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CHAPTER ONE


Medoc Circle is a street like many others in the better class suburbs of Southern California, and, if any street could be called typical of the affluent middle class America, the little cul-de-sac would qualify.
The clean split-level homes and their well-manicured lawns reflected the personality of the clean and well-manicured people who lived within them.
The Stanleys, Joan and John, lived at 1503 Medoc Circle. Next door at 1505 were Bill and Laurie Kent.
Like the furnishings in their houses, the two couples differed. At twenty-seven, Joan Stanley was a breathtakingly sensual platinum blonde whose tall svelte figure turned the heads of men and woman alike. John, her ruggedly handsome husband had a wild thatch of straw-colored hair and a dark tan which reflected his days spent at the harbor as a yacht broker. They were, as practically everyone would testify, happily
married and well adjusted emotionally, sexually and all other ways of importance.
In contrast to Joan’s stunning blondness, Laurie Kent was a petite twenty two year old redhead with green eyes, a pert turned-up nose that was bridged by a rainbow of freckles and a sweetheart face. The vivacious little redhead, in turn, presented a wild contrast to her staid twenty-five year old husband Bill who was -much to her dismay – almost the perfect specimen of the no-nonsense public accountant.
Like many other jobless, childless wives, the two young women spent a lot of time together while their husbands worked. Actually, they could be found at least once a day sitting by the Stanley’s swimming pool smoking cigarettes, drinking coffee and exchanging gossip.
Today was starting out to be pretty typical. In the last half hour the two bored young wives had sat by the pool, the sun streaming down on their lushly ripened, bikini-clad bodies, sipping the black coffee that Joan had brewed for them.
Laurie glanced over toward the blonde languidly lying on her stomach. A thin moustache of perspiration was on Joan’s upper but it was the heavy-lidded expression that drew the younger girl’s attention. She correctly interpreted the look as one of sexual satiation, and she couldn’t resist feeling a sudden pang of envy. Joan had admitted that she and John generally had sex every morning before he went to work… and again at night.
Laurie sighed wistfully and put her thoughts into words, “Honestly, Joan; sometimes I wonder why the hell I ever married Bill. He’s such a drag sometimes. There’d be more excitement with a… a cigar store Indian!”
“Laurie! You shouldn’t say that about your husband.” Joan’s eyes flew open, an expression of her shock at the younger girl’s statement.
“You can say that, but you have a sexy man like John for your husband,” Laurie said, pouting, then added defiantly. “You just can’t imagine what a lousy lay my husband is.”
The blonde lifted one eyebrow. She wasn’t surprised. Not really. Bill was handsome enough, but he seemed so damned proper at times. “That’s too bad, honey,” she answered thoughtfully. “because that’s one of the most important ingredients for a happy marriage.”
Laurie turned over and sat up; her arms wrapped around her knees, “Joan, how do you teach a man to be sexually liberated?” She paused and shrugged, “God knows I’ve tried to liberate him, but he has such old-fashioned ideas about sex.”
“I don’t know what to tell you. John and I have always considered ourselves well adjusted when it comes to love-making.”
“So have I, and I thought Bill was too… until after we were married,” she sighed, looking close to tears. “I guess I screwed it up then. On our wedding night I wanted oral sex. Now he thinks I’m perverted.”
“Laurie, the secret of a happy sex life is doing only the things that make you feel good. If you’re forced into an act that disgusts you, it’s not ‘liberation’…”
“Hell, but what am I supposed to do?” the angry redhead retorted. “Frankly, I like oral sex. I like sex… period! And anything new I might learn to do, but I never get to do anything like that. It’s always the old missionary position, barn-barn, thank you ma’am, for Bill.”
“That really must be awful for you,” Joan said, staring toward the still water of the pool. “We do everything, John and I,” and then added for emphasis, “everything.” She smiled as she thought of her husband and what he had done for her only a couple of hours before. And then, she sighed and said, “You know it’s a strange thing, Laurie, if sex is good between a husband and wife, it’s only ten percent of a marriage, but, if it’s bad, it’s ninety percent.”
“You can sure say that again,” the petite redhead said disgustedly, as she wiped the perspiration from her face and took another sip of coffee. After a moment, she, too, stared toward the blue water of the pool. “I don’t see how I can go on like this, but Bill would kill me if I fucked around.”
Inside the house the shrill peal of the telephone interrupted the chatting wives. Joan quickly got up and padded toward the cool interior. “I’ll be right back.”
“Hey,” Laurie yelled after her retreating figure, “it’s too hot for any more coffee. Got something cold?”
“How about a vodka and tonic?”
“Sounds great.” Laurie sat by the pool, bitterness contorting her usually pleasant face as she thought, Why the hell am I so unlucky? Why can’t I be like Joan and have everything? She’s damned good looking, but so am I, for all the good it does. I’m bored and unhappy with Bill. I don’t know what the hell to do. If I didn’t have Joan to talk to, I’d go completely mad. It’s bad enough now, having to use a fucking vibrator to get my kicks. It’s better than nothing, but I sure would like to feel a man’s nice hard…
She heard the screen door creak open and slowly shut, and turned to see Joan coming toward her with a tray balanced on one hand. “Oh God, that looks good,” she sighed. “It always makes things look a little brighter when I’m laced with booze.” She paused, cocked her head to one side, then asked, “Boyfriend?”
Joan grinned, “No such luck, that was my Aunt Sara on the phone. She’s coming to visit us.” Joan smiled, remembering Sara, her aunt by marriage. She was a sensually alluring brunette and widowed two years ago. She had been a glamorous, free and easy woman ever since, traveling
all over the world in search of something new and different.
“Won’t her being here cramp your style?” Laurie questioned impishly, “Like… ah… no more fun and games on the front room floor…”
“Sara’s as sexually liberated as we are. Even moreso, if what she writes me is true.”
“That’s impossible. I don’t believe it.”
“You should hear her talk,” the attractive blonde wife laughed. “My uncle left her very wealthy, and, evidently, she has one young stud after the other to keep her company.”
“Lucky woman!” the young redheaded girl said, her voice envious.
“She’s thirty seven years old, and she doesn’t have a single male friend that’s over twenty-five… so she tells me.”
“God! That’s not fair! Here I am only twenty-three, and all I’ve got is a bank auditor who acts like he’s a hundred.” Laurie gulped her drink and became more depressed than ever from Joan’s conversation.
“I’m truly sorry, Laurie,” Joan frowned in sympathy. Try to be gentle with Bill, and you might be able to help him overcome his hangups.” Hell, it was pompous to talk like this, but what else was there to say?
“I’m going home,” Laurie said, emptying her vodka-tonic with one gulp and standing up. “All I’m doing is depressing you today. Besides, it’s almost time for Bill to come home for lunch! Yeck!”
“You’re not bothering me… I just wish there was something I could do.”
“I have to go anyway. Bill wants me to go with him to look for a new car.” The little redhead was halfway to the gate when she turned and continued, “Don’t worry about me. I’m in a hopeless situation, and, if I continue to put up with it, then I must be a masochist.”
“See you later,” the blonde girl called lightly as her neighbor’s petite little figure disappeared through the gate.
Joan sat for a long time staring into the water and sipping her drink, It was refreshing and it lifted her spirits after hearing a repeat performance of Laurie’s problems. It was all her next door neighbor could talk about. Oh God, how lucky I am to have John, she thought. Anything goes
with him, and he’s so experienced, our sex life never gets dull.
Joan glanced at her watch and realized it was time to start getting ready for John’s arrival. Once inside the house, she saw the telephone, and her thoughts inevitably turned back to Aunt Sara. Joan had only yesterday received a card from Hawaii, saying that she was having a marvelous time with a Kanaka beach boy who was the greatest lover on the island of Oahu. Now, the attractive widow was in San Francisco and was coming down to Newport Beach to visit with her favorite niece. Sara had told Joan to be prepared for a swinging good time while she was visiting, since she liked plenty of night life.
Joan had just finished her makeup and was in the middle of combing out her long blonde hair when she heard her husband opening the front door. He was early today, she thought, as she hurried to put on a dressing gown over her naked body. She had just stepped into the bedroom from the adjoining bathroom when John came from the hallway.
“Hi sweets,” he whispered, taking her in his arms and kissing her passionately.
“Hey, you’re home early, darling,” she gasped, as he removed his lips and lowered them to the unbuttoned top of her robe, nuzzling under the fabric until he found the already erect little nipple of her right breast.
“Uhhhhh-huh,” he mumbled, then began nipping, eliciting moans of desire from his blonde wife’s lust-constricted throat.
“John… darling… you are a horny devil.” She felt wonderfully limp as he continued to suck at first one and then the other of her ripely upthrust breasts.
“You bet… that’s why I came home early,” he said as he removed his mouth from her wetly glistening nipple and reached for the belt to her dressing gown. He untied it and the gown fell open to reveal long lithe legs coming up to full firm thighs which fused into the sparsely curling blonde triangle covering her vaginal mound. “I was sitting at my desk, and, suddenly, I got a hard-on, just thinking about you.”
John lowered his right hand to her pussy hair and gently caressed the silken strands between her legs.
“Darling, she whispered, as she kissed the top of his head, while he dropped his mouth to her desire-tautened breasts again. As John sucked and tweaked at her tingling little nipples, he used the outstretched middle finger of his right hand to part her already moistened cuntal lips, then began sliding it up and down her pulsating vaginal slit.
“Ooooohhhh… aaagggghhh… darling, let’s go to bed… “ Joan, gasped hoarsely, her weakened knees almost collapsing beneath her.
“In a minute.,” he mumbled over the softly resilient flesh of her breasts. “I want to turn you on first.”
“I… you have… darling…oh shit…” she moaned, as he spread her legs wide and pushed down on her hips until she was in a half-squat, giving him deeper access to her wetly steaming vagina. Her mind was reeling with overwhelming desire while her hips ground in little circles of lust.
“Darling… I’m going to fall if you don’t take me to bed… I can’t stand it… “ her words cut off by a low moan as he dropped lower and stuck his tongue in her navel, grinding it rapidly around inside.
“What do you want me to do?” he asked teasingly.
‘‘Fuck me, baby… fuck me…now…”
“Just fuck you… that’s all?” He grinned up at her as he tantalizingly slid his open mouth back up from her tingling belly-button to the hardened nipple of her left breast.
“Yes… fuck… fuck… fuck…” she whimpered, her mind a seething cauldron of fire. Lord, how quickly he had aroused her! Maybe all that talk this afternoon to Laurie had started her vaginal kettle simmering in advance!
Slowly, John lifted his lusting wife in his arms and carried her across the room to the bed. He put her on the edge of the bed, and took the disarrayed gown from her arms where he dropped it to the floor. Sitting down, he took off his shoes and socks first, then quickly unbuttoned his shirt, unzipped his pants, and was soon standing naked beside her and stroking his long thick cock to an even greater hardness.
In fascination, Joan stared at her handsome husband as he manipulated his massive penis… “Fuck me, darling…” she urged.
“Well, if you’re really sure,” John smiled.
And then, the young husband slid over on top of his lovely blonde wife and planted his legs between her open thighs. Immediately Joan lifted her hips to rub her soft blonde-fringed pussy lips against the hot swollen head of his throbbing cock. It was almost as though someone, wearing soft furry gloves, had gently stroked his erection. He placed his lips on her wetly open mouth and kissed her again, running his swishing tongue between her teeth and feeling her suck eagerly on it as she writhed in naked abandonment beneath him. His penis was throbbing painfully as he felt the slick vaginal secretions of readiness covering her fevered cuntal lips and wetting his sensitive flesh.
The thought of having his long thick hardness deep inside her, knowing that would transpire when he began skewering into her tight little cunt brought a hot impatience to his loins. Pressing slowly forward, his pulsating cock had nudged into her moistly heated vaginal opening, bringing a low cry of delight from her desire-tautened lips.
Joan’s pelvis moved anxiously up to meet him. She was breathing so heavily now that each escaping breath was almost a moan of lust. “Oh God, honey, put it in. Don’t play with meeee!”
John acted as if he hadn’t heard her and continued to move his swollen cock-tip up and down the open wet slit between her thighs, using his fleshy erection to part her sparse pussy hair, trying to get as much of her warm moisture as he could. Then, unable to stand the torment himself any longer, he pushed forward and felt her velvety cunt lips flutter apart and then close over the sensitive head of his penis, felt the little tremors of her vaginal muscles, which showed her intense desire, and, then, he felt the tight clasping pressure as he burrowed deeper into her warmly pulsating inner flesh.
“Ummmmm,” she purred, low in her throat, the overpowering sensations flooding in her trembling loins.
Slowly, the excited husband withdrew his desire-thickened penis almost all the way out, and, hearing her low groan of disappointment, he smiled down at her lust-twisted face, and slowly – ever so slowly – thrust forward again, his long hard cock returning to the hot rippling depths of her cunt as his rigid shaft of flesh slid deeper. He was rewarded with a low moan of happiness and felt her hungry lunge upward. He could feel her long trembling legs wrapping eagerly around his back, could feel her fingers gently digging into his back and shoulders, could feel her heels pressing apart his naked buttocks. Later, he knew when she really got wound up, she’d use her heels like spurs to drive him on to deeper penetration.
“Oh God,” Joan whispered, her eyes still closed and breathing hoarsely through her mouth. “Your penis feels so… so beautiful!”
“You, too, baby. Your cunt’s the greatest,” he said through gritted teeth. Wow, John could feel her deeper vaginal muscles going to work, squeezing and milking his painfully throbbing cock. The excitement really was almost more than he could handle when he made love to his wife, no matter whether it was oral love or fucking… always the same… so good that he had to use every bit of self-control to keep from. cumming at once.
He pulled his lust-hardened penis midway out, then stopped and stared down at his beautiful wife’s fluttering eyelids. Then, he rammed forward, thrusting it back in all the way, slamming up between her legs to the very sensitive tip of her womb with body-jolting force.
“Oh yes… yesssss… darling,” she moaned, “That’s it, like that! Fuck me… fuck me…”
John grinned at her use of the obscenity. In the beginning of their marriage, she wouldn’t use anything more vulgar than damn, but, when he’d told her he liked to hear her spewing out lewd phrases while he made love to her, she caught on in a hurry. At first, she said it quietly, seeming to cringe at each word, but that didn’t last long. Soon she was talking like a street whore in bed, and, what was even better, acting like one too.
Goaded on by her words, John began fucking up into her hungry little cunt faster and faster, forcing his long pulsating rigidity to go in even deeper up inside her rippling belly than before. At the same time, the naked young husband lifted her lewdly squirming buttocks up higher off the bed, thus allowing his sperm-bloated testicles to slain into the dampened crevice between her writhing ass-cheeks.
This woman was a special one in bed… and she was his wife, who really knew how to keep a man happy. It always pleased him to hear her low groans, her mewlings of lust, and her undisguised delight as he rammed up into her ecstatically clasping pussy with everything he had. It gave him a real sense of power, one that added to his strength, to the knowledge that this sensually ripened blonde was satisfied with him. Now, using an age-old rhythm, his hips moved up and down, and his penis pistoned in and out with strokes that shook her naked young body as his huge blood-inflated cock drilled inexorably into her hungeringly upturned pussy.
Joan continued to moan almost mindlessly in an unending series of rasps of delight under the relentless assault of his lust-bloated cock-shaft. Her groans were echoed by his own as she used her right hand to lovingly and gently massage his cum-filled balls… urging them on to even greater heights of glory.
“Ahhhh… ooohhhh… that’s beautiful darling… so good…” she crooned, her lust-contorted face dripping with perspiration.
John could hear her rasping breath, and could feel her nakedly quivering beneath him as her legs opened and closed continuously around his hips. An unforgettable ecstasy blossomed as the velvety sheath of her wetly heated vagina slid back and forth over the entire sensitive length of his hard-driving cock. Each time he fucked this wildly passionate woman, he was sure it was the best he’d ever had.
“Oh shit, baby… your cunt’s so tight… so warm and good…” John gasped.
Then, abruptly, he realized that things had begun to change with her. He felt her tightly clasping pussy begin to flow with hot moisture, and tiny little fingers of fire began a tantalizing massage of his lust-agitated cock-head. Close to climax, Joan’s breath had become even more shallow and uneven now, and she had both hands working at his back again… cupping his hard-tensed buttocks and forcing him deeper and deeper up into her wildly writhing belly.
“Darling… honey… I’m cumming I’m… ccccuuuu-uuummminnngg,” she wailed loudly, tossing her head back against the pillow and lurching upward with her pelvis with a strength that almost pushed him back off the bed. Then she simply exploded around him in a cataclysm of guttural gurgling sounds, uninhibited motion and violent abandon as she came.
Her legs locked around him like flesh-colored steel girders, forcing him in and out of her convulsively squeezing pussy, and her strength was such that he was almost incapable of moving contrary to her wishes. Insanely, she pumped her sweat-streaked naked body up and down on his long rigid penis as she came, then came again, pouring out her passionate release… again… her movements so wild that John couldn’t hold back his climax any longer.
He felt a sudden buildup in his sperm-swarming testicles, felt his throbbing cock-head suddenly growing like a mushroom, then the inexorable tingling and spasms began deep in his balls. “Oh shit…” he moaned. “Oh, fuck, baby. Here it cums… I’ll give it to you now… all for you…”
‘‘Yes… darling… cum… in me… cum in me… cum…”
she chanted, her voice trailing off into incoherent words as she orgasmed once more when his hot liquid release spurted against the wildly sucking mouth of her womb and flooded her vaginal passage with his thick lust-heated cum.
It filled her belly and then flowed like a lewd white stream of lava down past the still-pumping crevice of her buttocks to drip onto the satin coverlet. Her deeper vaginal muscles continued to swell and contract in violent rhythm around the sensitive head of his penis for at least two minutes after he had cum, and the exquisite motions resulted in the first tremulous beginnings of another erection. They both lay still, their heavily breathing bodies heaving in naked exhaustion.
John felt his penis growing as it slowly filled the tightly clasping sheath of her pussy, and he smiled to himself. He’d never seen anything like it. He could fuck her again and again and still want more. He felt a small fluttering in her vagina and knew that she, too, was beginning to feel his cock throbbing again deep inside her. But, too weary to move, they lay for several minutes until their breath slowed and their bodies calmed, and then they both began to move against each other again.
“Aren’t you getting hungry, darling?” Joan whispered, feeling his warmly pulsating hardness taking command of her aroused little cunt again.
“Uh-huh,” the desire-filled young husband moaned, “for more of you.” His head lowered to her lushly ripened breast, and they began, all over again, to climb the volcano of ecstasy.



CHAPTER TWO


All day Friday, Joan rushed around, finishing her chores in time to get to the airport to meet Aunt Sara. It was a long drive to the Los Angeles International Airport, and the freeway was sure to be glutted with traffic. At two o’clock in the morning, the trip from Newport to the airport could take perhaps fifteen minutes. This afternoon, it took almost an hour and a half.
Just as she pulled into the air terminal parking lot, Joan saw a sleek PSA silver jet slowly dropping down to land. She sensed that this was the plane that Sara was on, so she quickly parked the car and ran into the building. She searched for the PSA lounge and arrived at the gate just as she saw the raven-haired, stylishly dressed woman coming down the loading ramp.
She stared at the youthfulness of the glamorous older woman. My God, she thought, as she watched her saunter into the room hanging onto the arm of an obviously enamored young man about twenty-two or twenty-three, smiling up into his face as if he was delectable enough to eat. She’s really changed! Joan thought, she looks so much younger and a hell of a lot more exciting too! God! She even has a better figure than I do.
Joan saw Sara kiss the young man on his cheek, and then wave good-bye to him as he left the lounge area.
“Sara… Sara… here I am,” she called and saw her aunt wave, then come toward her.
“Darling… Joan, darling… you look great,” Sara glowed, posing dramatically as she caught the eyes of another admiring young man staring at her from behind the ticket counter.
“Aunt Sara, what have you done to yourself? You look like a blossoming twenty-five year old.” Joan said as she hugged the older woman.
“You’re a sweetheart to say so, but you’re just flattering me, aren’t you?” With her arms still around Joan, they started walking toward the baggage section. “It’s good to see you. It’s been over two years.”
“Yes, a long time. I’m older… you’re younger. How do you do it?”
“Well, I’ll tell you,” Sara whispered, looking around in mock concern. “There’s a place in Hawaii called the ‘Youth Farm.’ You stay there for a month and they guarantee you the body of a twenty year old.”
“Oh?”
“Yeh…” the older woman dimpled. “My twenty year old body was named Charlie Tanaka.” Sara threw back her head and laughed throatily as Joan giggled in delight.
“Well, whatever it was,” the young blonde wife said, “You’ve got a better body than I do.”
Sara shrugged, not denying the compliment. “Also, a plastic surgeon can do wonders for wrinkles. Face lifts are salvation for us old folk.” She flashed a big smile at an American Airlines pilot who turned and looked as if he wanted to follow them.
“Aunt Sara, you’re wonderful!” Joan tightened her arms around the slim youthful waist of her thirty seven year old aunt. “John is really going to be surprised.
He always thought you were a sensual woman, but now…”
“How is John?” Sara asked, cagily. “He’s one of the most exciting men I’ve ever met. Not counting your wonderful uncle, of course, may his soul rest in peace.” She paused, then arched an eyebrow questioningly, “He’s… ah… good to you?” There was no mistaking what the real question was.
“He’s great,” Joan smiled softly, remembering the long hours of love-making the night before. “He’s just fine. As healthy as a young bull.”
“Does that mean he’s still a virile young man?”
“Yes, and more than that.”
“Then, you’re a very lucky girl, Joan, and don’t you ever forget that.”
“Do you have much luggage?” the young blonde niece abruptly asked in an effort to change the subject. She was becoming excited just thinking about her husband and was embarrassed. After all, she’d been married to John for five years.
“Oh, darling, not much,” Sara said lightly, as she pulled five baggage stubs from her purse and handed them to a porter.
“My God, not much… how can you afford to drag all those clothes around with you?”
“Very easily. I must have them, darling. I have to look my best, you know.”
Joan shook her head when she saw the huge color-matched blue suitcases the porter put on a cart and started to push across the room toward them.
“The car’s in the parking lot. You can wait out front while I go get it.”
“All right,” Sara turned immediately and struck up an animated conversation with the blond-haired young man who was following with her bags.
Joan was back with the car in five minutes, and she handed the key to the porter when he opened the door for Sara to get into the car beside her. When the young man brought the key back to Sara’s window, he said. “See you when you go back to Frisco, ma’am.”
“Thank you, lover. And you remember what I said,” she patted him familiarly on the cheek as he turned away from the open window.
“Well, what was that all about?” Joan asked, curious.
“Oh, we just had a little talk about his girl friend,” Sara said, then added, “He’s such a nice boy.”
“They all are, aren’t they?” Joan grinned as she swung the car into the traffic lane and onto the freeway heading toward Newport Beach.
The dark-haired older woman had more energy than anyone Joan had ever known. She chatted unceasingly until they saw the off-ramp for Newport Beach.
“I love Newport,” she suddenly whispered, in an awe-struck voice. “Your uncle and I used to come here just to get away from it all. Many times we never even saw you.”
“Do you still miss him, Aunt Sara?”
“Yes, darling, I do, very much,” she sighed. “He was such a good man, and sexually virile until about six months before he died. I only found out after his heart attack that he’d been in pain during that time, suffering the damned.”
Sara rode silently for several blocks, and then sighed deeply again. “But you can’t let things get you down. I have to live without him, and there’s only one way I can live… that’s with a man.”
“Then why don’t you get married again?” Momentarily, Joan felt sad for her aunt, but then she smiled as she heard the vivacious older woman continue.
“Hah! I’ll never get married again. I prefer several men now, instead of just one.” She laughed. “You should try it sometime. It deepens your sensitivity.”
“Aunt Sara,” Joan giggled, a little shocked, “you’re really something! You know John is more than I can take care of, and, besides, he’s all I want.”
“I don’t understand how you could be satisfied with a common ordinary sexual life,” the older aunt sighed, “Don’t you want to be sexually liberated?”
“But, John and I are ‘sexually liberated.’
We believe in the modern philosophy… and always have.”
“Oh no!” Sara exclaimed, “You don’t call what you two have together ‘liberation?’ You’re so tied together, you remind me of the dark ages.”
Joan frowned and thought. But we’re happy together and we don ‘t have any hangups about sex with each other, at all. I thought that was all we needed to be sexually well adjusted. Aloud, she simply said, “Then, what are we doing wrong?”
“Wrong? I didn’t say you were doing anything wrong, darling. That’s not being sexually free. Liberation is when nothing is wrong… anything really, anything goes.
I’m sure you’re liberated in your own little way, but haven’t you ever wondered about ‘husband swapping?’…”
“Of course not,” Joan said defensively, “that’s only for people who are unhappy.”
“No, darling. Now that’s where you’re wrong,” Sara said to her niece, just as they arrived in front of the house and stopped in the driveway.
“Then, what do you mean?” Joan whispered curiously, feeling something that could have been anger or excitement pounding in her brain. She wanted to be “liberated” and thought she always had been, but maybe the experienced older woman- knew something she didn’t. After all, Sara was right in one respect. Even though she and John had a completely happy marriage, there were times when she wondered what it would be like to go to bed with another man, and she’d heard John’s comments about other women – even Laurie next door – when he’d wondered what they’d be like in bed. Still, though, what did she really know? John was her first and only male; he claimed she was his first and only female. What would sex with someone else be like?
“All I’m saying, Joan,” Sara was continuing in all seriousness, “is that it wouldn’t be a sin to share John with another woman. Providing it was done for altruistic reasons and not out of emotional involvement.”
“But, that’s what makes sex so wonderful… being in love with someone.” Joan was confused, and, as she continued to sit in the car, not wanting the conversation to end without understanding what her aunt was trying to say, she added, “Sex with a stranger would be no different. than using a dildo. Why take the chance on diseases, and, besides, you never know when someone might get emotionally involved with you… and then he’d be hurt.!”
“Joan, all I can tell you, is that sex can also be beautiful with someone you are not in love with,” Sara said patiently. “I’ve been fucked by a dozen different men in the past four months and it was wonderful… but there was never a chance of falling in love with any of them.”
“I don’t know, Aunt Sara! I wouldn’t like it, but I don’t think I’d stop loving John if he had another woman.” She thought for a second, her hand resting on the car handle, then added. “That’s if he didn’t care anything about her.”
“See what I mean? Now that’s the first step to true sexual liberation.” Laughingly, Sara opened her door and was halfway out of the car before Joan answered.
“Yes… I see… I really do… but I don’t know…”
“I only need one bag for now. We’ll leave the rest for John to bring in when he comes home,” Sara said abruptly taking command and walking up to the house.
After the prolonged conversation about liberation with Aunt Sara on the trip home from the airport, Joan felt mentally exhausted. She needed to relax before John came home so, turning to the older woman, she said, “Why don’t you rest until John gets home. I'm going to get a hot shower and change clothes.”
“Oh darling, I don’t need to rest, but I do need a hot bath myself.” She turned toward the den and added, “Don’t you have a bar in here?”
“I’m sorry, Aunt Sara, I’m a terrible hostess,” Joan said as she went to the bar. “I bet you can use a drink after that trip. What would you like?”
“Please, honey, let me do it. You go ahead and get your shower. I can find the guest room myself.”
Joan kissed her raven-haired aunt on the cheek and hugged her, saying, “Thanks. You’re very sweet and kind. See you in about an hour.”
“Two minutes later, the naked young blonde was in the shower. The hot sting of the needle-like spray soothed her confusion, and her mixed-up thoughts suddenly congealed. All this time I thought we were really liberated… but now I know better. We’ve been so snug in our happiness with each other, we’ve never tried anything new. I wonder if John ever thinks about trying group sex… or wife swapping? I think I’ll just ask him one day… but what if we don’t like it? What happens then?
She wished she’d brought a drink for herself into the bathroom, because now she was thirsty and felt the need of a drink to calm her nerves. As a result she cut her shower short.
Quickly, she dressed in a sensual curve-clinging white jumpsuit, silver thong sandals and tied her long blonde hair back with a lime green chiffon scarf. She was just mixing a vodka martini when Sara returned to the den.
“Wowee,” the older woman chortled, “You look stunning, darling. I can see why John has never thought of another woman.”
“Thank you,” she dimpled and made a quick curtsy. “You look fantastic, too.” She wasn’t exaggerating, the young wife thought as she saw the revealing gown her aunt had changed to. She was wearing a black hostess gown that was as tight as a second skin. The top was slit to the waist and the soft white flesh of her youthful breasts was spilling out. The skirt was slit up the side almost to the upper thigh, and the sides were inset with three inches of lace that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. And it was all too obvious that there was nothing underneath the gown… not even a pair of panties.
“This is my turn-on dress, darling. I always wear it when I want to impress someone.”
“But, you don’t have to impress John!”
“I know, but for him, I just want to be remembered.”
“You will… you will,” Joan laughed, not a thread of jealousy in her body.
A key turned in the front door and both women looked at each other, then turned to face the doorway. John stepped in the open door and said, “Jesus! Am I in the right house?”
“You sure are, lover,” Joan moved toward him, kissed him passionately and then turned back. “You remember Aunt Sara, of course.”
"I should, but, if that’s Sara, then I’m Uncle Fudd.”
Laughing gaily, Sara ran to him like a young school girl, “Lover, you’re an angel, but I am your old aunt.”
They hugged and then she kissed him on the lips, giving the handsome young husband the surprise of his life. It actually felt good… her lips so sensually parted, and soft and warm… and… oh-oh! He
felt his penis restlessly stirring in his pants. Quickly, and without looking at his wife, went to the bar where, with his back to the room, filled the martini shaker while mentally forcing his beginning erection to die. Shit, he was going to have to watch that! It was no good to get too close to Sara again, not in that outfit, anyway!
“What have you girls been doing?” he asked casually, as he turned toward the now-seated woman and went to sit beside Joan.
“We had quite an enlightening conversation,” Sara had a look of purpose in her eyes. “Joan will have to tell you about it later.”
“Ohhhh… sounds suspicious to me.”
“Not suspicious, but educational,” Sara continued.
“It was nothing, darling. I’ll tell you later,” the blonde wife replied.
“I’m curious now. Tell me.”
“Aunt Sara just thinks that we’re not as sexually liberated as we thought we were.”
“Well, how does she know, having never gone to bed with us.” His tone abruptly changed from light banter to defensiveness. He didn’t like this kind of conversation.
Some of the fellows he knew had been trying to convert him to the kinky things young people were involved in, but he wasn’t interested.
“Darling,” Sara interrupted, “I don’t have to go to bed with you, but if that’s an invitation, I accept. To be liberated is to be free… free to do anything… and everything. Have you and Joan tried wife-swapping… or group sex… or even homosexuality?”
“You gotta be kidding, Sara,” John was actually shocked, then he added. “We don’t need depraved sex like that! We have each other… that’s all we need.”
“Then, all I’m saying is that you’re not liberated.
Joan sat quietly, letting John discuss it with her aunt while she took in every word he said. She listened to his reasoning, and then suddenly, she saw a strange light of interest in his eyes as she heard Sara say, “All right. Granted you think you’re well-adjusted. But how do you really know? You just got through saying you’ve never been to bed with another woman. Why don’t you try it once at least, and then you’ll have some basis for
comparison.”
“I don’t know,” he shook his head, “I think sometimes it’s better to leave, well enough alone.”
“That just proves that you are a nice lovable square after all,” the seductive older woman smiled in triumph and held up her empty cocktail glass for another drink.
“I’ll get it. Aunt Sara,” Joan said; jumping up and taking the glass. She was halfway to the bar when she heard the sensually alluring widow say, “I’ll volunteer to be the other woman, John, if you’re interested.”
Joan was just about to speak up, when she heard her handsome husband respond, “You’re really some put-on. I bet if I took you up on it, you’d run like hell. All of which is beside the point. I’m only interested in one woman… and that’s Joan.”
“Thanks, darling,” his lovely blonde wife said, “Now really, both of you, what do you say we change the subject? Hmmm? Let’s discuss something of importance for a change.”
The discussion was obviously ended for the moment, as the sleek dark-haired widow sat back she was already planning how she could help these young people find out about the wonders of “liberated” sex while she was in their home.
It was her obligation to educate them. After all, she knew it was the best thing for them. It would give them even greater depth to their own love, and much, much greater satisfaction in their love-making.



CHAPTER THREE


“Happy Saturday morning, Auntie Sara,” Joan called, as the sleepy eyed older woman entered the dining room still in her negligee. “Coffee?”
“Oh God, yes, black and hot… before I have a caffeine fit,” she answered. “What are you doing up this awful time of the morning?”
“It’s ten o’clock, and I have a lot of shopping to do before I can relax for the weekend.”
“I never wake up before noon, unless I’m in a strange bed,” Sara groaned. “Thank God, it only lasts one night. Tonight I’ll be all right… lonely, but… all right.”
“Were you comfortable?”
“Yes, it’s a lovely room. I’ve always enjoyed it.”
“John is sleeping,” Joan said, as she glowered at her watch and got up from the chair. “Look, I feel terrible about leaving you alone. I’ll only be gone about an hour. Want to come with me?”
“Good heavens, no! Not at this barbaric time of day,” she exclaimed. “I’m going back to bed. John has the right idea.”
Joan didn’t see the lecherous gleam in the older woman’s eyes as she quickly leaned down and hugged her sleepy aunt. “Okay. See you later.” She picked up her purse and left the kitchen.
Sara stared thoughtfully as the screen door slammed shut behind her platinum blonde niece. A knowing smile flickered across her face and she slowly ran the quivering pink tip of her tongue around her full pink lips. She’d just have to take things into her own hands and teach these youngsters a thing or two. She went to her bedroom and changed to the most revealing nightgown she had and, without stopping to consider that John might resist her advances, tiptoed down the hall to the master bedroom. Without making a sound, she opened the door and went into the darkened room where John was sleeping. As she closed the door behind her, she stopped dead still and gasped.
Sprawled nakedly on the bed was her niece's unsuspecting husband, his massive penis standing straight up from his loins in an awesome blood-hardened erection. For a second she thought he must be awake, but then, her eyes traveled up the length of his flat, corded belly and strong muscular chest, and then to his sleeping face. He was smiling as though lost in a beautiful sensual dream.
Sara’s hands were trembling uncontrollably when she quietly stepped over to the bedside. Almost dream-like herself, she began to strip the provocative nightgown off over her head. A second later, she dropped it to the floor beside her, the soft black silk whispering as it slid down her firm slender thigh.
Oh God, Sara thought, he’s handsome… his big beautiful cock… so thick… so long… ooohhhhhhhh… I bet he’s good at love-making. Gently she climbed up on the foot of the bed and crawled between John’s wide-flung thighs.
The young man moved, moaned, then just as Sara thought he was going to wake up, he sighed and lay still, his breath coming smooth and even again.
The older woman was an expert at seducing a man, but she’d never tried to make love to a sleeping one before. She grinned to herself lecherously and slowly lowered her wetly ovalled mouth down over John’s dark red cock-head, licking across it with her tongue.
“Ummmmmm…” her young nephew moaned, then began gently moving his hips up to meet her mouth. She looked up at him but he was still sleeping, so she moved her probing tongue downward to the base of his penis and licked wetly up the full length of his desire-hardened rod of flesh. This elicited an even louder groan from the slightly parted lips of the young man, and then she heard him sigh, “Joan… darling…”
Well, that’s enough of that crap, Sara thought. I want him to know it’s me. She lowered her mouth again and sucked his long hard cock deep in her warmly’ moistened throat, then began to suck like a new born baby, probing at the tip with her swirling tongue.
With a lunge upward, John opened his eyes and gasped, “Goddamn, Joan, why didn’t you wake me up first. That’s enough to give a man a heart attack.”
His eyes widened with shock when he saw who it actually was kneeling nakedly between his widespread thighs. He was incapable of words; His mouth gaped and his eyes were glazed with lust as he stared down in disbelief at the bobbing head of black hair. And then, he gasped, “Jesus Christ! Sara!”
The older woman stared back at him with teasing eyes as she continued her knowledgeable sucking of his painfully throbbing cock.
John watched, mesmerized, as his wife’s beautiful dark-haired aunt flicked her tongue out, its smooth wet surface grazing warmly over the tiny slit at the end of his sensitive cock-head. The young man let out a loud groan at the lewd contact, and stared at her with awe as chills of illicit pleasure raced along the base of his spine and caused him to break out with a sudden light sweat. Then, her softly ovalled mouth plunged all the way down over his pulsating cock-shaft and her saliva coated his penis with a sea of heated moistness. He could feel her incredibly soft lips draw in along the ridge at the base of his cock, tightening like a puckering drawstring and trapping it completely in the warm wet cavern of her mouth.
“Sara… Sara… Jesus, you shouldn’t,” the young man moaned, unable to move or force her to stop her wild licking of his pulsating cock.
Her head lifted momentarily, “Don’t you like it, darling?”
“Oh God, yes… I like Joan to do it… and she does…”
“Well, I’m going to do it different from Joan… show you what it really feels like… how a real pro does it!” she mumbled, as her hot breath tickled the tender flesh underneath his lust-hardened cock. “Now this is called a butterfly job…”
“Aaaagggghhhhh…” John groaned as the older woman lowered her soft warm mouth again trapping his pulsating thickness deep inside her wetly clasping lips.
Sara knew he was helpless… men always were when a woman used her mouth on their cocks… She knew that at times like this, no normal young man could resist, and she used all the knowledge she possessed to quickly drive her young nephew to a wild peak of excitement. Grasping the head of his hotly throbbing penis with her mouth, she tightened her lips around the swollen coronal ridge and began to twist her warm wet mouth from side to side while holding the hardened stem with her small kneading hand. She twisted one way with her hand, the other way with her lips.
John fairly vibrated with the magnitude of his emotions. He was going straight out of his mind from the erotic sensations and from watching the salacious spectacle of Sara’s rounded mouth twisting on the head of his wildly tingling cock. He’d never been this aroused before in his life. The forbidden pleasure that came from his frantically throbbing penis stuck halfway inside her soft wet mouth, plus the sight of her lovely naked body with her melon-like breasts swinging back and forth, was more than he could comprehend.
Then he felt a change in the vibrations of pleasure rippling outward from his loins as she sucked the full length of his long hard cock up inside her warm soft oral cavity. For a moment it felt as if she were going to swallow his fleshy thickness right down the back of her throat, and he moaned and groaned like a dying man. His eyes rolled back in his head, and his teeth bared in ecstasy.
Sara was satisfied with the all too apparent results of her sucking, but now, she was going to give him something to remember always. She lowered her mouth over his thickly pulsing staff to the base, and then gripping it with her tightly clenched lips, pressed against it with the inside of her cheeks, and then using her licking tongue she clamped it to the underside like a suction cup. Then, she began to suck as though she were drawing milk from a bottle. Her head moved rapidly up and down over his lust-swollen penis as she ringed her lips firmly around the base, creating another hotly clasping cunt of her mouth.
Entranced, John stared at her as she began to take more and more of his blood-engorged rod of flesh into her throat, her spasming muscles massaging and tickling the lust-inflated head.
“Oh shit… oh fuck… shit… fuck.. aaaaggggghhhhh…” he groaned in guttural delight. Never had the young husband felt anything like this before… what was she doing that was so different from Joan? Oh shit, she was good… sooooo gooood… she would suck his soul right out the end of his cock if she didn’t stop… then he was gasping as he felt her hand move down to his sperm-bloated testicles and gently massage the wrinkled sac.
Tensing his loins, he thrust his impatiently aroused penis back up into her ovalled red lips, feeling it lunge deeper into her throat, and as he felt her heated breath close to his balls, he was sure she would choke to death, but she didn’t stop.
By now, his lips were moving in a staccato run away motion, in lewd rhythm to her wildly bobbing head, the two of them moving in an obscene parody of fucking as she gluttonously took everything he had up into her soft warm mouth.
John’s mind was fixed… out of control as he thought of only one thing… he had to cum!
The warmly clasping softness of her mouth and the fluttering touch of her tongue licking against the sensitive underside of his pulsating rod of flesh was too much for the young husband.
“Oh shit… Sara… I’m going to cum in your mouth… I’m going out of my mind… aaaggggghhhh…” he groaned as, in response to his words, she began sucking with great force, sliding her hot slurping mouth up and down its wetly glistening length, her wriggling tongue caressing the sensitive flesh.
Sara’s eyes were closed and her breath was coming in short gasps, spurting air through her nose… as though she, too, was about to cum. She could sense his mounting lust, could feel the sudden burgeoning of his swollen cock-head and the sperm ridge along the underside, and began to suck even more voraciously drawing her teeth along the sensitive penile flesh and letting then nip gently into the thick resisting flesh as she bobbed her head up and down in a lewd dance of lust.
John stared raptly at her lust-contorted face, and the wildly stimulating sensations of her tongue and mouth forced him into action. He flexed his buttocks and bent his head forward as his fingers entwined themselves in her soft strands of raven hair, forcing her widely stretched mouth down even farther on his wildly jerking cock which was ready to split wide open with the massive pressure of his super-heated cum. Great churning pools of sperm were building up in his swollen balls and he knew it wouldn’t be long now.
Savagely, he jerked her head up and down, forcing her to choke and gag on the massive rod of steel-like flesh. It seemed as if heavy hands of iron were constricting his chest, and he gasped unconsciously for breath as his eyes glazed and he retreated into a world of overpowering lust.
Sara felt the head of his hotly throbbing cock swell suddenly larger, and she knew from experience that he was just about to cum in her mouth. At the same time she could feel her own arousal forcing her to writhe and jerk as she knelt between the young man’s thighs. My God, she thought, he’s going to strangle me to death if he doesn’t slow down.
“Oh God… baby… shit… woman… I’m ccuummmming… suck it… fuck it… shiiitttt… I’m ccccuuummmmming… “John moaned in brain-tearing ecstasy.
Sara gulped and gagged on his massive length as she took the first violent blast of his white-hot cum into her throat, trying to swallow the spewing sperm before it choked her, her Adam’s apple bobbing up and down in her frenzy to get it all. His pungent semen jetted into her anxiously sucking mouth in great spurts, her cheeks obscenely bloating and then hollowing as they filled and emptied again and again.
Her belly jerked and spasmed as the heated juices flowed down into her quivering belly, and she greedily licked at the thickly subsiding cock in her mouth as though it were covered with honey. Even as his gradually dwindling penis began to deflate, the voluptuous widow wouldn’t let it go, her sensually nibbling lips continuing to move over his now softened flesh. She lapped at the remaining cum and sucked his trembling young cock until it was dry.
“Oh shit, Sara… that was so good… so wonderful… where the hell did you learn to do that?” he questioned, still gasping for his breath.
“Ummmmmm… here and there,” she mumbled, never taking her mouth from the round rubbery head of his cock.
With an abruptness that startled the young husband, Sara lowered her heated mouth down again on his softly relaxed penis and began to swirl her tongue around it with a maddening slowness. John felt his lifeless cock coming virilely back to life again, and was amazed at his desire for more. His guilt-ridden conscience at betraying his wife Joan had long deserted him, and now all he could think about was the lust-provoking actions of her sexy Aunt Sara.
The nakedly kneeling older woman caressed and teased at his thick pulsating cock until it was hard again. Then, she moved up over his writhing figure until she was straddling his hips.
Placing her warmly throbbing pussy over the saliva-coated tip of his penis, she rubbed back and forth and teased it into even greater hardness.
“Oh shit… Sara… let me fuck you! You’re the hottest cunt I’ve ever had,” he moaned, as he felt the soft moistness of her desire-swollen cuntal lips brushing across his sensitive cock-head.
“Yes… now it’s my turn! Fuck me, love r… fuck me until I scream for mercy!” Sara was filled with a hungering lust, a need that had to be filled, out when John reached down to guide his rigidly pulsating cock up toward her hovering cunt, she lifted herself up out of his reach, and whispered, “No… not that… I want you to fuck me dog fashion;… you do know what I mean… don’t you?” she wheedled.
“Shit, woman, I’m no innocent virgin… Sure I know what you mean. I know everything.”
“Okay, baby… let’s see if you know all about me!”
Without hesitating, the seductive older woman moved over and knelt on all fours beside him on the king-size bed, then she waved her naked buttocks in a salacious invitation in front of him.
Quickly he lifted himself up and knelt behind her firm white thighs, muttering, “Goddamn, Sara… you’re a beautiful woman… the most beautiful ass in the whole world! I want to fuck you now!”
“Then get with it, lover… I’m burning up…” Sara was too anxious to play around anymore. She wanted to be fucked until she moaned with agony and collapsed from ecstasy.
John, too, was past the gentle stage… his painfully throbbing cock felt as if it were about to break off. He aimed the thick bulbous cock-head at her hair-lined vaginal opening, then thrust his hips forward in one cunt-splitting lunge to ram his long skewering rod of male flesh all the way to the hilt up inside her hotly clasping pussy. His cum-loaded testicles slammed against her wetly quivering vaginal lips while she moaned with an almost mindless hunger.
Sara’s nakedly kneeling body was afire with lust, and she waved her smoothly rounded ass-cheeks back at him in a lewd effort to extinguish the fever. Nothing ever felt as good as fucking, she thought, as flames of desire enveloped her. The raven-haired young widow began trembling as though she were a leaf shaking in the wind as she felt John’s wonderfully hardened penis ramming deep up inside her enchanted vagina. Of their own volition, her hips began to flail and wantonly jerk in unison to the young husband’s thickly pistoning cock.
Behind her lovely kneeling body, John experienced for the first time, the feel of a woman’s cunt other than his wife’s. Unbelievable erotic pleasures rippled through his loins as he stared in fascination at the older woman’s soft fleshy buttocks – like two rounded pillows – above his impaling penis. Oh Christ! She was one great piece of ass… this widowed young aunt of Joan’s. His hands trembled as he caressed her velvety softness, and then he used his thumbs to separate her anal crevice and stared in rapt fascination at her puckering little rectal opening.
His throat tightened in desire and he felt his rock-hard cock ramming faster and faster up into her hotly clasping pussy.
She moaned as he brutally thrust deep up inside her velvety cuntal flesh, and groaned in disappointment as he withdrew, slamming in and out of her enveloping cunt with body-jolting strokes.
Sara had gone mad… wildly, obscenely mad. She jerked. and bucked like a maniac. Her fleshy upthrust breasts swung back and forth like a pendulum, her head flailed from side to side, and on each stroke her hips lunged backward in a ferocious attempt to enclose the entire length of his pumping penis.
“Fuck me, love… Fuck me harder… Aaagggghhhh… sock it to me… give it to me… fuck meeeeee…” she screamed in overpowering passion.
John’s passion-dazed mind simply couldn’t believe… he’d never had such a wild ride in his life. Each time the crazily excited widow lunged forward, he was sure she was going to push her ass-cheeks right through his ramming pelvis. She was insane with an implacable lust that twisted her lovely features into a lewd mask of distortion.
“Fuck… fuck… fuck…” the lewdly kneeling woman chanted in unconscious rhythm until she opened her eyes very wide and groaned, “John, baby… stick your finger up my asshole! Hurry, baby!”
The unimaginable obscenity of her words stunned the young husband for a moment, and then his heated arousal came back tenfold. His thick rigid penis was slamming against her cervix so hard that he could feel the shock of each jolt vibrating the full length of his lustfully skewering cock. Shit, he thought, what a fantastic pussy! Her cunt is so different from Joan’s.
Sara’s gleaming white ass-cheeks began to twist and turn shamelessly in vicious little circles as John searched for the dimpled opening to her rectum. With one hand he pulled the sweat-moistened crevice between her buttocks further apart, and then used the outstretched middle finger of his right hand to nudge the tightly puckering hole. It felt hot and pulpy, quivering under his touch, and it was hard to keep contact with the almost insane way Sara was bucking around.
“Shove it in… hurt me… lover, give it to me…” the older woman pleaded, as her lust-contorted face turned back to stare with desire-glazed eyes and wide open gasping mouth at her nephew kneeling behind her, thrusting into her aching cuntal flesh like a dog fucking an excited bitch in heat. “Force it in…”
John’s violently pulsing penis was already about to explode from the rippling warmth of the older woman’s tight little pussy and the obscenity of trying to force his finger into the elastic opening to her rectal passage. Shit, he’d never thought fucking another woman could ever be this exciting.
Faint mewls of animalistic hunger came from Sara’s desire-tightened throat while her face became an ugly grimace of passion, nostrils flaring, dark hair flailing from side to side, breath rasping, eyes dazed and unseeing. Only her subconscious mind was working, her sensitivities had retreated into a world of oblivion except for the one thing she could feel… the overpowering sensations of being fucked half to death by her niece’s virile young husband.
John’s mind also seemed to be severed from his body, he felt only the physical ecstasy coursing upward from his cunt-ensheathed penis and spreading upward throughout his entire being… ruttish flames of erotic desire had long since cremated his conscience as he thrust his rock-hard cock in and out of her hotly clasping pussy.
“Stick your finger up my asshole,” Sara screamed. “DO IT NOW!”
John shuddered at her obscenity and then thrust his feet forward against the soft resiliency of her ass-cheeks.
‘‘Aaagggghhh… tha-that’s it… harder!”
Abruptly he felt the tightly puckering little ring give way, and begin to swallow his finger up inside her fevered rectal depths until the flat of his palm slammed against her naked buttocks.
“Aaaaggggghhhhhh… ohhhhhhhhhhh yes, darling… you hurt so
goooood…”
At first the discomfort of the savage thrust of his finger caused Sara to stiffen as she always did, but almost immediately her narrow rectal passage adjusted as usual – to the unnatural invasion. Soon, his slow erotic thrusts in and out of her hot spongy nether opening was bringing shudder after shudder of delight from her.
The nakedly kneeling brunette offered him all the lewd encouragement she could. ‘‘Yessssssss… that’s it… fuck my asshole with your finger. Stick your big hard cock in my cunt. Fuck me… fuck… oh fuck!” Sara cried out in her overwhelming passion, wanting him to fuck her anywhere… everywhere… just so long as he continued to fuck.
‘‘Ohhhhhhhh… ooohhhhhh… gaahdddd.. “ John growled as he shoved his outstretched finger deeper up inside her tightly clasping rectum. “Oh shit, Sara… oh shit…”
Immediately he established a double-fucking rhythm, sawing his finger in and out of her tight elastic anal passage in unison with the smooth impaling strokes of his pulsating penis fucking high up inside her moistly clinging pussy.
Sara was joyously gored on. the younger man’s stone-hard cock deep up inside her vibrating cunt, and his finger was bringing her insane pleasure as he plunged it in and out of her obscenely squishing rectum. Thrill after head-splitting thrill built up on top of each other as she felt him moving so potently around behind her, mumbling his incoherent joy at the feel of her body. She began a wanton squealing under John’s ravishment of her naked loins, knowing now that he was going to make her cum very soon. He felt too good, she never wanted to stop… wanted him to make her orgasm again and again, a never ending river of cascading climaxes that would carry her out to a sea of tranquility.
John stared with passion-slitted eyes at the writhing buttocks of his wife’s submissively kneeling aunt, and heard the deep-throated gurgling moans of pleasure escaping her lips. He was spellbound. God, she was the most incredible fuck he’d ever had, and he was bringing her to an uncontrollable peak of ecstasy. He could feel her pussy widening and gaping in greedy hunger, swallowing the entire length of his pounding cock which was lurching back and forth in unison with his finger in her eagerly nibbling anus.
Suddenly, Sara felt his thrusts quicken, hot and quivering and deep, and at the same time he jerked his probing finger from her rectum with a wet hissing sound to grip her hips tightly with both hands. She felt the loss of his finger in her anal passage, and groaned, “Don’t take it out… leave it in… I can cum that way!”
But John couldn’t hear her! He was heading for the finish… his climax had begun in his sperm-swollen balls, and was racing its way up to the head of his cock when he tightened his sphincter muscles in an effort to hold back his release.
Sara was only vaguely aware of John’s talon-like fingers digging into her naked ass-cheeks and drawing blood, for the hot friction of his long hard penis was like a searing tongue of fire as he fucked into her
straining little pussy from behind.
“Fuck me… lover, fuck me… darling, harder… “ she ranted and writhed her submissively kneeling body back to meet each body-jolting thrust of her niece’s handsome husband. Her voice was a constant wail as she climbed to her emotional peak of ecstasy.
Squirming in complete abandonment, Sara was mindless of the shameful whorish spectacle she was making of herself. Nothing existed but the shuddering tremors of delight – growing in intensity and duration that were inundating her loins… and her release was only seconds away…
Oh shit, John thought in emotional dismay. I’m going to… I can’t last long enough to make her cum!,He was almost there… his heated sperm was about to explode the swollen head of his cock. Wave after wave of thrilling ecstasy rippled outward from the burgeoning tip of his penis, trying to trigger his climax. He fought them all… but he couldn’t keep it up a second longer. “Oh… shit!” It was there… and then he let go!
It was then that he realized Sara was there too.
He withdrew his penis until only the pulsating tip was inside her fevered pussy lips, then – thrusting his hips forward one final time – he buried his wildly jerking cock deep into the soft warm cuntal flesh up between her legs. Holding it deep inside her belly, the white-hot sperm in his testicles exploded up along his pulsating rod of flesh.
‘‘Aaaaggggghhhh… oh fuck… lover… fuck… I’m cccuuuming!” the howling older woman responded, gurgling with rapture. She felt his rock-hard penis slashing through her cuntal flesh and his sperm-bloated testicles scraping against her clitoris. His lean hips slammed into her eagerly upraised buttocks, almost forcing her to fall forwards from the jolt of flesh on flesh. She threw back her head and repeated in an almost incoherent wail, “I’m in heaven… I’m cccuuuming… cccuuuming… Ooohhhhh…”
She felt the heat boiling up inside of her insanely quivering vagina, and she squeezed and milked with her inner cuntal muscles at the thick spewing cock that had rammed into her. Her passion grew, then doubled in intensity as she heard John’s unintelligible moans of pleasure and felt his shuddering penis pumping load after load of his boiling sperm up into her trembling little belly.
Just the thought of if triggered all the violence that had built up in her over the last hour, and she was crying out in shrill rapture, ‘‘Oh shit… oh Christ, lover… Aaaaaahhhhh…”
“Shit… son of a bitch… a fucking bitch…“ John groaned and shoved his pelvis against her nakedly squirming ass-cheeks holding his emptied penis inside her clasping cunt, buried to the hilt. Then, he felt her body begin to jerk with a new climax, even more powerful than her first.
“Aaaaggggghhhhhh,” she gasped, her cuntal muscles spasming and sucking at the shaft of his cock, “I’m cccuumming again… again… again… ooohhh… Aaaaaiiieee!”
She bucked and lunged as her hard-driving young nephew slammed his now depleted penis back and forth to give more friction against her sensitive clitoris. Abruptly, Sara began to weep uncontrollably as their liquid passion commingled up inside her belly in a warm shimmering pool of untold joy and ecstasy. For a moment she fought the panic of fainting, and held on with sheer will power until the third orgasm inundated her shamelessly responding body.
She wasn’t fighting anymore… she was beyond recall. She lurched once, her vaginal walls spasmed, and then… she fell forward in unconsciousness… the first swoon of her lifetime.
John tumbled on top of her, his soft, limply hanging penis pulling from her collapsed vagina with a wet slurping hiss. He was panting for breath as he buried his face in the soft warmth of her naked shoulder. Then he shuddered one time and rolled over to lie beside her, too exhausted to move any further or cover their perspiration-soaked bodies with a sheet.



CHAPTER FOUR


“Darling, I’m sorry it took me so long, but I couldn’t find the meat I wanted at the market where we usually go.” Joan said, as she unpacked the grocery bags on the kitchen table. “So I went to the other side of town to get it.”
“It’s all right, honey,” John murmured, sipping a cup of coffee unable to look his wife in the eyes. “I just got up, anyway.”
“Is there enough coffee, or should I make you some more?”
“There’s plenty, but I don’t think Sara’s had any yet.”
“She had some before I left, but she said she was going back to bed,” Joan continued, her mind only half on what she was saying. She was too preoccupied with putting away the food and getting out of her hot clothes so she could go swimming and relax. “I’m finally finished. Let’s go for a dip in the pool.”
“Sorry, honey, I was planning on playing golf this afternoon with Bill Kent,” he said. “Just waiting for him to get here, now. I almost missed you.”
“Okay, have a good time,” she smiled, “See you later.” Joan kissed him lightly. and had started toward the kitchen door to go put on her bikini suit when he stood up suddenly.
“Joan!” He started to speak, then stopped.
“Yes?”
“Nothing… just I love you.”
“What’s wrong, darling?” With an instinctive awareness, she abruptly knew her husband was being evasive. She’d lived with him too long not to know when something was upsetting him.
Just at that moment, Aunt Sara came bouncing through the door, dressed in the tiniest bikini swimsuit that Joan had ever set her eyes on.
“Good morning, darlings,” she sang out, bubbling with radiant health and happiness. “Haven’t you gone yet?” She quipped at the abashed young husband, then leaned down and sensually slid her lips across his face toward his open mouth where she planted a long lingering kiss.
And then, Joan knew! Like a boll of lightning it hit her! The dark red blush on her husband’s face confirmed it! Oh God. she thought, Sara got to him! Why did I leave them alone? I knew she’d try it if she got a chance! She’s seduced John! Fucked him! Oh no! No… no… She covered her mouth to stifle the gasp escaping her lips, and stared in disbelief at her shamefaced husband.
Just then, a call came through the kitchen door and it opened to reveal their next door neighbor, Bill Kent. “Ready, old man?”
“Yeah… yeah… good-bye Joan,” John stuttered quickly, his blushing face also showing relief. “Be back about six.” But in his thoughts he wasn’t so sure he’d ever come back. Maybe he’d just head out of the country. Shit, what was he thinking about, anyway?
Turning without a word, Joan dashed out of the kitchen and down the hall to her bedroom. Tears filled her eyes and she sat on the edge of the bed, her head bowed in silent despair. How could he have done it, after all they’d been to each other? She stared at the rumpled bed, saw the messy
cum-smeared sheet, and then, she shuddered with hurt and fresh tears began to flow down her face.
Momentarily, the young blonde actually hated her husband for what he had done, but her love overcame the anger and her heart began to ache with the suffering of betrayal. But then, she remembered what Sara had told her in the car yesterday… that if sex were done for altruistic or health reasons or fun… not emotional involvement.
Well, what now? Surely, John couldn’t stop loving her just like that! He must still feel the same way about her that he’d felt since he was fifteen years old! I have to accept this situation and use it to broaden my sexual knowledge, instead of letting it split us up, she thought.
Woodenly, the beautiful blonde wife began changing into her swimsuit, determined not to say a word to Sara or John. Just pretend it never happened, if necessary. Her husband would tell her in time. Two minutes later, she stepped out into the yard, ran to the pool, and dove in before her aunt could speak to her.
Joan knew she couldn’t possibly stay in the water forever, that she’d have to talk to her aunt, but she was going to avoid it as long as possible. Finally, though, she was forced to climb out. As she dried off, she asked nonchalantly, “Want a cold drink, Sara?”
“Here you are, darling, I’ve already made one for you,” the older woman grinned, “I couldn’t wait! I thought you’d turned into a fish.”
“I love the pool… it’s so relaxing.”
“Oh God! It’s too physical for me.”
Joan stared at Sara’s languorously smiling face, and thought sarcastically, shit, Sara, it’s no more physical than sex… and you sure love that. But she kept her thoughts to herself, knowing that her aunt could never understand how she felt. She reached for the glass in Sara’s proffered hand and dropped to the lounge chair beside her.
Joan tasted it curiously, then said, “Ummmmm, that’s good. What is it?”
“That’s my idea of a Mint Julep,” she laughed.
“I like it,” Joan lay back relaxing, closing her eyes as she let out a deep sigh. Just as her thoughts began to revert back to the incident between her husband and aunt, she heard Sara say brightly.
“Darling, you’re a very lucky girl. You have everything.”
“Yes, I have. And I’m thankful for it too,” the young wife replied, suddenly shivering at the thought of maybe losing her husband… and to her aunt, at that!
“John is a wonderful man,” Sara glowed. “Thank you, darling, for letting me borrow him this morning.’ He is absolutely the greatest sexual athlete I’ve ever known.”
Joan couldn’t help herself! The tears began to fill her eyes and run down her suntanned face. “Jesus! Aunt Sara, how can you be so casual about it?”
“But, darling, I told you yesterday that it wasn’t wrong if there was no emotional entanglement. Don’t you remember? I just borrowed John!”
“That’s how you feel,” she sniffed. “But how do you know how I feel? Don’t you even care?”
“Joan, you told me that you considered yourself a liberated woman,” Sara frowned. “Am I to believe what you say, or the way you’re reacting?”
“I don’t know. Oh God, I’m so confused.” Joan wiped the tears from her eyes, but they only filled up again. She was being a big baby, but she just couldn’t help it.”
“Look, honey, let’s not worry about what has already happened. No harm has been done!” the older woman cooed. “John loved it, turned on like a wild animal, but he still loves you… only you! Kept calling me by your name!”
Joan began to sob and then completely broke down in heart-rending tears. Crying her heart out, she covered her face with her hands and shook with despair.
“No… darling… please don’t do that… there’s nothing to get upset over,” Sara soothed the stricken young wife, patting her naked thigh, caressing her gently, as she crooned softly to her. “Darling, try to understand. I’ll help you”
Joan was too innocent to realize that the hedonistic older woman was interested in only one thing… her own physical satisfaction. The younger girl felt ashamed of her tears, as her aunt caressed her and soothed her painful outburst.
“I’m sorry, Sara, I really thought I was a liberated woman, sexually.” She swiped at the salty drops sliding down her face, and
sniffed to clear her head.
“It’s all right, darling, sometimes we live in a cotton shell unable to see anything except what we want to, until someone comes along to teach us different,” Sara explained, “I was like that once. Now look at me.”
Joan knew this to be true, because when her uncle was alive, Sara was a glamorous woman, but also an obedient wife. Her uncle had been a very jealous man, and Sara could hardly get out of his sight without having to answer for every minute of her time.
“But, I’m happy with John, and don’t really want another man.” Joan sniffed again, and drank the last of the liquid from her glass.
“Drink it up, darling, it’ll calm your shattered nerves.”
“Sure! John and I have even discussed it, but we aren’t interested in kinky sex… or so I thought.”
“Kinky? He didn’t think this morning was kinky. You should have seen him.”
“Aunt Sara, I don’t want to see him fucking another woman,” Joan said angrily.
“Look, darling, do you want to be free, sexually?”
The troubled young wife waited a long time before answering, then sighed deeply, and said, “Yes, I really do… and if… if John liked it, then I’d better prepare myself for it.”
“Well, lovely one, you’d better prepare.” Sara smiled in memory of the way the young man had dug the way her soft wet mouth had wrapped itself around his cock. Almost without thinking, she moved her hand up higher on Joan’s naked thigh, and caressed the soft skin in circular little motions, moving higher as she spoke. “Darling, let me help you to become a well adjusted sexual partner.”
“What do you mean, Aunt Sara?”
Already, the sensual older woman was becoming excited. She could feel the heated moisture forming in her pussy and dripping down the narrow crotchband of her bikini swimsuit bottoms. The thought of actually getting her luscious young niece into bed and turning her on to girl-to-girl sex for the first time made the 37 year old widow’s mouth water.
“Have you ever felt another woman’s breasts? Have you ever touched another woman’s vagina?”
“Oh my God, no,” Joan gasped. “That’s not being liberated… that’s perverted.”
“See, you don’t even know what true ‘sexual liberation’ is.” Sara still stroked up and down the young wife’s nakedly trembling thigh. “It means to be well adjusted in anything and everything sexual that happens between human beings. Anything goes as long as it’s pleasurable and doesn’t hurt anyone.”
“But, I thought… I thought… “Joan was really confused now. She wanted to be a part of the new generation… freed of the hang-ups society had dictated for hundreds of years… but this was more than she’d imagined. She could feel the tantalizing caresses of the older woman, in all honesty she had to admit that it felt good. She suddenly realized that it was even exciting… she could feel the warmth beginning to spread upward in anticipation from her loins, and was shocked to realize that this could be happening to her.
“Joan, darling, let me show you,” Sara whispered hoarsely.
“What do you want me to do?” Joan asked, hesitantly.
“You just let me show you, darling,” the older woman slid her lounge chair over closer to her trembling blonde niece and used her left hand to reach up to the brassiere top of the girl’s swimsuit. Slowly, she moved her fingers up underneath the skimpy fabric and began to massage the cool damp flesh of Joan’s proudly upthrust breast.
“How does that feel, darling?”
“It feels just the same as a man doing it,” Joan grudgingly admitted as she felt her tiny nipples beginning to harden.
Then, Sara took her right hand from the young girl’s upper thigh and slid her hand beneath the tight elastic leg band of her bikini swimsuit pants. Gently she moved her fingers back and forth over the silken strands of her niece’s pussy hair, all the while staring up into Joan’s slowly changing face. “Do you like that, Joan?”
“It’s okay,” the blonde wife said guiltily, ashamed of her reactions.
The older woman was determined to get some admission of pleasure from her voluptuous young niece, especially now that she wanted her so desperately. She just had to sample the girl’s succulent flesh, and
she was already burning with lust-provoked fire.
Sara used her fingers to part Joan’s fleshy vaginal lips and slid her fingertips in deeper through the already moistened slit. Ah hah, she thought, she is excited… she is turning on… she 's already leaking like a sieve!
Gliding her fingers slowly and tantalizingly up and down, barely touching the erect little clitoris, she questioned, “How do you like that?”
“Ooohhhhh, Sara… don’t do that… don’t…” Joan was involuntarily writhing her hips around on the lounge chair, and she reached down to grab her aunt’s hand – trying to force the tormenting fingers away from her sensually throbbing vaginal slit. Her efforts were of no avail, though, and the fingers stayed where they were – locked to her hotly trembling cuntal flesh.
“Why not? I thought you wanted me to help you.”
“But… someone might see us…”
“Then, let me take you inside… to the bed… I’ll be very gentle, and when you tell me to stop, I will!” Sara had to convince her young niece that it was all right… that there was no longer a stigma attached to lesbian sex. Anything, just so she could get rid of the intolerable hunger up between her own legs.
“I don’t know… I always thought… “ Joan stammered, still tightly clenching her pulsing pussy lips around the invading fingers of her aunt.
“Trust me, darling… let me help you.” The beautiful brunette took her left hand away from the naked flesh of Joan’s youthful breast, then pulled her right hand reluctantly from beneath the girl’s tight bikini swimsuit bottoms. Quickly then, she took Joan by the hand and pulled her from the lounge, leading her reluctant young body toward the back door.
Joan’s mind was reeling with uncertainty… should she allow this… this thing to happen? Oh God, she thought, I’m more of a prude than I ever thought. I’m not at all well adjusted sexually… and I do want to be a liberated woman.
Unable to pull away from the warmth of Sara’s hand, the apprehensive blonde let herself be led docilely into the hallway and
then up to the bedroom. The same rumpled bed where her husband had only hours before committed adultery with this same woman!
She felt the older woman unhooking the top of her swimsuit and then her tight bikini pants were sliding down over the goose-bumped flesh of her slender thighs. The swimsuit bottoms dropped around her ankles and she automatically stepped out of them, staring in wonder as Sara quickly dropped her own swimsuit to the floor in a crumpled little pile. Joan gasped at the breath-taking loveliness of the older woman’s naked body. She was beautiful, had the body of a teenager. Her uplifted breasts… so full and firm… her taut little belly… the dark glossy triangle which so proudly – and seductively – covered her vaginal mound.
“Lie down on the bed, darling,” Sara whispered, the hoarseness of her voice betraying the extent of her excitement and lust.
Without hesitation, Joan did as she was told, lying on her back in the middle of the large king-sized bed. She stared in rapt attention, as her aunt stepped to the foot of the bed and climbed up to kneel at her feet.
Slowly she took Joan’s feet in her hands and spread them wide, wide apart, revealing the moistly swollen lips of the young wife’s pussy.
“Ooooohhhhh, darling… how beautiful your vagina is… how pink and soft! So kissable!” Sara gasped in delight. Shit, she thought, I’m going to cum just looking at her… she has a perfect little cunt But, how can she take that big cock of her husband’s… it surprises me that she isn’t ragged and torn apart.
The older woman stared down in hungry fascination at Joan’s vulnerably naked body, and she could feel the hot moisture from her own wildly pulsating pussy wetting her soft pussy curls and flowing down her naked inner thighs. Her body slid up and over Joan’s naked lushness, and she dropped her mouth down to the girl’s wetly parted lips. She kissed her gently, at first, and then more passionately, her warm moist tongue probing searchingly between the tortured young wife’s lips, bursting through the barrier of her teeth to snake sensuously into her acquiescing mouth.
At first, Joan was shocked that she could respond to the kiss of another woman… could feel an erotic pleasure rippling throughout her body like a runaway forest fire. She was unable to break away, uncaring about it being a forbidden act… a forbidden hunger.
Without breaking the kiss, Sara moved her hand from her young niece’s head and gently began kneading the soft resiliency of her firm white breasts, teasing the tender nipples into stiffer erection with the palm of her hand. The gentle caressing caused the younger woman to moan low in her throat. With the experience born of many other such encounters, Sara knew it was time to seriously go to work while Joan was still automatically responding to the stimulations she was receiving.
Because her eyes were closed, the young blonde didn’t see the perverted light of lust that flickered in the older woman’s eyes, but she did feel the hands, more sure of themselves now, begin to caress her ripely straining breasts in a wild exciting manner. She was so lost in this new rapture that she felt a twinge of disappointment when Sara’s mouth pulled away from hers.
Then, miraculously, that warm wet mouth was raining hot anxious kisses down her throat, across her shoulder and to her nakedly exposed breasts. She heard her aunt’s low moan of hunger as her moistly heated lips closed over her sensitive little nipple, and began a tantalizing sucking. It’s so… so beautiful, Joan thought. Her, mouth… oh my God, it feels so good. Too good! I mustn’t do this… must not…
Sara felt her niece’s momentary stiffness, but then the young girl seemed to surrender and began to writhe and moan with true pleasure, so the older woman knew her niece had accepted the inevitable.
“Ooohhhhhh… “ Joan moaned incoherently, “Sara… you shouldn’t…” Her protest was a feeble effort, not even believable to her own ears, a sound compounded equally of animal-like joy and minor objection, as she wonderingly stared down at the older woman sucking her breast as a baby might. One hand was locked on the quivering left mound, fingers working expertly at the nipple – capturing it, teasing it, now squeezing it, now releasing it working in rhythm with the fervent sucking of her right breast.
“Ooooohhhhh… aff-agggghhhh… fe-feels so goood…” Joan began a soft steady moaning from deep in her throat, unable to refuse the wonderful pleasure her aunt was bestowing on her.
Slowly, her naked body trembling with a hot eagerness, Sara began to crawl backwards on the bed, never removing her wet caressing tongue from the young wife’s nakedly quivering flesh. She clamped her hands on the twin mounds of her breasts while her saliva-moistened mouth slid down the desire-tautened belly and, as she lifted her knees and climbed between Joan’s widespread thighs, she circled the sparsely curling pussy mound with her wriggling tongue as though tracing the shape of a heart in it.
“Oo-ohhhhh… ooo-uh-ohhhh…” Joan moaned, her mind a cauldron of unidentified emotion.
Smiling in triumph, the brunette reached her arms down and beneath the trembling thighs of her young niece, and slowly lifted the girl’s wide-split legs high into the air, revealing the full plane of Joan’s lust-inciting vaginal area. Her experienced eyes immediately spotted Joan’s pulsating pink blood-engorged clitoris rising in peak erection from its soft blonde-fringed hiding place. Joan’s wetly glistening cuntal lips pouted out like the petals of a perfect pink rose. Unable to suppress a low groan of hunger, Sara began to rain hot kisses over the sparse blonde growth of pussy hair. Her little red tongue came out of her mouth like a fiery poker as she squirmed her body into position, her salivating mouth seeking the hardened bud of the young woman’s clitoris.
Joan’s breath caught in her throat and great convulsive shudders of delight coursed down her spine as the older woman’s knowledgeable tongue found the erect little nerve-bud and sucked it up into her soft warm mouth.
“Aaaggghhh… ooohhhhh…” Joan wanted to shriek in a mindless delight as she eagerly punched her pelvis up against Aunt Sara’s face. Never had the younger woman experienced such exquisite pleasure, she thought, as her shamelessly aroused body took command. Why was it so much more exciting than when John did the same thing?
Sara hurled her face in the wet hair-lined furrow of her niece’s warmly perfumed cunt, licking and sucking as though she would never stop, all the while forcing the young woman’s unresisting knees back farther toward the sheet-covered mattress beside her tossing head. Suddenly, she pushed them down and pressed them to the bed, holding her in a doubled-up position to give her deeper access to the excitedly quivering cuntal flesh.
Joan was writhing now in an overwhelming state of lust. Unbelieving she tried to open her eyes to see how her aunt was doing it, but it was too much of an effort. That wonderful licking down there between her thighs was driving her to a peak of rapture so wanton and lewd that she no longer cared about anything but the ecstatic happiness devouring her helpless flesh.
She could hear, from somewhere a long distance away, the shrilly pleading voice, sounding almost insane in its babbling, which was saying over and over again, “Sara… Sara… oh Sara… beautiful… lick there… oh yes… there, too! Oh… oh…” Even she didn’t recognize
the lust-hoarsened croak of rapture as being her own voice.
Joan’s breath had increased in volume and tempo until now it was just one long rasping sound that sawed in and out of her constricted throat in rhythm to the thrusts of her aunt’s tongue of fire lapping at her vagina. She was incapable of thinking of anything else, gasping as the expertly probing tongue fucked in and out of her ecstatic cunt again and again, plunging into her like a little red penis, bringing a joy she had never known before.
Sara licked and sucked at the wet scented flesh of her young niece’s pulsating cunt while her fingers moved to the distended nipples of the girl’s ripely upthrust breasts and began to knead them again with a ferocious desire.
A myriad of wild sensations were rippling through her, when Joan moaned, “Ooohhhh… sooo great… ohhhhhhhh! as her overwhelming delight increased in intensity until she thought she would scream. No longer was she aware of her actions as she reached out, and almost frantically grabbed Sara’s long dark hair and pulled the woman’s face in closer to her passion-drenched pussy. “Suck it… Sara… oh goddamn, suck it… yes… yes. Now stick your tongue into my… Aaaggghhhh!”
The dark-haired older woman worked with a passion that rapidly set her own body aflame. The sweet heady aroma of the younger woman’s hotly throbbing cunt was acting as a stimulant to drive her on to a more frantic sucking. As complete wantonness overcame her sensitivities, Sara buried her tongue as far as she could into the warm clasping depths of her niece’s succulent pussy, her lips nibbling at the swollen vaginal lips as she used the tip of her nose to rub the squirming young blonde’s lust-distended clitoris. She nudged at the erect little nub in unison with her plunging tongue as it dug into Joan’s wildly writhing cuntal passage.
Sara began licking more powerfully now as her own fevered arousal ran rampant through her loins, and there were times when she thought she would lose her breath, for she simply couldn’t believe the wanton reaction she was getting from her young niece.
At the same time, Joan could feel the warmth spreading deeper, even deeper into the tingling belly, the velvet electricity shooting through her womb like a powerful current arcing and sparking throughout her entire sensitive nerve system. She could feel the familiar tingles of her impending orgasm… so strong… so eager to come forth.
Now that fantastic sensation was ballooning inside her pussy, and she sought it out, pushing it back, chasing it, evading it! And then giving word to it, she screamed, “Ahhhhhh…ooohhhhh… God… yes… don’t stop… don’t AAIIIEEEEE! Jesus Christ…”
Oh fuck, Sara thought, it’s killing me… I’m going to die if I don’t get something inside my pussy. Panting, she slipped her right hand down to her own feverishly pulsating vagina and rammed two fingers hard up into her aching wet pussy flesh. She began frantically sawing her outstretched fingers in and out of her hungry cunt, scraping them across her sensitively throbbing clitoris. Immediately she realized that she was so hot it would take only seconds for her to climax. The excitement of tongue-fucking her young niece in unison with her fingers moving in and out of her own wildly jerking cuntal passage brought the first zephyrs of release rippling up inside her own belly.
Wave after wave of pure sexual ecstasy – almost too incredibly intense to live through – surged and roared through Joan’s nakedly convulsing body. Instead of subsiding, the unbearable pleasure grew even greater in strength until she thought she would surely lose her mind, that every tingling, wildly jangling nerve center was shorting out and would be of no use to her ever again. She was lost in the glory of an orgasm that towered over her like a roiling flash of thunder about to fall in all its elemental fury down over her head.
Sara felt the young wife’s pussy begin to flower and flood with her heated vaginal juices, and she knew that the climax she had worked for was upon the writhing blonde. She thrust her tongue in and out of the girl’s sweetly flowing pussy in rapid succession as she now fucked three fingers back and forth into her own cunt.
Abruptly then, Joan reached the pinnacle of her ecstasy, and her nakedly writhing body spasmed upward, reared backward, almost breaking her doubled-up body apart. Her hands brutally held Sara’s face pressed into her exploding vaginal slit, almost suffocating the older woman with her hot cuntal flesh as she moaned out her orgasm, “Aaagg-ggghhhhh… I’m ccumm… I’m ccuuummm… I’m ccuuummmming!”
Sara felt Joan’s contracting pussy muscles and heard the guttural sounds of her climax as the perfumed orgasmic fluids flooded around her thrusting tongue, forcing up into her nasal passage, and streaming down her chin, but she held her mouth tightly glued to the blonde girl’s wildly jerking flesh.
Feeling her own climax tearing through her twitching vagina like swirling clouds, she mumbled out her pleasure into the swollen pussy lips of the young housewife writhing beneath her lewdly invading tongue. Her own fingers danced over her own clitoris while she continued to lap the honeyed dew from her moaning young niece’s cunt.
Wave after wave of satisfying release surged through her kneeling body while she began to suck again at the still quivering nubbin of Joan’s clitoris.
“Oh no… nooooo… I can’t stand it… ooohhhhh…” Joan began to gasp, her orgasm still rippling through her. She tried to pull Sara away by tangling her fingers into her raven-black hair, but the older woman clamped her mouth down hard with a suction that paralyzed the young niece’s hands.
“Ag-ag-aaaggghhhhh… I’m ccuuummmming… again… cum… again… Aaiiiieeeee… “ she raved, her entire body convulsing and jerking as though she had touched a high voltage wire.
Sara exalted at the power of her young niece’s climaxes as she slowly and expertly licked the full length of the sweet vaginal slit, sucking all the cum up into her hungering mouth, reveling in its heady’ taste.
And then, reluctantly she withdrew her fingers from her own pussy, and with trembling hands, lowered the young woman’s weakly trembling hips to the bed. Satisfied that she had proved her point, the scheming widow sat on her haunches staring down in triumph.
Distorted sounds of sexual satisfaction were coming from her exhausted niece as she gasped out the last dying embers of her forbidden pleasure. Joan’s breathing gradually slowed, but she remained unmoving with wide-flung arms and lewdly spread thighs… and there was an unfathomable look on her lovely face as she slept.
Sara collapsed slowly, relaxed in her own satiation, she rolled to the bed beside Joan and seconds later was asleep.
Thus they lay until the ringing of the doorbell, forced Joan to return to consciousness. She trembled with fear as she stared at the naked body of her aunt lying beside her. God! What if John had forgotten his keys… and was already home?
She slowly staggered to her feet and rushed to the bedroom window to see who was at the door. She sighed with relief as she saw Laurie Kent from next door, standing impatiently ringing the buzzer.
Joan returned to the bed on trembling knees and collapsed backwards, her thoughts going wild. She had actually enjoyed the lesbian act her aunt had performed on her… enjoyed it more than anything she’d ever known before. She couldn’t understand her overpowering climax… climax? Climaxes! She truly believed if Sara hadn’t stopped when she did, the orgasms would have continued on and on until she died of sheer rapture.
And then, her thoughts returned to her young husband… her husband whom she loved more than life itself. How could she feel more from Sara’s tongue, than from her own husband’s? What had happened to her? It must be the forbidden depravity of the lesbianic act that had turned her on to an all time high!
Suddenly, Joan was inundated with shame, and conscience-stricken with uncertainty… was this really liberation? Was this what the younger generation was talking about? Well she didn’t know… she wasn’t sure that was what she wanted. She wasn’t even sure that it was liberation, to enjoy lesbian love… enjoy the flesh of another woman! What would she do if the scene was changed… if she were making the advances instead of her aunt? Could she put her own tongue against another woman’s vagina? Could she lick another woman’s cunt? Oh God, she shuddered, I’m more confused than ever. I just don’t know. John and I have to talk about this… soon.



CHAPTER FIVE


The next four days passed rapidly, and it was with a mixture of relief and regret that John and Joan waved good-bye to Aunt Sara as a taxi took her to the airport. A few minutes later, seated at the dining room table, they thoughtfully sipped their coffee, feeling a certain uneasiness at finally being left alone together.
“It’s been a busy week. I hardly know what to say,” John said, his eyebrows wrinkled in disbelief.
“I know. If someone had told me last week, that this would happen, I would’ve thought they were sick,” Joan answered, staring into her husband’s handsome face, searching for answers to questions she couldn’t even put into words.
John took her hand in his and said, “sweetheart, you know I still love you. I don’t pretend to understand why I responded to Sara the wild way I did, but it hasn’t changed my feeling for you at all.”
“Yes, John, I know… because I feel the same way… I just don’t know what happened to me,” she sighed, and then smiling, she suddenly laughed, “I only know you really dug the two of us together and when we thought we were “sexually liberated” we were only kindergartners in the business of sex.”
“Especially if we listen to Aunt Sara,” John grinned, and then added, “Me, I say enjoy it… I think you like lesbian love better than male love… even mine.”
“Did you really? How did you like it when I was sucking your penis while Sara was sitting on your face last night? I suppose that wasn’t you I heard carrying on like a maniac.” The young wife questioned, remembering that John had also fucked her at the same time he nibbled and sucked at her aunt’s pussy. She could still see Sara’s nakedly thrusting hips, slamming her vagina up and down against her husband’s tongue. John had satisfied both of them at the same time, and then they had reversed positions… Sara sucking John’s long hard cock while he licked at his wife’s pulsating cunt.
“Oh shit, baby, that was really something. Wow, we were almost nuts… I came so many times I was beginning to think my brains were going to start pouring out of my cock.” They were still laughing hilariously together when Laurie came in from next door, “What the hell’s so funny?”
“Oh, hi, Laurie,” Joan choked. “A private joke, honey.”
“Wowee, John whistled as he stared at the skintight short-shorts that their young neighbor was wearing. He could see her vaginal slit indented with the fabric over the sensual swell of her pussy mound, and was sure if he looked hard enough he could see a red fringe of pussy curls sticking out of the tight legband. “Man, you’re really a knock-out, Laurie.”
“Aw, come on, John, I can’t hold a candle to Joan.”
“Well, if I didn’t have her, I’d be in your pants before you could get away,” John teased but his cock stirred restlessly at the thought of what the petite redhead’s tight little cunt might feel like as it enclosed his penis in a soft warm clasp of love.
“Shit, I wish Bill was more like you,” Laurie said angrily. “He doesn’t even see me.”
Joan stared at her husband leering at her young friend and a sudden thought came to mind. Wonder what the Kents would think of swapping? John obviously would like to try Laurie out, and I could help my friend out at the same time. Help her solve her sexual problems! I wonder what Bill would be like in bed? His wife says he’s strait-laced and a prude. Maybe it would be fun to make a depraved man out of him, turn him into a sex-maniac who just can’t get enough!
She sniggered low in her throat, unaware of actually doing it, and was surprised when she heard John ask,
“What the hell you laughing about?”
“Oh… nothing… nothing…” she said blushing. “Just have a dirty mind, I guess.”
“Well, I gotta run,” the redheaded girl sighed. Just wanted to see if you want to go swimming later. I have to go meet Bill for lunch now. Oh joy!”
“Sure we’ll go swimming, honey, but don’t be so mean,” Joan reprimanded her. “You have to be patient. A year of marriage isn’t enough time to adjust to each other.”
“Balls,” Laurie spat. “My husband won’t change in twenty years. Bye.” She slammed out of the house, and ran across the grass to her little red Datsun parked in the driveway.
Joan’s eyes followed her petite little figure through the dining room window. She had a serious expression on her face when she turned to her husband and said, “I wonder about Laurie and Bill.”
“What about them, sweet?”
“Would you like to have a party with them? A swinging party? Or are you satisfied to give up our quest for ‘liberation’.”
“Wow, I hadn’t thought of it.” He scratched his head thoughtfully, and grinned, “I bet that’s one hot little unsatisfied little pussy.”
“Do you think we should try?” Joan asked, thinking of the disgrace it would bring them if the young couple wanted no part of their activity. “We’d have to be very sure, before we made any suggestions to them.”
“I have an idea Laurie would jump at the chance. But what about Bill? He seems pretty straight to me,” John said, his mind already devouring the ripe little body of the wife next door. “Of course, you can turn any male on… even Bill Kent.”
“He could be pretty tough, even for me,” she smiled, knowing that John was teasing her. “But, I’ll give it a try, if you want me to.”
“We’ve gone this far and it hasn’t hurt our relationship.” He paused, then nodded, “Okay, let’s see what happens.” John was as unsure about their recent activities as Joan was, and there were times when he was outright frightened… scared half to death at the thought of losing his lovely blonde wife. He’d loved her far too long to give her up now.
Suddenly, Joan got up and went around the table. She stood beside her husband, then – smiling almost sadly – leaned down and hugged him to her. A moment later she was kissing him passionately, clinging to him as if she were afraid of the dark. Lifting her face to the top of his head, she kissed the dark curling hair and whispered, “I love you so much, darling.”
John felt her trembling body pressed into his chest and he put his arm around her waist and nuzzled her dress-covered breast. “You’re not afraid, are you, sweet?”
“I don’t know! All I’m sure of is that I don’t want anything to happen to our happiness.”
“And neither do I. But, we’re too close for something like this to change things between us,” he soothed. “After all, it’s only an experiment.”
“I guess I’m just being silly,” Joan sat down in the chair beside him. She sighed deeply, then arched her eyebrows, “Okay, when shall we do it?”
“Let’s be very casual about it,” he became thoughtful. “Let’s invite them to dinner tomorrow night, and then I’ll feel little miss Laurie out first. I’ll give you the go ahead if I have her cooperation.”
“That sounds good. If she doesn’t want any part of it, we might as well forget it.”
“I think we should pour some booze down them, then give them wine at dinner… and then Cognac afterwards. That ought to set them up enough.”
Joan had to giggle, they were planning a swap party just as though it was a business deal. “You’re wonderful, darling,” she added.
“Gotta run, baby. I’ve already wasted enough time getting Aunt Sara out of our hair, so we can go on to bigger and better things.”
“Bye, lover,” Joan whispered as she kissed him goodbye and then waved from the doorway as he drove down the street. She shivered as she closed the door, afraid of her confused emotions. It was almost as though she were being warned of impending disaster. Then, closing her mind to the threads of doubt entangling her heart, she busied herself with housework.



CHAPTER SIX


“Christ,” Bill Kent groaned, as he entered the den and dropped onto the couch. “Joan, that was the best lamb I ever tasted.”
“It was great, Joan,” Laurie responded. “I wish I could cook like that, but I can hardly boil water.”
“You’re sure as hell right about that,” Bill tossed at his wife.
“Oh shut up,” the embarrassed young redhead spat at her young husband.
“All right… all right you two,” John wheedled. “Don’t get so uptight. Cooking isn’t everything.” He turned to Laurie, “Hey, Red, you can help me with the after-dinner drinks.”
With a defiant toss of her head, the young girl got up and followed John to the bar.
“Bill, you should be more patient with Laurie,” Joan said as she sat down on the sofa beside the young husband. “She’s young and sensitive.”
“I’m sorry, Joan, but goddamnit, she really gives me a bad time. I love her and all she does is make me feel like a country bumpkin.” The young man stared across the room at his beautiful redheaded wife as she stood staring up into John’s face while he filled the liqueur glasses with cognac. “I’m afraid she doesn’t love me.”
“Don’t be silly. She wouldn’t have married you if she didn’t.”
“I don’t know. Sometimes I think she only wants one thing… “Bill sighed.
“What’s that?” Joan encouraged him to talk about it.
Just at that moment, John and Laurie came over to the sofa, each with two glasses in their hands. Laurie handed the glass to her young husband, and quipped drunkenly, “What you talking about? Telling good old Joan about my sexual depravity?”
“What’s this thing about sex?” John asked, handing Joan the brandy and sliding his free hand around the petite younger wife’s tiny waist.
“It’s nothing, darling,” Joan interrupted. “Bill and I were just discussing what is normal, and what is perversion.”
“Is there such a thing as ‘perversion’?” the older husband asked.
“Of course there is,” Bill snapped. “This so called ‘sexual liberation’ is just an excuse to try and make depraved people normal.”
“I wonder if that’s true, Bill,” John said, suddenly realizing that he almost wished that he still felt the same way the younger husband did.
“Look, Bill, in my opinion, sexual liberation is to learn about and accept all the wonderful things about love-making.” Joan put her hand reassuringly on the young husband’s knee and patted it, as she continued. “What do you think of wife-swapping?”
“I think it’s an easy way for husbands and wives to play around, and not have to answer for their depravity.”
“Wait a minute,” Laurie said, “if it’s ‘depraved’ to fuck a woman other than your wife, then it’s depraved to fuck anyone… even your wife.”
“Damnit, Laurie, you know how I feel about that. If you wanted to join orgies, then why did you marry me?”
“I don’t want to do that… I only want to do it with you…” the young wife was about to break into tears, her intake of alcohol had made her feel dizzy and a little sad.
Both the Kents had drunk more than their quota, but they didn’t want to appear too young. They had emptied every glass that John put in front of them… three martinis before dinner, something they never drank… four glasses of a heady burgundy during dinner, which they seldom drank… and now they were sipping a glass of cognac.
It had affected Bill more than his wife and he’d already begun to slur his words. When he started to stand up, he fell drunkenly back on the sofa. Joan steadied him and added, “I think if Bill doesn’t want to make love to anyone but Laurie, we should respect him for it.”
When the younger husband sloppily kissed Joan on the cheek and said, “Thanks, Joan, I wish Laurie was more like you,” the Stanleys nodded to each other, and they both knew that it could be done. Laurie, especially, was ready for another man, and Bill was so unsure of himself that he didn’t know what he wanted.
“Come on, baby,” John whispered to her young redhaired neighbor. “Let’s get some dance music on the stereo.”
“Great… I love to dance.” The young wife began to rock around the room, swirling and jerking in a drunkenly lewd manner. She stood close to John while he found a record they both liked and then placed it on the turntable.
Together they moved out to the middle of the floor and began to sway in time to the music. John had put on a slow tune so he could dance close, and now, he took the young sensual woman in his arms and pressed his already excited body into her clinging warmth.
She was wearing a dress that had a very revealing bodice and when he looked down, he could see that one thing she was not wearing was a brassiere – her fleshy youthful breasts were almost falling out of the neckline. Abruptly, he could feel his cock beginning to harden and he grinned, knowing that she couldn’t help but feel it also.
Laurie giggled when she felt his erection pulsating against her lower belly for her own loins and begun to tingle in lewd excitement. Oh damn, the young wife thought, I sure would like to fuck with this stud… ooohhhhhh… I can almost feel his long hard cock ramming into me.
The voraciously man-hungry redhead pressed herself tighter against John, rubbing her protruding vaginal mound into his painfully throbbing penis causing inarticulate moans of lust to escape his suddenly dry throat. He was just thinking about kissing her on the neck when he heard Bill and Joan getting up to dance.
“Laurie, you’re drunk… don’t dance so close to John,” Bill Kent warned his wife.
“Who’s drunk? You bastard! If I’d needed a father, I’d never have married you… I’d have stayed home with Daddy,” she snapped, as she reached up and pulled the older man’s head down and kissed him full on the lips. “So there!”
John and Joan both laughed as if it was a big joke. Joan put her arms around the young husband’s neck and kissed him, and then turning to the other clinched couple, she said, “If they can do it, so can we.”
And then the seductive blonde pressed her body tightly against the trembling young husband and began to rock and sway in time to the music. She was actually shocked when she felt his youthful penis begin to crawl immediately into erection. Wow, she thought, so soon? What’s Laurie complaining about?
Rather than give him time to think, Joan placed her mouth on Bill’s neck and began to nibble with her wetly heated lips. She used her tongue to trace moist lewd circles in his ear, and then whispered, “Think Laurie saw that?”
“Shit,” and then the young man gained control of his lust-excited brain, and added, “I… I hope not.”
“Why?” Joan whispered, “Look at her, she’s letting John put his hand up under her skirt.”
The young husband stiffened in the older woman’s arms and hissed under his breath, “She’s nothing but a little bitch.”
And then, Joan was left standing in the middle of the room as Bill turned to pick up his glass of cognac and downed the strong liqueur. He stood staring at his young wife for a minute, and then as Joan came toward him, he stepped to the bar and filled his glass again.
“I’d like some more too, Bill,” she said, as she pressed her ripely inviting body against him.
The young neighbor husband filled her glass and together they sat on the couch, sipping the amber liquid while Bill glared angrily at the dancing couple.
Shit, Joan thought, they’re putting it on a little thick. If I didn’t know what was going on, I’d sure as hell be jealous, too. Maybe I am, anyway!
Meanwhile, on the dance floor, her husband was carried away on a stream of adulterous excitement. He was about to go out of his mind with the knowledge that if the little red-haired bitch kept rubbing the head of his cock with her grinding little cunt, he was going to cum in his pants. Hell, she sure knew how to turn a man on, he thought. Her firmly upthrust breasts were pressed into his chest and her left hand was caressing his buttocks as they danced.
When Laurie spread her legs wide to give him even greater access to her hungering flesh, he became braver. Slowly he slid his left hand around from her fleshy hip to her thigh, and without hesitation, hooked his finger up under the tight elastic leg band of her little bikini panties.
With his outstretched middle finger he slowly inserted it into the wetly heated flesh of her vaginal slit, never missing a single dance step. The shock of her trembling pussy flesh almost blew the head off his painfully throbbing cock though. Oh fuck, man, I gotta get away from this broad or be in real trouble. All I want is to throw her down on the floor and fuck the shit out of her. And if I do that, old Bill is going to try to kill us both!
“Ummmmmm,” Laurie moaned in desperate hunger as she felt her slick vaginal secretions flowing down the inside of her thigh around her handsome neighbor’s lewdly inserted finger. She thrust her loins out to meet the invading finger and silently pleaded for more. Her drunken brain reeled, and she was now totally unaware of her husband’s presence. Suddenly she felt the older man remove his hand and push her shamelessly aroused body away from him.
“Why did you do that?” she asked, staring with glazed eyes.
“You hot little bitch,” he whispered. “I’ll gladly screw you, but not standing up.”
With trembling hands, John filled his liqueur glass and then asked, “Want some more?”
“Yeessss, lover,” she slurred, staggering from the alcohol as she tried to walk toward him.
Together they went to the couch and stood in front of Joan and the glowering Bill Kent. Grinning up at them, Joan asked. “Well did you two orgasm, or was that just a little foreplay?”
Laurie giggled drunkenly, “He stopped too soon!”
“Would you excuse me?” John asked as he headed for the open door of the den.
“Where you going, lover?” the young redhead teased.
“Gotta find a sandbox,” he grinned.
“Me, too. Can I come with you?”
“Certainly. I’ll show you where the little girl’s room is.”
John and Laurie stepped into the hallway, arms around each other, their heads together intimately as the young wife staggered beside him.
Bill sat on the sofa glaring after his wife, but when he tried to stand to follow her, he felt his head swirling and almost fell from the dizzying effect. “Wow, Joan, I’ve had too much to drink.”
“Aw, come on, honey, you’ve only had a couple. You don’t look very drunk to me.” John’s blonde wife wheedled. “Have another.”
“Okay, one more,” he grinned drunkenly, as he lay his head back on the sofa and stared at the older woman’s voluptuous body, her short miniskirt barely covering her smoothly rounded ass-cheeks.
While Joan was getting another cognac for Bill, her husband was standing in the bathroom of their bedroom staring at the young redheaded neighbor wife as she sat on the toilet, “You’d better hurry, or I’ll wet the floor,” he grinned.
“All right, you can have it now,” she giggled as she watched him unzip his pants and whistled in admiration as his erection popped out.
She stood up and just as the young redhead was pulling her little white panties up the naked flesh of her thighs she felt John standing behind her, pressing his naked penis into her warm pulsating crevice. She bent forward and placed her hands on the top of the sink, her head reeling from the effects of the alcohol, and moaned as she felt him sliding his long hard cock back and forth in her moistly heated vaginal slit. “Oh… John fuck me. I need it so badly. Please!” she wiggled her naked young ass-cheeks back at him, spreading her feet as wide as possible with her panties around her knees.
“You wait until I’m through here, and I’ll do just that.” he whispered as he pulled away from the lust-provoking feel of her fevered cuntal flesh.
Laurie dropped her bikini panties and stepped out of them, leaving a rumpled pile on the bathroom floor. She stood swaying drunkenly while waiting for the older man, all the while staring in undisguised hunger at his desire-swollen rod of flesh. The young girl could feel her vagina clasping and unclasping in anxious need. She had to have that massively thickened penis up inside her cock-starved cunt. She had to… she was burning up.
John turned and stared at the crumpled white nylon on the bathroom tile and, grinning, he dropped his own trousers, leaving them on top of her bikini panties.
Then, he slid his jockey shorts down his long muscular legs, and they fell on top of the obscene pile.
Then, as he began removing his knit shirt, he saw that Laurie’s eyes were glued to his long hard cock standing up at an angle from his loins. When he bent down to remove his shoes, the redheaded wife jerked into action, and with one smooth motion, she ripped her dress up over her head and tossed it aside as though it were a rag. She stepped out of her thong sandals and stood transfixed as John took her by the arm and then led her to the huge king-sized bed in the adjoining room.
The older man and his neighbor’s naked young wife fell across the bed, kissing hungrily, passionately, not even taking time to remove the satin bedspread.
“Ooooohhhhhh,” Laurie moaned, returning his kiss greedily, sparring with his probing tongue.
John’s hands were moving over every part of the girl’s sensually quivering body. Oh shit, he thought, I’m too excited. Slow down, old boy… cool it. Slowly he pulled his mouth away from her lips and stared down into her lust-contorted face. Already her hips were undulating impatiently on the bed, and he could feel the trembling urgency in her love-starved body. She was acting like she hadn’t had a good fuck for a year. “Hey, baby, you’re really something,” he groaned, his painfully throbbing penis pressed into the warm hairless flesh of her inner thigh.
“Oh God… ooohhhhhh,” she moaned incoherently. “Oh yes… yessssss…”
Quickly, the older husband moved his saliva-filled mouth downward toward the firmly ripened breasts of the moaning redhead. He ovalled his hungry mouth around each of her tiny erect nipples in turn, and encouraged by her lust-provoked moans, began to suck voraciously. He moved from one luscious mound of soft warm flesh to the other, sucking and kneading, causing the young girl’s nakedly writhing body to go into an even greater frenzy.
Slowly, he slid his right hand down over her passion-taut belly and then to the sparsely curling red pussy hair up between her thighs. Using his outstretched middle finger to part her wetly throbbing cuntal lips, he felt the warm outpouring of her slick vaginal secretions, and it was only then that he realized the full extent of her desire. Laurie’s body was silently begging to be fucked… she needed fucking more than any woman he had ever known.
“Oooohhhhh… aaaggggghhhhh…” Laurie groaned in delight as she felt his middle finger massaging the hardened bud of her erect little clitoris. “Oh fuck… fuck me. John fuck me! Now…” The pleasurable sensations had completely overpowered her, and the erotic thrill surging through her quivering body was creating a whirlpool that threatened to suck all of her reasoning down into the whirling maelstrom of lust.
John wormed his outstretched middle finger deep into her wetly clasping pussy, and began gently fucking in and out of her heated flesh while his thumb and forefinger teased her vibrating clitoris. The hopelessly aroused young wife was jerking her pelvis up against the invading finger in complete abandonment now, moaning in uncontrollable lust as surge after surge of wild wanton excitement rippled outward from her loins.
John felt her hungry lunges upward, and he could hardly keep his body under control… but he had to give Joan a chance to get this little girl’s husband interested in her. But, right at the moment, it was all he could do to keep from ramming his long hard cock into the tender pulsing flesh up between this hot little bitch’s lewdly spread thighs. His outstretched finger thrust harder and harder into the tight mouth of her wildly writhing cunt, while he rolled the nub of her clitoris into mind-blowing hardness between his thumb and forefinger. At the same time, his hungering mouth was glued to the warm succulent flesh of her breasts.
“Oooohhhhhhh…” she moaned continuously, her lust-swollen cunt felt as if it was on fire. “Oh, John! Please! Don’t make me wait any longer. You’ve got to fuck me.”
He listened, not really believing it could be so easy. Jesus! She was one frantic little pussy, bouncing up and down like a maniac. Well, here’s hoping Joan’s ready… I can’t wait any longer… I have to fuck her or cum on the bed…
Using his knees to lever her impatiently trembling thighs apart he knelt between her widespread legs and, without hesitation, aimed his lust-swollen cock-head at her moistly quivering pussy. Her naked body jerked in excitement as his heated male flesh touched the sensitive lips of her hair-lined pink cunt. Guiding his thick rigid penis to her wetly gaping vaginal opening, John thrust forward, forcing the angry red tip of his rock-hard flesh through her outer pussy lips.
“Aaaagggghhhh… oohhhhhhhhh…” she moaned. “Soooooo… big!”
John felt the tight pulsating lining of her cuntal passage nibbling at his over excited cock-tip, and with a low groan of hunger and pleasure, he thrust his hips forward, feeling his hardened thickness sliding down through her wetly clasping warmth until his sperm-filled balls slammed into the narrow naked crease of her ass-cheeks.
At the sound of her loud moans, John held his wildly throbbing cock motionless, knowing it completely filled her wide-stretched cuntal passage. He could feel her soft moistened flesh ensheathing his throbbing penis like a velvet glove. Jesus God, he thought, is she tight… the tightest little cunt!
“Feel good?” he asked, his voice hoarse with lust.
“Ooohhhhhh yes… yeessssss…” she mumbled mindlessly. Her eyes unseeing as she stared up into his face.
A rapturous feeling gradually permeated the young girl’s writhing nakedly body as the tight elastic mouth of her cunt adjusted to the long hard penis lodged way up inside her belly. Without volition, a low animal-like groan of passion gurgled from her lips as she felt the older man begin moving his wedge of hard male flesh in and out of her ecstatically twitching pussy.
John stared down at the shamelessly aroused young woman who lived next door. Goddamn, but she was a hot little number, all right. Suddenly, he wanted to tame her… fuck her until she begged for mercy. Rapidly then, he began fucking like a madman in and out of her tightly pulsating cunt as his overpowering passion took control.
The beautiful petite redhead groaned in guttural pleasure as his thick rod of hot throbbing flesh rammed into her. She lifted her hips eagerly to meet his every stroke and flailed her head from side to side as she slid her hungering little cunt up and down in unison with his pistoning cock.
“Oh honey… fuck me… fuck me hard… ooohhhhh honey, it’s so good… so big… fuck me!” she begged as his jackhammering hips slammed downward driving his long rigid shaft up into the depths of her hotly clasping belly. Laurie gyrated wildly and with lust-starved hunger as her tight vaginal lips nibbled up and down his madly plunging cock with an uncontrollable fury. All she could feel now was the pleasurable sensations filling her erotically aroused body.
Damn, John thought, the action inside her wetly rippling cunt is unbalancing. It felt as if his blood-inflamed cock-head was going to explode. He needed to cum… but where the hell were Joan and Bill? His lust-thickened penis seemed to be expanding even more as the unbearable tension in his sperm-churning testicles mounted. He detoured his mind to the den and his wife. Was she being successful with the young man? Surely, Bill was curious about their long delay in the bathroom. Just then, he heard the bedroom door opening and heard voices. Pretending to be
unaware of their presence, John began to piston his lust-throbbing cock in and out of the young wife’s madly thrusting pussy with bone-crushing blows, deliberately riding high now to scrape the ridges of his cock over her sensitive little clitoris.
“Aaaagggghhhhh… fuck me, lover… harder… fuck me with your big handy-dandy cock,” she groaned, mindlessly pushing upwards to absorb every bit of his rock-hard member.
“You slut… you bastard…” Bill gasped, his overpowering anger, plus the staggering effects of the alcohol he’d consumed, blowing his mind.
“Go away… you impotent square… get out of my sight!” the lust-filled redheaded wife spat, “I’m gonna fuck… fuck John until I die.”
“See, what I told you, Bill,” Joan said knowingly, “I knew they were fucking.”
“I’ll kill her… I’ll break her dirty little neck…” The outraged young husband rasped, staring with lust at the lewdly writhing bodies of his wife and his next door neighbor displayed nakedly on the bed. But what really shocked him most was the realization that he himself was getting
an erection!
“Let’s get even with them, Bill… you can make love to me,” Joan whispered seductively.
“Yes… that’s it… I’ll show the little bitch… and your son-of-a-bitching husband… we’ll give them something to think about.” Bill forcefully grabbed the older woman’s arm and led her to the other side of the bed. “Take off your clothes.”
Together the drunken young husband and Joan undressed tossing everything to the floor in a rumpled heap.
Standing in front of the naked woman sitting on the edge of the bed, Bill ordered, “Lie down. I’m going to do it right here so they can she – see… everything!”
Joan suddenly had an idea. Before he could move, she reached out and took the reeling man’s erect penis in her hand and guided it to her moistly ovalled lips. And then, slowly sliding her soft warm lips up the full length of his lust-hardened cock, she nibbled at the trembling flesh.
“Aaaaagggghhhhh… don’t do that… it’s… it’s…” Bill gasped, and stiffened, but he made no effort to pull away from the wet tantalizing heat of her mouth. “Ooohhhhh… oh God!” he continued to moan as Joan used her tongue to swirl around the sensitive tip of his long rigid penis.
John and Bill’s wife stared at the unbelievably salacious sight of his cock disappearing deep inside Joan’s wetly rounded mouth and then appearing again accompanied by the obscene slurping sound as the platinum blonde girl hungrily sought to pull his sperm up from his desire-tightened balls.
Laurie was hypnotized by her husband’s lewdly contorting body. Christ, how could he allow Joan to do this to him when he had almost slapped her for trying to do the same thing? Still, though, there was no doubt he was really digging it, although he’d asked her not to do it so many times.
“Oh God… you’d better stop, Joan… I… I…” Bill protested feebly, but at the same time, his hand reached out and his fingers entangled in her long blonde hair to pull her face in closer. Almost viciously now, he slammed his wetly glistening cock in and out of Joan’s hot sucking mouth with such force that it gagged her.
“Oh fuck me, honey… John, fuck me harder… it’s so goooood!” Laurie suddenly groaned, the sight of her husband slamming into their own neighbor’s lewdly ovalled mouth had excited her to the point she was sure she would cum… now. “Oooohhh… oohhhhhhh…” she continued to moan out a never ending river of indistinguishable vulgarity.
“Oh shit, you little bitch… oh fuck it… I like your pussy… warm… tight cunt… “ the older man raved, as he skewered into the young girl’s tightly clasping cuntal passage.
Suddenly, he heard Joan mumbling and turning again, he stared at her puffed out cheeks, and then he looked up at Laurie’s young husband’s face. A square? Shit, that boy was really turned on to Joan’s cock-sucking. But then, what normal man wouldn’t? He could see Bill’s eyes were closed, and his face was an ecstatic grin of wanton pleasure. He had taken control and now he was doing the fucking.
“Oh Lord… I… I… oh no!” the two women and John heard the younger man’s gasp of surprise. And then, they couldn’t believe their eyes. “No… no more… I’m about to cum… no more.” He jerked his pulsating rod of flesh from Joan’s greedily sucking mouth and growled, “get on the bed. I’m going to fuck you shense – senseless,” he slurred, “just like your husband is doing to my wife. Get up there.”
Joan didn’t argue. Her vagina was on fire and she wanted her young neighbor to ram his thick rigid penis all the way up inside her hungrily throbbing cunt. She moved up on the bed and was still crawling up into position, when the lust-filled young neighbor man grabbed her hips and held her in place. “That’s good enough,” he rasped and giggled, his voice almost inarticulate. “We’ll do it like dogs do it!”
Laurie heard her husband, and she couldn’t believe it. He’d never fucked her anyway but flat on her back, even though she’d asked him to. But now…
Joan spread her thighs wider and moaned with desire as she felt the young man’s hotly pulsing hardness pressed into her passion-soaked pussy slit. Then she gasped with erotic pleasure when she felt his long hard cock slide easily up into the clasping wet depths of her belly.
“Ooohhhhhh… oohhhhhhh…” she moaned as Bill’s thick thrusting penis fucked in and out of her warmly welcoming cuntal passage.
“Aaaaaaggggghhhhhh…” Bill groaned, as he began to slam his virile young cock into her with demon force, goring her with it and showing no mercy. He was drawing his thick shaft out of her, almost all the way, and driving it home in her moistly clasping pussy until his bloated balls smacked hard against the nub of her sensitive clitoris. His testicles ached with the mounting pressure, and the need to cum made his head light and dizzy with ever-increasing lust.
Joan could feel the young husband of her neighbor anxiously fighting to control his ejaculation, but she, too, was close to the finish. She writhed and flailed her head in a wanton dance of lust, feeling her own orgasm building up inside her hotly palpitating vagina. “Ohhhhhh… yesssssss fuck me!” she gasped as the young man’s rampaging cock pistoned in and out of her subserviently kneeling body.
Beside her on the bed, John stared at his naked young wife’s jerking hips as she was being fucked by the mild-mannered Bill Kent. He thought momentarily that he should be jealous, but, he wasn’t! Bill fucked like a punk kid compared to his own love-making, and he knew that their young neighbor would never be able to keep Joan happy… not with his inept style.
But, John thought with amazement, Bill really had changed if what Laurie said was true. He’d really turned on to Joan. Shit, he was fucking into her like a maniac, as if he were trying to drive her right through the headboard.
And then, John wasn’t thinking of his wife any longer. He could barely contain his lust. His sperm-bloated balls were aching so that he knew he couldn’t wait anymore. Furiously he began to fuck into Bill’s wife’s hungrily upthrust pussy.
And she, in turn, was writhing beneath him like a bitch in heat, and her nibbling cuntal sheath was clasping his long sawing cock like a second skin. He had now reached the point where he would go mad if he couldn’t let go! God! It had to be now. But the little redheaded bitch wasn’t ready yet… she was hot all right, but there was no sign of her climax yet. He stared down to where his wetly sliding cock was thrusting smoothly in and out of her pink cuntal flesh, concentrating on the feel of the soft, hair-lined folds of her clasping passage.
Desperately, he tried to slow his boiling body but he was out of control. He increased the tempo and rammed deeper into her wildly squirming body beneath him, grinding up into her hot little pussy with a feral rutting lust while her legs jerked up and out to the side. Suddenly, he knew she was there!
Harder and harder, he buffeted her, until she coughed, gasped and gurgled, “Ohhhhhhh… aagggggghhhhh… Johnnnn… I’m cccuummming… cccccuuuuummmmming…” The intensity of Laurie’s wild passion had contorted her face into an unrecognizable mask of lust.
John groaned and grunted, fucking hard and deep in his effort to ram his painfully swollen cock as far into her as humanly possible. He wanted the wanton little bitch to remember this fuck… his cock… for the rest of her life. His long rigid penis thrust and retreated in a runaway rhythm, and then he was cumming too. Deeper and harder he pounded his cock into the hot cum-flowing depths of her tight young cunt, using all of his strength… and he felt her lurch under him, her pussy beginning to spasm wildly, milking and sucking at his lust-bloated cock-head just as he began to ejaculate.
“Aaaaggggghhhhhh… shit… you fucking bitch…” he groaned and gasped as the burning stream raced the full length of his burgeoning penis to spew far up into the deep recesses of her vaginal passage, bringing him an almost overpowering sweet ecstasy as she ground her wonderful little cunt up tight to him, absorbing him completely as she moaned her delight in delirious lewd phrases.
John’s wife and Bill, kneeling alongside the wildly climaxing couple, stared with lust-glazed eyes, while at the same, time they jerked and fucked toward their final explosion, the young man’s right hand working at Joan’s sopping wet vaginal slit in unison with his wildly plunging cock. Bill heard his wanton wife moaning beneath his neighbor, and then his eyes moved downward to where he could see her jerking hips subsiding in satisfaction.
The young husband’s anger returned now, and all he wanted to do was make Laurie suffer for cuckholding him. He fought to control his body, but it was useless. Abruptly, all his humiliation, his adverse feeling about the perverted behavior was second in his mind. There was only one thing he wanted… one thing he had to have. His sperm was making the run toward the tip of his wildly thrusting cock when he groaned loudly, “Oh goddamn… I’m ccuumming!” He thrust his pelvis forward, grinding his wildly jerking cock deep in past her soft fleshy ass-cheeks.
Joan heard his gasps of pleasure at the same time she felt Bill’s hotly spewing seed fill her vaginal passage, flooding her cervix in a warm sensual tide and it triggered her own orgasm.
“Oh shit… fuck me harder… fuck me… aaaggggghhhhh…oh…ohhhhh… OHHHHHH GOD! Beautiful.”
Joan almost screamed with rapture as her thighs trembled and her lewdly kneeling body quaked with the sweet pleasure he was spurting into her, so gloriously filling the convulsing channel of her pussy. She tossed her blonde head shamelessly as the euphoric waves of release flooded through her shuddering body, relaxing her entire nervous system as Bill Kent slowly removed his fingers from her softening clitoral nub.
The older woman knew she had been fucked… and fucked good… by another man… not her husband… and she loved it. She stared with slitted eyes at her husband and the naked young redhead collapsed beside him, and she knew that he too had loved fucking yet another woman. His eyes were closed and his breathing had slowed to a natural rhythm, but his legs were flung wide in satisfaction.
Joan felt Bill’s softly deflating penis pull from her cunt with a lewd wet slurping sound, and then she felt the heated flood of his exploded sperm flowing down her quivering thighs to her knees and onto the bedspread. Exhausted, she collapsed forward with her neighbor’s nakedly satiated body falling on top of her. She lay pressed into the bed, unable to move.
And then, she felt Bill’s body slide to the bed beside her. Turning to face him, she whispered, “That was good, lover. You were wonderful.”
“Yes… yes… “ he sighed, his voice still lust-hoarsened.
“How’d you like it, doll?” Joan continued.
“Good… I liked it fine…” he mumbled, his eyes closed.
“Now, isn’t it fun to swap?” Joan asked, smiling at the naked young man lying beside her.
‘‘No… ‘‘ Bill gasped, “I couldn’t… not ever again!”
“Whaaaaat?” Joan was surprised at his evident shame.
“Oh fuck him, Joan,” Laurie interrupted the conversation as she came out of her climactic stupor.
“Well, did you like it, Laurie?” her young husband asked, hesitantly.
“Oh hell, yes… it adds a whole new depth to fucking.”
“I don’t know… I don’t think I could do it unless I was drunk, or angry,” Laurie’s husband went on.
“I wouldn’t bet on that, Bill,” John smiled, then continued, “I never thought I’d do it either, but now I think it’s really great.”
‘‘Well… we’ll see… “ Bill said, sounding unconvinced.
“Don’t you worry, Bill,” Joan said, feeling sorry for the young man who evidently loved his beautiful redheaded wife very much. “If it makes you unhappy, then forget it. It may work for some couples, but I don’t think it would for everyone… I think liberation is being free.”
The young blonde wife stared at the naked girl in her own husband’s arms and for a moment, she felt as if Bill might be right in not wanting to get involved in wife-swapping. She swallowed and, unaccountably, felt a lump in her throat.



CHAPTER SEVEN


“Darling,” Joan said, as she restlessly paced the living room floor some two months later, “I’m sick of the Kents. I think I hate that little redheaded bitch.”
“What the hell are you trying to say?” John turned irritably and in surprise from the bar where he was mixing a before-dinner martini. “You sure seem to like her husband, though.”
“The fuck I do! I love you!”
John stared with startled eyes at the obviously unhappy woman in front of him. I don’t even know my own wife anymore, he thought, she’s still as beautiful as ever… still as sensual, but we’re so tired after our all night sessions with the neighbors that we don’t seem to be interested in normal husband-wife sex anymore. He sighed and then said lamely, “Maybe it’s because we’ve had enough of Laurie and Bill.”
“Could be! After all, isn’t it the same old thing every week?” Joan frowned, then added. “I wish Bill had meant what he said that night… that he could never do it again.”
“You’re really in a state, darling. Maybe the Enright party tonight will make you feel better. There’s going to be about six couples.”
“Yeh… sure…” she answered bitterly, “the more the merrier!”
Oh God, what have we done, Joan thought, close to tears, we were so happy and loved each other. Now we have nothing in common anymore, except fucking someone else. I feel like I’m destroying the only good thing in my life. Dear Jesus, what can I do now? It’s too late to change back into what we once were. I wonder if John feels the same way I do? But, he seems to really be digging other women. Aunt Sara was the first… Aunt Sara… why did you do this to us? Why? Why?
“Joan, you do want to go, don’t you?” her troubled young husband asked, actually hoping she would refuse the invitation, but knowing at the same time that they had become so distant with each other that it was impossible to speak his doubts aloud.
“Darling, I want to go, but I hate that crude bastard, Stan Wilson. He frightens me sometimes,” she shivered.
“Don’t you worry, sweet, I’ll see that no one hurts you.”
“Every time I see him, he makes a pass at me. Afterwards, I feel dirty and used… just from his passes!” Joan frowned in memory of the times Stan had seemingly fucked her with his eyes. She was sure he was a sadist… and if she went to this party he would make his threats become reality. His threats to show her what a real man can do. His vulgar crudeness in public made her want to hide… from the violence she could detect in his manner.
“Oh, he’s just being funny. After all, he’s only a tough contractor who was a laborer until he made enough money to start his own contracting business.”
“As far as I’m concerned, he’s still crude even though he has a lot of money.” Joan sipped her martini, and thoughtfully added, “Darling, I do love you, and I’m sorry. Maybe we just need a change. We’ll see tonight.”

* * *

Two hours later, John and his beautiful blonde wife drove into the driveway of the Enright Mansion, built on top of the highest hill in the area. Joan’s eyes swept the full expanse of the obviously expensive sprawling house. The walls were fifty percent glass, and it was built in four sections, connected with glass walled hallways. One section was the living area, one the kitchen area, one a master apartment, and the fourth was built especially for their swap parties. She had heard the house described by Mack Enright’s wife, but had never seen the fabulous decor.
In answer to the doorbell, a young butler opened the door and invited them in. He wore only a pair of tightly fitting knit pants, leaving nothing to the imagination. He was muscular but slim and virile looking. His smile was almost a knowing leer as he bowed to them and then led them to the already swinging party suite.
“Come in… come in…” Mack Enright yelled as he assessed the curvaceous sensual body of John Stanley’s wife. He’d waited a long time to get this stuck-up bitch interested in his parties. Now he’d finally won!
Both of the Enrights, Mack and Virginia, took charge of the new guests and introduce them around the room to the various people. A bartender brought them champagne, and then the Stanleys were very deftly separated. Joan realized suddenly that John had disappeared with Virginia Enright while Mack held onto her arm and led her the other way. Only first names were used, and the young blonde wife was just as glad, because if she continued to feel the way she felt now, she’d never join these horrible people again.
Mack Enright, a big tough looking man, introduced the uncertain Mrs. Stanley to first one person, and then another, but it was all too obvious from the way he possessively clutched at her that he had claimed her for himself. He never left her side as he ordered refill after refill of champagne for her. In time, Joan began to loosen up, the liquor making her less nervous, and the boisterous jokes of her host became easier to laugh at.
After introductions, Mack led the beautiful blonde wife over to the bar stools, and sat Joan down beside him. His arm rested loosely around her waist while his fingers brazenly caressed her naked upper arm as he explained that the other guests had all been there many times and knew each other intimately. She and John were the only new people to join the party. Joan stared around the room at the men and women in various lewd positions… one man’s hand was thrust up under the skirt of a raven-haired teenager whose face was a mask of lust. She guessed that the girl, like herself, had nothing on under her miniskirt.
Then, Mack Enright was digging his elbow into her ribs, calling her attention to Stan Wilson who had just entered the room. “I think you know Stan, don’t you?”
“I’ve met him.”
“Sounds like you don’t like him?” Mack laughed, as he patted her on the thigh where her micro-mini had slid up to reveal her naked flesh up between her legs.
“That’s right… frankly, he gives me the creeps.”
Suddenly, Joan averted her eyes from the sight of her husband standing in a far corner where Mack’s wife had unzipped his pants and was openly caressing John’s nakedly erect penis standing straight out from his loins. Oh God, she thought, I know what we’re here for, but it’s so horrible to just casually do it in front of all these strangers. I must be out of my mind to be here. She shivered in disgust and suddenly discovered that her host was laughing at her.
“After all, honey, everybody’s here for just one thing,” Mack grinned, his eyes slitted as he stared at her with a lewdly gleaming twinkle in his eyes, “and that’s fucking… it’s as plain as that. Isn’t that what you came for? To fuck and be fucked!”
Joan groaned inwardly, God, John and she were like innocent sheep at the slaughter. New blood, so to speak. The fear that Mack and Stan both might be sadists had not been dispelled… but the open uninhibited mood that prevailed in the room had not yet caught her up. She trembled and started to rise to go to her husband, but stopped halfway up when she saw him disappearing, staggering slightly, down the hallway with Mack’s wife.
She knew now that there was no turning back… it was too late. Aunt Sara had initiated her into this sick world, and she would just have to live with it… as long as John wanted it.
“My glass is empty… “ she whispered to the pugilistic looking host. “May I have another?”
“Certainly,” he poured the sparkling liquid from a bottle setting on the bar and also filled his.
Joan jumped with shock as she heard her host saying, “The only rule we have for the evening is my promise to Stan. I had to promise him first crack at you tonight. I didn’t want to, but it was an obligation I couldn’t get out of.
“Oh no…”
“So let me show you to one of the bedrooms.” It was more of an order than a request.
“Let me finish my champagne first,” she said angrily, unable to control her frightened voice.
“Don’t you worry, there’s a steady flow of champagne in every room. You can have all you want… in the bedroom.”
Joan knew she couldn’t let this man think she was afraid. After all, she was a real swinging swapper, or so everyone thought. Well, she’d show them… enough of this expensive juice could numb anyone.
Enright took her firmly by the elbow. and led the troubled young blonde from the drinking room, down the hallway to a bedroom. Joan knew that this was why she had come here… but her dislike of Stan Wilson was still an overpowering element. She still felt fear corroding her courage as she stared at the strange bedroom.
There was only one piece of furniture – a king-size bed covered half the room. Set in the wall was a silver spigot that flowed with sparkling champagne when Mack held his glass underneath it. The floor seemed to be padded with a thick layer of foam rubber under the soft velvet-like carpet.
“I’ll leave you now and let Stan know you’re ready. You have about five minutes to shed that dress you have on.”
Joan gulped the bubbly liquid as though it were water. She could feel her head beginning to spin and knew she was unsteady on her feet, but it didn’t change her feeling. Gradually, her situation made an impact on her mind. God, she couldn’t stay here and go to bed with a man she disliked. Never! Abruptly, she decided to go look for John, thinking maybe he’d like to go home, too.
She stepped into the hallway and saw the line of doors, indicating a bedroom behind each one. She stopped at the first door and peered through the slitted crack. To her amazement the room was flooded with a blue light, and there on the bed was her husband with Virginia Enright… and Stan Wilson’s wife. The three of them were nakedly entwined on the huge king-sized bed and she gasped as she saw John fucking Stan’s wife while licking Virginia’s glistening pussy. The obscene spectacle brought back the memory of lewd nights with Aunt Sara, and with Laurie and Bill Kent!
Joan stared transfixed at the obscenely writhing bodies, at the Wilson woman lying on her back with wide-split thighs while John knelt between her legs, his body pressed down into hers, his naked buttocks rising and falling as he fucked his long hard cock in and out of her wildly gyrating pussy. Joan’s eyes lifted to see Virginia, their hostess, lying on her back with her wide-open cunt pressed up into John’s face. And he was licking and sucking at the gleaming pink slit as though he were starving for the cuntal feast.
“Oooohhh,” Joan heard the hostess moan, “Ooohhh… yes.. lick me… stick your tongue up my pussy… ooohhh, God!”
John buried his head in deeper, moving his face around and around, his tongue flicking obscenely up and down the wet hair-lined slit, and eliciting loud groans of rapture each time his tongue paused to tease and lick at the small hardened bud of her clitoris.
Joan could see Stan Wilson’s wife arch her naked torso upward, lifting her legs out and clasping her ankles firmly behind John’s jerking body, capturing him – holding him a slave to her desire.
The blonde wife saw the woman’s hips undulating lewdly in slow motion, moving rhythmically to the powerful movements of her husband’s long hard cock fucking up into her wetly clasping cunt, and then faster and faster he rammed into her pulsating pussy flesh.
The moaning and groaning sounds of the three nakedly undulating bodies made her shiver with shame and disbelief as she heard Stan’s wife gasp, “Fuck me… fuck me…”
“Mmmmmm,” John groaned and wormed his tongue deeper into Virginia’s warmly throbbing pussy lips that bulged so sensuously out around his licking tongue.
Joan’s mind spun in an insane frenzy, her eyes fixed on the salacious spectacle being played in front of her, not believing the incredulous sight of her husband and the two women.
Suddenly the hypnotic spell she had been under was broken as she heard an ecstatic cry coming from her husband’s mouth. She turned, casting one last agonizing look through the door, then moved back down the hallway. Tears coursed down her cheeks, and she ran unseeingly, hoping to find a door that led outside to the fresh air. Seconds later, in despair, she found herself back in the room where Mack had left her earlier. The disturbed young blonde sat down on the bed and began to weep, her mind was a blur of the past ninety days.
Oh God, she thought, we’re mad… insane to be involved in this horrible setup. What happened to us? How could we have let Aunt Sara do this to us? We have to stop it… and this insanity, now – tonight – before it’s too late.
Maybe it was already too late, she thought unhappily, for John was really digging the two strange women in the bedroom. He was acting as if he’d been doing it for a long time… that they were his wife instead of her.
The weeping young wife was still sitting on the bed when she heard the door open and close. She looked up into the leering face of Stan Wilson, and really wasn’t too surprised to see Mack Enright standing right behind him.
“Hey, baby, I don’t want to fuck you with your clothes on,” Stan growled coarsely, coming up behind her, his hard hands going around under her arms to capture the rounded fullness of her upthrust breasts. Purposefully, he kneaded and caressed the warm smoothness of them, and she felt the hairiness of his powerful arms against the naked flesh of her upper arms.
And suddenly she knew that even though she had come this far, she couldn’t continue this madness. She had to make them understand, regardless of the consequences. The line was drawn tonight- right now – before she became involved with something she couldn’t cope with mentally or emotionally.
“Stan, I’ve changed my mind. I’m sorry. But I’m going home.”
“What? The shit you are,” the big burly man exploded. “Your fucking husband has both our wives… both of them, goddamnit, and you’re going to put out for us…”
Joan knew that what he was saying was true, and she also realized that the two men could do anything they wanted to with her. There was no way of preventing it. She was going to pay for her shameful behavior over the past three months… and pay tonight with these two sadistic bullies.
The big man sitting behind her on the bed grinned lewdly and reaching downward with his right hand, he pushed her micro-mini dress up over her thighs.
Quickly his thick fingers slid up between her naked loins, and he let out a groan of lust when he felt the soft warm flesh of her cunt. “Shit, Mack, she has nothing on underneath that little dress… she really came prepared to fuck!”
Joan knew she was lost… she even felt unwanted tremors of lewd desire spreading upward from the contact of his outstretched middle finger as it traced the outline of her pulsing hair-lined slit. She began to moan as he teased the hardening nub of her clitoris, and mentally cringed in shame as she realized she had involuntarily spread her legs to expose her pinkly glistening vaginal flesh.
From his vantage point, Mack Enright saw the salacious sight of her nakedly inviting little cunt as he stepped in front of her. He licked his lips hungrily as he stared at the lust-invoking sight, and then without warning, reached down with his right hand and snatched the fabric of her dress in his big hairy hand. With one quick jerk, he ripped the flimsy fabric from her trembling body, leaving her sitting there completely naked except for her high-heeled shoes.
“Oh no,” she gasped. “You’ve ruined it.”
“I told you to take if off when I left you here, bitch. You should have done what I said.” Mack’s face was contorted now with a sadistic anger.
“You bastard, I would’ve taken if off,” Joan was furious. How dare him to think he could get by with tearing her clothes off. Unthinkingly she reached out and clawed at his ugly face with her fingernails, leaving long thin trickles of blood on his cheeks.
“Why, you little slut!” His hand drew back and he slapped her viciously across the face, jolting her head backward and leaving red finger marks as he grabbed her by the arm and snatched her up out of Stan Wilson’s grasp.
“Hold it, Mack,” Stan roared, grabbing her back and pinning her arms at her sides, “she’s right. You shouldn’t have torn her dress.”
Sullenly, Mack let go her arm and stared at the other man, “Then you’d better get the cunt ready to fuck, or I’m going to leave you out of it.”
“Okay – cool it… “ Stan said as he easily shoved the protesting blonde girl back onto the bed.
Once more Joan struggled against the bear-like hug of Stan Wilson, trying to free herself, but she was helpless against his brute strength. Slowly, she felt herself being forced down full-length on the bed, and then Stan lowered his lewdly grinning face until his lips completely smothered hers and his tongue was moving like something alive in her mouth. He hugged her close, his rough calloused hands hot and moving as they pressed into the full fleshy cheeks of her naked buttocks, forcing her pelvis tighter up against him, grinding the throbbing bulge of his long thick cock hard against the yielding softness of her belly. At the first touch of his hardened flesh, an unreasonable and uncontrollable tremor of excitement rippled through the helpless’ young blonde.
Something.. something absolutely impossible, was happening inside her. She was actually responding to this vile man! Joan shivered as wild little tremors of excitement assaulted her defenseless body. Although she desperately resisted him, her mouth gave way to the rape of his tongue and she sensed herself going limp against him as he forced her easily back down onto the mattress again. His hands now moved boldly over her suddenly throbbing breasts, sending further unbelievably lewd shudders of excitement spiraling through her. nakedly quivering body.
“Oh no… no… stop…” Joan groaned as he lifted his head to grin in lewd triumph down at her.
“Getting to you now, huh, bitch?” he hissed, his hands exploring her trembling flesh. “I bet your hot little cunt is burning up… for good old Stan’s long hard cock, eh?”
He moved his fingers downward to the satiny flesh of her upper thigh, then tantalizingly worked his way up again closer… ever closer to her wetly throbbing cuntal passage.
“Baby… oh, you luscious bitch,” Stan babbled devouring her sensual body as she lay stretched out helplessly beneath him. His hands caressed her sleek inner thighs, moving higher with each stroke, until he let his fingers brush the very peak of her cringing little cunt. Groaning in a torment of lust, he pressed his fingers in against the golden, fleece-covered lips of her hotly pulsating pussy.
Joan groaned and jerked at the slight brushing touch against her sensitive vaginal flesh, her brain desperately fighting to seize control from her traitorously aroused body. Through all of her struggle, though she realized with a real sense of despair that she actually wanted this brute of a man to fuck her… to stick his hard virile cock up into her defenseless belly and ease the tortured need between her legs.
“Ooohhh,” she moaned in undisguised pleasure as she felt Stan’s outstretched middle finger finally inserting its way between her hotly trembling cuntal lips.
“Goddamnit, Stan,” their wild looking host expostulated, “get on with it… fuck her now, or I’m gonna knock the shit out of you. I’m dying.”
Stan and Joan both turned to stare at the now naked older man whose hand was stroking obscenely up and down on his huge pulsating cock.
“Okay.. okay… “ Stan said, impatiently. “You never did like to prepare a cunt, did you? You just like to ram it to her.”
Joan shuddered in fear and repulsion as she watched Stan undress, tearing the clothes from his burly body, and then she gasped, as she saw his long hard penis jerking like a second heart. Oh God, she thought, he’ll kill me. But, I bet it’ll feel good… sooo biggg… so long and hard, She didn’t want to respond, but her errant mind had been overruled by her body and she was completely helpless against her own hungering need.
Stan lay nakedly down beside her and quickly embedded his thick middle finger again in her wetly throbbing cunt. Suddenly, she felt her vaginal muscles spasming in traitorous eagerness, and almost frantically she pressed her thighs tightly together to try and ease the maddening sensations which were rippling outward from her sensually awakened pussy and threatening to engulf her entire body.
She moaned in an agony of emotional conflict and rapidly growing sensual desire, her nerve endings alive with the shimmering electric shock of it along the flesh of her thighs, her loins trembling with lust as they jerked up and against his lewdly probing finger.
Slowly, relishing every second, Stan climbed further up on the bed and knelt over her wantonly writhing figure. Joan felt the warm moisture of desire seeping from the throbbing center of her vagina, welling up from the unwanted arousal that now filled her whole consciousness. She clenched her teeth to hold back another groan of pleasure as she felt the burly man guide his warmly pulsing penis to her wide-split vaginal opening.
Stan’s voice hit her ears with a jolt as he fell on top of her, blowing his hot breath against the tender flesh of her breasts. “You’re going to love this fucking, baby.”
Nudging her legs still farther apart with his knees, Wilson flicked his hips forcefully and thrust his long thick cock into her wide-stretched cuntal opening, slamming through the tender pink flesh like an axe handle being driven up into her belly.
“Aaaaggghhh… oh no, you’re too big,” Joan gasped in pain as she felt him stab into her all the way inside to the tip of her cervix, brutally lunging forward until his thickly pulsating hardness was buried to the hilt and his sperm-swollen balls swinging against her quivering anal crevice.
“Oh shit… it’s so tight…” he muttered, feeling her tightly clasping vaginal walls closing in around his sensitive cock-head.
“Oh no… you’re hurting me… take it easy…” Joan moaned.
“All you need is a little stretching, baby,” Stan told her heartlessly, lying above her and looking down with sadistic pleasure into her pained young face. “Bet you never had one this big stuffed up inside that tight little cunt of yours before,” he bragged.
Joan lay unmoving beneath him, preparing herself for the onslaught of cruelty that she was sure would come soon, for there was no gentility in this brute of a man as he rammed violently in and out of her painfully stretched vagina, burying his lust-thickened penis far up into her belly, again and again.
With a sigh of relief, Joan felt her natural lubrication taking over, and the elastic flesh of her vagina began to adjust to the awesome size of the older man as he mercilessly fucked his long hard cock into her with a vengeance.
When Stan felt her nakedly abused body beginning to relax beneath him, he knew immediately that this hot little bitch whom he had been lusting after for months was starting to respond to his experienced rod of flesh.
And “respond” she was, for the very idea of being raped so brutally and unfeelingly by a virtual stranger was suddenly very sexually exciting in itself, and Joan found that her emotion-wracked mind was filled now with erotically stimulating images and thoughts which she could not drive away, no matter how hard she tried.
Her naked young body completely enveloped in the pleasurable sensations building up in her passion crazed body Joan was unaware of Mack Enright’s movements. Now, she was undulating her hips up to meet every thrust of Stan’s long throbbing cock, meeting his violence with her own.
“Turn her over,” Mack groaned, his hands pulling at the nakedly writhing blonde’s ankles. “Hurry, goddamnit, while her motor’s still running.”
Joan heard the words but they didn’t penetrate her lust-filled mind until Stan clamped his arms around her shoulders and rolled over on his back, bringing her face-down in an obscene kneeling position on top of him.
“What are you doing,” she gasped uncertainly, turning to stare in puzzlement at the desire-twisted face of Mack Enright.
Mack’s warm perspiring hands grabbed her nakedly rounded ass-cheeks and pulled them apart – as if he were splitting a bun – and a flash of sadistic lust filled his eyes. “I’m going to fuck you in your sweet little asshole, baby,” he growled his eyes glued to the tightly puckering ring of her anus. “You’ll love it.”
“Oh God, no,” Joan wailed in new despair, struggling against the imprisoning hold of Stan Wilson’s arms locked around her waist and his huge cock that was driven like a railway spike up between her widespread white thighs.
“No! No!” she screamed. “No one has ever done that… “ she began fighting with all her strength and the uneven struggle lasted for almost a minute until Stan merely tightened his arms in a bear-hug that drove all the breath out of her futilely resisting body.
“That’s enough of that shit,” he said. “Now be a good girl or else…” He squeezed so hard that Joan thought she would faint.
Gradually, the realization came to the young blonde wife that she had nothing to say about what the two brutal men would do to her, and she collapsed sobbing against Stan’s chest, her naked young buttocks quivering up in the air behind her in shame and humiliation. She made one last plea, “Please… no one has ever…”
“Good! That’s even better than I expected. Very few virgins left… and I especially enjoy asshole virgins when they’re snotty little bitches like you,” the host of the party chortled unfeelingly. He slowly took his right hand away from her fearfully quivering buttocks, and extended his thick middle finger using his thumb to hold the other fingers in a tight fist. Leering down at the tearfully cowering woman, he slowly ran his finger through the slick cuntal moisture that had flowed down the blonde’s wetly smeared thighs. Joan cringed downward against Stan’s chest causing his hotly throbbing cock to dig deeper up into her cunt – as she clenched
her buttocks together in a futile effort to escape the unnatural ravishment.
“Goddamn, Mack,” Wilson roared from below, “Hurry up. It feels like her cunt’s trying to bite the head off my prick.”
Joan tensed as Enright’s searching fingertip found her defensively puckering anus. Probing experimentally he pushed, feeling the tight elastic ring of her sphincter muscle give way, and his finger slide, up to the first knuckle, into her hot anal passage. The naked young blonde jumped in pain, causing her loins to jerk forward and down, screwing into the long impaling hardness of the other man’s penis lodged in her cunt.
“Aaaaggghhh! Oh God, it hurts… oh don’t… please don’t!” she screamed.
Grinning determinedly, Mack shoved again and his outstretched middle finger wormed into the tightly puckering sponginess of her rectum to the second knuckle.
“Ooohhh… noooo… ooohhhh… no more…” Joan pled piteously as she lunged forward again in an effort to escape the ravishing finger, only to find herself impaled even more deeply on Stan’s lust-hardened shaft. In defense she clenched her buttocks together as tightly as possible.
Stan Wilson rolled his eyes around and groaned, “Jesus, man, she’s going to make me cum if you don’t hurry.”
No longer smiling, Enright pushed down with all his strength and his middle finger slid through the tight anal opening, going up into her cringing rectal depths until the palm of his hand was pressed tight against the rounded smoothness of her trembling ass-cheeks.
Joan groaned continuously as he mercilessly scoured her rectum, using first one finger, then two, widening and preparing it for his massively hardened cock which he was stroking into blood-filled readiness with his left hand.
Then, unable to wait longer, he edged up between the cowering blonde’s legs, and then removed his rapacious fingers with a lewd slurping sound. A second later, he guided the thick pulsating tip of his penis toward her tiny anal opening. He wasted no time in pushing forward his straining muscular hips, watching in glee as the puckering anal ring stretched, stretched and then popped open to allow his mushroom-shaped cock-head to slide up inside her orifice.
“Aaaggghhh! God! You’re killing mmeeeee.” Joan screamed in agony as the rock-hard instrument of male flesh speared relentlessly through her tightly twitching anus and rammed its way – inch by murderous inch – up into her cringing belly from behind.
Mack Enright’s lust-twisted face had an expression of pleasure on it as a moaning Joan nakedly jerked beneath him, trying to throw him off, as his penis slowly snaked its rigid way into her warm rubbery anus. The young housewife’s frantic movements only made things worse for her, because with each buck of her body, Mack’s long hard cock skewered even deeper up into her ravaged rectum.
“Gaaaa-haaaddd!” she gasped out her last pitiful protest as her anal muscles were unable to retain their desperate grip any longer, and Mack Enright’s monstrously throbbing shaft of flesh slipped without further resistance into the forbidden depths of her rectal passage. “O – ooo – hhhhh! Oh God! No! I can’t bear it… the pain…”
“Jesus,” Enright breathed through tightly clenched teeth, his eyes rolling back in his head, “this has just got to be the tightest little asshole I’ve ever had in my life. I’m afraid to move.”
Joan lay face down sandwiched between the two naked men sobbing in pain and humiliation at their cruel debasement, powerless to move either up or down without having a thick skewering cock pushing ever deeper into one of her cavities. She had never felt so helpless, so abused in all her life. And yet, even as she was formulating that thought, she could sense some indefinable change within her body… something… it couldn’t be pleasure or excitement. It just couldn’t.
The two burly friends gazed in lewd satisfaction at each other over the top of her lush young body. Then as if by some silent signal, both men began thrusting with long hard strokes into her defenseless little pussy and rectum as she moaned out her feeble protest to the lewd impalement, “Oh… aaaggghh… oh no…”
Within a few seconds they had established a natural rhythm, one which found them both converging on her body at the same time, buffeting it with sadistic thrusts, as though trying to rip her apart. Their wetly glistening cocks rammed in, sawed out, slamming against each other on the inward strokes, with only the thin membrane separating her vaginal cavity from her horribly stretched rectum.
“Shit, Stan, you should see the view from here!” Mack crowed, “What a sweet little ass! So round! so firm. So fully packed at the moment!” He laughed with lewd delight as he skewered his plunging penis into Joan’s forever stretched anus. The two men could feel their cocks sawing back and forth against each other and it drove them on to faster plunges into the inner depths of her tortured body.
“Oh God… oh God… oh God…” Joan groaned at this desperate fucking of her vagina and rectum.
The hurt was slowly diminishing now as the natural secretions from the interior of her violated body began to flow, lubricating the torturously stretched and expanded walls of her misused anal passage.
Gradually, as the pain dissipated, the lewdly impaled blonde sensed a strange sexual stimulation, an unusual warmth that spread in her loins. Abruptly she recognized the feeling for what it was: A masochistic joy in her lewd subjugation, in being raped and sodomized – treated like some animal, some common whore. She moaned as the overpowering sensations of that pulsating hardness in her ravaged anus blotted out all reason.
It came as a horrible shock to the nakedly kneeling young wife to realize that she was moving in time with the man behind her, countering his every thrust, lunging eagerly backwards to meet his lust-thickened shaft, undulating her hips to increase the pleasurable sensations. Suddenly, as the tide of erotic pleasure washed over her, she wanted nothing more than that this depraved fucking go on and on… to completion… her lust-crazed mind accepting the fact that her body had taken over and had betrayed her, that she could and would cum this way.
Mack Enright gloated, “Goddamn, the bitch loves it! Look at her wiggle that little ass… look, Stan.”
Joan knew her degradation was complete now, she had fallen just about as low as she possibly could. As she began enjoying the dual ravishment of her wildly undulating body, she began to chant with a lust-hungry voice, “Fuck me… oh shit… fuck me in the asshole, fuck me in my cunt… fuck me… fuck me…”
“Goddamnit… oh shit,” she heard the ugly man beneath her moan, “I’m about to blow my load… she’s nibbling at my cock like a fish trying to steal bait.”
‘‘Oooohhh… aaaggghh… good… God, it feels so good…” Joan tried to fight the overpowering sensations enveloping her writhing body, but she was caught in a turbulent storm of heated passion as the two pistoning penises fucked in and out of her cunt and rectum at the same time. She was wedged between the two male bodies, and she was wild with a new found pleasure she had never realized existed before.
It could have been from the sheer obscenity of her position or the fact that she was being fucked half to death by the two crude men who were sandwiching her, but she felt that she was about to reach a never before felt peak of ecstasy that would change her entire life.
Joan was screaming out her exhortations to be fucked harder and deeper when she realized that someone else had entered the bedroom. Lifting her lust-slitted eyes to see who it was, she felt a chill of horror which froze her entire body into immobility between the two men.
“Oh my God…” she groaned, attempting to pull away from Mack and Stan.
The man who came into the room was no one she’d ever seen before, but his lust-twisted mouth frightened her, even though she wasn’t sure why.
The hotly sandwiched blonde momentarily cringed away from him as he stood staring almost mesmerized at the spearing cocks ramming into her. Abruptly, she dismissed him, not wanting to stop the beautiful rhythm she had earlier exhibited with Mack and Stan.
Joan had begun her wild fucking again when she saw the strange man yank off his pants and shorts, and toss them to the floor uncaringly. Her eyes glued to his short fat cock standing rigidly out from his wiry black pubic hair.
“Suck my cock… suck it, you bitch,” the man whispered lewdly to her, his voice choking with desire as he lowered his angrily jerking penis until it was even with her passionately opened lips.
“Oh God, no… no… I won’t!” Joan cried out, not willing to sink that low with a complete stranger. It was then she felt the first pangs of an overpowering anguish and bitterness at what was happening to her. Instead of the beautiful sex she felt with her husband, these men were treating her like a whore… using her, abusing her.
Abruptly, the erotic sensations quickened deep in the hidden recesses of her vaginal and anal passages. She felt the ripples of her vaginal and anal passages. She felt the ripples of excitement and recognized that she was close to orgasm. Now she wanted to get it over with… end this debauching act and run away and hide. But no matter what, she just couldn’t bring herself to open her lips to this stranger’s lust-hardened cock seeking to defile her mouth.
“Suck it,” the man said, grabbing her flailing blonde hair.
“No! I can’t… please don’t make me do that, too,” she pleaded, as she tried to turn her head away from the lewd sight of his huge red blood-filled penis.
Without warning, the stranger viciously slapped her hard across the cheek and hissed, “Suck it, you fucking bitch.”
In spite of her fear and humiliation, all resistance gave way to the inexorably rising tide of the orgasm she felt building somewhere deep in her tightening belly. She was lost, lost, lost… and besides, it really didn’t matter anymore, her confused mind kept repeating in rhythm to the savagely ramming cocks filling her desire-ridden cunt while the friction against her clitoris blanked out her sensibilities, and her forever stretched anus throbbed with pleasure. Oh God! She deserved whatever further shame and degradation that could be heaped upon her lewdly responding body.
With a groan of utter defeat and total submission to this orgiastic fucking, she reluctantly ovalled her lips to encircle the sperm-wet tip of the stranger’s penis, choking back her sobs of abject sexual subjugation.
Not waiting for her to open her mouth fully, the man entangled his fingers tighter into her disheveled blonde hair and roughly jerked her lovely face forward, thrusting his cock deep between her teeth… ramming it into the warm depths of her throat with one merciless stroke until she was gagging and fighting to keep from suffocating on his menacing thickness. Then, with a loud groan of delight he began sadistically fucking in and out of her wetly rounded lips, feeling the hotness of her saliva swirling around his sensitive cock-head and watching her cheeks hollow and engorge with each lewd in and out movement.
“Suck it good, bitch. Use your tongue on it,” he rasped as her laving mouth tightened convulsively with each thrust of the other men’s cocks fucking up into her vagina from below and into her rectum from behind.
Joan heard the command and began noisily sucking at his stubby cock, sending rippling thrills straight into her ravished anus. Even this was not bad now, all her barriers were down, and there was no resistance left in her cock-filled young body.
She mumbled incoherent sounds of pleasure around the hotly pulsating penis in her mouth, and jerked her trembling knees spasmodically around Stan Wilson’s hips as he fucked up into her from below, while Mack’s thick bulging cock skewered into her assaulted anus. Now the wantonly writhing young wife was moaning continuously, knowing that she was headed for the final explosion deep in her loins.
Stan turned his face toward the strange male, grinning obscenely at the salacious sight of the thick rod of flesh slipping wetly in and out of the kneeling blonde’s tightly ovalled lips.
“Attaboy,” he panted as he continued pistoning his own penis deep up into her wildly gyrating pussy. “Make her do what you want her to do. Force is what all whores like… they need to be ordered around.”
Mack smiled in comradeship at the lust-contorted face of the man who was slamming his cock into the lewdly sucking young woman’s ovalled mouth, and after a second the expression on the man’s face softened and the three men grinned in acknowledgment.
Joan was lost in a tumultuous sea of rapture as she felt her climax starting deep inside her frantically quivering belly, and her already wildly thrashing body began bucking with insane force between the two mercilessly impaling shafts. She felt the stranger fucking her mouth, using her tightly compressed lips as if they were just another vagina, and then she realized that his thick pulsating cock was suddenly expanding… expanding like something about to explode.
"Slam it to her together, now,” Mack roared. “She’s getting ready to come undone at the seams.” He gasped and grunted as he fucked violently up into the heated depths of her clutching rectum. And so am I, he thought, as the hot churning gushes of semen began to spew up from his swollen balls.
Joan felt all three quicken their thrusts, hard and deep, as her shamelessly aroused body thrashed whorishly and uncaring between them. They groaned and grunted their lust-constricted voices mingling as they all reached their overpowering orgasms.
Her breasts were dancing beneath her kneeling body as she wantonly writhed in ecstatic joy. And then suddenly, she was shivering and shaking uncontrollably between the two sandwiching male bodies ploughing mercilessly into her, while the stranger whose name she did not know, fucked in and out of her mouth.
“Oh God… Oh God! I’m ccuuummming… ccuuuummmmming. Fuck me… I’M CCUUUUMMMING,” she spluttered around the thick fleshy penis pumping into her throat.
Her moistly pulsating little cunt opened up around Stan Wilson’s long hard cock slamming up into her from below, warm gushes of her vaginal secretions flooding around the rapidly pistoning penis as it thrust faster, digging deeper… deeper up into her quivering belly. She jerked convulsively several times, the lips of her tight little pussy working and sucking at the exploding cock-head as though trying to absorb the life from it.
Stan choked and gasped, “It’s all yours, baby,” as he splattered his thick white cum high up into her churning womb.
Joan's breath came in short desperate gasps as she felt the stranger’s warm shooting sperm filling her mouth, her cheeks expanding and hollowing in succession as she swallowed the flooding jets of tangy cum that gushed from his burgeoning penis.
The tight muscular rings inside her plundered anus spasmed as the same time around Mack Enright’s wildly jerking cock and he rammed forward once more, embedding his hardness in the hot little hole between her trembling ass-cheeks.
“Aaaggghhhh… shit… oh you fucking bitch… I’m ccumming… I’m cccuuuummming,” their host growled through bared teeth as his climax overcame him, contorting his body into an uncontrollable bent-over position. He pressed tightly against her soft warm buttocks and held his cock high up inside her devastated anal passage while his sperm erupted from the tiny slit at the end of his jerking cock.
Joan continued to lurch and toss her pinned-down body as she felt the second… and then the third orgasm hit her almost unconscious body, ranting meaningless words of passion as she felt the virile shafts of male flesh deflating, and wilting inside her.
The stranger’s soft stubby penis pulled from her tightly ovalled mouth, and then, Stan’s depleted cock withdrew from her overflowing cunt. Mack Enright hung suspended above her, his still jerking rod of flesh sliding softly from her forever stretched anus with a slight pop, followed by a stream of his thick white cum as it flowed out between her reddened buttocks down the inside of her wearily shaking thighs, mingling with her own warm cuntal secretions.
Just as Joan’s battered satiated body collapsed to the bed beneath her she heard the sound of the door closing. Unaware of the man standing just inside the room who had entered the slightly open door during her shrieking climaxes, and now silently waited, his face a mask of hate and stunned disbelief.
And then, from deep in her almost unconscious mind, Joan heard the voice of doom which seemed to have come straight from out of her own guilty conscience.
“You fucking bitch… you dirty whore…” her husband raved, unable to control his anger. “You loved it… you need three men to keep you happy… sucking a stranger’s cock… and fucking two men at the same time… sodomy! Anal sex! Goddamn you! I’ve never even done that to you!”
The realization that John was insane with fury, shocked the naked young wife into full awareness. Joan lifted her head from Stan Wilson’s chest and brushed her disheveled blonde hair out of her eyes. She peered at him uncertainly.
“Darling… please… I didn’t want to… I didn’t…” she gasped, and then abruptly tears were filling her eyes and flowing down her cheeks. Deep sobs shook her shamefully naked body. “I didn’t want to…”
‘‘You’re nothing but a slut… a street-walking slut!” John stood with feet planted wide apart, his arm straight out in front of him with his outstretched middle finger pointing at her tearfully contorted face, “You disgust me… you like it… I heard you. You wanted every bit of it… I saw everything you were doing. And you loved it. One man isn’t enough for you!”
“But… but you were in the bedroom with two women. I saw you… I didn’t want to do it… they made me!”
“You lying bitch, that’s not what I saw… you were begging them to fuck you.”
The three men were carelessly lying across the bed, staring contemptuously at the outraged young husband, not caring what he planned to do with her now that they had finished with her. But John ignored all three of them as though they were not even there. Slowly, his shoulders slumped, and he turned to leave the room.
“Wait, darling… please,” Joan cried out trying to struggle off the bed. “Let me come with you… I love you…”
Turning slowly, the angry young husband faced her, and rasped out, “I don’t want you to come with me. Stay here… and act the whore. I don’t care. I’m leaving you. Maybe I can find a woman who will be satisfied with just one man.”
“You’re not being fair,” she accused him. “You wanted to do it! You wanted other women, too! You’re the one who started it!”
John shrugged his shoulders and sighed, “No matter… it doesn’t matter anymore.” Moving to the door he stepped into the hail and went quickly to the nearest exit where he walked outside into the fresh air, hoping that somewhere he could find the sanity he’d left behind three months before.



CHAPTER EIGHT


For thirty days and thirty intolerably long and lonely nights Joan was alone, her mind continuously gnawed by the thought of what had happened to her once happy life. She avoided the Kents, lay in bed most of the day, and drank too much.
At the start of her second month by herself she had a dream that she and John were back together and when she woke up her pillow was wet with tears.
That was the morning the letter arrived! Joan recognized John’s hand writing and quickly she ripped open the envelope, positive that her dream had been a good omen that John had changed his mind… that everything would be all right between them.
Eagerly the beautiful young blonde began reading, and then her hands began trembling and the words blurred as her tears splashed down onto the paper.
It was all there – the end, the painful ultimate ending – words written by the only man she’d ever loved. The words of regret, expressing the shame he felt, and then, his disappointment in his wife. “I’ve had a month to think about it and now I’m doubly sure that the earlier decision was the right thing to do. What we had is no more, and it can never be resurrected.”
Joan continued to read although she could barely see the words. John wrote that he was sure that there was no love on either of their parts any longer, and he definitely had no trust in a marriage that had become nothing more than a constant round of sexual orgies. Besides, Joan, I’ve never needed more than one woman to make me happy… and keep me content. I’m sorry about everything and hope that you'll find satisfaction in your quest for “sexual liberation”.
“Oh God,” she sobbed, and crumpled the letter up in her balled fist. It was all so unfair… John wouldn’t give her a chance to prove how much she still loved him. But she knew he was right about one thing. The beautiful love and marriage they had for five years had been destroyed. It was no more! But maybe, if they worked hard, there might be some hope! Surely what they had before was worth trying again.
She was still standing with the letter in her hand when the telephone rang. She ran to it, sure that it had to be John, who’d had second thoughts about sending the letter. “Hello… hello…” she sniffed.
“Hello, darling,” she heard Aunt Sara’s bubbling voice on the other end of the line. “You sound strange.”
“No… no… I’m all right…” the sobs were almost choking her, and the scalding tears were flowing harder than before.
“Are you still alone, honey?” Sara asked, having learned a week ago that John had left her.
“Yes, Aunt Sara… he wants a divorce.” There was a long pause then Sara’s voice, sounding almost pleased, came over the wire. “Look, darling, I’m on my way to New York, and it would be fun to have you along. I can introduce you to some really fantastic people. You’ll love them. Why don’t you come with me?”
“I’m too upset, Aunt Sara. I can never be happy again.”
“Oh come on, don’t be a silly goose,” the older woman teased. “We’ll have more fun than you’ve ever had… Happy? Happiness is relative, darling. You have a new life ahead of you. Excitement. Wonderful, entertaining friends, and lovers galore.”
Joan knew that she had to pull herself together, that unless she wanted to commit suicide and end it all, she would have to learn to live without John. Not being the type to take her own life, she abruptly decided her new beginning should be away from the place where she’d known such great happiness before. She waited only a second more, then closing her eyes in defeat, she said quietly, “All right, Sara. I’ll come!”
“Look, darling, meet me at International Airport at four o’clock this afternoon. I’ll have the tickets. Oh, this is going to be much fun.”
“I’ll be there,” Joan promised, then hung up the receiver. She stood by the telephone stand and stared around the room where she and John had been so happy in the past. The room blurred again and she made a futile effort to wipe the tears from her reddened eyes.
As the beautiful young blonde stood there, swaying and staring almost blankly around the room, she remembered her dream. Oh God, if only it could he true – could happen again! It was then she gave in to something she had wanted to do all day and night for the last thirty days.
She would call the apartment John had rented and beg him to give her another chance. She was positive that she could change his mmd if she only had a chance to prove her love for him.
Trembling with expectation, Joan quickly dialed the number, hoping that he hadn’t gone to work yet. She crossed her fingers and held her breath as the phone rang… and rang.
“Hello,” she heard a female voice answer.
“Is this the apartment of Mr. John Stanley?”
“Yes, it is, just a minute,” Joan heard the girl speaking, but not to her, “darling, it’s some woman. Wants to talk to you.”
Accepting defeat, blinded by tears, Joan slowly replaced the receiver and then, as she silently went to pack her belongings, she remembered a statement she had made to Bill the night they’d so thoughtlessly taught him about swapping, “It may work for some couples, but I’m sure, it doesn’t work for everyone.”
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