Her mother was obviously enjoying having her twat filled with that incredible hunk of stiff meat.
Betty continued watching as the man pumped his cock in and out of the willing pussy. She heard her mother begin to make those strange moaning sounds that Betty had always figured she had made in her sleep when she heard them through the dark house when her father was with her mother.
The two fuckers began writhing and clutching at each other. Betty did sonic writhing herself when she rubbed her love bud, but she never felt anything like her mother was feeling with that guy's cock ramming up her snatch. Betty watched the whole show. When it was over she crept back down the stairs and went out. She walked around for a while to give her mother a chance to get ready for her to come home at the expected time.
Thinking about what she'd seen was having a powerful effect on her body, however, and she knew she had to do something about it. She went back to her house and got into her mothers car. The other car was still there so she knew she had plenty of dine. She pulled her jeans and undies off, and touched the quivering lips of her cunt. Thinking about the scene she'd witnessed, she began to play with the interior of her soaking pussy.
With a picture of the strange man's hard prick in her mind, Betty sent two fingers up her drooling cuntal canal. She moved the fingers in and out in an imitation of the action she had seen. With both her hands busy on her pussy, she felt her body tremble like her mother's had. Her fingers weren't as long as the thing she had seen sticking out from that man's crotch, so she figured fucking was even better than the sensations she was causing in herself; and that was saying something.
With her fingertip on her cut and two fingers of the other hand shoved in her cunt, Betty had a great orgasm. The spasms left her in a beautiful state of dazed relaxation. Finally the sounds of the strange man driving away told her that she was free to go in the house. Her mother was still in bed and Betty went right to her own bed, where she repeated the cunt-sport.
The next day Betty found that she had a different idea of the way she should behave with boys. What was good for the goose was good for the gosling, she figured. When Bob called and asked her out she decided to take advantage of her new freedom. Too bad she couldn't have told Bob about her decision. They wouldn't have had to bother about the movie. But she was still too shy to tell him that she had a new policy and wanted to fuck him. She knew he would try anyhow, so she just had to be a little patient.
Now she had her hand on Bob's cock and she was getting more eager to feel that magnificent rod enter her starving twat. Bob was getting, bolder now and the sensations she was causing in his prick made him more aggressive. He was squeezing her tits with more passion, and the hand he had laid on her thigh had moved to the moist area of her crotch. He pressed the puffy mound. This was where Bob had gotten stopped the last time, when they were sitting in his car, Bob began to sweat with the fear that the same thing would happen again.
Although he was no longer a virgin, Bob didn't have any new ideas; All he could do was press and probe the pillow of denim-encased cunt and hope for the best. He felt the wonderful treasure, but couldn't feel the crack because of the seam that ran down the middle of the crotch of her jeans. Finally he got all his courage together and lifted his hand to her waist and grabbed for the button that held her pants closed.
When he felt her hand on his he figured the jig was up. The old feeling of disappointment was descending on him when he heard Betty whisper something to him.
"Let's go to my house," her breathy voice suggested.
Bob looked at her and saw a new expression on her face. It was a combination of eagerness and lust. He began to feel optimistic and very excited. They stood and started down the aisle, bumping into seats and each other When they were out of the theater they grabbed each other's hands and held them in a way that communicated their mutual hunger. Betty was looking deep into Bob's eyes, and if he interpreted the sign right, he was in for a treat.



CHAFFER SEVEN


The walk to Betty's house was agony for Bob. He was afraid to ask her if his hopes were too good to be true. Betty wished she could tell him exactly what she wanted from him, but she was still too shy to do anything like that.
"Why did you want to leave so suddenly?" Bob asked, in a desperate move for some encouragement. It sounded pretty limp though, and when he heard himself, he wished he hadn't said anything.
"I just thought it would be nice to be alone with you," she said.
They looked at each other again and Bob thought he finally could start planning on getting fucked. It still seemed too good to be true, and he couldn't help being nervous. Betty was nervous too. She had high hopes for the coming event, and was dying to see if it was going to be as good as she hoped.
They went in the back door of Betty's house. She left him in the kitchen and went to see where her mother was. She came back, told Bob that her mother was in bed, then led him down to the basement. The basement was fixed up as a recreation room, and Bob finally let himself believe that the dream was going to come true.
There was a couch and they sat down. Resuming the position they were in in the theater, they kissed and put their hands where they had been. Bob gave her cunt a few strokes through her jeans, then went right for her button. He unsnapped it and pulled down her zipper. She didn't stop him.
Bob's heart was pounding and his hand was trembling as he stuck his fingers in her pants. Her smooth belly felt so good to him that he could hardly believe there was so much more coming his way. He felt the top of her undies and slipped his fingers under the elastic. The hidden curls met his fingertip and still she didn't stop him. Bob flattened his hand against her belly and shoved it down into her pants.
His fingertips combed through the fleecy hair and he felt the top corner of the crack. His tongue was deep in her mouth and he felt her suck it even farther into her mouth as his fingers caressed her cunt. He pushed his hand deeper into her pants and grabbed as much cunt as he could. Now he could get his middle finger in the crack, but he couldn't get his hand down far enough to reach the opening of her well. He would have to get her pants off her if he was going to get his finger into her wet insides.
Bob lifted his hand out and whispered into her ear. She did what he asked immediately. Getting up and standing before him, Bob was able to tug at her pants and expose her belly. Betty helped him pull down the tight-fitting pants and Bob saw the dark curls emerge. Soon he was staring at her bare cunt, a few inches from his face. He could smell the peculiar odor of her juices.
Betty kicked her pants off her feet and sat back down. Bob kept his eyes on her cunt until she pulled his face to hers and kissed him. Now when he put his hand on her crotch there were no obstacles to his entering her. He pushed his fingers between her legs and her thighs sagged open to give him room.
The hair around the gash was wet with the slippery juice that was leaking from her cunt. The mouth was open and Bob could feel the tender flesh of her inner lips between the hair-covered outer lips. Pressing his middle finger into the slot, he found that it glided in with the lubricated ease of her willingness. The first thing he did was send his finger high up her flowing cuntal tube.
Betty stiffened her body at the intrusion, but soon relaxed and started moving her hips in a circular motion to increase the effects of his finger on her cunt. Bob reached high up her canal, then withdrew his finger and explored the outer regions. The wiggly inner lips led his finger to the bunched-up flesh that surrounded her clit.
He knew when he had hit the right spot because Betty drew in a sharp breath through her nostrils. As he wiggled the hard kernel around, she began wiggling her whole body. Soon she dropped her head onto the back of the couch, taking her mouth from his. Bob looked at her face and was shocked at the expression of total pleasure she was wearing.
Her mouth was wide open as she breathed heavily through it. Her eyes were shut tight and her features were all scrunched up. Bob looked down at her cunt. All he could see was her hair and his hand wedged between her thighs. He wanted to get down there and see what was going on, but Betty was holding him tightly by his hair and neck and he couldn't move. He just kept wiggling her clit and staring at her face.
Desperate sounds began coming out of her mouth with every breath. The sounds excited Rob and he increased his clitoral manipulations. She was really getting wild and Bob knew she was having an orgasm. The idea of bringing a girl off with his fingers made him feel ten-feet tall. Betty almost jumped off his finger as she hit her peak. She pulled his hand from her crotch when she could stand it no more.
Betty collapsed in Bob's arms as she caught her breath. Then she told him to take his clothes off. Her words hit Bob like a hammer. This was it! He jumped up and started puffing his clothes off as Betty sat and watched. Bob opened his belt and pants in record time. When he pulled his pants down and his cock sprang out, he could almost feel Betty's gaze on it.
He sat down again as she was pulling her jersey off, the only garment she still wore. Bob looked down at her tilt They were spectacular. Big and firm and white. She was staring don at him too, Bob watched her hand move in slow-motion to his cock and take the pole into her fist.
Betty was fascinated with his tool and she handled it as if it were a rare art object. She studied the fat head and the veiny shaft. While she played with the strange new toy, Bob worked on her tits and cunt. When they had seen enough for a while, They kissed again. Their bodies came together and they fell sideways on the couch. Betty maneuvered onto her back and Bob wound up lying on top of her.
He lifted his hips to free his cock, which was sandwiched between their bellies, and brought the throbbing thing to her wet and opened gash. Reaching around her hips to her cunt with one hand, Bob guided his cock carefully to the hot portals. Lowering his hips put his prick into the tight hole. Once again Bob was experiencing the bliss of having his cock held by a juicy pussy.
Betty was squeezing him so tightly around his chest that Bob couldn't breathe, but he didn't even notice. They began moving their hips and they soon had Bob's twitching tool sliding smoothly in and out of her cunt. Their faces were pressed together and they were panting in each other's ears. Bob plunged in until their hair was intertwined, then withdrew until he could feel her cuntal lips grab the ridge around the cockhead.
After all the necking they'd done, Bob was set on a hair trigger. His juices overflowed and burst into the cunt he was plowing. Betty felt the searing heat as his bullets of gism flooded her. She hadn't come yet, and she kept bucking her hips to keep the prick moving in her. Bob understood and continued for the few more strokes that it took to send her into ecstasy again.
This time Bob could lie on her for as long as he wanted as they recovered. As they rested, still connected, they told each other how great it had been. Before long, Bob's cock was getting stiff again in her cunt. Betty felt the fleshy cylinder grow and stiffen until it was filling her to the brim again.
They started moving again and the second fuck took a bit longer, giving them prolonged pleasure and an even more smashing orgasm. Again they rested while still plugged in. Finally Bob rolled off the sweaty girl and lay beside her with his limp prick reclining on her thigh.
Betty got up to go the bathroom, she had to drain the huge amount of gism that filled her cunt and Bob watched her body bounce and sway as she walked. When she came back they curled up together. The next thing they knew they were wakened by the sunlight streaming in the high window. Betty and Bob got up, kissed and went their separate ways. Betty to bed and Bob home.



CHAPTER EIGHT


As BoB walked home in the new morning light he thought about the fucking he'd done. It was fantastic, and he could hardly wait to get together with Betty again. He wondered if his mother would hear him coming home at that hour, and if she did, what she would think.
Pat did hear her son come in. She had never gotten out of the habit of listening for him even as she slept. Of course she wondered where he had been all night and the thought did occur to her that he might have spent the night with a girl. Pat was surprised to feel a wave of jealousy at the thought. The passing feeling made her admit to herself that there was something between them; something that was coming to a head.
Ever since she had seen him dash into his room wearing her underwear, Pat had had an obsession for her son. Every time she had masturbated since then the face of her imagined lover had been her son's. Now he was coming home early in the morning after having spent the night with some strange girl somewhere.
As Pat listened to his footsteps pass her bedroom door she had to suppress the desire to call him to her. She knew that if he came to her bed at tint moment she wouldn't have been able to keep her hands off him. Her cunt had gotten wet as these thoughts ran trough her mind, and her hand automatically moved to the burning lips of her cunt. As she listened to Bob undressing and getting into bed, Pat rubbed the little love bud until she was wild with lust.
Bob had some strange feelings about coming home at that hour too. As he tiptoed past the room where he thought his mother lay sleeping, he was surprised to feel his cock stirring. After fucking that pretty little chick with the big tits he'd lusted after, he felt excited by the thought of his mother's warm body lying between her sheets. As he slipped into his warn and undressed, his mind revolted from the memory of the fucking he'd done the night before. He was once again longing for the unattained: the woman in the next room.
Bob was so horny suddenly that he had to take his stiff cock in hand and exercise it in the same old way. When would he be free from the need to do his own prick? he wondered. As he stroked himself to an orgasm, the answer came to him. He had to fuck his mother. That would be the only thing that could release him from his horniness.
Breakfast was late that morning after both of them overslept. Both Bob and Pat were quietly eyeing each other all through the meal. Bob was relieved when he was able to get out of the house and among his car parts. There was something about the way his mother had been acting lately that seemed to indicate that she was sharing his perverted desires. Or was his own horniness twisting his perception? It was impossible to toil, and Bob was tortured by the uncertainty. There was one way to find out, but he couldn't just ask her to fuck him, or try to seduce her. On the other hand, he wasn't sure he could prevent himself from doing something like that soon.
He managed to find some peace as he fiddled around with the engine parts that he was trying to fit together. The vision of his mother's body stayed with him, though. He had a picture of her in his mind; the mental picture he'd taken when he was gazing at her naked body trough her keyhole. He hadn't gone to her keyhole again, but he had the feeling he wouldn't be able to stop himself that night. Now that he had a girl he could fuck, and still wasn't satisfied, he would have to give in to his desires and go wherever they led him.
It was a long day for Bob. He was anxious for the night to come, for the hour of his mother's bedtime. Who knows? he thought. Maybe the unlikely would happen. He felt desperate enough to provoke a showdown with the woman with whom he was obsessed.
Pat was feeling the same way. She wasn't able to deny her longing for her son any longer. But she was scared. Incest had always had a dark and evil connotation for her. She needed some advice. A good friend of hers who had a son Bob's age might be able to tell her what to do. She called her friend, Sara, and asked if she could come right over. Sara told her to come.
The two mothers sat at Sara's kitchen table and sipped coffee. Sara hadn't pressed Pat to tell her what was on her mind, and Pat, so far, hadn't been able to get it out.
"Do you find yourself ever wanting to fuck your son?" Pat finally blurted out.
She felt her face turn red as she waited for Sara's answer.
"Of course," Sara said. "I think every mother of a good-looking stud wants that."
"But what do you do about it?" Pat asked. "Would you ever actually do it?"
"You bet I would," Sara said. "Jack isn't the stud he used to be."
Jack was Sara's husband. So even though she was still married, Sara was pretty much in the same boat as Pat.
Sara went on talking with a wistful look in her eyes. She said she wished her boy were interested in her, and that she'd like nothing more than to get his young cock in her flaming pussy. Then in a whisper, she said she would let Pat in on a secret. Pat leaned close to her friend, all ears.
"I've taken up a sideline," Sara whispered. "I'm now a full-fledged lesbian."
Pat was shocked, but Sara explained. She said she needed more than a man to satisfy her. The older she got, the more she wanted from life, and lesbianism had given her so much. She told Pat that a good friend of both of them had turned her onto the perversion, and that she was very grateful to the woman. She wouldn't tell Pat the lady's name and Pat didn't press her for the information.
As Sara told her of all the pleasures of cunt-lapping, Pat listened with increasing fascination. As she pictured the weird practices her friend was describing, her cunt began to fog up. Pat tried to ignore the passion in her body, but it was getting out of control. She had come to her friend for advice about her incestuous desires, and was getting dragged into another perversion.
Sara looked at her friend as she continued describing the joys of lesbianism. The look of lust on Pat's face was unmistakable. Sara hadn't started the discussion with any ulterior motives, but she suddenly saw her chance to initiate another woman into the ionic club and get a chance to suck Pat's very appealing cunt. Sara stopped talking and stared at Pat.
The sudden silence brought Pat back from her dazed lust. She lifted her eyes and the two women looked at each other. Pat was helpless. She would have given her body to anyone at that moment, to do with as they pleased.
"It seems that my words have had some effect on you," Sara said to her obviously dazed girl friend.
Pat didn't say anything which was saying quite a lot. Sara got up and walked over to her. Taking Pat's hand in her own, she led the woman into the bedroom. Pat was getting wild with the idea that something new and wonderful was going to happen to her. She had no will of her own, and when Sara put her arms around her and pressed her hot mouth over hers, she obediently opened her lips. The snake of Sara's tongue slid into her mouth.
As they kissed, Pat thrilled to the feeling of another set of big jugs pressing against her own. It was a delicious feeling. Pat gradually came to life and grabbed her new lover around the waist. Her belly pressed Sara's, and their cunts ground together. Pat was delirious with pleasure.
Sara disentangled their arms and stepped back. The perverts smiled at each other as they began unbuttoning their blouses. Sara slipped her blouse off, giving Pat a good view of the heavy tits that hung from her chest. Pat knew that her own tits were much nicer than her friend's, but; still, the woman's boobs sent shivers of pure lust through Pat's loins.
When they were naked from the waist up, they embraced again. The collision of spongy tit flesh turned on Pat's love juices, and her whole crotch area became soaking wet with the hot liquid. Pat could feel the lesbian's hard nipples poking into her own soft tits, and she knew her nipples were at least as hard. Sam's hand was on Pat's ass, feeling the crack through the thick material of her pants.
"Let's get undressed," Sara sighed.
They separated and pulled down their pants. Pat was, breathing hard and feeling dizzy with the excitement of this forbidden pleasure. As Sara bared her cunt, Pat looked at it with new interest. She had seen lots of cunts in her day, but not with the expectations she now had.
They were both soon nude. Pat looked at Sara. Her tits were somewhat saggy and her body was covered with a layer of protective fat, like the women in some of the old painting in the museum. Pat wanted to lose herself in the heat of that body, and she was going to get the chance.
Sara went to the bed and lay down. Pat lay down beside her. As Sara embraced her, Pat could feel her heart beating wildly with her excitement. They kissed again and intertwined their legs and wrapped their arms around each other. Pat had never felt so passionate. She wondered where she had been all her life while this was going on.
Sara pulled her mouth from Pat's and began creeping down her body. She buried her face in one of Pat's beautiful tits and sucked one of the large nipples into her mouth. Of all the tit-suckers Pat had had stuck to her boobs, this woman was the best. With a pair of tits of her own, Sara knew just what to do to drive a woman nuts with lust.
Pat began squirming and panting. Just when the tit-sucking had done all it could in Pat's rise to ecstasy, Sara began moving south again. Pat shivered as she felt the pecking lips move down her belly. By the time Sara had her mouth into Pat's pubic curls, Pat had her back arched in a fit of horny need. She wanted to feel the educated tongue enter her cunt and lash the pink interior, but Sara was a bit of a tease.
Sara licked the damp tops of Pat's thighs and lower asscheeks. Pat was stabbing her twat at the lightly licking tongue. Finally she dipped her tongue shallowly into the steaming gash. Pat gasped loudly as her body stiffened. Slowly, Sara stuck her tongue farther up the drooling pussy. Pat's hips were chugging back and forth in an attempt to get more friction from the F tongue.
Finally, Sara sensed that her teasing had had its flu effect, and she pressed her face firmly on the wide-open slot, sending her tongue deep up Pat's cave. Pat began crying out in desperate moans as Sara unleashed her tongue and began licking the slippery walls of her cunt with all her might. With her arms under Pat's thighs and her hands reaching for her tits, Sara ground her face fiercely into the wet heat of her cunt.
Pat was experiencing the most intense and fabulous cunt-lapping she'd ever had. Sara was a champ. As Pat began shaking like a leaf in a hurricane, Sara put the tip of her tongue on her clit and drilled the little bud steadily and hard. Pat's mind exploded with bliss as her orgasm raged through her. Sara kept up the clit twitting until Pat was begging for mercy.
When Sara lifted her glistening face from her lover's crotch, she saw the results of her work. Pat looked like she had been run over by a truck. Sara hoped that she would recover in time to do her cunt. Sara lay beside the dazed woman and stroked her tits. Pat knew what she expected and was eager to oblige.
They kissed and Pat began the ritual that Sara had just finished. She had never considered eating another woman s cunt before, and she felt a little hesitant. She didn't linger at Sara's tits too long, tough. She was facing the hairy triangle before long, and she could smell the juices that she was causing to flow.
Hesitantly, she stuck her tongue out and felt her way through the bristling hair. Suddenly she felt wet, hot and slippery cunt at the tip of her tongue. An impulse made her pull her tongue back into her mouth, carrying the flavor of cunt juice with it. She made herself stick her tongue back into the salty crack.
This time she moved her tongue up and down the slot, feeling the contours of Sara's clit and inner lips. She was getting used to the flavor and was beginning to enjoy this new sport. With increasing enthusiasm she made long laps from the rear corner of the envelope to the little man in the boat. When she felt Sara responding to her licks with her whole body, Pat began to give it all she had.
Remembering all the things she liked best when some guy was eating her, she tried to duplicate them on the cunt under her face. Sara was getting more and more passionate. Pat could hear Sara moan with pleasure with every lick she gave her. Cunt-lapping was turning out better than she could have dreamed as her head bobbed up and down with fantastic speed and energy.
Pat reached up and grabbed Sara's tits to give her an extra thrill. Sara was soon shaking as violently as Pat had. Bringing her friend and lover off was like passing a test to Pat. She felt like an accomplished lesbian as the sounds of Sara's ecstasy filled her ears.
When Pat lifted her head, she couldn't help grinning with the happiness her new field of endeavor had given her. The two perverts lay side by side and talked. Sara told Pat that she believed that anything that felt good and doesn't hurt anyone was right and good. That included the problem that Pat had originally come to talk about. When she left she felt grateful to her friend for introducing her to a new form of pleasure, and felt sorry for her because her handsome son wasn't interested in fucking her.
Pat began to realize how lucky she was to have friends like Sara and a son like Bob. She was going to take advantage of that poor horny kid's desire. And she was going to give him something too, for she had a lot of special skills and techniques that a boy like Bob should learn.



CHAPTER NINE


That night at dinner, Bob was aware of a change in his mother. They had both been acting quiet and withdrawn with each other lately, but now Pat was happy and cheerful as she asked Bob how his car was coming along and how his love life was.
Her mood was catching, and he was soon sharing it with her. There was more to her attitude than just cheerfulness, he noticed. He sensed that she was flirting with him. Could that be true? If it were, he just might be able to make his big move. Suddenly Bob was filled with horny lust. His cock was full and throbbing, and he could barely contain himself.
Pat was so happy that she suggested they have a bottle of wine with dinner. She rarely let Bob have a drink and this was very strange. He knew his mother acted silly when she drank, and he couldn't help suspecting that she had plans for him that she needed more courage for than she could find without the help of alcohol. Bob needed a little more courage than his horniness could provide too, so he eagerly agreed that wine would be just perfect.
As they ate, they became more and more talkative and giggly. When they were finished, Pat said she would do the dishes later. That was strange in itself, and encouraging. They went into the living room together, but they didn't sit down. Usually Bob sat in the big easy chair and Pat on the couch. Now they were reluctant to sit down so far apart; it would only make getting what they both wanted more awkward than it was going to be anyhow.
They found themselves standing in the middle of the room watching each other. All of a sudden it was very quiet and it was clear that they were both thinking the same thing. Bob waited in agony while he tried to gather every scrap of courage and horniness and make a move toward the gorgeous creature who he was fucking.
Finally Pat took a step toward her son. That was all Bob needed, and he rushed into his mother's arms. Their mouths came together with such force that their teeth hit harder than, either of them expected. But even if they had knocked each other's front teeth out they wouldn't have interrupted their passion now that they finally were going to get what they had wanted for so long.
Bob's head spun with the speed in which his dream was coming true. His mother's mouth opened as he thrust his tongue through her lips. Her body, pressing against him, was thrilling, but it was the fact that the woman he was holding was his own mother that made it all so fantastic. And the way she was responding to him told Bob that it was equally exciting for her.
He pulled her to the couch and they both sat down. Their lips met again as Bob reached for Pat's tit. As he curled his fingers around the huge globe he realized that that was the very tit he had sucked on as an infant. Now he was going to suck her tit again, but with a different sort of nourishment as the reward.
Her lit compressed in his tight grasp, but the nipple fought his hand by pressing itself into his palm as it became erect. Pat threw a leg over her son's hip and intertwined with him. He could feel the soft mound of her twat crushing itself on his leg; he wouldn't have been surprised if, when she pulled her cunt from him, there would be a wet stain of cunt juice.
Bob let go of the tit long enough to move his hand inside her blouse. Then he was holding the naked boob. His fingertips massaged the smooth skin that encased that pillow. He felt his mother's nails raking the skin on his back.
"Oh, Bobby baby, where did you learn to make love this way? No, don't tell me," she sighed. "I don't want to hear about any of those young girls."
His mother's breathy voice in his ear gave Bob an extra surge of lust. He couldn't hold back for another second.
"Take your clothes off!" Bob gasped. "I want to fuck you!"
He was already on his feet, puffing at his own clothes. Pat was so turned on by her son's utterly wild behavior that she was swept up in his passion. She got up and unbuttoned her blouse. Before she got three buttons opened, Bob was standing before her completely nude.
When she saw his big cock sticking out and bobbing up and down with the fast throbbing of his horny heart, she hurried her fingers along in their work. Bob couldn't wait. He started to help her unbutton, but all that happened was that buttons started flying around the room. Finally, Pat grabbed her blouse and pulled it off with an explosion of buttons.
Bob looked down at; the beauties she displayed on her chest. The view he'd had of them through her keyhole didn't prepare him for a close look. They were perfectly shaped: round, firm, with just a suggestion of a sag. The skin was milky white and her nipples were slightly out of round.
Bob tackled his mom, burying his face in the vast tit-flesh and forcing her down on the couch with one movement. His mouth opened, and spongy tit and nipple were sucked in. At the same time, his hand went around her hips and down over the smooth-lipped crevice of her ass. He followed the crevice down between her legs until his fingers felt the damp hair of her twat.
He stuck a fingertip into the rear of her cunt slot. The gash was soaking wet so his finger sailed right in and up the canal. Rob heard his mother gasp as his finger raped her snatch. Still chewing on her tender lit, he began to stir his finger around in the hot goo of her pussy. Pat's body began to vibrate, giving Bob a ride as he lay on her.
Bob pulled his finger from her flowing twat-tube and began examining the front regions of her cunt. As soon as the digit neared her hard clit, Pat let out a long, deep moan of wanton pleasure. She was as anxious as Bob to start fucking. They struggled into a reclining position, and as Pat spread her legs Bob thrust his prick at her cunt.
His hand was still in her crotch from behind her ass, and he felt his fat prick-nob enter the wet opening of her vulva. Bob began pumping and he felt his shaft sliding in and out of the juicy lips. He found that her cunt was tight and well trained. Neither of the other two cunts he'd penetrated had grabbed his cock like hers was doing. It made fucking her so much more spectacular.
Both of the fuckers were soon on the verge of coming. Their mouths came together and their tongues began wrestling as they hit their climaxes together. Their teeth ground together as they panted and puffed into each other's mouths.
Bob's cock was spurting and jerking in her twat, which was doing a dance of muscle spasms. When the last drop of gism was wrenched from Bob's cock their baffles began slowing down. They stopped chugging and lay in a sweaty heap of satisfied flesh.
"Bob, that was the best fuck I've ever had," Pat cooed to her son. "Me too, Mom! I can't believe how your cunt grabbed me like that!"
"That only happens when the right prick is doing the right thing in there, and you did wonderfully," she said.
Bob felt great. He'd finally gotten to plug his mother and it was the greatest fuck imaginable. He felt so good that his cock began inflating again. Pat murmured in delight as she felt her cunt stretching to accommodate the incredibly growing dong. When it was fully grown, Bob lifted his hips to begin pumping, but Pat caught him.
"Wait," she said. "Let's do something a little different."
She pushed Bob up and off her. He hated to feel his cock slip out of her pussy and into the cool air of the room. Pat took a kleenex and, as Bob watched, let his gism drool out of her cunt, then wiped the loose lips. She pushed Bob down on the couch. Her hands moved over his burning body, getting closer and closer to his twitching cock. Pat was crouching on her haunches and moving down his body.
It wasn't easy to lie still as Pat ran her hands over him, and Bob kept twitching and lifting his head to see what was going on. He saw his mother take his cock in her hands and hold it like a bat. The thing was long enough for her to wrap her two hands around the shaft with the puffy head standing out proudly above her fists. Bob held his breath as he saw his mother lower her head toward the twitching tool. He saw her pink tongue slip out of her mouth and lick the very tip of his cockhead. Her tongue entered the pee-slot, then swirled around the taut skin covering the big ball of cockhead.
The sensation of having his prick licked by his mother made Bob twist and jerk his body. Her tongue kept up the teasing, tickling licks. She traced the ridge of the head from below the pee-slot, all the way around and back again. Bob was wiggling all aver the couch as he went into a fit of lustful trembling.
Finally, Pat opened her mouth and took the cock deep into her head. After the cursory licks, having his prick bathed in the soft warmth of her mouth made Bob come close to swooning with passion. He couldn't believe how good it felt. He understood that his mothers licks had set him up for the pleasure her mouth was giving him now. She was lifting and lowering her head so his cock was sliding aver the soft pad of her tongue. When the prick was sticking into the back of her throat, she would give her head a twist so his cock received a strange and thrilling caress. As her head lifted on the stiff piece of meat and his cockhead slid to her lips, Pat fluttered her tongue over the tip.
Bob realized that his mother was a genius at giving head. All Bob could do was thrash around and try not to pass out with the rush of lust that was spreading from his cock and radiating through his body. He heard his voice imitating his mother's moans of lust as he tried to hold off from coming so he could have a few more seconds of bliss.
It was no use resisting the power of her tongue, and Bob felt the juices start on their way through the tubes that would send them into his mother's mouth. His head was filled with stars as Bob felt his cock exploding. He heard a scream and realized it was him. Then everything went red; all he was aware of was the pure essence of pleasure and the gism rushing from his cock.
When he had shot his wad and had come back to his senses, he felt his mother's mouth sucking his cock clean. He couldn't move because all his energy had been sucked from him via his cock. He was floating, and the only thing that kept him from disappearing altogether was his prick which was still being washed in his mother's mouth. Bob felt his mother drop his limp cock from her mouth, then her face appeared in his view. She smiled when she saw him and Bob realized she was smiling at the expression on his face. He became aware that he must look like someone who had just entered into heaven.
Pat lay next to her dazed boy. She held him in her arms until he began to get his strength back. They nibbled at each other's mouths and ran their hands over their bodies. Bob felt his mom's fingers on his cock and the limp thing began stiffening. After that last orgasm, it would take a woman like his mother to make his cock swell again so soon.
They kissed and petted for a while. Bob knew what was coming next and he was looking forward to it. His mater had eaten him and he would be expected to repay in kind. Pat had learned to suck pussy that very afternoon, and she was anxious to have her son learn. Pat took her lips from Bob's, and pressed his shoulders down slightly. That was enough of a hint for the eager student.
Bob began sinking down toward his mother's more important regions. He sucked her tits for a little while, but he was in too much of a hurry to linger very long. Ever since first sticking his finger in a aunt he had known he wanted to have one of the wet envelopes in front of his face so he could really study it. Now he would have his chance.
His face gilded over the smooth contours of Mom's belly. He stuck out his tongue and left a line of saliva down the middle of her body. When his tongue hit the bristling curls, Bob drew back his head. There in front of him was the object he'd dreamed of and longed for so long. He looked at the prize.
Getting comfortable between his mother's legs, Bob studied the aunt. He saw how the hair was mainly in the front and that there was very little hair on the lips back near the entrance of her tunnel. Pat's twat was wet and the lips were open from the sex she'd been engaged in for the last half-hour. Her inner lips were peeking out at Bob, making a little mouth for him to enter. They were bright pink and glistening with dew.
Bob put his fingers on the pussy and spread the lips. The portals of joy opened and showed Bob the splendors within. He could see the inner lips coming together in front, and fanning an arrowhead. Within the soft, puckered skin of that point, Bob saw the love-bud nestled. The dark void between the inner lips seemed to be calling to him.
Bob moved his face toward the pink slot. His tongue stuck out and he tasted the feminine flavor of his mother's juicy pie. The taste filled Bob with wild passion. He pressed his tongue deeper into the pussy, then snaked it up her flowing lube. The flavor was much stronger up there, and Bob reveled in the perverted art of twat-lapping.
His body was once again on fire as he really got into the weird practice. He covered the gash with broad, long licks. From one corner to the other, he covered that cunt with care. Pat was getting hot as she felt the amateurish lapping. She was touched by her son s eagerness to please. It didn't take long for Bob to have his mother moving to the rhythm of his cunt-lapping. She moved her hips back and forth so her cunt met his tongue with every swipe. While Bob was licking her twat, he had an inspiration. Moving his tongue out the back of the vertical smile, he moved it across the inch of skin that separated her taint from her asshole. Pat saw what he was up to, and the idea thrilled her so much that she lifted her hips and spread her legs wider so he could have all the room he needed.
Bob felt her puckered asshole on the end of his tongue. Moving the tongue-tip around the opening gave him such a surge of lust that he couldn't help trying to enter the funky chamber. He pressed his tongue on the target and, with his mother's help, was able to pierce the lipless mouth. Her ass was so much tighter than her cunt that he couldn't move his tongue around much. He stuck it in as far as he could and wriggled it around. Judging by his mother's reaction, she liked having her asshole eaten.
When Bob wore the excitement out of her ass, he went back to the larger chamber. He continued licking randomly, but every now and then he would send his tongue gliding over the hard clit. And every time he did he felt his mother's body quake. He came back to the love-bud more frequently until she was in a constant tremor. Now Bob drilled the clitoris until Pat was crying out in high-pitched wails of joy.
Bob gave his Mom a strong orgasm. She was proud of him, and when she pulled him up beside her she rewarded him with a big kiss. Pat was happy about having her own stud-service right under her own roof, and Bob couldn't have been more thrilled. Finally all his dreams had come true. His own cunt was in the next room, waiting far him whenever he felt horny.



CHAPTER TEN


One afternoon, a few days and several fucks after Bob had first slept with his mother, he was in the yard working on his jalopy when he heard the squeal of tires. Looking up he saw the black, blunt front of a car coming up the drive and heading right at him. Just as Bob leaped out of the way the car screeched to a stop. He recognized the front of that car immediately by the lack of a grille, bumper and identifying chrome insignia. It was Don's 57 Chevy.
Bob's panicked leap had caused loud laughter among the riders. As Bob walked over to the driver's window he began recognizing the guys in the car. Don was driving, Bill was in the back seat with a guy named Joe, and the person in the front with Don was unknown to Bob. He figured he owed this visit to Bill, his only friend who hung around with the older guys.
"Hi, Bobby, old boy! How's the machine coming?" Don asked.
"Pretty good," said Bob, and he went on to explain some technical problem he was having. He wanted to impress Don with his mechanical knowledge as much as to get his advice.
Bob had only talked to Don a few times in his life, and he was feeling pretty good about having this older guy, who had his own car, come to see him. Bob peered into the car and looked at Bill. He asked where Joanna was. All the guys snickered as Bill admitted that he hadn't seen her since she started going out with some other guy.
"We're going to look for some gash, Don said. "You want to come with?"
Bob had tried to get a lot of work done that day, but this invitation was too good to be turned down. He said he'd like to as cool as he could and walked around the front of the car. The guy riding shotgun leaned forward and pulled the seat forward. Although there was more room in the front for three riders, Bob couldn't expect to get the mast important seat when he hardly knew these guys, so be happily hopped in the back.
They were soon headed for the highway. Bob had trouble taking the smile from his face. He didn't get a chance to ride around with guys his age, or almost his age, very often, and it was really exciting Bill told him they were headed for the burger joint near the skating rink. Bob had been there a few times and knew that sharp-looking, chicks hung around there all the time.
When they got there Don slid into the parking lot with all four wheels throwing gravel. They all piled out and went up to the window where food was purchased. Bob tried to walk with the self-assured swagger that the older guys used. He started looking around and sizing up the chick situation.
While they waited for their hot dogs they lounged around the soft drink cooler. Don pointed to a car full of chicks and said, "See that bitch in the pink blouse? A buddy of mine says she loves to suck cock. Can't get enough of it"
Bob looked at the car full of girls. He'd seen some of them around school. They were the girls that always gave horny young guys like Bob a hard-on, but they were too old and worldly for an inexperienced kid without a car to hope to get anything from. Now that Bob was with these guys though, he couldn't see any reason why he shouldn't hope to get his prick up one of their juicy cunts.
With Their hands full of hot dogs and Cokes, the guys Walked back to the car and got in. Before they started eating though, Don drove over to the girls' car. He pulled up to it so closely that Bob flinched; be thought they were going to crash into them. Now that they were sitting alongside of the girls the guys started eating. Nothing was said, although all the guys and girls looked at each other a lot.
Bob was on the side near the girls and only a few feet away from the girl in the back seat of the other car. He looked at her heavily made-up face and felt his cock growing. He watched her lift her hot dog and put it between her lips. She bit the fat roll and dog off sharply.
"I like the way you do that," Bob said.
As he said those words he felt the atmosphere change. The girls all looked at him and the guys stopped munching. He lipped he hadn't spoken out of turn. Bob really didn't know the procedure for picking up chicks. Suddenly he wished he'd kept his mouth shut.
"Do what?" the girl demanded.
It was too late to stop now and Bob had to carry the ball.
"Eat," Bob said, and took a healthy bite of his own hot dog.
All the guys snickered and the girls smiled. Bob began to feel better, and braver.
"If I like what I'm eating I do it right," the girl added.
The ice was broken, and they all started exchanging double-entendres. They talked about people they knew in common and about cars. The girl in the driver's seat took offense when Don said she was probably driving her father's car. She said her car could blow his off the road. Naturally, Don challenged her to a race.
While a few of the slower eaters were still eating, the two cars pulled out of the driveway and headed for Windward Road,. a long, straight stretch of little-used road. Bob was in his glory. A drag race with a car full of girls. He couldn't help wishing that his mother could see him at that moment even though he knew she wouldn't approve.
The cars sat side by side, looking down the long stretch of road. The girl driving said something about Don's having one more person in the car and that he shouldn't use that as an excuse if he lost. Don yelled that he could carry all of them and still win.
"How about me going with you?" Bob yelled to the girl driver.
Bob could feel the admiration of the guys for him as he continued to lead the show. The girl said it would be all right and that started a migration from one car to the other. Bill went with Bob to the girl's car and two of the girls got into Don's car.
Someone gave the go sign, and both cars jumped forward. Don's car took the lead, but he made a sloppy shift into second and the girl's car took the lead. Don wasn't going to take that sitting down. He revved the Chevy's engine to the limit before throwing his next shift. With deep concentration he made the shift perfectly, and the passing gear of the automatic sedan the girl was driving engaged.
Don's car was a hood-length ahead and pulling out. Both cars were nearing seventy miles per, and all the occupants were wide-eyed with excitement. By the time they had to slow down for the turn, Don had clearly won. The cars pulled over, and there was a lot of hollering about this and that, but the girl had to admit that she was beat.
"Well, it's just the old man's car," she said.
Chip, the guy Bob hadn't known, suggested that the girls pile in with the guys in Don's car and go for a ride. All the girls looked at one another, and agreed. Nine people in Don's car would have been crowded if it weren't for the fact that four of them were chicks. Don insisted that only three people could ride in the front because he'd gotten a ticket for having more than that once.
Bob found himself in the back with a girl on his lap and another pressed against his side. It felt real good. As they began driving they all wiggled round in an attempt to get as comfortable as possible. Bob had one hand around the girl on his lap and the other around the shoulders of the girl next to him.
As the girls relaxed, he moved his hands closer to their tits. His cock had gown again and he had to do same wiggling to get his stiff joint straightened out. The girl on his lap knew what the trouble was and asked him with a giggle if everything was okay. He grabbed her tit in way of a reply. The girl leaned against him and Bob tightened his grip His other hand moved down to the tit of the girl next to him, and cupped the bouncing flesh. It was great to hold two different girls' tits at one time. The girl on his lap had bigger ones but the girl next to him had very pointy and interesting boobs.
Bob maneuvered his face around to the face of the girl on his lap and they kissed. She moved her head in fast circles and twisted her tongue all around in his mouth. Bob kissed her back with equal energy. Blond hair fell over Bob's face as they reamed each other's mouths. The car bumping along made the girl's body rub Bob's cock.
Bob hoped he would be able to get something in the confines of the car, covered with girls like he was. He thought it would be interesting to kiss the girl by his side too, but when he turned to her he saw Bill's face attached to hers, even though he still had his hand on her tit. Bob turned back to the girl an his lap and kissed her again.
Someone suggested that they go to the park. Bob liked that idea. Even though it would mean he wouldn't have girls piled on him, he was confident he could keep up with the rest of the guys. He was doing real good so far. As Don swung the car around a corner, the girl on Bob's lap was thrown back against him.
The park wouldn't be very crowded, and there were several places where they could really get away and go wild with these eager chicks. When they got out of the car Bob kept his arm around the girl who was on his lap. There were five guys and only four chicks, and he was afraid he would be considered the odd man since he was picked up last. His only hope was that, rather than pairing up, the girls would give themselves to all the guys. An orgy would be real nice on a sunny afternoon in the park.
As the crowd walked to the thick clumps of bushes near the stream, they jerked and fooled around. Bob was grabbing the girl's tit playfully and some of the other guys were doing the same. Bill was kissing one of the girls as they walked along. Chip and Don were arm in arm with two chicks; the four of them making a long string. Joe was hanging onto the last girl in that line.
When they were hidden by the lush growth of bushes, they sat around on the soft ground and leaned on one another. Bill and one of the girls each pulled out baggies full of grass and began rolling joints. Soon several of the slender cigarettes were going around the circle and they were all getting nicely high.
As the marijuana began penetrating Bob's brain he turned his attention to the girl who's lap his head was resting in. He put his hand on her shoulder and pulled her down until her tit touched his face. He could feel the spongy tit inside her jersey, unrestrained by a bra, as it rested against his face. With fish-lips, he nibbled at the hard nipple that was poking the tight material of her jersey.
To get the idea of an orgy going in his buddies' minds, Bob touched the neck of the girl leaning on his legs. His fingers felt the soft warmth of the silky skin below her ear. It wasn't easy to see what was going on with a tit on his face, but Bob could see enough to tell that things were going good. Around the firm jug on his nose he could see Bill slide his hand up the blouse of the girl who had driven the car, and Don was sliding his hand up her thigh while kissing another girl. Joe was resting his head on the thighs of the girl who's neck Bob was tickling, and Chip was doing all right for himself with the prettiest of them all.
Bob lifted the veil of jersey from the tit he was nibbling, and took the naked nipple into his mouth. While he sucked the tip of that hanging globe, he ran his hand between the tit and its twin. The smooth valley caressed his fingers with slightly sweaty but delicious skin. The girl bent her body even farther down over Bob, and the soft tit-meat rested more and more heavily on Bob's face as he sucked more of the lit into his mouth.
Bob had to let go of the other girl's neck for a while as he sat up and pushed the tit out of his face. Then he laid the girl down and continued kissing and massaging her tits. Again he looked around and saw that some other tits were bared and some of the other guys were burying their faces in them. Except Joe, who was sticking his tongue into the belly button of one of the girls, while his hands were fumbling at her pants. He was going directly for the first prize.
Bob made himself comfortable on the ground and continued sucking on those gorgeous tits. His hand was moving up her denim-encased thigh toward the crotch. The girl was slim and well shaped. Her tits and ass were gigantic for a girl her, size. When Bob's hand reached her cunt he just kept sliding it up toward her waistband. He knew there was no point in trying to feel her pussy through her jeans. He'd learned that much.
The girl didn't stop him as he unfastened her pants, or when he slipped his hand into her underwear. Her curly hair crushed under his palm as he caressed her cunt. The fluffy lips compressed as he squeezed them, and a trickle of hot liquid seared his skin. Bob hoped he wasn't going too fast as he pulled his hand out and grabbed her pants with both his hands. As he tugged at the garment he felt the girl moving her face from side to side to see if she would be the only one without her pants on.
Bob looked too, and saw that he was leading the race to get fucked. The girl was hesitant to let him strip her, but Bob thrust his tongue back into her mouth and tuned at her pants again. Now she was too hot to try to stop him. She even wiggled her hips so it would be to break off the kiss to pull her pants from her feet, but he covered her mouth with his own again as soon as he could; he didn't want to give her time to think over what was happening.
Now Bob was able to get his hand comfortably around the curve of her cunt without her pants being in the way. The sheer bikini undies she wore were no hindrance. As Bob circled her tongue with his own he slipped his finger up her twat. She pressed her tits against his chest with all her might as she felt him reach way up the dripping canal of her pussy.
Bob and the girl he was kissing set the tone for the other girls, and soon all of them were panties. One even had her undies removed already, and Don was kissing his way down her belly. Things were heating up, for sure, and all the guys were having a ball. Even though Bill and Don were sharing the same girl, they all knew they would get a chance to sample all of them before the day was over.
Bob decided it was time to get his tongue in the crack while he could. He knew that all the girls would have cunts full of gism before Ions and that would spoil them as far as cunt-lapping was concerned. He kept his fingers busy in her cunt while he kissed his way down to it. When his lips were in her curls he slipped his fingers out and put his tongue in.
Again the musty flavor of twat met his tongue. The cunt walls were so silky with the slippery fluid that Bob's tongue skated around without effort. He felt her hips begin to move in little circles as he licked her out. Her juices were spreading over Bob's face as he stuck his tongue higher and higher up her cave. The girl helped him by pushing her cunt down and spreading her legs further.
Bob finally pulled his tongue from her vaginal tube and licked her clit. As he did, he looked up over her belly and was surprised to see Chip kissing her lips and squeezing her tit. It felt nice to share her with a guy he hadn't even known a few hours before. That was what orgies were all about, Bob figured: sharing.
As Bob kept up the lapping, he kept watching Chip. He hadn't noticed that Chip had taken his pants off, but as he brought his body up to the girl's face and stuck his cock at her mouth, it was clear. Bob increased his tonguing as the girl took Chip's prick into her mouth. Chip lay on his side, pulled the hips of another chick to his face and maneuvered her cunt into position for some lapping of his own. Soon they were forming a chain, with cocks and cunts as the links.
Bob felt Someone grab his legs. He couldn't look down to see what was happening without taking his mouth from the mask of sweet pussy, and he Wasn't about to do that. It was clear enough very soon what was happening, though. One of the chicks wanted to continue the chain, and he was still wearing his pants. He rolled to his side and felt hands on his fly. His pants opened and were pulled down. Bob lifted his hips to make it easy for the unknown girl who was digging for his cock.
The cool air of the shaded glen breathed over Bob's bare legs and ass. He felt feminine fingers around his pulsing shaft, then the wet cavity of a mouth closed over his cock and the chain grew by one link. Whoever was sucking his cock was goad at it, and she made it even more exciting by running her fingers over the crack of his ass.
The cunt Bob was sucking was beginning to really move, and he knew the girl was closing in op a climax. Even though he didn't know this girl from Eve, Bob was determined to give her a good orgasm. He was a generous kid and liked to do good deeds for strangers. He placed his tongue on the magic button of her quivering quim, and moved the little thing around in increasingly faster vibrations.
He looked up to see if the cunt-lapping he was giving her was having any effect on her cocksucking ability. It was obvious that she would have rather let her mouth sag open and let out the moans of joy that were being stifled. Apparently Bob wasn't the only one who wanted to do a good job. Strangled sounds were coming from around the cock stuffed in her mouth, but she kept moving her head back and forth and giving a great blow job.
Her body began bucking with wild passion, but Bob held on and tongued her clit until he was sure she was over the threshold of pleasure. The sounds of passion she was making changed to sounds like gargling, and Bob knew she was getting a mouthful of Chip's gism. He saw her throat working as she swallowed the thick stuff.
Meanwhile, Bob's cock was getting a good working over too. Since the cunt he had been lapping was satisfied, he lifted his face and looked at the girl who was blowing him. He was glad to see that it was the pretty one Joe had been kissing earlier. Her black hair was spilled all over his lap, but he could see his cock sticking into her mouth. Her lips were pursed out and covering the base of his cock. Bob could feel her throat muscles working on the tip of his prick and it was causing exquisite sensations in him.
He let his body fall back on the thighs of the girl he'd eaten, and relaxed while he got nearer to coming. It didn't take much longer. Whether the girl was aware of the eyes on her, or whether she just thought it was time, she began moving her head back and forth on Bob's cock. That had the effect of sending him into instant ecstasy, and he was soon pumping his gism into her face.
The girl swallowed his load and lifted her head. She smiled at Bob and caressed his legs. The girl he was leaning on crawled out from under his weight. Bob turned and saw that Don was about to fuck her. Bob and the girl who had just drunk his gism sat back to watch.
Don and the girl were both naked and holding each other tightly. They watched as the girl lay on her back and Don slid his cock up her cunt. Don began pumping with long deep thrusts, which Bob could follow by watching his ass rise and fall. Bob and the girl who'd sucked him off were getting horny again from the display.
Bob pulled her over to him and began rubbing her tits. She reached for his lengthening prick and stroked it with her fingers. They kissed, and fell onto their sides. Bob's cock was pressing against the girl's belly. They began wiggling into fucking position. Their bodies lined up; the chick's tits crushed between them and Bob's legs between hers. He could feel her legs rise on either side of him and take him onto a leggy bear-hug around his waist. She practically lifted him with her strong legs and lowered his jerking cock into her pussy.
Bob knew he was linking up with a clever and talented chick. When he felt the slick walls of her cunt wrap round his prick and give it a series of little hugs, he started stroking his cock in and out. His bloated cockhead reamed the inner walls of her cuntal tunnel. Bob could feel the cunt spread to accept his prick every time he rammed it in; when he pulled back, the cave collapsed again. It was a fine, tight cunt.
The girl he was fucking was really getting off on it. She was holding Bob as tightly with her arms as she was with her legs. Her hips were moving very fast in an up-and-down pumping motion that Bob couldn't hope to keep up with. He was little more than a toy she was bouncing on her belly. There was nothing for him to do but relax and enjoy the ride.
The girl neared her orgasm before Bob, and her bouncing hips increased in speed and frenzy. Bob felt like he was on a bucking bronco, with the difference of having his cock wrung out in a wild pussy. As the girl passed the pinnacle of her climax, Bob was being thrown around like a rag doll. His cock was zipping up her cunt so fast that it was getting hot from the friction. But he was also getting a tremendous fuck, and the feelings of tingling pleasure resulting from the ordeal were going to give him an explosive orgasm.
The girl, having come, began slowing down, but when Bob continued thrusting like mad she picked up the beat again. Bob came with a copious spewing of gism and a blinding ecstasy. By that time the girl was on her way to mother climax, and even though Bob was ready to climb off her, she kept him bouncing for several more minutes. His belly was beginning to ache, and he knew he would never be able to last until he came again. All he could hope for was that she would come soon and let him go. She did.
Bob crawled from between her still legs. His cock was hard again, but he was afraid that if he kept fucking her it would lead to a never-ending series of poorly timed orgasms, and he would spend the rest of his life bouncing up and down on the insatiable girl.
Bob looked around for a place to stick his hard cock. The pussy of a more gentle chick would do. All cunts seemed to be full at the moment. Bill was fucking one of, the girls doggy-style, and he thought he might get a blow job since the girl's face was not busy. He crawled over to her on his hands and knees and kneeled in front of her. Her eyes were closed and her face had an expression of bliss on it from the action of Bill's cock. Bob brought his stiff prick to her face and touched her lips with the soft head.
Her eyes opened, but she didn't seem to be surprised to find a prick knocking on her lips. She merely opened her mouth and let the stranger in. With a cock sticking in bath ends of her body, the girl seemed to be very contented. She sucked Bob's cock vigorously as the prick in her cunt brought her to a high level of joy. Bob put his hands on her shoulders to steady himself.
The girl bit her peak and began biting Bob's cock. He cried out in surprised pain, and she eased up. Bob knew it wasn't easy to control your muscles while coming, so he couldn't get mad at her. She came down from the heights of ecstasy and sucked him more gently. Bill was just beginning to shoot his wad into her pussy, and Bob watched the expression on his friend's face as he came. The intense pleasure he was feeling was clearly evident on his distorted features.
Soon Bob was about to come. By that time Bill had pulled out and crawled away to catch his breath. Joe noticed the girl's ass sticking out, with the furry cunt tucked between her thigh-tops, and he came over to try her on.
The bitch was an expert cocksucker. She sensed Bob's passion, and increased her tonguing. Bob was pumping his hips and shoving his cock into her face with all the energy that Joe was applying to her cunt. She was getting mightily rammed at each end, and seemed to thrive under the onslaught.
Bob's cock was way down her throat when he shot. He didn't have much gism left, but the quality of his orgasms was getting better each time. But it was taking a lot out of him. When he pulled his prick from the girl's face, all he could do was fall over sideways and lie there panting.
All the other guys were in about the same condition as Bob. They were lying around like naked corpses on a battlefield. In the battle of orgasms, the girls were easy winners. They were poking around among the bodies looking for a stiff cock. There were none to be found, though.
As the nine of them reclined in the grass they suddenly heard voices. They all grabbed for their clothes, but it was too late. About four, guys appeared from the bushes. When they saw the. naked people strewn all over the grove, they stopped dead in their tracks.
"Sam, John, how the hell are ya?" Don began yelling.
The guys finally started looking at the faces of the naked horde. As it turned out, the newcomers were friends of Don's, and Bill knew some of them too. They began talking, without taking their eyes off the naked bodies of the girls. A few of the guys went over to the girls and began caressing and kissing them. Before long the guys were busy and the girls welcomed their attention.
Bob and his buddies dressed and left the orgy in good hands. They felt like conquering hems leaving the spoils of battle behind for the peasants while they mounted their charges and galloped back to the castle. Once back in the Chevy, with the wind blowing through their hair, they talked and laughed about the adventure. Bob wondered if these guys did that all the time. If so, he wanted to be better friends with them.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


That night Bob wasn't sure he would be able to give his mom a fuck. After the afternoon orgy his cock was rather tender. It was strange that after going out of his mind with horniness for years, he wasn't anxious to fuck when the chance was there.
All through dinner Bob avoided looking at his mother. He could feel her lust radiating from her body across the table. When dinner was over, Bob went into the living room and sat in his usual chair. Pat was in the kitchen. Bob thought about her gorgeous body, and he felt his cock stir in his pants. Well, he could make it if she really wanted to, but he'd just as soon wait until the next day.
It wasn't in the cards that Bob's cock would get a rest, though. When Pat was finished in the kitchen, she came and sat on the arm of his chair. The side of her ass leaned on Bob's arm, and she lowered her huge tit to the side of his head.
"What's the matter, honey? You don't seem to be your usual self," she said to him.
Usually her Mt bod that close to him would make him eager for her cunt. He could even smell the perfume of her body. But the afternoon's fucking and sucking had worn him out. He decided to tell his mother what had happened. Once she'd heard the story, she would understand and leave him alone for one evening.
As Bob related the day's events he managed to get himself excited, but not enough to be really horny. The story did have a powerful effect on Pat, though. Her cunt was dripping, and she was even breathing hard. She asked him to tell her certain parts of the story over again, and then she wanted to hear the episode where he got a blow job from the girl who was getting fucked doggy-style at the same time. Bob realized what he had done. His plan backfired, but he managed to get himself worked up enough to dick his mom.
"Listen, sweetheart," Pat said. "I can understand why you aren't in the mood. But I'm going out of my mind. Maybe I can do something to get you going."
Bob was willing to try, and he followed his mother upstairs. He was surprised when she didn't let him follow her into her room, however.
"You stay out here and keep your eye near that keyhole," she said, and went into her room.
Bob wondered if she knew he had peeked through that keyhole before they had become lovers. He didn't care now that he was on such intimate terms with his mother. He was even thinking about telling her about the time he dressed in her underwear. He would like to do it again with her there to watch.
Bob got down on his knees and looked through the keyhole like his mom had told him. He saw her walking around the room. Pat yelled through the door to ask if he could see all right. He assured her that he could. As he watched her through the little hole he began to understand her reasoning. It was exciting, even if it were only a game.
As Bob peered at her, his mother began unbuttoning her blouse. It was exciting, but Bob had seen her naked so often that he wasn't exactly losing control. Her tits appeared as she pulled her blouse off. This time she threw the garment on the bed, unlike the time he'd peeked without her knowing it. There was another difference too. Now Pat was cupping her tits in her hands. She held the jellied masses and moved them around. She spread them, pushed them together, and lifted them up. That gave Bob's cock some substance.
Pat pulled a chair into view and sat down. She was still wearing her pants. Bob looked at her and saw her lift one tit toward her mouth. Her tongue came out and licked the nipple. The dark disk became hard and puckered as Bob watched. He didn't know if the dreamy expression on his mother's face was part of the game, or if she was really getting off by sucking her own tit. In either case, it was working for Bob…
Suddenly she let her tit drop back to her chest. The heavy globe quivered madly before coming to rest beside, its twin. Pat put her hands on her stomach and moved them slowly down to the top of her pants. Her delicate fingers unbuttoned the button and pulled down the zipper. Then one hand disappeared. Bob could see the lump of her hand in her pants as it went down over her cunt and moved rhythmically. He had to give her credit; she knew how to turn on a tired fucker.
Bob had to shift his weight to make room for the lump of his hard cock. He saw his mother stand up and pull her pants down. Although he'd seen her do it a lot lately, watching through the keyhole made it much more exciting. Standing in her underwear, Pat put her hands on her crotch and rubbed it. Bob couldn't help puffing his own hand on his cock. Pat threw her head back, showing extreme rapture. If she were only acting, she should win an Oscar, Bob thought.
Pat pulled her white, nylon, bikini-style panties up around her waist, causing the crotch of the garment to slip into her crack. Bob loved the way the nylon formed a triangle above the triangle of curly hair, then disappeared into her cunt below. He could imagine how it felt. Pat put one hand behind her, and with the other she grabbed the front of the undies. She began moving the nylon back and forth like a shoeshine boy polishing a shoe. The expression on her face changed to one of extreme ecstasy, and Bob realized that it was no act. She was really getting off, and these were probably the very things she did to relieve her passion when she didn't have a guy around. That realization made the show much more exciting.
When Pat finally pulled the crotch of the panties from her gash and took the garment off, Bob thought how wet the nylon must be. The wanton mother sat down in the chair, brought her feet up to the seat, and spread her thighs. Bob could see the pink slit of wet pussy-flesh among the pubic hairs. Pat slipped one hand under her thigh and into her crotch. The middle finger wiggled up her cunt its full length. With her other hand she lifted her tit to her face, and began sucking the nipple again.
Seeing his mother's finger slide up her snatch gave Bob a bigger thrill than he would have expected. It made his cock as hard as it had been the first time he'd peeked through that keyhole. He was ready and eager to stick his mother with that renewed cock. He didn't want to stop the show by barging in on her; he was enjoying it too much. Bob was learning an important lesson. In all his horny years he thought the only thing he wanted was to fuck. But now he was realizing that there were other pleasures that were as sweet.
Pat had pulled her finger out of her tunnel and was diddling her clit. Bob could see her finger poking into the upper corner of the slot, and the rest of the slot shown pink beneath. The way she was reclining in the chair made her ass visible too. The smooth, white cheeks on either side of the dark crevice looked good to Bob as he changed eyes at the keyhole. The difficulty of peeping through that little hole was somehow making the whole thing more exciting.
There was no longer any doubt that Pat was really getting excited, and not just acting. Her legs were trembling with passion, and her jaw hung slack. Bob could even hear her voice filtered through the door as she began making those lascivious moans of hers. She began trembling more violently until her whole body was shaking. Her hand was working hard and fast on her twat. Bob saw that his mother burned as much energy on her masturbation as she did fucking, and she seemed to be getting even more pleasure out of it.
Finally, Bob got to the point of passion where he couldn't stay on the opposite side of the door from where that sexy creature was jerking off. He opened the door and went to where his mother was still in the throes of lust. He knelt before her and leaned on her quaking thighs. He got a good look at the finger that was rubbing hex clit. She was doing it harder than he had ever rubbed it for her. The odor of boiling cunt juice filled Bob's nostrils.
When his mother's body came to rest he kissed her thighs and sucked the cream from her finger. Then he took her by the hands and pulled her to her feet. Her legs were wobbly from her exertions. Bob led her to the bed and laid her down. As she lay there watching him, he began to undress. When his mighty cock sprang out of his pants like spring steel, Pat smiled. They both knew that her technique had worked perfectly.
Bob spread himself down beside his mom and they embraced. She was still shaky from the orgasm that had ravaged her, but as they kissed, and Bob ran his hand over her ass, she began to revive. The burning head of her son's cock pressing into her belly gave Pat encouragement to get hot again, and she didn't have much trouble. One orgasm was just the beginning for Pat.
Bob slithered down her body until he was within licking distance of her cunt. Pat reached down and grabbed his leg and pulled him around until they were in the classic sixty-nine position, then, simultaneously, they took one another's twitching organs into their mouths. Bob couldn't concentrate on the blow job he was getting because he was busy eating pussy, but the pleasure spreading through him from his cock was taking him to the heights of passion.
It was a nice change to suck her pussy in that position. With his face upside down in her crotch, Bob found that he could spread her asscheeks and get a good look at her puckered asshole. He kept his eyes on that orifice as his tongue covered the wiggling inner lips of her drooling twat. He reached his head farther between her legs, and gave the tight hole a few licks before going back to the pussy.
Bob nibbled at the front of her cunt and reached around her hip so he could play with her asshole with his fingers. He poked a fingertip into her asshole and wiggled it around. It was too dry in there to do much, so Bob began dipping his finger in her cunt and bringing the clear, slippery juice to her anus. The tight hole was soon lubricated well enough for him to stick his finger in without much trouble.
Pat showed her son that she liked what he was doing to her ass by sticking her own finger in his ass. Bob loved the way it felt. She used her saliva to lubricate her finger, and it worked pretty well. Pat massaged her boy's prostate gland from within his ass, and Bob felt the pressure of his simmering gism increase almost to the bursting point.
Pat's thighs were trembling again, and Bob concentrated his tonguing on her clit. He was approaching a climax himself and thought it would be nice for them to come together. He figured that his mother was closer to coming than he was, so he eased up on her a bit. Then, when he felt his body buzz with lust, he drilled her clit with his vibrating tongue-tip.
The bed was absorbing the quaking of their exploding bodies as they both hit the ecstatic heights. Pat wouldn't have guessed that her son had spent the afternoon ejaculating into a bunch of young girls, judging by the amount of gism he was pumping into her mouth. She kept her head bobbing on the cock-shaft until the dong stopped jerking and spewing.
Meanwhile, Bob was holding tight to his mother's hips and she bucked her body in the fit of sexual bliss she was caught up in. He kept licking her cunt until she grabbed his head and stopped him. Once her orgasm was completed Pat's pussy became very ticklish.
The two spent fuckers lay where they were for a while before Bob swung himself around to lie next to the lusty woman again. They held onto each other, and floated in the post-orgasmic weightlessness for a long time. Bob's cock felt cool as the saliva from his mother's mouth evaporated. They drifted and might even have dozed a little before they were ready far another go at it.
Bob came back to his senses, and felt a gentle hand on his limp prick. As his cock grew, the hand on it tightened its grip. He lifted his arm and dropped his hand on the hairy crotch that he had sucked and fucked so often lately. He let his middle finger sink into the soft, wet folds, and let it move lazily around in there. His mother was handling his prick with the same tenderness.
Very gradually, they increased the manipulation of each other's pleasure-points until they were both back in the world of horny need. Bob had never come so many times in one day, even in his wildest jerking-off periods. He knew he could come every hour, on the hour, as long as he had a sexy chick like his mom to coax him along.
As his passion grew, he pushed his finger higher up his mother's pussy. He put his index finger on the puckered asshole and pressed it in. It was still wet enough for him to get it in and wiggle it around easily. Pat began moving her hips in a sensuous grind as his two fingers drove her crazy with new passion. Bob liked the way he had her impaled on the fork of his two strong fingers.
Bob was getting more and more obsessed with the tight canal of his mother's smooth-walled asshole. He felt around in there with his index finger. Reaching up the funky chamber as far as he could proved to him that there was plenty of room for his cock, if he could squeeze the fat thing through the tight entrance.
Bob had had his own fingers up his ass, as well as his mother's, and he knew it felt real good, and he messed that his mother would like to feel his huge prick shoved up her ass. She seemed to like the way his finger felt up there.
"I want to fuck you in the ass," he said to her.
"Oh, Bobby baby!" Pat gasped breathlessly, and he could tell that the idea excited her. "Stick your cock in my cunt fist to get it wet, so it won't hurt."
Bob began moving between his mother's legs to do as she said. She spread for him and his cock slid into her twat. It felt so good to both of them that they both hated to feel his prick slide out, but they knew it would be worth it. As Bob got up on his knees, Pat rolled over on her stomach. Her back had a beautiful curve from her armpits to the flare of her hips. The asscheeks looked like a comfortable pillow for Bob's bony pelvis when he stabbed his mom's ass with his shaft.
Putting a hand on each cheek, he spread them and looked at the puckered aperture between them. The target looked so cute nestling in that deep valley that Bob was almost overcome with the taught of what he was about to do. If someone had told him a few weeks ago that he would be sticking his cock into his mother's ass he wouldn't have believed it, but now that was what he was going to do.
Pat reached behind her and touched her whole with a fingerful of saliva to help lubricate the opening. Bob brought his cock, glistening with cunt juice, to the lipless mouth, and pressed his cockhead against it. At first nothing happened. He lifted the knob and put it back an the target, making sure it was right in the center of the brown, puckered dot. Then he pushed again. Pat pushed out with her ass too, and between both of their efforts, Bob's cock began sinking into the narrow pit.
Bob and Pat kept shoving against each other until the prick was entirely sunk. It was such a fantastic sensation to have his cock held in the tight and relatively dry tunnel that Bob could feel his wild heart beating in his cock. Pat could feel the rhythmic twitching of his tool as it reached up her ass, too.
When Bob started stroking his dong in and out, the tight ring of sphincter muscle held his loose skin still, and only the head and inner shaft moved back and forth, like when he jerked off. This was about a million times better than that, though.
With every thrust, sob's pelvis crashed into the lovely, fleshy mounds of her ass as his cockhead drove high up her ass-tube. Pat began grunting passionately with his onslaughts. Bob reached around his mother's hip and pushed his hand to her crotch. Slipping a finger into the lips of her cunt, he found her clit and rubbed it. The combination of having her ass penetrated and her clit diddled drove Pat wild. Beneath the weight of her son's body her own body writhed and gyrated in a fit of uncontrollable lust..
Bob was nearing an orgasm, and he wanted his mother to have one with him. He increased his finger motion on her clit, and felt her body increase its convulsive movements at the same rate. Bob's knees were firmly planted on the bed, giving him leverage to plow her ass, but the rest of his body was being bounced by the mad woman's gyrations.
As his juices started to flow, Bob knew it was going to be a good climax, and judging by the way his mother was going berserk below him, she was doing all right for herself too. Bob's gism began spurting into the tight grip of her ass, and the presence of the slimy stuff made his cock slide much easier. It was strange to feel such a different sensation at the end of the fuck; it gave it an extra something that thrilled Bob. He thought it would be nice to have seconds on a chick's ass, so it would be Nil of the slippery juice when he pierced it.
Pat was still jumping under him, so Bob kept his prick going and his finger diddling until the lusty woman stopped her frenetic twitching. He lay on top of Pat with his cock shrinking in her ass. Their mouths were open, and they panted in exhausted bliss. When Bob finally rolled off her, they told each other how terrific it had been. When Bob remembered how he hadn't been interested in fucking at all until his mother had taken matters into her own hands, he knew he was learning about fucking from an expert.



CHAPTER TWLEVE


Bob was taking an afternoon off from his labors with his jalopy. Bill had shown up with some dynamite grass, and they decided to go to the park to smoke it. It was a beautiful, warm and sunny day, and there wasn't anything that Bob liked better than to go to the park and get stoned.
As the two boys wandered around among the trees and flowers, they passed the joint back and forth between them. By the time it was gone, they were floating several inches above the soft carpet of grass beneath their feet. The colors of the sky and flowers looked so much more brilliant than it had before they smoked, and when a butterfly batted its wings about their heads they almost keeled over from sheer delight.
They decided to take advantage of the high feeling and do something unusual. Bob hadn't climbed a tree in a long time, and he remembered what nice views he would get from high in the old oaks in the park. He led Bill to a grave full of the ancient trees. They found one that would be easy to climb once they got up to the first branch. That first one was pretty high though, and Bill had to give Bob a boost, then Bob had to let Bill tug on his leg as he scrambled up to join him.
They climbed high into the free; so high that the tree was thinning out and swaying under their might. From that vantage point they could look out and survey the whole city. It was just the thing for stoned contemplation. They were both in heaven as a warm breeze, that couldn't be felt on the ground, caressed their flushed cheeks.
After about an hour in the treetop, they began to get uncomfortable, and started down. Before they got near the jumping-off point, they heard voices. Instinctively they froze and waited to see what was going an. The voices were feminine, and there seemed to be two girls. The familiar smell of marijuana was the next thing they became aware of. They didn't stir, and soon two chicks came into view. They were passing a skinny cigarette and jabbering away merrily.
Without saying a word, the boys in the tree looked at each other and conveyed the message, "Let's just be still and see what these girls do. It might be fun."
The chicks sat on the grass right under the tree and finished the joint they were smoking. When one of them put her arm around the other the bays were surprised and suddenly excited. Bob had to brace himself in the crotch of a limb to make sure he wouldn't fall out of the tree. This might turn out to be a really lucky break.
Snuggling up to one another, the girls put their faces together and kissed. The guys above looked at each other again with excited and thrilled expressions on their faces. Then they looked down, not to take their eyes from those girls for quite a while. They saw them grab each other's tits and squeeze them. Both boys imagined the way those tits would feel if it were their hands around them.
The girl's hands disappeared under their jerseys as the boys hoped for more. They weren't to be disappointed. Soon, one of the chicks pulled her jersey up over her head. She had nice big and firm jugs. It was interesting to be able to see them from above. The top of the girl's head, with her brown hair streaming from the part don the middle, stood between the protruding mounds of white flesh.
The girl with the naked tits helped her Mend pull off her jersey and the guys could compare two sets of gorgeous boobs. The girls fell on their sides and kissed again. From their perch, the guys could see their tits mash together in a pile of quivering flesh. They both wished they could join the chicks, but they knew that if they tried, they would probably just end the whole show. They would have to content themselves with watching, and hope they weren't seen. They both knew that the girls would be lying down and looking up, but there was a profusion of leaves and branches between the guys and the lesbians on the pound, and if they were absolutely still and quiet, they would be able to remain unseen.
The girls were really warming up. One of them, the blond, had slid down the other's body and was sucking at her tits. The brown-haired one had brown nipples, and the blond had bright-pink ones. The brunette was going wild under the tit-sucking she was getting. She wound up flat on her back, squeeze them. Both boys imagined the way those tits would feel if it were their hands around them.
The girl's hands disappeared under their jerseys as the boys hoped for more. They weren't to be disappointed. Soon, one of the chicks pulled her jersey up over her head. She had nice big and firm jugs. It was interesting to be able to see them from above. The top of the girl's head, with her brown hair streaming from the part don the middle, stood between the protruding mounds of white flesh.
The girl with the naked tits helped her Mend pull off her jersey and the guys could compare two sets of gorgeous boobs. The girls fell on their sides and kissed again. From their perch, the guys could see their tits mash together in a pile of quivering flesh. They both wished they could join the chicks, but they knew that if they tried, they would probably just end the whole show. They would have to content themselves with watching, and hope they weren't seen. They both knew that the girls would be lying down and looking up, but there was a profusion of leaves and branches between the guys and the lesbians on the pound, and if they were absolutely still and quiet, they would be able to remain unseen.
The girls were really warming up. One of them, the blond, had slid down the other's body and was sucking at her tits. The brown-haired one had brown nipples, and the blond had bright-pink ones. The brunette was going wild under the tit-sucking she was getting. She wound up flat on her back, winding her body around in sensuous wiggles and holding the blond's head tight against her boob. The guys could see one of her tits wobble around while her girl friend sucked the other.
The blond moved her sucking face from one tit to the other, and the guys in the tree could see how wet her tits were left after a sucking. Bob thought about how his mother's tits had felt stuffed in his mouth with the hard nipple an his tongue. He wished he had some spongy tit in his mouth at that moment.
When the blond continued down the ether's body, both guys hoped she was going to do what they would have. As she kissed her lover's belly, her hands unfastened her pants. The brunette lifted her hips so the bland could pull down her pants. The boys had a quick glance of the girl's hairy triangle, and it almost knocked them out of the tree. Then the sight was blocked by the back of the blond's head.
They could see the blond head moving over the dark pussy, and could imagine her mouth nuzzling in that kinky hair of her friend's cunt.
The blond moved between the legs of the brunette, and made herself comfortable for some serious cunt lapping. The girl lying on her back spread and lifted her legs, giving her friend plenty of room. The boys watched the expression on the chick's face, and saw mounting passion and lust on her features. Whimpering moans of pleasure rose to the ears in the tree, sending the message of the girl's pleasure to the horny voyeurs. The sound caused the guys to flush with longing and sexual greed.
They watched the girl being overwhelmed by her orgasm. While she rested, the blond stood up and pulled off her pants. The guys could see her tits and ass sticking out from opposite sides of her body from their vantage point directly above her. The lusty blond walked over to the victim of her lapping job, and stood right over her head, with a foot beside each of the girl's ears.
The girl on the ground was getting the view from the bottom while the boys in the tree got the view from the top. Then the blond bent her knees and lowered her cunt on the brunette's face. She looked down as the girl under her began eating her pussy. It would have been possible for the cunt lapping broad to see the guys above her if she only looked their way, but they didn't think she would. They wouldn't be looking into trees if they were in her position.
Bob saw Bill moving around and looking up. His friend was pulling his stiff cock out. Bob couldn't blame his buddy for wanting to jerk off, and he wanted to too. As Bill began to slowly stroke his cock Bob pulled his out too. Both boys were soon unconsciously flogging their tools high over the perverted act on the ground.
The blond, squatting over her lover's head, began trembling in passionate lust. As her body shook with the pleasure her friend was providing with her tongue, the boys were beginning to feel the joy of sex radiating through their bodies too. They tried to go slow, but it wasn't easy with the sight of the two lesbians going at it below them.
While they were still pumping their cocks, the blond began wailing and shaking. Suddenly she seemed to pop off the brunette's face like a piece of toast. She collapsed beside her lezzy lover, and they embraced. Both guys were nearing an orgasm, and now they had a good view of each of the gorgeous bodies beneath the tree. Bob shot first. His gism sprayed into the leaves. Bill followed by a few seconds.
They continued jerking their cocks until every drop was spent, and they kept their eyes on the naked girls kissing below. Bob saw the blond reach for her thigh and touch herself. Then she jumped up to a sitting position, looking at her fingers. Her face suddenly turned upward. The boys could see her eyes focusing on them. The brunette was wiping spots of gism from herself too.
"You motherfuckers!" the blond yelled in a shrill voice. "What's the big idea?"
The guys were frozen with embarrassment. They still had their cocks in their fists. The brunette didn't seem to have minded the shower. She was licking the drops of thick gism from her fingers and smiling up at the boys. Neither of the boys could think of a thing to say, so they just shaved their pricks back in their pants and sat where they were.
The blond started pulling on her clothes, while the brunette kept licking her fingers. The blond yelled at her love to get dressed and she obeyed slowly. When the blond was dressed she grabbed her darker friend by the wrist and began pulling her away from the grove. The brunette was still pulling up her pants and looking back at the guys in the tree with that same smile on her face. She seemed reluctant to leave.
When they were out of sight, the boys looked at each other and began to howl with amazed delight. They could hardly believe what they'd seen. As they laughed, they heard the word "Assholes!" shouted from the direction of the girls had disappeared in. Apparently they had heard the howling laughter. The boys started howling all over again.
They got down from the free and walked around some more. They couldn't wait to tell the other guys what they had seen, but they knew they would have a hard time convincing them that it was true. It hadn't been far from the place where they had that orgy the week before. Bob decided that it would be a good idea to hang around in the park more often.
The memory of those two girls eating each other's cunts stayed with Bob. He wondered if his mother had ever done anything like that. If she had, he would have liked to watch, or, even better, to participate. He would have to tell her about the things he saw in the park and ask her what she thought about it all. If Bob knew that his mother had eaten her first pussy the same day that he first ate her cunt, he would have been happy and excited..



CHAPTER TWELVE


The guys were hanging around Bob's yard more often lately. He figured that it was because now that he was finished with the work on his car they could just sit around and not feel guilty for not pitching in, and letting him do all the work. Bob was doing some painting, and the guys didn't mind taking a brush and helping him with that.
What Bob didn't know, and even the guys themselves weren't aware of, was that the glimpses they got of Pat kept them interested in hanging around. Pat hadn't failed to notice all the good-looking studs that were congregating in her yard, either. She would look down at them from an upstairs window, and wonder about their sex lives. Were any of them sleeping with their mothers, like Bob was? she Wondered. She would have given anything to find out.
Bob and Bill were wielding brushes; Chuck and Paul were just sitting around. Someone mentioned Joanna, and Bill said he hadn't seen her in a while, but he'd heard that she ran away with a rock musician. They joked about her for a while, then talked about other chicks and other good times. Bob wished he could tell the guys about him and his mother, but Pat had told him that he'd better not say anything. He was sure that his sex life was better than that of any of the other guys.
Paul started talking about a cousin that had been visiting his family from out of town. She was his age and stacked, he claimed, and he'd been fucking her every day since she arrived. According to Paul, she had the tightest cunt in the world. Even tighter than most chicks' assholes.
"How do you know?" demanded Chuck suddenly.
"Well. I haven't fucked every chick in the world up the ass, but judging from the asses I've stabbed, her cunt is lighter," Paul said.
"You mean you've actually fucked chicks up the ass?" Chuck asked.
All the guys looked at Chuck in surprised realization of his innocence. Chuck saw the faces turned to him, and he read the expressions on them accurately. He stuck to his guns, though.
"I think that's sick," Chuck said. "I mean, I can see fucking them in the mouth, or even between the tits, but up the ass! Ugh!"
"You don't know what you're missing," Bill said.
"You can have it," Chuck said. "Have you ever fucked a chick in the ass, Bob?"
Bob wondered why Chuck asked him that question. Knowing that he had to watch himself, and not say anything about him and Pat, he hesitated before answering.
"Sure, lots of times," Bob said as nonchalantly possible.
Chuck finally shut up about that topic, but he looked like he might be reconsidering the whole matter.
The conversation went on and on, about this and that, but the subject of girls and fucking was always intertwined in the talk. If the guys had known that they weren't having a simple conversation among the four of them, they might have talked about other things. As it was, their talk was going to have consequences for them that they never would have imagined, and that they wouldn't have wanted to miss for the world.
In the second story of the house, behind a dark window above and behind them, someone was eavesdropping. A woman old enough to be their mother, who in fact was a mother to one of them, was listening to every word. Pat had gotten into the habit of going into the upstairs bathroom when the guys were hanging around her yard, which they were doing more often these days, to look down on them and listen to their adolescent talk. She didn't admit to herself that she was spying. At first she would clean in the bathroom, or use the toilet, and just happen to hear a sentence or two. When she found herself hanging around in there with nothing to do except keep her ear near the opened window and listen in on her son's and his friends' conversations, she had to make up another excuse, and she told herself that she was just checking to be sure that Bob didn't let their secret out.
Now she had to be honest with herself, though. She loved to hear those kids talking and bragging about their experiences. She was amused by Chuck's naivete about ass-fucking. But she wasn't merely amused; she was also turned on. The talk reminded her of how it had felt, to have her boy's hard cock stuck way up her as. She couldn't help thinking and wondering how it would feel to have the other guys' cocks up her cunt. Or maybe one long, hard prick up her while another plowed up her burning and drooling cunt.
Pat was getting herself really worked up. She wished the boys would leave so she could call Bob into the house and turn her longings into reality. That was a feeble hope, though. They usually hung around for hours at a time, and it was still early. Still looking out the window, Pat unfastened her pants and pulled them down. If one of the boys had looked up at the window at that second, they would have just barely been able to see the bare belly and the forearm that crossed it in the dim light of the bedroom.
Pat reached to her omit and touched the damp hair. Her hand was trembling slightly as she stuck a finger into the soft lips of her vulva. Jerking off wasn't really what she needed, but it seemed to be the only avenue open to her in this emergency. As she sank two fingers up the flowing tunnel of her cunt, she suddenly rebelled. Why should she rub herself off to a mediocre orgasm, alone in the gloomy bathroom, when there were four young, virile studs hanging around in her yard?
So what if the other guys knew what kind of woman she was? She wasn't tamed of loving sex. Pat didn't know if it was her brain or her cunt making the decision, but it was made and couldn't be gone back on now. Her body was gearing up for some hard fucking, and even if she wanted to change her mind, she would have been powerless to do so. She was making plans.
Pat suddenly raised the window and stuck her head out. "Will you boys come in here for a few minutes and help me move a few things?"
They said they would, of course, and with a pounding heart she ran into her bedroom to add a few touches that she thought might help. Pulling open her underwear drawers, she scattered a few sexy garments here and there. Then she pulled all her clothes off and put on an old bathrobe. The guys were already coming up the stairs. Pat made sure that her robe was hanging open enough to give the boys a good view of the valley between her tits. In the last second she had alone, before the guys came into view, she looked in the mirror and bent down. When she saw her tits hanging in full view through the vee of her bathrobe she was satisfied.
"What is it, Mom?" Bob asked as all the guys were suddenly standing outside the bedroom door.
"I thought I would move some of this furniture around. The sun comes in that window in the morning, and I thought it would be nice if it would fall right across my bed." Pat was smiling at the guys as she noticed them looking up and down her robe-clad body.
Bob was looking around the room. It was yew strange for his mother to be wearing a bathrobe at that time of day, and he'd never seen her underwear thrown around like that. It was very strange, but if he had any idea of what might be going on, he didn't give any indication. Beneath her friendly calm, Pat was teeming with lust. As the guys walked into her room she kit hot juice running down the inside of her thigh.
She began giving the guys directions for moving the furniture, but she would have to think fast. First of all, she didn't want her furniture moved, and second, she had to get these guys to ravage her with their strong hard pricks. Bill went to a chair that would be in the way of where she had just told them to move her dresser, lifted a pair of bikini underwear from the back of it and dropped the slinky garment on the seat. Pat was surprised to see how gingerly he handled the garment.
"What's the matter? It won't bite you," Pat said to the boy.
Everyone, including herself, noticed the change in tone in her voice. The guys looked at her more carefully, and fill didn't know what, to fly. Something was going on that wasn't apparent, but the guys would never have guessed what they were in for. It seemed too good to come true.
Pat picked up another of undies, one that she had been wearing and threw them into the startled boy's face. When they dropped from his face into his hands, they could all see how funny Bill looked with that amazed expression he made. They laughed.
"What are you laughing at?" Pat shouted playfully, and threw a bra at Chuck.
Soon, the battle was on. They were all throwing Pat's underwear at each other like a pillow fight. Every time one of the kids get a silky garment in the face, their cocks would get a little harder. The smooth, fragrant material of the undies had a magic effect on them. They could smell the delicious odor of a feminine body woven into the sheer fabric.
The battle got wilder and wilder. They were rubbing the garments into each other's faces now, rather than merely throwing them. Pat went up to Bill and Bob, who were struggling over a pair of panties, and pushed them onto her bed, making sure she used her big tits as much as her hands to shove them over. As he fell, Bill grabbed at Pat's robe and managed to pull it open.
Her tits were now freed and in plain view. As she spun around to prevent Chuck from cramming a bra down her back, the boy looked down and saw her gorgeous body through the parted curtains of the robe. Pat could tell by the look on his face that getting these kids to service her would be easy. The battle was almost won.
Bill saw her heavy tits swinging with the motion of her turning around. They looked like twin wrecking balls, and he wished he could be the object of their thrust. Below the heaving knockers, Pat's flat belly and triangular pubic patch could be seen.
"Are you looking at my tits?" Pat demanded in the same playful voice.
She suddenly swung the other way, and Chuck found his dream come true. The heavy mass of jelly-like tits crashed into the side of his body. He didn't know what to do. The other guys were waiting to see what would happen. To keep the crazy atmosphere going, Pat threw another pair of panties in Chuck's face. He retaliated by pushing her down on the bed, on top of Bob and Bill who were still sprawled there. He had pushed her on her ample jugs. When she landed, Bob grabbed one tit, and Bill the other.
Her robe had opened completely now, and Chuck and Paul were treated to a great sight of her ant. They could see the wet, pink gash running down the middle of the hairy crotch. Pat was wrestling with Bob and Bill over her tits, and didn't seem to mind wagging her spread twat at the other two boys. Rather than standing there with their mouths open, they went to the struggling woman on the bed to help their friends.
Chuck grabbed one leg, and Paul grabbed the other. It was clear that anything went, and they kept grabbing her legs higher and higher, until Paul had his fingers sunk in the smooth flesh of Pat's thighs. Paul was holding the leg away from the middle-line of her body, and Chuck was rifling her other leg to the side, so Pat's crotch was spread as wide as it could have been. It was as if they were struggling over a wish-bone, but they both were going to win.
Bill had pressed his face don on Pat's, and had shoved his tongue into her mouth. She was kissing back with all the lust of a nymphomaniac. Bob was kissing one of her tits. Paul stuck a finger into the pink slot of her crotch, and was examining the interior while Chuck had his head between her legs, getting a good view of the examination.
Chuck let go of the leg he'd been holding, and stood up. While the other three were poking and grabbing at the whore, Chuck began taking off his clothes. The guys didn't even notice what was happening until Chuck stepped forward again, and positioned himself between the writhing woman's thighs, with his stiff cock throbbing in the air. Paul was still dabbling in her cunt with his fingers, but he had to relinquish his place to his buddy, who was ready with the real thing.
When the area was clear, Chuck moved closer and grabbed Pat's thighs. He pulled the thighs around his waist and poked his cock at the humid mass of curly hair. Paul was still hovering over the area, and he watched as his friend's cock entered the pink lips of Pat's pussy. Chuck's thick cock made the glistening inner lips stretch as he filled her with pulsating meat. Paul could see how Pat's legs grabbed at Chuck's waist, pulling his cock deep into her omit.
Paul began to undress with desperate, clutching hands as he realized he could be next. Chuck was sliding his cock in and out of the older woman's box with slow, steady strokes. Paul saw his friend's ass moving back and forth in the rhythm of fucking. As Paul waited, he checked out the action at the other end..
He saw that Bob WSS still sucking his mother's tits, and that Bill was still kissing her, but now Pat was reaching for each of their crotches, and feeling the hard cocks in their pants. She was trying to grab Bob's zipper, and he brought his hips up closer to her so she could reach better. Bill slipped down to one of her tits and as Bob and Bill sucked on one each, Paul thought they looked like twins.
Chuck's ass was really picking up speed as he lunged at Pat's crotch. Paul knew he wouldn't have long to wait. He was almost tempted to go around to Pat's face and stick his cock in her mouth now that no one was kissing her, but just before he was going to make the move, he saw Bill crawl up to her face and stick his cock within sucking range.
Pat looked at the prick pointing at her lips, looked up at the owner of the big tool with a lascivious smile, then open her mouth and took the twitching cockhead into it. Paul gasped as he watched her jaw working away and her cheeks sucked in. Her face was showing the energy she was putting into the blow job. Paul wished he had thought of that move sooner. But Chuck was grunting with climactic pleasure, and he knew he would soon be sinking his cock in her cunt. Besides, he could get a blow job later.
Chuck was in the midst of an orgasm, it was obvious, and Paul's tool began twitching with renewed excitement as he realized that he would be piercing her twat in a few seconds. Chuck's body convulsed as his cream filled Pat's cunt. When he stopped pumping he lifted his hips, and his wet cock emerged from the pit of Pat's pussy.
As soon as Chuck staggered out from between the woman's thighs, Paul took his place. Her cunt was near the edge of the bed, and he could either put his feet on the floor, or rest his weight on his thighs on the bed. He found that it was a good way to get a lot of "umph" behind his thrusting prick. He looked down and guided his cock to her cunt. As he pressed it home, he felt the hot lining of her twat caress his joint. Her cunt tube fit his cock like a sock; it was the nicest cunt he'd fucked in a while. He started to pump, and thrilled to the way her pussy was contracting on his shaft.
Chuck had almost brought Pat to a climax, but not quite. Now that she was on the verge of coming, and had a fresh cock up her cunt, she was coming like a freight train. With a cock in her cunt and another in her mouth, Pat was vibrating with passion. She knew that four young studs could keep her in that bussed-out condition for a long time, and it made her feel like she'd died and gone to heaven.
Pat wanted to feel the cock in her mouth spewing gism when she felt the hot fluid shooting into her cunt. She was coming down from her first orgasm, but knew she would soon be in the grip of another. The kid, whoever it was, between her legs, was doing good work, and she started working on the cock in her mouth with more enthusiasm.
Bob was still sucking his mother's tits, waiting for a better opportunity to open up, and he thought about sharing her with his buddies. He found that it didn't bother him at all. In fact, he liked it. He felt proud of his mother. With his mouth wrapped around her stiff nipple, he kept his eyes on the two guys who had their pricks in her. When Bill came in her mouth, Bob figured, he would take his place.
Pat felt the prick she was sucking on start to jerk, and she got ready to catch his load on her tongue. At about the same time, she could tell the prick up her snatch was heating up. She eased up on her sucking to let the rod in her twat catch up. At the right moment, determined by her precise, sexual instincts, she began sucking the cock with a passion, and started it spewing gism in her mouth at the exact moment that the joint in her snatch began doing the same. Being pumped full of cum from both ends at the same time was the greatest thing that Pat had ever experienced.
She wasn't the only one glad to see the gays coming. Bob, who'd been waiting his turn, was anxious to have his own cock sucked. When he saw Bill's face screw up in an expression of ecstasy, his cock began to bulge in anticipation. Bill fell back on the bed when his cock was drained, and Bob went up to his mother's face to take his place. Pat was still smacking her lips and swallowing Bill's load, but as soon as she opened her mouth, Bob stuck his prick in.
Pat started working on her own boy's tool with all the energy she had used on the last one. Paul had pulled his limp cock from her cunt, and that hole was now available.
Chuck, who had been the first to fuck her, was ready for another. He had something in mind though, something that he'd been thinking about when Pat called the boys into the house. Now he was going to find out what it was all about for himself. He took his position between Pat's legs again. This time, rather than putting his cock in her cunt, he stuck a few fingers in and smeared the combination of cunt juice and gism down aver the tight little opening below the slot of Pat's pussy.
She felt what was happening, and was thrilled. This was going to be great! she thought. She should have called these kids in long ago. Sucking her son's cock, with a few onlookers recovering from their own exertions was fantastic; and flow she was going to get her ass raped. Bill and Paul noticed what Chuck was doing, and they remembered the conversation they had had about ass-fucking only a few minutes ago, while they were sitting in the yard. They were proud of their buddy's inquisitive nature, and were glad to see he had an open mind.
The orgy went on for hours; at least that's the way it seemed to Pat. She had never had such a good time, and she knew there was going to be a lot more of the same in the future.
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