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CHAPTER ONE


"Oh Steve darling! Your cock's so hard! It feels so good in my mouth! Mmmmm…"
They made a striking contrast. The boy, no more than eighteen, was well tanned and his thick hair was black as jet. The woman was in her mid-twenties. Her skin was the palest of unblemished alabaster. It was so fine and smooth; it was the kind of skin one can't help wanting to touch, just to see if it is real. Her hair was long and thick, a startling shade of red-auburn. It flowed over her back and the boy's thighs and belly as she labored over his erect cock. Her pink lips slipped up and down along his cock-shaft. They left behind them a coating of saliva that shone in the light that filtered in through the boy's bedroom window.
There was no doubt it was a boy's bedroom. A display of hunting knives hung on one wall. Pictures of major league football stars covered most of the rest of the walls, from waist level up. On the floor was a pile of clothing. On the very top of the pile was a pair of lacy pink panties.
The ass of the red-headed lady, like the rest of her, was bare.
"God, Miss Pope… that feels great!" His eyes were shut tight as he rocked his head from side to side on the pillow. His lips were drawn back tightly over his teeth. The resulting expression was an intriguing struggle between joy and agony. "Oh yeah… do it like that…"
She had speeded up her bobbing pace over the boy's cock. He began to thrust his hips up off his bed to meet the downslide of her puckered lips. His response seemed only to egg the woman on to greater efforts. Her ass ground wantonly in the air behind her as she struggled to serve well the blood-engorged cock in her mouth.
Little bleats and moans of pleasure escaped her lips as she moved her head up and down, up and down over the fleshy cock-shaft. She was tireless, pausing from time to time only long enough to stab her tongue into the slit in the tip of the boy's cock. When she managed to find a savory sample of his cum-juice, her moans grew more wanton than ever. "Oh Steve… Your cum tastes so good, darling! I love to lick up your hot cum!"
Excited by her abandoned words, she dropped her head once again over his cock. She took all of it deep into her mouth, pausing only when his cock-tip was pressing against the back of her throat!
The boy had opened his eyes. He watched fascinated as the older woman did rousing lip-homage to his tingling cock. Though he had felt her mouth on his cock many times before, he never failed to be intensely impressed by the zeal and the talent of the woman who was his father's private secretary.
Once again the boy gave silent thanks for the good fortune that often called his father out-of-town on business. It thrilled Steve to think how shocked his father would be if he had any idea what good care Miss Pope took of his only son. Steve often wondered that his father took Miss Pope so much for granted. She had been working with him at his home office and downtown for over five years. Steve was convinced that his father had even forgotten what a beautiful woman the redhead was. Whenever Steve saw them together, his dad was barking out orders and Miss Pope had her head bent over her steno pad.
Even as an eleven year old, Steve had had a crush on Miss Pope. On her big round tits. Her ripe ass. Her beautiful face. He had never dreamed then that one day his most forbidden longings would be wanton reality.
He watched her pink lips form their lusty oval around his pulsing cock. His eyes searched out her breasts and watched them swaying beneath her as she moved. The large firm orbs were the same smooth white as the rest of her, except for her nipples. They were a very pale pink. They were excited now, and they stood out hard and proud from her bobbing spheres. He wanted to reach out and touch them, but they were just a little bit out of his reach. In his erotic abandon, Steve could not find the energy to move even that far. She was sucking his cock just right. He did not want to break her rhythm by moving.
His hips were the only part of him that he found the strength to move. He used them to shove his cock deep into Miss Pope's throat. He used them to drive a groan of unnerving passion from deep inside her.
Gwen Pope was as much aroused by the thought of what she was doing as by the actual sensations involved. It thrilled her to take the cock of the handsome young teenager and to suck it until he was a quivering mass of excitement. It had been three years since she had first seduced Steve. She and the boy had been carrying on their illicit affair right under the boy's father's roof. It pleased Gwen to think she was getting back at Rex Manners, Steve's father, by being lover to his son. She and Rex had been lovers in the early days of her employment. They still were, from time to time. It hurt her pride that he so often ignored her as a woman, turning instead to the part of her that was his efficient, tireless secretary. The boy gave her all the tenderness and gratitude that she longed to have from his father.
Steve's cock was long and slender in her mouth, and hard as a rock. She swirled her tongue around its bloated tip, then slipped the tight oval of her lips down until his crotch-hair made a bushy mustache on her upper lip. It made her pussy flare with moist excitement to hear his trembling moans of satisfaction. To taunt herself, she repeated the technique again and again, until the warm juices from her cunt were trickling down along the insides of her thighs. She ground her thighs together lustily as she labored.
The longer he watched her work, the more excited the boy felt. It was enough stimulus just to watch her wriggling whorishly over his cock, as though there were nothing in the world she would rather be doing. It was almost overwhelming to be able to feel her too. To feel her up close around his cock-tip as though they were making him prisoner to her greedy lust. To feel the darts of pleasure shoot through his entire naked body as her willing mouth sucked up his cock to the very end.
"Uuuhh!" He found the erotic energy at last to reach for her pink nipple. He pinched it cruelly, but she only whined with pleasure and moved her tits closer into his reach. His hand flew from one to the other, relishing the way the hard nipples grazed his palm as they circled over him.
"You sure are excited, aren't you, Miss Pope! I bet your pussy's excited too!" He could imagine how hot and wet her eager twat must be. The thought made him want to screw. He felt a sudden irresistible urge to take control of her building sexuality… to thrust his cock deep into her moist cunt until she was mewling in ecstatic forgetfulness.
The boy wasted no time in converting his thought to deed. He pulled his cock roughly from her mouth as he sat up. She accepted meekly his decision to change the tempo of their lovemaking. She let him maneuver her around so her firm flaring ass became a bare target for his hard cock. He could feel her trembling with anticipation as he parted her ass-cheeks to make way for his rock-hard cock.
His cock-tip found the fleshy yielding opening to her cunt. At that moment, restraint totally abandoned Steve. He knew only that he had to feel his cock buried in hot wet pussy.
He thrust forward. "Uuuh…" Every time it happened, he could not believe how tight her cunt felt. The first wave of pleasure almost robbed him of his self-control. But he gritted his teeth and he hung on. Then he began to screw her.
Gwen always got particularly aroused when the boy indicated his sexual preference as masterfully as he just had. It pleased her to think she had brought him from shy and awkward to a confident skilled lover. She realized there were probably plenty of young girls around who ought to be grateful to Gwen for what she had taught him. But Gwen did not want to hear about them. When she and the boy were together, she liked to pretend there was no one in the whole world but just the two of them.
She felt weak with excitement as his stiff cock forced her cunt-walls wide. She loved to be screwed from behind when she was kneeling before her lover like a bitch in heat. Steve knew about her preference, and he often obliged her by doing it her way. He was considerate, she thought. A considerate boy with a filling cock that was driving her to abandoned distraction. She let all thoughts flee from her mind as she squirmed her ass eagerly back to meet stroke after lusty stroke of young Steve's hard cock.
"Ohhhhhhh… Stevie-e-e… aaaaahhhhhh!"
The boy grinned. She never called him Stevie until she was well on the way to climax. Her wet pussy, as it clung to his hard-stroking cock, told him how excited she was. The thought and feel of her excitement inspired his. He drove his cock deep into her pussy. He pulled back quickly and shoved it into her again. The power and the passion were getting the best of Steve. All he could think about was how he wanted to do it to her over and aver and over again. The clutching dampness of her twat had become the center of Steve's youthful universe. "Oh Miss Pope! Your cunt's so hot on my cock! Jeez, it's good… jeez-z-z!"
Despite their long history of intimacy, it had never occurred to Steve to call his father's secretary by her given name. When she was working, she was so efficient, so downright awe-inspiring that he often found himself wondering if their affair was not just a jack-off fantasy he had invented for himself. When she was pinioned on the end of his stiff cock, she was a totally different person – wild, wanton, greedy for filling cock – but still he never lost the respect for her that made him still call her Miss Pope, even when he had his cock jammed to the hilt in her cunt.
Even when they were writhing in passion, Steve never forgot that she was more than ten years older than he was. And that, when it came to a struggle of wills outside the sexual arena, Miss Pope's word reigned supreme in the household.
Now, though, it was Steve's turgid cock that reigned supreme. He clenched his muscular buttocks and thrust his cock fiercely up into the older woman's pussy. His cock in her cunt was making a wet, sluicing noise that was the final indicator of how close Miss Pope was getting to the summit. Steve loved to hear her cries of orgasm, and he worked like a madman to make her climactic cries ring again in his ears.
Her cunt muscles clenched spasmodically around his cock and Steve realized that he too was getting close to the point of no return. Her pussy was tugging on him, demanding so much of his tireless cock that he knew it would not be content until it had robbed him of his life-giving juices. The thought of giving her a squishy cuntful of cum made him work all the harder.
"Steve… oh screw me harder, Stevie-e-e! Your cock's so good to my pussy, baby!" Her every nerve-ending afire, Gwen knew it would not be long before the delicious pressure building up in her belly would be released in a glorious wave of ecstasy. She worked for the achievement of that ultimate pleasure-filled moment. Even the boy himself faded from her consciousness, as nothing more than the vehicle that was carrying her whole being to such intense transports of lust. "Aaaaahhhhhhh… ohhhhhhh, I love to do it! I love it! God-d-d!"
The boy was just as obsessed with passion as she was. He grabbed cruel hold of her rounded ass-cheeks and forced her to hold steady while he shoved her full of lunge after lunge of tingling cock-shaft. There was a moment when he thought he could go on forever. But that moment quickly disappeared, driven into oblivion by the raunchy wails of the woman before him. Miss Pope was cumming!
"God-d! Oh God-d-d… I'm… I'm cummm-ing-g-g-g!" Her cries progressed from a great roar to feeble mewls that indicated her climax had robbed her of the last of her superhuman energy. But still she managed to keep squirming her ass back at the boy. Even in her abandon, she could not rest easy until she had what she wanted from him.
Her last pleading hip contortions were what coaxed Steve over the edge. He could not resist the prospect of filling up with juices a cunt that wanted it so much. He felt the first spurt of his climax, and then he was lost in a heady wash of pleasure. "I'm cumming too, Miss Pope! Oh… sweet pussy! Good hot pussy!"
They squirmed like rutting animals against one another until they were exhausted. The woman whimpered out her satisfaction at having her pussy full of cum, then she collapsed onto the bed. The boy was right on top of her.
The pressure of his body on hers pleased Gwen. It filled her full of the kinds of wanton feelings that had first goaded her into seducing the boy.
Three long, pleasure-packed years before…



CHAPTER TWO


Gwen Pope had been working for her boss Rex Manners for a couple of years but still she had not managed to figure out his young handsome son Steve. Rex often preferred to work at his office in his home rather than downtown in the hustle bustle of corporate headquarters. So Gwen saw a lot of the boy. They often ate their meals together. They had many long talks together, about outer space, about rattlesnakes, about football heroes – all the things the intelligent, active boy liked to talk about.
Yet Gwen sensed that there was always a distance between herself and the boy. She would have liked to close that distance. He was such a fine boy, so much like his father in looks yet so much more sensitive. Already sensing that she might never get Rex to propose marriage, Gwen felt a fierce hunger to make herself indispensable to the household in other ways. Like being a close friend to the motherless boy.
It frustrated her that Steve would let her get so close when they were discussing the NFL draft, yet would clam up when she tried to get down to more personal topics. She sensed a kind of fear in him, or a mistrust. It baffled her.
Soon after Steve's birthday, his father announced that he would be leaving for a two-week business trip to Europe. The boy was used to his father's absences. He didn't bat an eyelash when he was informed of the latest project. But Gwen was sure that underneath Steve felt a little lost. His father so seldom displayed affection. How could the boy know he was really loved?
Gwen decided to make the two weeks a special time for Steve. She would do her best to convince him that he need not feel lonely. There was someone close by who really cared.
In between her secretarial and house management duties, Gwen planned special things for her and Steve to do. They went to a baseball game. They went to the natural history museum. Gwen grew distressed when she realized that, the more time they spent together, the more strained the boy grew in her presence. She wondered if there were something wrong with her. Her feelings were hurt.
On a Sunday afternoon, she planned a picnic in the countryside not far from the Manners' large comfortable home. They spread a blanket near a stream. They fished for a while, neither one minding that they did not catch anything. Gwen spread out the deviled eggs and the ham and the homemade bread that she had brought along to entice Steve's growing appetite. She got more pleasure from watching him eat than she did from her own tastebuds. It pleased her to be able to please him.
"Steve?"
"Hmmm…?" There was not much more he could say with a mouthful of egg and ham.
"Is there something about me…" She was reluctant to go on, but she knew she had to do it. She could not rest easy until she knew. "… well… something you don't like?" She realized her heart was pounding. His answer meant a great deal to her.
"Heck no!" he replied at once. He blushed, then continued more quietly. "You're the nicest secretary my dad ever had, Miss Pope."
She took his first spontaneous response more seriously than his added careful explanation. She flushed with pleasure. "Then why… well, Steve, I just don't understand why you seem so nervous around me, when we're alone together."
He looked away from her, pretending to concentrate on his fishing pole which hung just as quietly in the water as he had before. She knew he had not forgotten her question.
"If it's something about me that bugs you, Steve, I'd like to know about it. Honest. I really want us to be friends. I think you're very nice, Steve, and it hurts me when I think there's something about me that keeps us from being good friends."
The look on his face was getting strained, as though he were holding his breath. She sensed he was struggling with himself. There were words trying to get out, but he did not know if he should dare. They exploded from his lips all at once. "It's just that you're awfully pretty, Miss Pope! I can't help it! I just get nervous around a beautiful woman!"
The youthful frustration of his confession touched Gwen deeply. Completely unexpectedly, it set up a hungry throbbing in her pussy. She grinned at him tenderly and reached out to stroke his face. His skin was soft and smooth to the touch. Her fingertips trembled as they grazed his cheek.
She did not recognize the moment when she made her awesome decision, but suddenly she was doing something she had had no conscious intention of doing.
She was kissing him. Kissing him hard.
Her tongue forced its way in between his lips and searched for his tongue. His mouth felt awkward under her touch, but it was that very awkwardness that excited her so much. He was so young and beautiful. So innocent to the joys of erotic abandon.
And he thought she was beautiful!
Before she could let herself reconsider her lecherous boldness, she was breaking new ground. Her hand was roaming freely over his body. He wore only shorts and a t-shirt. She relished the hard feel of his developing muscles. It came as a shock when she found his young cock, stiff and swollen under his shorts.
She had been caressing him without thinking of the consequences. She had been relishing the parts of him that still labeled him a young boy. Suddenly she had found the part that could make him a man!
"Mmmmm…" She moaned and began to caress the bulge more eagerly. Though she did not dare think very far ahead in her lusty game, she could feel her cunt flaring wetly underneath her shorts. She sensed more than thought about the obscene association her body was making between his aroused cock and her moistly seeping pussy.
The boy was totally overwhelmed by the suddenness of the woman's assault and more than that, by the excitement.
For two long years, he had been struggling against the forbidden impulses that struck him every time he looked at the lush swells of Miss Pope's big tits. Every time he watched her ass wriggling under the snug-fitting skirts she wore.
Steve spent a lot of time looking at the stash of girlie magazines he had found in his dad's closet. But the sight of all those naked women could not stir him so much as the real-life presence of Miss Pope and her lush full-bodied figure. Even with all her clothes on – which was the only way he ever saw her – she was sexier to Steve than a year's collection of best-of-the-month pin-ups.
Her red hair fascinated him. He always wondered if it was just as red on her pussy as it was on her head. Thoughts like that embarrassed Steve. They made him feel self-conscious in the older woman's presence. It had astounded him to learn that she had thought he did not like her… when his problem was he liked her too much!
To have her kissing him and touching his cock through his shorts was almost more than he could handle. He grew tense, afraid he might lose his cool completely. Afraid he might leave a wet stain on the front of shorts… and and that she would despise him then.
But the harder she pressed him, the less time Steve had to worry about things that were not contained in the present ecstatic moment. He could feel his cock throbbing lustily under her hand, responding to the erotic tease of having her so close to his pulsing cock, separated only by his thin shorts.
He struggled to kiss her back, the way she was kissing him. It was tricky to figure out how to get his tongue around hers and up into her mouth. But he enjoyed the learning process. Her moaning responses excited him. They excited him enough to make him bold enough to reach for her tits – the round bobbing tits that had been hypnotizing him for the past two years.
"Oh, Miss Pope…" he groaned. He could not help it! Even through a bra and her blouse, her tit felt wonderful! It yielded slightly to his touch. He grabbed for the other one. He had one in each hand! It was the proudest, most exciting moment of Steve's young life!
"Oh… God… that feels so good, Steve darling!" Immediately she planted her mouth back on his and began to twirl her tongue more luridly than ever up inside his mouth. Though she had not planned their forbidden encounter ahead of time, from the first taste of his lips, she had known that that was what she wanted. She had known it with every fiber of her being. Her beating heart. Her trembling fingertips. Her hot pulsing cunt.
The thought that she had aroused in the boy a passion to match her own made Gwen delirious with pleasure. Though his hands clutched her breasts awkwardly, with an obvious lack of experience, every touch was a tiny explosion of pleasure. With explosion heaped upon explosion, Gwen was rapidly losing hold of even the tiny shreds that remained of her self-control.
The last straw came when the boy mumbled innocently, "I can't believe it, Miss Pope! This is what I've been dreaming about for so long!"
That was all the encouragement she needed. Now she knew why Steve had been so stand-offish with her. He did not trust himself. He desired her as a woman.
She aroused the man in him! She aroused his hard throbbing cock!
Every doubt was cast aside as she felt herself flooded with the joyous certainty that what was happening was what they both wanted. Pleasant as his hands felt on her tits, there were other things she wanted to get on with. She forced Steve to lie down on his back on their picnic blanket. Pushing their provisions to one side, she helped Steve pull down his shorts until they were clinging around his knees. She kneeled next to him with the beating shaft of his cock in her hand. The feel of its sturdy arousal made her almost faint with passion.
She looked at the boy. Clearly he was, if possible, even more excited than she. His eyes were clouded with lust. They wore an almost pleading expression as her hand slid gently over his hardened cock. She felt more convinced than ever that what she was about to do was the right thing.
She bent forward and took his swollen cock-head between her lips. She formed a tight oval around his fleshy cock and slid her mouth down until her lips were pressed against his groin. She had a filling mouthful of young Steve Manners' cock. Her pussy tingled in lusty satisfaction.
"Uuuuuuuuhhh…" Steve reached for the picnic basket to one side of him and the grass on the other. He was looking for anything to hold onto. Anything to force himself against terrible onslaught of pleasure. His father's secretary had his hard cock up inside her wet mouth! The hot sun was heating down on both of them, witnessing their passion.
It was crazy! But the incredible thrills shooting through his exposed nerve-endings told him beyond the shadow of a doubt that this was no wet drew. This was more! Much, much more! "Uuuuhhh, Miss Pope… uh, that's terrific!"
He was not sure exactly what she was doing. At times the feelings felt light and uneven. Then they grew much more hot and purposeful. Her lips slid up and down along his cock-shaft. Her tongue was playing with him. The boy was totally at the mercy of the older woman's inspired lovemaking. He received every suck and lick with bleating moans of appreciation. Steve had never felt so weak… nor so sure of the dawning power of his manhood.
From this day forth, Steve would be someone new. Not just a boy. A young man on the brink of adulthood.
"Mmmmmmmmmm… your your cock tastes so good, Stevie!" The redhead's whole body quivered with the intensity of her emotion. For so long, she had been obsessed with the idea of becoming Steve Manners' friend. She had been even more sensitive to his prim disapproval than she was to that of his father.
It had been a shocking discovery to realize that what she really wanted from the boy was the first taste of his manhood. But as soon as she saw the significance of her interest in the boy, she felt as if she had released an incredible shock-wave of emotion. Once she knew she wanted him, she could let out all the frustrated hunger that let her know just how much she wanted him. Once she had his hard cock in her mouth, she could shower on it all the savage zeal of her infatuation with a boy more than ten years her junior.
It all flowed out of her. All her suppressed forbidden passion. It surged from her supple lips down through the turgid shaft of the teenagers cock.
Gwen had never appreciated so much the fleshy feel of an excited cock inside her mouth. She moaned lustily as her lips nibbled at Steve's inflated cock-tip. While her lips made an oval to slide down his cock-shaft, her tongue licked his cock-tip as though it were a large tasty ice cream cone. Her head bobbed up and down, repeating the obscene motions over and over again. The redhead could not remember when she had felt so totally carried away by sensual rapture. His cock was exactly what she wanted. The tangy flavor of his seeping seminal fluid jarred her senses and made her moist twat squirm with excitement.
The boy was as far gone as Gwen was. He lay oblivious beneath the warm rays of the afternoon sun, letting the raw pleasure surge through him. He was with her mouth at every jerk and suck. He felt her lick his cock-tip. He felt her lips close tight to suck his cock to tingling rigidity. The thrill of her ministrations was so consuming, he even forgot to worry about whether he would be able to maintain his self-control long enough to impress her.
Yet the joy was tugging on him, puffing him higher and higher. With every move of her talented mouth, Steve was crawling closer to the inevitable. It bit him all at once, in one consuming gust of flooding ecstasy. He felt his cum-juices spurting into her mouth. An ecstatic grin broke over his face. It felt right, so right, to be giving Miss Pope a hot mouthful of his love-juices.
"Mmmmmmmmmmm…" Delirious with pleasure, Gwen sucked and nibbled at Steve's cock until it was only a limp remnant of what it had been a few minutes before. Still she sucked on him, ever so softly. Her head rested on his thigh as she savored the contented glow of aftermath.
It pleased her to think there was still more than a week before Rex returned from Europe. There were so many things for her and the boss' son to explore before then!
And she and young Steve had continued to explore, for three years. He was still as infatuated as ever with his boss' secretary. But it was different now. He knew Miss Pope. He knew every lush squirming inch of her as well as he knew the hungers of his lusty cock.
Steve had seduced many young girls since his first experience with Miss Pope. But he was always on the lookout for more adventures. And he still liked older women best…



CHAPTER THREE


Martha Roy was almost always harried when her husband Frank was around. She was a nervous woman, and Frank knew how to get to her. She was always ready to jump in his presence, sure that he would somehow or other manage to find something to scold her over. At times she had thought of leaving Frank. It seemed wrong to spend so much of her life feeling miserable. Yet the courage or the determination always failed her. She stuck around, and she continued to worry about how to please Frank.
The scrambled eggs and bacon were sitting at his place at the table, waiting for him. Martha began to fidget. She knew how Frank hated cold eggs. She tugged absently at the ties of her robe. She would give him two more minutes, then she would put his breakfast in the oven.
Just at that moment Frank appeared. He was freshly shaven. He wore a clean, neatly pressed shirt. He looked handsome, Martha thought, even though he was carrying an unnecessary twenty pounds around his middle.
He rubbed his hands together in anticipation when he saw the food. He scarcely looked at his wife. She stood by the stove watching him as he wolfed down his meal. Long ago, Martha had given up trying to make breakfast time conversation. Frank spent his breakfasts with the sports page. Martha had her breakfast after he left for the high school. The arrangement kept peace in the family.
"Will you make me some more toast, Martha? I'm hungry as a bull this morning." He looked up at his wife over the paper. "What the hell are you looking so hangdog about? God, woman, why don't you comb your hair in the morning and try to make yourself look civilized? Shit, how's a guy supposed to get it up around something that looks like that?"
He went back to his sports page. Martha waited for the toast to pop. She was used to his disparaging remarks. There had been a time when she felt she did not deserve them. She had tried to keep herself pretty-looking, but Frank did not even seem to notice. Lately she had given up wearing makeup and arranging her hair in the morning. There seemed no point. She was thirty now. No one noticed her. She might as well make herself worthy of Frank's cutting comments.
Yet still they hurt. Martha had been twenty when she married Frank, who had been almost thirty. She had been crazy about the big handsome athlete who had just given up a minor league football career to become a high school coach. She had expected life with Frank to be warm and loving and secure. She had expected a family.
But Frank had soon made it clear that he did not want kids around. "I get enough of them at school," he told her. Martha had soon grown bored with her life as a housewife, but Frank had forbidden her to go to work. He made it clear that as far as he was concerned, her job as his wife was a full time concern.
Bored and frustrated, still Martha stayed with her big, hard-drinking husband. While he drank beer and watched TV, she read romance magazines about the things in life that seemed to be passing her by. She felt all her hurts and anxieties catching up with her as she stood over the toaster. Tears flowed down her cheeks. She tried not to sniffle to give herself away. She knew how Frank hated her to cry.
But she could not help herself. The tears flowed faster and she had to sniff to get air into her lungs.
"Where the hell's my toast? And what the hell's the matter with you?" he demanded roughly.
"N-n-nothing…"
"Ah shit… don't tell me you're going to pull one of your self-pitying acts again!" He threw his fork down onto his plate and stood up. Martha cringed. She hoped this was not the beginning of one of her husband's temper tantrums. She did not think she could take it this morning.
But instead of flying into a temper, Frank grabbed hold of his wife and bent her rudely over the kitchen sink. He lifted up her robe to reveal the still shapely cheeks of her ass. He caressed them roughly. His actions aroused the lust latent in his balls. His cock began to strain against his trousers. "I know what's the matter with you, woman! I haven't screwed you for a couple of days. You're probably climbing the walls with horniness… am I right… cunt?"
He liked to tease her by goading her about her bottomless sexual appetite. Martha did like to make love. It was the only thing she did in life that was really intense, really meaningful to her. She responded wantonly to Frank's frequent sexual advances, but she often wished, he would be more tender with her. She longed for a lover who would be more romantic… who would compliment her and woo her and whisk her away with his gallantry. That was the kind of lover she read about in her magazines. It was not the kind of lover she had for a husband.
Frank slipped his hand in along her buttocks and grabbed at the slightly swollen flanges of her cunt. "Just as I thought! It's hot and wet already! Well, don't worry, Martha my girl! I'll give you what you need! After all, what's a husband for!"
Quickly he unzipped his fly and pulled out the swelling shaft of his cock. While he held the hem of her robe above her waist with one hand, he guided his cock-tip in toward her cunt with the other. When his cock found the soft fleshy place, it shoved forward. He grunted as he drove his cock in all the way to the hilt. Her cunt-walls closed around his cock and squeezed it tight. "You're a greedy little bitch, aren't you, Martha? Shit, give me a minute woman! I'll screw you good! Don't you fret!"
Though she felt humiliated by the rough way her husband was using her, still Martha could not help responding to the filling thick presence of his engorged cock.
"Uuuuuuuhhh… Oooohhh. Oooohhh God-d-d!" Tears forgotten, she began to wiggle her ass back to meet the steady fierce lunges of Frank's fat cock.
"There! What'd I tell you! This was all you needed all along, woman!" The big man gritted his teeth and closed his eyes as he hunched his hips forward to fill his wife's twat with pulsing cock. Frank had just had a good meal. One sense stimulated another. It felt good to satisfy his cock's hunger once his belly had been fed. His two extra pieces of toast lay forgotten on the counter while the man concentrated all his pent-up energy on soundly reaming his wife's cunt. "Shit, one thing I've got to say about you, Martha! Your cunt's still as tight as it was the first time I screwed you."
Even this grudging obscene compliment was eagerly lapped up by the neglected woman. Though her external appearance never seemed to satisfy him any more, her cunt still pleased him. She ground her ass round and round, maneuvering her pelvis to find new angles for his cock to penetrate her pussy. She was playing her best feature to best advantage. She wanted to wow him with the hot supple talents of her eager cunt! "Ooooooooo… oh Frank, your cock feels so good, honey!"
"You're damned right it does. Shit! Move that sweet ass, woman!" He watched her trim ass-cheeks revolve in first one direction and then another. He reached around and up under her robe to squeeze her nipples. They were already hard, but his crude caresses made them harder. They stood out like stiff digits from the peaks of her swaying breasts. "Oh, feel these nipples! They're hard as pebbles! You sure wouldn't know it to look at you, Martha, but you're a whore at heart, you know that woman!"
Again his crude comment wounded her. But it excited her too. Even the idea of being a whore – if only for a few minutes and right in her own kitchen – seemed more exciting than being an aging unappetizing housewife. Martha's self-esteem was highest when her adrenaline was flowing and her cunt was getting a good drubbing from hard filling cock. She felt on top of the world then. She felt like she was beautiful and sexy and desirable. She didn't need him to compliment her! She just needed him to screw her! Hard and deep and often!
Recklessly, she thrust her buttocks back to challenge the solid in-strokes of her husband's cock. The harder he screwed her, the more abandoned grew her own answering lunges. She braced herself against the edge of the sink and thrust her ass back with all her might. His cock was in her deep! She loved it that way! "Ooooooooohhh… oh God, I love it! I love it, Frank honey!"
Frank was panting hard, but still the stroking of his stiff cock never faltered. "I know you do, cunt! Shit, it's lucky I'm a born athlete! I'm the only man who could ever keep up with you!" It was a pleasing way to start the day for Frank. With his wife bent half naked over the kitchen sink while he got himself a day's supply of hot-pussy massage.
Absorbed as he was in the pleasures of his hard cock, Frank still realized he must soon be off for work. He began to stroke Martha's pussy with the intention of exciting himself to orgasm. He was working now to give his wife her day's supply of hot cock-jism. "You just keep doing it like that, woman, and you're going to have yourself a pussy full of cum in no time!"
He slapped her on the ass to egg her on. Like a high-slanted race horse, she responded to the encouragement. Whining and mewling incoherently, she slammed her ass back at her husband's loins again and again. She felt his cock-tip strike her cervix, yet still she kept on laboring. Nothing could hurt her now. She was a panting cauldron of pleasure! She was a bottomless pit of lust. Aroused as she was, she could admit it now. She didn't mind being a greedy whore when she was high on the erotic tide of abandon.
"Do it to meee, Frank! Screw meeeeee!" She shivered as she realized how totally she was under the influence of the man's sexual power. He was the same man who ignored her and abused her and criticized her by turns. Yet when it came to his cock in her cunt, she forgot all her grievances against him and restored her soul with the filling massage of his thick cock. She bent over shamelessly before him and begged for more of his hard cock in her needing pussy!
Frank grunted. His wife moaned. The aroma of sex replaced that of toast in the kitchen. The air was tense with the effort that both Frank and Martha were putting out. Each was striving for their own orgasm. Each was absorbed in the restorative power of cock-cunt massage. Time seemed to stand still as they hovered on the brink of crisis.
Martha broke the tension with the wailing cry that proclaimed her great orgasm. "Ooooooohhh… jeeez-z-z! Oooooohhh I'm-m… cummmmm-ing-g-g-g!"
Frank's tense expression relaxed into a grin as he felt himself yielding to the hot tug of his wife's spasming pussy. He relished the lusty sensation of spilling his load deep into her cunt. He held himself flat against her ass until he was sure she had gotten every drop he had to offer. Then he backed away. His limp cock slipped from her cunt with a little popping sound. "Oo-ee, your pussy sure felt good, baby! Now make me some more toast while I go upstairs to wash up."
So quickly it all vanished. For a little while, Martha had felt special. She was an erotic, abandoned, fulfilled woman. Now, suddenly, she was reduced again to the status of Frank Roy's slave.
Her cunt was still throbbing with pleasure. But it would have felt so much sweeter if he had stayed for a while to hold her and kiss her and tell her how wonderful she was. Just once, it would have been so nice. This time, she had less trouble fighting back the tears that wanted to fall. She had some small consolation to see her through the day. She had a well-screwed pussy to show for her status as Frank Roy's wife!
Though her husband called her a whore, Martha knew better. She was just a normal woman who wanted some romance in her life. Some tenderness.
She knew she would never get them from Frank Roy.



CHAPTER FOUR


Frank called later that day to inform his wife that he would be holding an extra football practice after school. He would not have time to go out for dinner, so he wanted Martha to bring him down a meal. For his wife, it was an hour's ride each way on the bus. But that never occurred to Frank. He knew what he wanted and he did not ask for it. He demanded it.
Martha seldom went to the school. She felt shy of confronting other teachers or her husband's students. She feared what they might think of her. She took time in front of the mirror, trying to arrange her long pale-blonde hair into a twist. She normally wore it in a drab ponytail, but she wanted to convey the right image at the school. She knew Frank would nag her if she didn't. She put on a little eye makeup and some lipstick. She put in her contact lenses, which she seldom wore because they were a little more trouble than glasses and who was looking anyway.
Her image in the mirror when she was ready to leave surprised Martha. She had let Frank's neglect convince her that she was no longer an attractive woman. The mirror told her something else.
It told her she had high round firm breasts and a tight pert ass. It told her she had a headful of pretty, naturally blonde hair. It told her that her face, though on the thin side, had a gaunt beauty that was reminiscent of a painting by an old Dutch master.
She smiled at herself before heading out the door. Her husband had treated her like his own private whore before he left for work that morning. Though his lovemaking had felt intensely good, Martha had gradually drifted into the old depression about being nothing but a neglected workhorse. Now, she was feeling good again. She felt good because she could see that she was still a beautiful and desirable woman.
And she was going to be out of the house for the afternoon. It would be fun to get out, to have something to do, even if it was only an errand for her husband.
There was a group of boys gathered around her husband when Martha arrived at the school gym. She saw Frank look right at her, but he continued to give his instructions for the next phase of the boys' calisthenics. He was not the kind of guy to interrupt what he was doing just because his wife had arrived.
Martha sat dejectedly in the bleachers watching the boys work out or talk to their coach by turns. On the ride over, she had been testing herself with strange men, to see how many turned to look at her. She had gotten good results, and she had been feeling good when she arrived. Somehow she had been expecting her husband's attitude to have changed because her own had. She was beginning to feel as faded and neglected as ever.
At last Frank waved her over. "Hey, Martha! Come on over here!"
She approached dutifully with the bag lunch. She was not expecting the amount of attention she was getting from the coach's boys. Several of them were watching her. She could not mistake the admiration in their gaze. She blushed. "Hello, boys," she said shyly, looking directly at a young blond boy who looked just as embarrassed as she felt.
"Hello, Frank dear. I hope I got here in time."
Her confidence had just received a transfusion. She waited for Frank to notice her appearance. He did not. "I hope you didn't bring sandwiches, for Chrissakes. I had sandwiches for lunch."
"I brought you a meat pie. I thought you could heat it up in the microwave in the kitchen. There're some cookies and grapes and a coleslaw salad too."
"Oh." He looked mollified, but he said nothing more about the food. "Well, I guess you'll have to excuse me, Martha. The boys and me have got a lot of work to do if we're going to have us a good team this season."
Feeling herself dismissed, Martha began to edge toward the door of the gym. She saw the eyes of the blond boy following her. She smiled at him. He smiled back, then turned away. Martha was still trying to understand the strange pounding in her heart when a young guy addressed her.
"Can I see you to your car, Mrs. Roy?"
She turned to meet the intent stare of a handsome boy with, jet-black hair. She had watched him working out on the gym floor. He seemed an unusually strong boy. She guessed he might be one of her husband's star players. She was confused and flattered by his interest. "I… I don't drive. I'll be taking the bus home."
"Okay, then I'll see you to the bus. The coach told me to make sure you get out of here okay."
Martha felt a sudden surge of resentment. Trust Frank to make sure she got out of his hair as quickly and efficiently as possible! "I found my way in…" She paused, looking for his name.
"I'm Steve, ma'am. Steve Manners."
"Well, thank you for your offer of assistance, Steve. But I'll be just fine. You don't want to go outside all lathered up like that. You might catch a chill."
He laughed. "Heck! Us football players are tough! Okay, Mrs. Roy, if you're sure you're all right."
"Good-bye, Steve." She watched his muscular young body in shorts and t-shirt head back to the gym floor. This time it was not her heart but her pussy that started to throb noticeably. She shook her head as though to shake off the feeling and left the gym.
When she got home, Martha made herself a stiff drink. She had gotten into the habit of having a few drinks when she was alone in the evenings. The alcohol cheered her up. It helped her forget how bored she was. It helped her feel good, all over.
She propped herself up in bed with her bottle of scotch and her tray of ice beside her. She had moved the smaller TV into the bedroom where she could watch it and be comfortable.
This time she was paying little attention to the story line on the television. She was preoccupied with memories of her visit to the school. Her encounter with her husband had been the same as usual. Nothing unexpected about that.
What was unexpected was the blonde's reaction to the handsome guys under Frank's supervision. Two boys in particular.
The blond boy with the shy smile.
And the black-haired boy with the ego and the confidence. Not to mention the lean hard-muscled young body.
After she had gotten over her disappointment at not having children, Martha had ceased to pay much attention to other people's kids. It hurt too much to think that they might have been her own children in different circumstances.
At the age of thirty, she felt the generation gap when she was around teenagers. She had no idea how to communicate with them. She felt they were politely scornful of her.
But those two handsome boys had changed all her old notions about teenagers. They had been friendly. They had smiled at her. They had looked at her as if she were an interesting, attractive person – not just an older person.
More than any of those things, they had made her feel like a woman. A beautiful woman.
When she thought of the way the blond boy looked at per, her pussy throbbed. Automatically, she reached down to stroke it. She often stroked herself when she was alone and feeling kind of high. Most of the time she never thought about anyone in particular when she did it. She just thought about a handsome romantic lover who would hold her and coax her in and out of wild intense lovemaking.
Tonight, she thought about the boys. Her cunt grew so hot that she pulled up her skirt and inserted her fingers into her panties. She found her clitoris already hard and throbbing with lust. She put a finger on either side of the sensitized nubbin and began to vibrate it.
"Ooooohhh…" She moaned softly and rocked her head from side to side on the pillows that propped her up. She ground her ass down into the mattress. It felt deliciously sinful to be sitting on her bed with her skirt pulled up and her hand in her panties. With the alcohol racing through her bloodstream she felt above shame. She felt lusty and aroused and eager for adventure. She felt eager for the hard cocks of those boys she had looked at that afternoon.
"God, I mustn't think that," she murmured in competition with the toothpaste ad that was blaring from the TV set. Yet her mouth curled in a little smile and she did think that. She thought about what it would feel like to caress the hard muscles underneath Steve's t-shirt. Her husband had had hard muscles too when she married him. His body had excited her intensely. Now it was his cock that excited her. He no longer had that wiry well-honed physique of active youth.
And even her husband had never been so young nor so tender-looking since Martha had known him. He had been close to thirty when they met. She had missed his vulnerable youth. She had never made love to a body so pure as that of the dark-haired boy or of the blond. She wondered if she had missed something. Her throbbing clitoris told her she had.
As she grew more aroused, she rubbed her hand more abandonedly over her hot wet cunt. She took another long drink of scotch, then she stabbed a finger deep up inside her pussy. Her cunt-muscles locked hold of it greedily. She sent a second finger up to join the first. That was more filling. That stretched her more. "Uuuuuhhh… God, I love to feel good!" She began to work her obscene phallus in and out of her craving twat.
She worked her panties down over her rounded ass-cheeks until they were far enough down that she could pull one leg free. She spread her thighs wide apart, relishing her abandon as she recklessly skewered her fingers in and out of her aroused pussy.
The smile of the blond-haired boy leapt into her mind. She remembered how his shyness had touched her. He obviously had felt embarrassed about the feelings that looking at her provoked. Her own excitement had embarrassed Martha then. But, looking back on it, she felt only the naked desire. She could imagine that such an untouched boy would be the perfect lover. He would do all the things she wished Frank would do, but knew he would never do.
She could imagine the awe the boy would feel if she let him touch her breast or her pussy. The thought of his trembling admiration made her cunt spew forth moisture. She worked her fingers more harshly. She shoved them as deep as she could get them into her cunt. She reached inside her blouse, inside her bra and pinched her nipple. She pinched it as hard as Frank did in the throes of passion, but this time she felt no contradictory signal of shame. She did not have to worry now that Frank was using her body disrespectfully and belittling her because she responded so readily. When she taught of the boy, she did not feel the guilt and confusion she felt when she had sex with her husband.
She thought of the boy, of both boys, as purity, as romance, as innocence and youth. She could not imagine that they would ever look at a woman as a mere object for their self-indulgent lusts.
She stared at the TV set, but she did not see the picture projected there. She saw the blond boy. She saw his big blue eyes wide with wonder as he watched her stroke her pussy to wet distraction. With the alcohol pulsing through her veins, distorting her thoughts, Martha reveled in the depraved thought of playing with herself in front of the inexperienced boy.
She was sure he was inexperienced because of the way he had looked shyly away when she smiled at him. He was uneasy with her because she was a woman. He was a babe in the woods on the verge of manhood. She could teach him so much. She could teach him to be the kind of lover she had always wanted to have. And, at the same time, she could grasp hold of the tenderness and romance that were so woefully lacking in her life.
"Oh God, it would be so beautiful, honey! If I could have you here with me! If I could have both of you here with me!" The higher she got the more fantastic Martha's dreams became. Her hand smacked against her clitoris each time she stoked her fingers deep into her cunt. The jolts of pleasure shot darts of arousal through every nerve-ending. She was trembling like a leaf in a high breeze. She knew she was getting close to climax. In her abandoned state, she let herself think about whatever came to mind that might help her over the last hurdle to wallowing forgetful ecstasy.
She could imagine herself with a naked boy stretched out on either side of her. Each of them would have a hard-on pressing against her sensitive flesh. She would be so wet and hot, so willing to serve their every lustful need. "Oh God, I feel so good! I feel sooooo good-d-d!" With the alcohol for ally, Martha was riding on top of the world. She, was shameless. She was beautiful in the full flush of her hunger. She could feel her clitoris starting to spasm, and she pulled her knees up and drove her fingers deep, deep into her cunt. She wailed like a wounded animal when the orgasm struck her. She shut her eyes tight and let herself flow with pleasure.
"Oh God, it feels good to cummmmmm…" In the oblivion of climax, Martha did not need anyone, not even the memory of the boys. She felt wave after wave of tingling joy shake her shapely body as she pulled herself up tense. Gradually, with the tension freed from her, she let go. She stretched out and relaxed. Her fingers were still inside her pussy as she started to drift into sleep.
As consciousness slowly left her, Martha found herself regretting that once the crisis was past, the guilt started flowing in. She knew that, when she woke up she would be shocked with herself for fantasizing such things about two innocent young boys. She was still tipsy enough now to let herself enjoy just a few more moments of mindless pleasure before her vigilant conscience took over.
Her pussy could still throb guilt-free around her wet embedded fingers.



CHAPTER FIVE


As usual, Frank was sitting over his breakfast with his face buried in the sports page of the morning paper. Martha watched him from her post beside the stove, wondering if he had heard her any of the three times she had asked him about her dentist's appointment. She decided she would try just one time more.
"Frank?"
"Mm?"
"I have to be at the dentist's today at three o'clock. You know there aren't any buses going that way and a taxi would cost a fortune. Do you think you could take some time away from the school and drive me?"
"Mm?"
Martha's heart sank. It seemed hopeless. It was so seldom she asked him for a favor, but even then she could not wring any kind of cooperation from him.
"Holy shit! I should have left five minutes ago! Why didn't you tell me?" Suddenly, he rushed from the table and tucked his paper in with his lunch bag. "I'll see you later, Martha. Try to have a good day." He didn't even look at her before he turned to let himself out the back door.
"Are you going to be here at two thirty, Frank?"
"Sure… sure… sure… bye…"
Martha had rationalized her lurid fantasies of a couple of days before by blaming Frank for them. If her husband took better care of her, she would not have to day dream about young boys with attractive smiles. She would not feel starved for little gestures that showed her she was beautiful or that she was worthy of love. She would not be blushing like a schoolgirl when a schoolboy grinned at her.
Her resentment against her husband made her stubborn. Instead of making other arrangements to get to the dentist, she would sit at home and wait for Frank to pick her up. When he did not show up, she would be angry about missing her appointment. She would let him know she was angry. The pale blonde decided it was time she started showing Frank she was not a household fixture to be ignored or pushed around whenever he felt like it.
She only hoped she would have the courage to carry out her plan. She was sick and tired of feeling like a non-person.
At two-thirty there was no sign of Frank. But there came a knock at the front door just at the point when Martha had decided to take off her good dress. She was shocked to discover that her escort was the same dark-haired boy who had offered to see her to her car at the school gym.
Nervously, she reached up to smooth her ponytail into place. She knew she did not look so pretty as she had the other day. She regretted that she had not taken more trouble with her appearance. There had seemed no point, when only Frank and her sixty-year-old dentist would be seeing her. She had never expected to see the handsome black-haired boy again.
"Steve, isn't it?" She tried to keep her manner casual. The thought that the boy might detect her excitement terrified her. "Please come in."
"The coach sent me to drive you to the dentist's, Mrs. Roy. I've got his car waiting out front."
"Oh… Oh." Again Martha smoothed her hair. She smoothed, down the folds of her pale green dress. It was hard for her to think. "Well, that's very nice of you, Steve. I guess I'm all ready."
"It's my pleasure, to help a pretty lady, ma'am. Besides, I'd do anything to miss English lit, and that's just what I'm missing right now."
They said little to one another on the drive over to the dentist's. Steve observed the older woman from time to time from the corner of his eye. Once or twice, he caught her looking shyly back. Each time, she blushed and looked away.
The first time he met his coach's wife, Steve had realized she was a shy, insecure woman. She carried herself in a way that indicated she did not even expect anyone to see her. Steve thought she probably had no idea how beautiful she was. Beautiful women were usually more sure of themselves than was Mrs. Roy.
The boy had noted that the coach did not seem to pay any more attention to his wife than his dad did to Miss Pope. But, while Miss Pope could cover herself well with a calm confident manner, Mrs. Roy acted in a way that showed she felt downtrodden and neglected.
The boy's heart went out to the older woman who sat nervously in her seat watching the road ahead. His cock throbbed in his jeans as he cast a furtive glance at her ripe out-thrusting tits. It seemed a waste to Steve that tits like Mrs. Roy's should go feeling neglected.
It was only on the way back from the dentist that the woman started up a conversation. "It's certainly nice to know that I have good healthy teeth. I always get nervous when I go to the dentist. Don't you?"
"Sure. But guys aren't supposed to show that kind of thing. We're supposed to be tough."
"Yes. That's the way your coach wants you, I suppose."
"Coach Roy's an okay guy. He's won our school a lot of ball games. He's tough all right, and he expects us to be just as tough or tougher. But I don't like to be tough all the time."
"No?" Martha turned to the handsome boy as he guided the car safely into her driveway. "How do you like to be when you're not being tough?" All during the ride, Martha's emotions had been wavering from one extreme to another. She blushed with shame when she remembered the erotic daydreams she had been entertaining about the boy the other day. She blushed with pleasure when she found him looking at her with those tender eyes that told her he really saw her and he liked what he saw.
"A guy's got to know how to be tender too. No woman wants a guy who's always being tough."
She thought how wise he was, and how handsome. She wished her husband might listen to this boy sometime. Maybe he would learn something. "Why don't you come in for a minute, Steve? The least I can do is give you some pie and milk."
"Sounds good to me." Steve walked behind her into the house. Her dress was full and flowed loosely over her hips. But still he could detect the taut firm undulations of her ass-cheeks as she walked. Every now and then the dress would grip her tight and Steve's cock would lurch. He sensed about the woman that she kept a lot of herself buried deep inside. She was like a locked box of treasures. He wanted to find the key to unlock the box. He was sure he would be very pleased with what he found inside.
Steve had decided to make Mrs. Roy his project. He wanted to do something to make the sad older woman happy. And he wanted to satisfy his own prurient curiosity… not to mention the growing bulge in his pants. Steve knew already how grateful a lonely woman could be.
She brought him his pie and milk. She sipped on a cold glass of wine while he ate. "Do you wear your glasses most of the time, Mrs. Roy?" he asked.
She raised her hand to the frames and smiled sheepishly. "Most of the time. I just can't get used to contact lenses."
"You must have been wearing them the other day when I saw you at the school. You sure have pretty eyes, Mrs. Roy. You can't see them so good when you're wearing your glasses."
His compliment flustered her. She watched her fingers twirling idly in her lap. She was afraid to look at him. It was so seldom that Martha received compliments she was not good at taking them calmly. She feared the boy might, somehow sense how he had made her moist cunt flutter. "Thank you, Steve. Would you like another piece of pie?"
"Sure. It's great stuff!"
Martha could not remember when she had been so pleased. Young Steve was making her feel special in a way that her own husband never bothered to do. She drank her second glass of wine while the boy ate his pie. Though she knew he must leave soon, her brain searched wildly for excuses to keep him a little longer. He was such good company!
When he had finished his pie, Steve got up and went to the couch to sit beside his coach's wife. Ever since his arrival at the house, he had been plotting how he might best try to seduce Mrs. Roy. He had seen how vulnerable she was to any kind of little attention. How she blushed at his compliments. He could tell she found him attractive. He decided she would be easy. Once he made his first move, she would fall right into his arms. He sensed she was starved for his good loving. His affair with Miss Pope had made Steve a self-styled expert in the wants and needs of older women.
When he put his arm around her and took off her glasses she looked away, embarrassed yet too stunned to come right out and ask him what was going on. When he put his mouth on hers, he could feel her trembling against him. She gave him back only the slightest pressure against his lips.
It was when he forced his tongue in between her lips that she let go. With a moaning sigh of need, she drove her own tongue into his mouth. She swirled it around his tongue. Her lips nibbled his lips. Her breasts pushed against him. He had never felt so much need emanating from a woman!
"Oh Mrs. Roy," he murmured as she covered his face with kisses, "you're so beautiful… I just can't help myself. It feels so good to put my arms around you."
Martha had not thought much yet about what was happening. She was just tipsy enough from the wine that she was more interested in the wanton feel of her lips on the boy's cheeks and neck and mouth than in the rights and wrongs of what was happening.
It seemed an incredible extension of her wanton daydreams. Suddenly, the boy who had been so kind to her at the gym was holding her and kissing her. He was telling her she was beautiful!
Martha's senses were overloaded! She could not fathom the wonder of what was happening. She did not want to. She wanted only to absorb everything she could from the moment. His mouth felt so good on her neck. He was making her break out in goosebumps that set up an answering tingle in her cunt! She felt so good! So good!
She felt hint reach inside the front of her dress and caress first one breast and then the other. For a moment, her conscience struggled to get a hold on things. But she worked eagerly to defeat her conscience. His tender caresses were so thrilling compared to her husband's usual rough assault. And he kept murmuring the sweetest things, about how good she felt, how much he was attracted to her. Not for a moment did she doubt the sincerity of anything the boy said. She needed too much to believe him!
"Ooohhh… Steve… I don't believe it! I don't believe how good I feel! I'm goosebumps all over! Mmmmm…"
Stew was elated. Things were going even better than he had hoped they might. With just a few kisses and caresses to incite her, Mrs. Roy was quivering putty in his hands! His cock was throbbing at the prospect of the forbidden treat that lay before him!
Her tits felt wonderful – so soft and firm under his touch as he forced his fingers inside her bra. The boy was intensely aroused though, and he was past the point of being content to stroke Mrs. Roy's tits. He was intrigued by thoughts of the pussy hiding underneath her green dress. He wondered if it was already hot and wet. He wanted to touch her smoldering snatch for himself. He wanted to savor the simmering aroma of her excitement.
Abruptly he rose from the couch and pushed her thighs apart. He slipped down onto his knees in front of the moaning woman. Though the blonde was shocked for a moment by the sudden break in the progress of their necking, she smiled at him and lay her head back against the couch. "I don't know what's come over me, Steve! I just have no willpower left. I don't feel like I could say no to you! Not to anything! You've done something to me… something I don't even understand!"
Steve was familiar enough with the ways of women to know that sometimes they said things more for their own satisfaction than because they really needed to communicate anything to the other person. It was possible that Mrs. Roy really did not know what was happening to her, but Steve guessed she was talking to her conscience more than to him.
He certainly understood what was happening. For the first time in a long time, someone was making Mrs. Roy feel very special. She was being set free from the humdrum lifestyle that made her look and feel sad. She needed what he was doing to her, probably more than she wanted to admit to herself.
He reached for the crotch band of her panties and pulled it aside. The pink slit of her moist pussy gasped at him. It gleamed with the juices of her building arousal. While one hand held her panties aside, he reached to prod the soft-looking pink flesh. She squealed and he poked her a little harder. His cock throbbed in answer to her tense hunger.
He looked up at her. Her eyes were half closed, heavy with lust. She looked totally abandoned, ready to accept whatever he might decide to dish out to her. "I want to do something nice for you, Mrs. Roy. I want to make you feel good. You have such a beautiful pussy… mmmmmmm…" His tongue licked up the soft, hair-fringed furrow of her cunt.
At once her ass lunged forward off the couch. She thrust her cunt against the boy's face and groaned out her pleasure. "Oh-h-h my-y-y-y God-d! Oh God… it's soo good-d!"
Things were going farther faster than Martha could keep up with. It had started with a few kisses that in themselves had been enough to scatter the tendrils of her self-control. It had seemed all right to allow herself just the fleeting joy of savoring the boy's warm responsive mouth. His hand on her tits had been so gentle.
She had never expected anything so awesome as his dropping to his knees to give her a blowjob. But now that it was happening, she realized how wantonly she craved the tender pressure of his tongue licking up along her hot cunt-flesh. Her husband never bothered to do this thing for her, though he often made her suck his cock. She had come to resent sucking his cock, and to wonder what was wrong with her that he never wanted to kiss her pussy the way he had in the old days.
The boy's lusty moans of appreciation reassured Martha that there was nothing wrong with her. The boy was enjoying eating her pussy. He was licking in greedy frenzy at the flaring opening to her cunt. Each time his tongue pressed against her hole, a little more moisture seeped out for him to lick up. Martha thought her cunt had never felt so good. The boy's touch was so tender, yet so filled with passion. With the skills of his mouth, he was making Martha feel like a wild, wanton woman again. Full-blooded and desirable.
She realized just how much she loved to have her pussy eaten!
Caring nothing for the depravity of her situation, Martha released herself totally to the urgent abandon of the moment. She spread her thighs wide and reached to stroke the dark head that labored there so ardently. She pulled his face in closer to her cunt and ground her pussy against him. She did not feel shy about doing it. Wine and the elixir of lust had made her bold. And she could see with her own eyes that the boy loved everything she was doing. She could feel through her tingling twat the fiery assault of his tongue working up and down along her snatch.
Steve realized now that he had gotten even more than he had bargained for from Mrs. Roy's box of treasures. He had never seen any woman respond to a new lover with such total wanton energy. The way her cunt was writhing in his face would have made him fear for the well-being of his neck if he too had not been so excited.
He grew impatient with the crotch band that he had constantly to hold to one side. Gripping it firmly, he ripped it loose. There was nothing now to keep him from her steaming gash. He licked his lips lustily and prepared to take the wife of the school coach on a long sweet ride to ecstasy. It sure beat sitting at his desk pouring over books! Steve had not enjoyed such a wanton adventure since his first days with Miss Pope!
"Mmmmmm… God, your cunt tastes good, Mrs. Roy! God, I sure am lucky that I got to take you to the dentist's today!" His tongue swirled up and around her hardened clitoris, driving a long low moan from deep in her throat. She positioned her clitoris just right to make it easy for him to do it again.
Thinking of the dentist made Martha think of her husband who had once again shirked his duty to her by getting one of his students to take his place. She smiled grimly to think how Frank's smart tricks had backfired on him this time. Much as he neglected his wife, Frank was not the kind of guy to appreciate the thought that some other male was taking his place at his wife's cunt. Martha felt a surge of power mixed with her excitement as she realized that this time she was one up on her big husband. Though Frank could never know that she had turned another of his slights into her own advantage.
It felt so wonderful to the quiet woman to remind herself that she was having an adventure. A wonderful sexy adventure to break up the humdrum tedium of her daily chores.
More than that, she had a lover who cared enough to think about her needs and wants first. She had a handsome young boy kneeling between her legs eating her cunt. Telling her how sexy she was! How beautiful! How good she tasted! Martha had not felt so full of life and excitement in a long, long time! She had the boy to think for all of it!
"Oh Steve… honey, you're beautiful! I'm so… oh God, I don't know how to tell you how good you make me feel!" Her legs opened as wide as she could get them, Martha rocked her head from side to side against the couch. Her hair had fallen out of its ponytail and it fell long and soft around her shoulders. When he looked up at her through her kinky blonde cunt-hair, the boy was amazed by how young she looked. And how beautiful – almost like an angel in a trance.
He could feel her clitoris getting harder under his tonguing. He swirled his tongue more energetically around her stiff pleasure-bud. He swooped down low to prod his tongue up inside her clutching cunt-hole. Back and forth his tongue worked, drawing her out at all her most sensitive points. Making her feeble with lust… He could hardly wait to hear her cumming. He wanted to know he had done that thing for the beautiful sad lady. Only a little while later, his wish turned into reality.
"Aaaaaiiiieeeee… ooooommm ooooommm Steve I'm cummmm-ing-g-g!" She lurched her cunt-mound up heedlessly against the boy's face. He thought he could detect her juices flowing hotter and more plentifully from her pussy. He licked them up eagerly, pleased that he had done such a good job of proving to the woman his wiles as a lover. Long after her crisis had passed, he continued to lick softly at her pussy-lips. She stroked his hair in silent gratitude.
"That was so wonderful," she murmured. She wanted to cry, but she knew it would look ridiculous. Men, even boys, never understood why women cried when they were happy.
It just felt so damned wonderful to have someone do something so tender for her. And then to stay, to be with her in her pleasure after it was over. "Do you know how wonderful it was, Steve darling?"
He knew. He had her cunt-juices smeared all over his face to tell him. He realized he had better do a good washing-up job before he faced his coach with his car keys. When Coach Roy had instructed Steve to take good care of his missus, Steve was sure he had not meant that Steve should lap his wife's cunt to hot climax. But the precocious boy had known the job needed to be done. And he had taken great delight in doing it. There was no question about it! Mrs. Roy had one sweet-tasting pussy!
The woman reached out her hands and pulled him onto the couch beside her. "Golly, Steve… I don't know what happened to us, do you?" She was smiling her embarrassed smile, but she looked radiant with happiness. Steve felt proud that he was the cause of that happiness.
"I don't know either, Mrs. Roy. I just couldn't help myself. You're so beautiful and I…"
"Mmmm…" She had reached for the bulge in his jeans. She caressed it softly, her eyes getting heavy again as she stared unseeing at him. He could almost feel her lips wrapped tightly around his cock. Reluctantly, he told her he would have to get back to school before the coach got suspicious.
"You're right, of course. But promise me you'll come back, Steve. Please promise." She squeezed his bulge one last time.
"I promise." The lusty hunger in her face stiffened Steve's resolve, and his cock. He knew it would be well worth his while to come back and visit the school coach's wife.



CHAPTER SIX


Steve began to pay more attention to his coach's schedule. He noticed the older man stayed late at school every night, either to work with his boys or to correct papers from his academic classes. Coach Roy acted very much like a man who was in no hurry to go home.
Steve could not understand his coach's attitude. The boy felt that if he had a wanton woman like Mrs. Roy to go home to, he would be gone the first chance he got. The boy realized that he did have that woman to go home to. If Coach Roy had no intention of being there and doing his duty, then Steve would be glad to do it for him.
He called first just to be sure the blonde would be there waiting for him. Slyly, he parked his old Dodge two blocks away from the Roy house. Steve had had affairs with married women before. He knew what steps to take not to get caught.
Mrs. Roy met him at the door in a filmy peach-colored negligee. Her long blonde hair flowed softly over her shoulders. She wore just enough makeup to make her eyes sparkle. She was wearing her contact lenses.
The boy's cock throbbed at the thought that she had gone to so much trouble just for him. He was flattered by the blatant evidence of the effect he had had on her. Mrs. Roy already seemed surer of herself and of her attractiveness. Steve's tongue on her cunt had done that for her!
"Mrs. Roy, you look beautiful!"
She blushed prettily and let him in. She was careful to lock the door after him. "I'm glad you think I look pretty, Steve. I wanted to turn you on." She stepped forward and caressed the growing swelling in his jeans. "I see I've succeeded."
Steve was impressed with the changes that one pussy-eating job had made in the woman. Even her way of moving was different. The motions of her hips were a blatant reminder of the hot sensitive slit she sheltered between her thighs. She tossed her blonde head back, and smiled at him as her fingers continued to investigate the bulge in his pants.
"Is this for me, Steve honey?" She kissed him hotly before he had a chance to answer. This time it was her tongue that first reached out to attack him. Steve was so stunned, it took him a moment to respond. But when he did it was with openmouthed greedy abandon.
He was surprised when she pushed him away. "I want you to sit down in the big chair, Steve honey. I've been planning this moment since the last time you were here. I want it to be just right."
Docilely, he let himself be pushed down into the armchair. He watched her kneel before him and begin to fumble with his fly. The semi-sheer folds of her negligee gave him flashing glimpses of her pink nipples as she worked. "You sure look good in that, Mrs. Roy! Mr. Roy must love to see you looking so sexy."
Another time, the boy's reference to her husband might have aroused feelings of guilt in Martha, but the woman had done a lot of soul-searching since her illicit afternoon's episode with the teenager. She had decided that she deserved the pleasure the boy could give her. She was going to have it, whether it was betraying her marriage vows or not. All the times Frank had neglected her were betrayals of the marriage vows too, as far as she was concerned.
Martha was tired of being a mouse. She was ready to stand up and roar like a sexy lioness!
For days she had thought about what a thrill it would be to suck the boy's cock to rock-hardness. Long ago, she had begun to lose her enthusiasm for sucking her husband's cock. But the thought of the boy's youthful tender cock in her mouth made her tremble all over. She wanted to make him feel better than he had ever felt before. It was obvious from his behavior that Steve was far from being a virgin, but Martha still thought she had some tricks up her sleeve to impress him! He had aroused her like no one had ever bothered to do. She felt she owed him a great deal. She wanted to expiate it by sucking his cock to exploding climax.
Her hand quaked as she pulled the fleshy growing shaft of his cock from his fly. At once she bent forward and licked the tip.
"Ahhnnnhhh… oh wow!" Steve's ass slid forward in the chair as he yielded himself up to the older woman's eager mouth. He watched her lick his cock tip again and again, as if it were an ice cream cone and she was trying to keep it from dripping. He closed his eyes at the breathless onslaught of feelings that jolted through him. Her tongue was long, soft and supple. His cock felt damned good. "Oh, Mrs. Roy."
The sound of his young voice calling her name intensified Martha's lust. She made a tight oval of her lips and slid it down along his cock-shaft. When his whole throbbing cock was lodged in her mouth, she moaned wantonly and began to work her head up and down, up and down. Her pussy trembled with excitement. Martha had forgotten what a thrilling experience sucking cock could be. When she did it for her husband, she resented the heedless way he expected her to serve him.
But she wanted to serve the boy! She wanted to make his cock swell with heated arousal. She wanted him to remember her for the tireless moist talent of her mouth. Her ego was involved in her lusty task. When she was finished, she wanted to be able to say she had just given Steven the best blowjob she had in her. She wanted to taste the zesty flavor of his cum on her lips, her obscene reward for a task well done.
Though Steve had already half-expected to get a blowjob from Mrs. Roy when he arrived, he had not imagined the incredible mobile zeal of her lips on his cock. Her mouth was like a marionette with powers to move and quiver in ways he would not have expected a mouth to move. It awed him to think that the sexual talents of this woman had lain so long untapped. It pleased him that he had been the man with the foresight to lay them bare. He was being well rewarded for his boldness. Though he was grateful to Coach Roy for all he had taught him about football, he felt a greater loyalty to the man's wife. Steve had thought he knew everything there was to know about sexual technique. Mrs. Roy and her hot lips were humbling him for his egotism. Steve would never again underestimate the powers of a woman!
"Uh… Cripes! That's good, Mrs. Roy! That sure is good!" He let himself go limp, everywhere but his awesomely swollen cock. He yielded himself up totally to the woman. Whatever she wanted to do to him with her dynamite mouth was okay with Steve.
Through hooded eyes, he watched her blonde head moving rhythmically over his cock. He felt rather than saw the little stabs of her tongue that added extra pleasure to the pressure of her lips on his cock-shaft. She fondled his balls as she sucked him. From time to time her lips sought out the tight sacs of his testicles. She pulled them into her mouth, first one, then the other. He grunted and squirmed his groin in her face. She was not satisfied until both his balls gleamed with her saliva. And tingled with tense memories of her touch.
When again she took his cock all the way to the hilt in her mouth, Steve began to shove his cock up into her face over and over again. It had felt good to savor the subtleties of her wanton tonguing. But Steve was getting too aroused to appreciate nuances of pressure. He wanted to screw her mouth!
It excited him the way she obliged by opening her mouth wide and letting him shove his cock deep into the back of her throat. The gagging sounds that escaped from around his filling cock quickly turned into grunts of passion. It was obvious to the boy that she liked to be used hard, once she knew she was appreciated. By gaining her confidence, telling her how great she was, Steve had won the right to push her as far as he dared. She was totally receptive to him. Her mouth welcomed him like some yawning canyon of desire.
As she felt the urgent need of the boy's hard cock surging into her mouth, Martha reveled in her own fulfillment. She pictured herself kneeling there on her living room rug in her flimsy negligee. She thought about how she must look taking a teenager's hard cock up into the back of her throat. The very idea of her depravity made her quiver with passion. It felt so good to break free of all the nervous anxieties that normally made up her life. She loved the idea of being slave to the cock of a boy who truly admired her. She felt as if she would do anything for him. She would do anything to keep his fine hard cock coming back to her for more.
"Mmmmm…" She sensed how close Steve must be to climax. His cock was growing even harder. It stretched the tight oval of her lips as she struggled to coax him to the apex of arousal. Wantonly, she squirmed her tongue down the length of his cock and over his passion-clenched balls. She heard him groan and she felt her pussy flare in sympathetic excitement. She reached back and tickled the boy's anus to increase the sensation surging through him. Frank had taught her to do that. When he was really high, he liked her to tickle his asshole.
It worked on the boy too. "Ahhnnnhhh…" Steve knew he could not hold out much longer against the sensational onslaught of her wicked mouth. Her finger in his ass taunted his prostate, making him bite his lip in the struggle to hold onto his slight grasp on reality. Two, three, four more bounces of her head and he was gone. "Uuuuu uuhhh… jeez-z-z I'm doing it! Swallow it, Mrs. Roy! Swallow my cum!"
Obediently, the school coach's wife worked to suck up every drop of the boy's spurting juices. Her lips sucked him more gently as his crisis passed. She knew he would be sensitive now. Too much pressure would not feel good.
"Uuuuhhh, that was great!" His voice was hoarse. His face wore a lazy happy grin.
His look told Martha that she had done everything she set out to do. She had impressed him all right.
Now it was time to do something for her aching cunt.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Martha had every confidence that the boy could get his cock up again. It did not occur to her that her needing pussy would be frustrated in its perverted hungers.
Steve proved worthy of her confidence.
By the time she had coaxed the boy out of his clothes, his cock was already beginning to swell once again. She took him into her bedroom and made him lie down on the bed. Still in her negligee, she kneeled over him running her hands up and down over his hard young muscles. From time to tine, she gave his cock a quick squeeze. It thrilled her to watch it sway and grow.
With a sense of wonder, she recalled the day she had visited the school gym. She remembered admiring the boy's lean well-developed body. It had never occurred to her then that she would one day get to touch that body! That she would have a bellyful of the boy's plentiful thick cum!
"You know, Steve… It's hard to believe how much knowing you has changed my life. Not in the big things. I still spend my days cooking and cleaning house, but the way I feel about myself, everything is so much different…"
"You always looked beautiful to other people, Mrs. Roy. Now I think you're looking beautiful to yourself too." He reached under her negligee and stroked the round flaring cheeks of her ass. His hand slipped into the cleft in between. It found her cunt. The fleshy, hair-fringed gash was sopping wet. "Wow… Mrs. Roy! You sure have a wet pussy!"
"Mmm Steve honey… Your hand feels good!" She churned her pussy back against his bold probing fingers. She knew Steve was right about her. She was feeling beautiful. Being made love to by a handsome teenager was making a new woman of her. A wanton full-blooded creature of lust and longings! She could hardly wait to feel the boy's big cock up inside her cunt for the first time! She had no qualms about seizing the pleasure from the moment and reveling in it. Her body, her soul had gone too long without the things she really craved.
It had made her whole being come alive to see the way Steve looked at her when he arrived at the house. The hot cum she had sucked from his balls had only fed her depraved hungers. It had whetted her appetite for more pleasure. She was determined to get it.
She planted kisses all over his belly, coming back again and again to the swollen shaft of his cock. Each time her lips paid homage to his cock, the shaft throbbed upward. Martha giggled with delight at the effect she was having on him.
Her cunt was leaking moisture down along her thighs. It was demanding attention. Wantonly, Martha took the boy's rigid cock-shaft in her hand and held it upright. She straddled Steve's thighs, poising her pussy right over the tip of his cock. With a wanton shimmy of her hips, she slid her cunt all the way down onto the teenager's impaling cock.
"Uuuuuuuuuhhh!" she wailed. Right away she started to move over him. The first filling sensation was so intense she had no choice but to start working to repeat the jolts of flaming passion that wrenched her every nerve-ending. She moved jerkily, swiveling her ass upward, then slamming her cunt down hard to swallow his cock-shaft whole. A leering grin distorted her face as she reveled in her abandoned joy. "Oooohhh God-d-d… I feel soooo wonderful!"
It was a thrill for the boy to watch her. He reached up and parted the folds of her negligee so he could watch her tits bouncing as she moved. Her nipples were hard and swollen. He squeezed them, relishing their aroused stiffness. She squealed in delight at his touch.
The kinky triangle of her pussy moved in erotic up-and-down motions over his cock. When Steve reached to part the thick hair of her cunt, he could catch sight of her clitoris. It was pink and hard-swollen with lust. Impulsively, the boy grazed it with his fingertips.
It was the right thing to do!
"Ooooooohhh… oh Steve! Oh honey! Mmmm, make my clittie feel good like that!" As she squirmed over the hard cock of the boy who was one of her husband's football proteges, Martha found it hard to believe that a few days before, she had been a grouchy, unenthusiastic woman with nothing to look forward to.
From the first moment Steve's mouth had met hers… from the first touch of his tongue on her clitoris… Martha's world had become shiny and new. She liked herself again. She believed in herself. She knew she had something to live for.
With her husband Frank, sex had been only a function, a part of her house wifely duties like making his toast. With the boy, sex was a grand raving adventure! She did not know what to expect next! She could look down at the awed look on the face of the teenager squirming beneath her and feel the love of life surge through her.
Steve looked so sexy lying there, his eyes gassy with lust. Though he had been cool and confident when he arrived at the house, Martha had successfully robbed him of all his self-possession. He had come here thinking he knew what to expect of her, Martha had taught him she was an unpredictable tempestuous woman. In the full flush of her new self-confidence, she could not believe that the boy had never experienced a woman such as she was.
She could not believe that any two lovers had ever enjoyed themselves and each other so wantonly, so thoroughly!
The touch of Steve's finger on her clitoris gave Martha an erotic jolt that at once complemented and contrasted with the rousing caresses of his cock inside her cunt. She maneuvered her pussy over him in a way that would graze her clitoris harder against his hand. At the same time, she was getting his cock deep into her clutching wet pussy. She varied the angle of penetration on each down-thrust enough to keep the boy constantly alert for new pleasure. She loved to see his dark eyes grow big with wonder.
"Oh Steve… I've never had anything so good as your cock inside my pussy! Never!" To prove it, she squeezed her cunt-muscles harder around his sensitive cock.
"Uuuuuuhhh… oh Mrs. Roy… you're… you're the greatest, ma'am!" It was all Steve could think of to say. Even memories of Miss Pope and her heated cunt seemed to pale in comparison to the woman who was riding his stiff cock right now! The intense need that he had sensed in Mrs. Roy when he first met her had found a well to drink at. The well was Steve and his hard cock! She would not be content until she had worked the boy for everything she could get out of him. He knew he was a lucky guy! But he knew he would have to work hard to be worthy of his good fortune!
Feeling a new surge of strength take hold of him, he grabbed hold of the older woman's hips and began to send his cock rushing up into her pussy in a harder, faster rhythm. It was not easy to force her to keep still while he held her at just the right angle for his cock. But she gradually learned to cooperate. She moaned in submissive excitement and let her head drop forward. Primal moans escaped her lips as she concentrated on the building ecstasy rushing through her.
"Uh Mrs. Roy… you sure have got a tight hot pussy! Jeez… I love screwing you, Mrs. Roy!" She looked at him and tried to grin. The look on her face was the sexiest thing the boy had ever seen. It told him better than a thousand words how thoroughly she had fallen prey to the lure of his stiff relentless cock. "Wow…" he sighed, awed at the woman's capacity for eroticism. He felt an intense pang shake his belly. He wanted to do more than lie under her and let her screw him. He wanted to drive it into her deep and hard! He wanted to knock the sense right out of her!
Eagerly he pushed the blonde over onto her hands and knees. He scrambled up behind her and aimed his gleaming cock-shaft at the wriggling target of her swollen cunt. "Do it to mee! Do it to meeee!" she wailed. She was out of control. She was driven wild by her hunger for the cock that had just been snatched from her.
"Yeah… I'll yeah… I'll do it to you, Mrs. Roy…" Without hesitation, he drove his cock right to the very hilt inside her welcoming cunt. Her pussy-muscles closed greedily around his cock-shaft. It was a delicious erotic battle for him to wrest himself free, to pull his cock out as far as his cock-head. It was with wanton relief that he shoved his cock up into her again. And then again. And again.
"Aaaeeeeee…" The pleasure for Martha was even more exquisite than it had been before. She no longer had to do anything – just kneel before the hard pummeling cock and let it drive her to Paradise. Her fingers kneaded the bedspread as she felt his cock drive into her cunt over and over again. She thrust back to meet him as best she could, but she was weak. The incredible onslaught of pleasure had distracted her energies. She knew it was all up to him now. He had to push her where she wanted to go. Just a few more nudges in the right direction would do it. She was already close.
Her pants and moans mingled with his grunts of effort. The erotic concentration was intense. Each could feel the moment of crisis drawing near. Each could think of nothing else.
"Oh God… Oh God, Steve I'm… cummm-ing-g-g-g!" It seemed to the writhing woman that orgasm had never before been so total, so consuming. She smacked her ass back harshly against the boy's loins. The rolling bursts of pleasure just kept coming and coming.
The clasp of her spasming cunt-muscles on his cock grew unbearable. He felt his cock begin to relinquish its hot load. In spurt after spurt, he filled her belly with his potent juices. He was awed by the amount of cum he was pumping into her. By the time his strength was sapped, she too had almost ceased her struggle. He fell on top of her, crushing her against the bed. Neither of them moved for several minutes.
At last she had to beg him to get off her so she could get some air. Air had not seemed important when the pleasure consumed her.
She smiled into the teenager's dark eyes. Martha realized she felt happy – totally, deeply happy. It was a new and wonderful sensation. "You'll never know how grateful I am to you, Steve…"
He put his hand carefully over her mouth. Once again, he felt in control. He felt he was more aware of what was happening here than she was. "Don't be grateful. Just be happy."
"I am happy. You wouldn't believe how happy I am!" She looked around the bedroom. Its drab green walls no longer satisfied her. It seemed to her that the room where she had found such happiness should be bright and beautiful. "I think I'm going to paint this room… a happy color. You won't know it the next time you come back."
"You don't have to do that for me." Steve felt a little embarrassed by the intensity of the woman's ardor. He hoped he had not gotten himself in over his head.
"For us! I'll do it far us!" Suddenly, she rose to her knees. She bent to his cock and began to lick it clean of their combined juices.
"Uuuuhhh!" That was all Steve could say. Mrs. Roy's logic was just too much for him. With a woman who could get his cock so hard so fast, Steve could only agree – one hundred per cent!



CHAPTER EIGHT


Her new self-confidence made Martha bolder. She and Steve managed to see each other two or three days a week. When she did not expect the boy, Martha got out of the house much more often than she had been used to. She took herself out to lunch. She went window-shopping. She visited the zoo.
To be on the safe side, she told Frank about none of these things. She did not want her big husband getting suspicious about her improved attitude. When Frank was around, she was just as docile and nervous as ever. She did not have to fake it. That was the way Frank made her feel.
But having so many other things to look forward to made putting up with Frank seem easier. She even hoped that she might gradually be able to make her husband come around to some of her own ways of thinking. She had new hopes for being able to instill some romance into their marriage. When she felt less tied to Frank, less dependent on him for human contact, she was able to see him more clearly. She realized she really did love the guy. They had been through a lot together, and she did not want to admit that shared experience meant nothing. She could even see that Frank depended on her a lot more than he would have cared to admit.
One afternoon, Martha decided to surprise Frank by going down to the school to meet him. She hoped she might be able to coax him into taking her out for hamburgers. It would be fun to go out on a date with a man she had lived with for so many years.
She pinned her hair up in a very attractive twist, setting it off with a pretty comb she had bought recently. She had started to buy little things to make herself look good. It was part of her new faith in life. She wore her contact lenses almost all the time now. Frank had not mentioned it, but she thought she had caught him looking at her once or twice with blatant admiration in his eyes.
Frank was neck high in test papers when Martha showed up at his office. The blonde was pleased to see he did not seem annoyed that she had come to meet him, though, being Frank, he did not look excited either.
"I thought maybe we could go out for something to eat on the way home, Frank. I've been saving a little something from my allowance. We can go dutch."
"Hell, Martha, it'll be my treat. But you're gonna have to wait around an hour or so. I promised the kids I'd get these back to them tomorrow. Can you wait?"
"Sure, Frank. I'll go down to the staff lounge and make myself some coffee."
"Okay… here's my key. It'll probably be locked up. I don't think there's anyone else around."
Martha felt light-headed as she headed downstairs. She could not remember how long it had been since Frank had been so courteous. She was beginning to understand that the better she felt about herself, the better Frank was feeling about her too. The boy Steve had done more for her than introduce her to some honest caring sex. He had helped give her the courage to change her whole life.
Her step was free and easy as she approached the staff room. She noticed at once that the outer door was open. She was about to push it wide when she heard a sound.
"Aaahhh… yessss… it's good like that!"
Though she realized whatever was happening was none of her business, she could not resist peeking through the two-inch crack between the door and the door-frame.
Martha's hand flew to her mouth. She was not prepared for what she was seeing.
A teen-aged girl was sitting on the couch against the far wall. Her skirt was pulled up to her waist. Her legs were spread wide. A boy was kneeling between her thighs, paying lip service to the exposed crack of her cunt!
Though she could only see his back and his bobbing head, Martha was positive the boy was Steve Manners!
Her teen-aged lover was betraying her with another girl! Martha felt as if she had just swallowed a lead weight!
Though she and Steve had never said anything about being exclusive, Martha had let herself believe that she was the only woman in his life. Though somewhere in her she realized her attitude was irrational, it did not help. She still made love almost every day to her husband.
She had no choice. It was her duty as a wife. And she liked it. She was liking it more and more, because of what her affair with the boy was showing her about herself.
Still she wanted to think that the boy was her own exclusive property. She wanted to believe he kept the skilled workings of his tongue for her cunt alone!
With her own eyes, she was facing the brute evidence of what Steve really did with his time away from her. He was swirling his tongue round and round the girl's clitoris, just as he did to Martha. He was drawing quavering moans from the redheaded teenager's throat, just as he did from Martha's. The older woman felt suddenly cheapened. She had wanted to believe she was something special for the boy. He had made her feel that way. Now she could only believe she was nothing but one in a long string of illicit affairs. He had not even bothered to find a safe place with this girl! He was eating her cunt right in the staff lounge! What if he were caught!
Martha realized the boy was just too cocksure for his own good. She would show him! She would show him he could not be so sure of her, for one!
But even though she had quickly resolved never to see the boy again, still she remained crouched outside the lounge door. The scene inside was a stimulating one, and without the complication of the boy's identity Martha knew it would make her cunt hot to watch.
The amazing thing was that, despite her anger with Steve, her cunt was getting hot! One look at the girl's slack aroused face made Martha's clitoris pulse inside her panties. She watched the redhead reach up and caress her tits through her blouse. At the same time she was churning her pussy-mound against Steve's face. The girl was no shy virgin! She knew what made her feel good, and she was not above helping the boy to coax her body to wanton ecstasy.
Steve, too, had noticed what the girl was doing. He paused over her wet open cunt just long enough to give her a command. "Open your blouse, baby! Play with your tits while I eat your pussy! I like it when you act like a little whore!"
With a groan of submission, the girl eagerly tore open her blouse. She was wearing no bra underneath. The firm round globes of her tits burst into view. Her pink nipples were swollen with arousal. Martha found herself inspecting the girl's tits closely, anxious to discover if they were more beautiful than her own. They were higher and harder-looking, but Steve had told her he liked grown women's tits best!
The little liar! Martha thought as she watched the redhead pull roughly on her two nipples that were sticking out like two short eager pink fingers. Again, the blonde's disgust with the boy faded into the background as she felt her cunt throb. It was so depraved, what the teenagers were doing!
Their reckless lust appealed to Martha's own sense of erotic adventure. In a sense, she knew, she envied the boy his freedom. He could go to her house and enjoy a sexual escapade there. He had the little redhead at school when he wanted her. Goodness knew how many other lovers he had stashed away. Though she resented his lack of loyalty, Martha felt her cunt flare. She was beginning to think that what the boy could do, she could do too. After all, she had gained a great deal from one affair with one handsome boy. Wouldn't multiplying the number of lovers multiply the good effects? It would be like giving herself lots of transfusions of good feelings!
The longer she watched the two teenagers stealing their pleasure from a frenzied moment, the more sure Martha grew of what she wanted. She forgot her obsession with Steve's betrayal and concentrated instead on watching the lurid scene that fortune had put in her path.
The redhead wriggled her ass down closer to the edge of the couch, driving her pussy into Steve's face. She pulled her feet up against her ass. She looked completely obscene. Her snatch could not have been more exposed to the boy's wanton tonguing. The look on her face told Martha she recognized her depravity, and she reveled in it.
The throbbing in her cunt grew more pronounced as she watched Steve paste his face to the girl's twat and work for her pleasure. He forced his tongue deep into her pussy hole. When she was squealing in ecstasy, he wriggled his tongue up to the enlarged nubbin of her clitoris. All the while he worked, the girl caressed and pinched and poked at her tits. Her moans trembled from between her parted lips.
Without realizing she was doing it, Martha began to wiggle her own hips in erotic little circles. She was familiar enough with the way Steve licked pussy to be able to remember what his tongue on an aroused clitoris felt like. Watching the girl's jaw drop in awe recalled her own reckless passion when Steve had lured her up to the brink.
"Aaaahhh… oh Steve… you've… Steve… you've got me so hot, baby!"
"Uh yeah, Anna… shit, your pussy's wet and ready, beautiful! I can't let something like that go to waste, can I?" He pulled his cock from his fly. It was swollen and purple. Martha found herself gasping at the sight of it. Her own cunt could have used the stretching presence of his cock at that moment.
He raised himself on his knees and guided his cock-tip to the girl's wide-open snatch. Without preparing her for the impalement, he grunted and drove his cock deep into her cunt. "Uh jeez, what a fine hot cunt, Anna baby! Wow! It's trying to eat my cock alive!"
Martha noticed how much looser his talk was with the younger girl. When he talked to her, no matter how wanton the situation they were in, his voice always carried a tone of respect. There was no respect in the way he addressed the girl. Martha got some small satisfaction from that distinction.
"Uuuuuuuuhhh… oh yeah, screw me, Steve!" She raised her legs up on either side of his neck and slammed her cunt down onto his cock. He gripped her asscheeks and impaled her over and over again. They were down to serious business now. Both their young bodies were rigid with peaking desire.
Martha dropped her hand down over the front of her skirt. Her pussy was incredibly excited from watching the lewd scene. The wanton way in which the redhead wrapped her ankles around Steve's neck and forced her pleasure from his cock made Martha feel weak with desire. She did not dare arouse herself further with her hand. She was on unsafe ground. It would be bad enough if Frank should appear now. Worse, if she had her hand in her panties.
So she watched and bit her lip to fight back the passion. She could see the boy's buttocks flexing in his tight jeans as he worked to fill the girl's cunt. She was pulling him into her with her legs and her greedy hands. She reminded Martha of an octopus. Though it was the boy who was screwing her, she had him stoutly in her grasp. Martha doubted he could have escaped if he had wanted to!
"Oh Steve… do it to meee! Screw meeee!" Martha's mouth fell open as she witnessed the incredible energy with which the boy serviced the redhead's steaming pussy. She realized he must have worked just as ardently when he screwed her. But then she had been so much a part of the action that she had not realized just how awesome it was. He was amazing! She almost regretted her resolve to ban him forever from her hot cunt!
Even as she watched the teenagers labor, she determined that she would find a boy just as talented as Steve was. If he had not had Steve's experience, then she would teach him. Everything she knew from all her years of loving. Everything Steve had taught her.
Not for a moment did she doubt that her next lover would again be a boy. She craved instinctively the excitement of seducing someone for whom sex was still something intense and panting and new. She did not want another man to boss her around. She wanted another boy, to please her, to woo her, to service her every need.
Martha was feeling almost as reckless as the girl and Steve were acting. But they had a way to work off their energy. Suddenly he was clutching her ass fiercely. She was grinding her pussy down onto his cock. They were cumming!
"Uuuuhh! Steve! Steve! It's beautiful!"
"Oh yeah, baby! It's good to cum in you-u-u!"
She watched them wriggle groin to groin until they had exhausted the last iota of their lust. Then suddenly reality grabbed hold of her. She realized she must hurry back to her husband's office, before he decided to come looking for her.
It turned out that her haste was unwarranted. Coach Roy still had a half-dozen papers to grade. Martha paced the halls while she waited for him. She was reliving the scene that had made the crotch band of her panties wet. She was plotting the next step in her illicit love-life.
She was banning her teen-aged lover for infidelity! How would she replace him? Where would she find a boy that would be hers and hers alone?
From out of nowhere came the image of the shy smile and the blond hair, the boy who had watched her so attentively the night she had brought Frank to dinner. Somehow, she was going to get that boy into her home. And into her bed.
Martha giggled to herself. Even she couldn't believe she had once seen herself as little more than her husband's doormat.
Now she was a Venus! A Joan of Arc! A maker of men!
She hoped Frank would hurry with his work. She had developed a terrific appetite. A mere hamburger would never do her now. Filet mignon, maybe!



CHAPTER NINE


Martha managed to be subtle. She found a way to get the boy to her home without arousing any suspicions.
The next time she went to take Frank his dinner, she watched the boys working out. They were out in the field this time, in uniform. The blond boy had his uniform on, but he was spending his time warming the bench. Martha sat down casually next to him. She hoped he would not hear how hard her heart was beating.
When she started to talk to him, he lost his voice completely. Gradually she coned him out of his shyness by dwelling on the subject that seemed to interest him most.
She told him she had been gardening all morning. Right away, he wanted to know what she had in her garden, what kind of fertilizer she was using, what kind of yield she expected. Martha laughed. "I'm impressed. Obviously you know your way around a garden."
"My dad's a farmer. Or, he was a farmer. We just moved to the city last year. I wish we never had. But dad says he can make more money in the factory, and we've got a big family."
Immediately, Martha's brain went click. "Listen… maybe we can help each other out. I want to build myself a rock garden. I could use some help. My husband, the coach, hates gardening. If I paid you, would you be interested?"
He was all smiles. "Sure." The look of admiration he cast upon her made Martha's cunt throb.
She tried to tell herself that it did not even matter whether they became lovers. But her throbbing cunt laid bare the lie. She longed to feel his firm young flesh under her fingertips.
On the way home that night, she dropped the idea casually. "I'm having a lot of trouble with that rock garden project of mine, Frank. Do you think you could come out and help me Saturday?"
"Martha, you know how I hate getting Goddamned dirt all over me, unless it's on a football field. Why don't you just try something less ambitious?" Frank had changed, but not that much!
The blonde knew how to whine just enough to goad the man, without provoking him. "Oh Frank! I had my heart set on it! It'll look so nice when it's done, but at the rate I'm going, it'll take a year!"
"Well for Chrissakes, Martha, why don't you hire some kid with a strong back and a weak brain! Just so I don't have to hear about it!"
"That quiet boy, Donny, who was sitting on the bench most of the afternoon… he said he knows a lot about gardening. Do you think he'd be all right?"
"Sure. He's not doing me much good on the field as a football player; the kid would make a good ballet dancer!"
"He admires you a lot, Frank!" Martha was smiling quietly to herself. She had set it up beautifully. She didn't know when she had been so excited.
"Sure. They all do. It's part of the job."
"You love it, Frank, and you know it." He looked surprised that his wife knew him so well.
"You bet I do. There's nothing in this life I love more."
A few weeks before, Martha might have been hurt by that statement. Now it only helped her feel justified in the course she was about to undertake. On Tuesday, Donny's classes were over at two o'clock. He arrived at Martha's house well before three. She was all ready for him. It was still warm enough for shorts, and she was wearing a particularly brief pair of pink shorts with a matching halter top that exposed a generous strip of cleavage. Her pussy tingled at the boy's reaction. His blue eyes sparkled.
She touched him lightly on the shoulder and guided him into the house. "I'm so glad you could make it, Donny. I've been laying the groundwork for us. Would you like a glass of lemonade before we start? It's a hot day for such a long ride."
"That'd be great, Mrs. Roy."
She stood very close to him as they sipped their lemonade and she pointed out the lay of the garden to him through the sliding glass doors. "Shall we go have a look?"
"Sure. You've got a beautiful garden here already, Mrs. Roy. I can tell you love plants as much as I do."
She was flattered. Martha had not even realized there were males in the world who could appreciate such things. Frank never paid any attention to the garden. She did it strictly for her own pleasure, and for the tasty additions to her food supply. Gardening had been the therapy that had kept her sane during the unhappy years, she was sure.
When she thought about those times now, it was hard for Martha to believe they had ever existed. Then, she would never have the nerve to even think about what she was planning to do this very day.
"We should have lots of time to work, if your mom doesn't want you back too early. Coach Roy had a staff meeting tonight."
"I noticed the coach spends a lot of time at the school. You must get lonely a lot, Mrs. Roy."
She was touched by his sensitivity, and by his concern for her feelings. "Yes, I do. Thank goodness I have the garden." She knew the first barriers between them had been broken down. He trusted her now. His eyes slipped from time to time to her ripe smooth cleavage.
Though her breasts might not be so high and firm as young Anna's, Martha knew she had good tits for a woman of thirty. She was not shy to thrust them proudly under the boy's gaze. When he forgot what they were talking about because he was hypnotized by her breasts, Martha said nothing. She basked in the thrilling adulation of his gaze. She could feel her pussy getting wet inside her shorts. She was growing impatient with the yard work. Much as she normally loved it, today she had other more pressing concerns on her mind.
Yet she did not want her plot to look too obvious. They worked for more than an hour before she suggested they take a break. "Why don't you sit here on the grass, Donny? It's nice and quiet. I'll be right out with some treats."
When she returned with the tray and set it down on the ground, she bent over with her ripe ass thrusting right in the boy's direction. She felt more than saw his reaction. He swallowed hard and reached quickly to try to subdue a growing erection in his pants.
Martha caught him before he had pulled his hand from his groin. "Oh, Donny!" she breathed, as awed by the swelling in his pants as he had been by the taut curves of her ass. "You're all excited, honey… is that my fault?"
The boy could not look at her. He swallowed hard. "No… no, Mrs. Roy…" He looked up at her suddenly. His eyes pleaded with her. "Please don't be mad at me, Mrs. Roy! I didn't mean it! I couldn't help it!"
She sat next to him and put her hand over his. Just the thought that his hard cock was so close to her grasp made her tremble. "It certainly wouldn't be reasonable of me to get mad at you, would it, Donny? After all, it was really my fault, wasn't it? It's the way I look that made it happen to you."
He could not quite figure out the strange smile on the woman's face. He heard her words trying to console him. Yet something about her look told him the last thing she wanted was to forget what had happened.
The boy's instincts were quickly proved right. "I think I ought to help you take care of that, Donny. I started it… and I think I should be the one to finish it." Her voice and manner left no doubt that she had made up her mind.
The boy watched helplessly as she pushed his hand away from his groin. She started to work on his zipper. She was so excited, it took her a while to get it down. But once it was down, she lost no time in pulling his throbbing erect cock from his pants.
Donny was shaking from nose to toes. No female had ever touched his cock. He had hoped someday he might get up the nerve to have some girl do it for him. It had never occurred to him that the first woman to grab his cock would be a beautiful older woman with big tits and a fixed hungry smile. It had never occurred to him that it would feel as unbelievably good as it was feeling! "Uuuuuuuhh…"
He felt silly, sitting on the lawn in her sheltered back yard, with his cock in her hand and nothing better coming out of his mouth than, "Uuuhh." He thought he ought to be able to come up with something better.
But Donny was a shy. He didn't have a lot of experience with girls.
She did not seem to have noticed his embarrassment. She was staring at the pulsing cock in her hand. Her twat throbbed as she relished the stout girth of it. She felt overwhelmed by the thought of all the pleasure that would soon be hers. "Oh Donny… you have such a wonderful hard cock, honey! Oh, just holding onto it has got me so excited!"
He wanted to tell her that she could not possibly be any more excited than he was. But still coherent words failed him. He grunted as she started to work her hand in a slow steady rhythm up and down along his cock-shaft. He watched wide-eyed as she lowered her race as though to inspect her handiwork more closely.
Donny had often stared longingly at dirty pictures of girls sucking on guys' cocks. He wondered if Mrs. Roy was planning to do that amazing thing to him now. He did not know if he should dare to hope she might. He did not want to jinx anything! "Uuhh, your hand feels awful good!" he managed to blurt out at last.
She looked at his anxious face. The vulnerable excitement she saw there brought new tingles to her hard clitoris. He was as impressed by what she was doing as she had hoped he might be. And the reality of his throbbing cock in her hand was far more thrilling than her dreams of him had ever been!
For an instant, she felt a silent amazement that she had become so shameless in such a short time. A short time ago, she had felt guilty about having lewd dreams about two boys. Now, she had already had one boy for a lover and she was about to claim the second. To top it all, she did not even feel guilty about slipping so easily from one boy to the next. She was wantonly letting her appetite be her guide!
The only justification she could find for her behavior was the difference in herself, in her attitudes, in her personality. She had not enjoyed being a cringing bag of nerves, but she had accepted it dully as the way she had to be. Now she knew she did not have to be that way. Things could be different. Better. Even Frank was changing for the better as a direct result of the changes in her.
She could not give it up, the beauty that had come into her life with a boy's hard cock.
Though she had managed to give up one boy, she was determined to replace him with another: with the boy whose cock was now pulsing in her hand.
As quickly as a lizard strikes its prey, her tongue reached out for the tip of the boy's cock. Even though he had been hoping she might decide to suck his cock, still Donny was unprepared for the first touch of her soft wet tongue on his cock-tip.
"Aaahh!" He writhed and fell back onto his elbows on the grass. He watched thunderstruck as she closed her lips around the bloated head of his cock. "Holy shit!"
He saw her eyes looking at him for an instant. He realized she was amused by his shock. He tried to calm down, to act as if he were used to having his cock sucked. But he had no idea how to do it. He had no idea how anyone could ever get used to the raw pleasure of a tender mouth on his cock!
Her lips lingered only a short while on his cock-tip. They slipped slowly and firmly down to the very base of his cock. Her cheeks hollowed and bloated as she savored the swollen cock in her mouth. Donny groaned and swallowed hard. Mrs. Roy and her mouth were changing his whole life in the short course of one afternoon. He was not quite sure how to take it!
He was sure of only one thing. He had no choice but to take it! A team of wild horses could not have dragged him away from the compelling hot caresses of Mrs. Roy's mouth! He was pretty sure she felt the same way. She was beginning to bob her head over his cock. Wanton moans escaped from around his cock, telling him how much she was enjoying herself.
A pang of fierce joy shot through him. To celebrate the feeling, he thrust his cock deep up into the blonde's mouth. "Roy… I-ahh! Mrs. Roy… I don't know… how to tell you how good you're making me feel! Yi-i-i cripes!"
Despite his frenzied confusion, Donny was getting the idea across. Martha was intensely pleased with the boy's astonished responses. She grinned at him over the tip of his cock. Her pussy swelled with passion at the sight of his red cheeks, his dazed eyes, his slack mouth. She wiggled her taut ass as she bent eagerly over Donny's rock-hard cock.
The more freely her lips nibbled up and down his cock, the more enthusiastic the boy's actions grew. Though he still rested back on his elbows, his head rocking in time to her sucking rhythm, Donny was not a passive subject. As he grew to believe in the good luck that had come his way, he let himself do what came naturally. It felt good to thrust his cock deep into the back of her throat. To watch her eyes grow large as she struggled to find room for all of him. To force her to take his cock a little harder, a little deeper each time.
For moments at a stretch, Donny was able to become lost in the sheer raw thrill of having his cock sucked for the first time. Gradually though, he had to recognize the role her pace was having on him. It was an incredibly exciting moment in Donny's life. He did not know how long he could continue without having to give the blonde a mouthful of boiling cum. "Uuuuuuhhh…" His eyes grew big and anxious. She had come awfully close to sucking it right out of him that time!
Absorbed as she was in the boy's slightest tremor, Martha was able to sense his growing tension. She wanted to reassure him, to make his cum into a woman's mouth a good confident memory for him. Opening her mouth wide, she extended her tongue and ran it lewdly round and round the tip of his cock. She knew the change in tempo would help him hold on a bit longer. The excitement in his eyes as he watched her reminded her of her throbbing neglected cunt. Even her own frustration pleased her. It was in such a good cause! She would get all her own satisfaction out of seeing Donny through his heated crisis!
"Donny, darling… your cock feels so hard and sexy under my tongue! I can hardly wait until you cum in me, baby! I want to taste you sweet cum! Mmmmmmm…" She returned to her bobbing rhythm, but not before she had checked out the effect her words had had on the boy. He could have no doubt now that whatever he did and whenever he did it would be just fine with her!
His blue eyes were like agates. His teeth were tugging fiercely on his lower lip.
She clamped her lips tightly around his cock-shaft and slid the slick oval up and down, up and down. She wiggled her ass to the same lusty tempo. Her whole body was in on the conspiracy, the conspiracy to suck the cum right out of young Donny's balls!
One inexperienced boy was no match for the talent and determination of one greedy woman. The blond youth realized with sudden certainty that she was going to have her way at any moment. Her obscene confession had swelled his cock to what felt like the bursting point. With the added stimulus of her continual bobbing, Donny knew there was only one way for him to go!
"Mmmmmm!" Martha felt herself quiver with excitement as she felt the first jet of his heated cum shoot into her mouth. She continued to work her mouth over his spurting cock, making sure she did not miss a drop of what he was giving her, reveling in the depravity of claiming his virgin's sperm with her lips.
"Uuuuuuu… Gaw-w-w-w… uuuh, Mrs. Roy! I'm cumming, Mrs. Roy!" The intensity of his climax far surpassed anything he had experienced at his own hand. He thought he must be shooting a whole pint of juices into her greedy mouth. It just went on and on. He closed his eyes and drifted into the dreamy state of half-consciousness that was the erotic land where sated people go.
She woke him reluctantly. It would have been so nice to be able to spend hours and hours getting to know each other. But Martha had her sense of responsibility. She did not want Donny's mother to worry about her hard-working boy!



CHAPTER TEN


Nothing could disturb Martha's good spirits. Not even a call from Steve who practically begged to come over and see her. Martha had managed to miss his calls so far. She told him in a friendly but firm voice that she had decided it would not be wise for them to continue their affair. She was sure he would understand.
She did not stay on the line long enough to find out if he understood or not. Her mind was on other things… on plans for a wild and wonderful weekend. Frank was taking his team out of town for the weekend. Martha would be alone for two whole days. And wonder of wonders, Donny had sprained his ankle, not enough to really bother him, but enough to keep him out of the weekend's activities.
Martha was looking forward to a wonderful two days of… gardening! She had special plans for the boy whose cock she had sucked to such wild pulsing distraction!
Donny arrived before ten on Saturday morning. He looked just as excited as Martha felt.
"I'm glad you could make it, Donny." She experienced a brief return of her old shyness with the boy. He looked so and eager and handsome. It awed her to think that it was she who had sucked this beautiful cock!
"So am I, Mrs. Roy. My mom was going to make me stay home. She said I should be giving my ankle a rest. I told her I'd be on my knees most of the time anyway. A little exercise would be good for it."
Martha trembled to think how close she had come to being robbed of her illicit desires by a concerned mother. She did not think she would have been able to stand the disappointment if Donny had been unable to come. "How's your ankle feeling now, Donny?"
His eyes twinkled mischievously. Martha had never seen the impish side of the boy. She liked it. "It's pretty good, Mrs. Roy. In fact, it probably wouldn't have been bothering me at all if I hadn't decided there were some things in life more important than football."
Despite herself, Martha blushed. The boy had as much as told her that he had faked the injury to be with her during her husband's absence. She was flattered. Her cunt pulsed at the thought that his eagerness matched her own.
She took him by the hand and led him into the bedroom. It seemed silly to have any pretences between them now. They were both very clear about what they wanted. It remained only to set the stage and take their pleasure from each other.
The blonde undressed herself first. While Donny sat on the edge of the bed watching her, she slipped off her blouse and shorts. Her eyes watched him as she reached back to unfasten her bra. His mouth hung open expectantly. When she flung the garment aside and rubbed her hands roughly over her round tits, he licked his lips and swallowed hard. Martha grinned and reached for her panties.
"How do you like me so far, Donny honey?"
His voice emerged thin and broken. "Oh… oh I like you fine, Mrs. Roy! You're beautiful!" The boy could scarcely believe it was really happening to him. A sexy older woman was doing a striptease for his eyes only! Just looking at her big tits and her pink nipples made his cock swell painfully inside his jeans.
Much as he liked looking at her tits, Donny's first priority was getting a look at Mrs. Roy's pussy. He knew she was watching for his reaction as she slipped her panties slowly down over her hips. At first he could see only a few kinky strands of blonde hair. Then her whole pussy-patch was exposed to his gaze. Donny could even see a tip of pink flesh peeking out at him when she rotated her hips. He realized that must be her clitoris. And if he could see it that easily, she must be awfully excited!
He looked up and met her gaze. He knew she was waiting to hear from him. "Your pussy's beautiful, Mrs. Roy! You must be awful excited! I can see your clitoris!"
His naive observation made new moisture surge from Martha's pussy-lips. She was getting a charge out of exposing herself in front of the boy. She enjoyed every moment of his awestruck stares. Wantonly she ran her hands over her full tits, her smooth belly, her rough pussy-triangle. "I am excited, Donny! Awful excited!"
She could see the distinct outlines of his cock straining against his jeans. She knelt naked before him and helped him out of his shirt and then out of his pants. It amused her that Donny moved almost like an automaton. He seemed unable to fathom the fact that a naked woman was actually taking off his clothes!
She grabbed his cock. "Mmmmm… so hard. I think it's even harder this time than it was last time!" She got him to lie full length on the bed while she knelt over him. Though she was eager far the moment when she would feel his virgin cock surge up into her cunt, she wanted to make the seduction something special for him. She wanted him to be so ready, he would not know what hit him when he first felt his hard cock surrounded with wet heated cunt-flesh.
As he was no longer a newcomer to the jays of cocksucking, she felt she could be a little rougher with him, a little more raw in her responses. She swirled her tongue round and round the inflated tip of his cock. Each groan she drove from the boy's throat set up an amusing tingle in the depths of her greedy cunt. She made a little game for herself out of seeing how wanton she could get him to sound. She got her best response out of the moment when she slid her lips all the way down to the base of his cock. She gave him not an instant to get used to her dramatic onslaught. With rhythmic haste, she moved her head up and down, up and down. The rubbery cock swelled in her mouth. She wanted him as hard as she could get him when he shoved his cock into her pussy!
Already the boy was being hypnotized by the feverish pace the older woman had established over his cock. He had closed his eyes and abandoned himself to the wiles of her hungry mouth. He had been hoping that today Mrs. Roy would let him screw her. His well-laid plans flew out the window. If this was what Mrs. Roy wanted to do, it was fine with him. Screwing could wait! Everything could wait!
But Martha had only been teasing the boy, getting him ready for the most important performance of his young life! When she thought he was ready… when her eager twat was trickling juices down along the insides of her… she rolled over onto her back beside him and took hold of his rigid cock. "Oh Donny… I'm so excited, honey… this is what I want! I want your big cock up inside my pussy!"
It took the teenager a minute to recover from the stupor he had drifted into under the effects of her mouth on his cock. He felt a jolt of fear shoot through him at the thought that the moment he had so long dreamed about was up-on him! He realized he had no idea how to go about it! He had read lots of books, but reading did not seem much help in a situation like his. With a naked panting woman stretched out next to hint the last thing Donny could do was try to remember what he had read in some book!
Yet determination has a way of muddling through. He managed to get onto his knees. He was stopped short by the spectacle of the beautiful woman lying there so close to him. He had to touch her!
His trembling fingers reached for the pink tips on her heaving white breasts. Her rubbery nipples managed to shoot electric sparks through his body. He was astounded by the contrast between her hard nipples and her so-soft breasts. "Wow… you sure are something…" He started to reach for her pussy, then halted. An unknown hairy creature possessed by dark passions and limitless responses. He would have felt safer with a hand grenade.
Martha smiled at his dilemma. His anxiety reminded her vividly of how new all this was for the blond boy. She saw the experience through his eyes and found herself experiencing the same eager awe. "Touch me, Donny… touch my pussy!"
He obeyed blindly at once. She parted her thighs to let him touch her down in the wet parts. She was very wet down there. Another sure sign of her arousal. He felt his cock sway with instinctual hunger. His cock knew better than his brain what to do with that steaming longing hole!
"Oh Donny. Your hand feels so good! I want you so bad, honey! I want your cock up inside my pussy!"
"… I want it too, Mrs. Roy!" Donny realized his desire was too intense to let fear stand in his way. He straddled awkwardly the woman's smooth writhing hips. He balanced himself on one elbow and grabbed hold of his cock. He was intensely aware of her naked clit rubbing against him as he guided his cock-head down into her slit.
She spread her thighs as wide as she could get them and swiveled her hips upward. Her aim was true. His cock slipped into her cunt. The energy of her movement ensured that she did not stop until his cock was buried to the hilt in clinging hot pussy.
"Uuuhh… Christ!" Donny had never used such strong language before. It slipped out of him. What he was feeling demanded strong language.
"Aaaaiiiieeeeee… oooooohhhh, Donnnnnyy-y!" Martha was ecstatic. Just the thought that she was being filled with cock turned the woman into a quavering mass of excitement. His cock was hard and long. It created a delicious tension on the sensitized walls of her pussy. The sensation was a match for her fantasy. Donny's cock made taunting reality put of a lewd dream.
He felt her wrap her legs around his back, and suddenly Donny was no longer a confused boy. Instinct told him what to do next and he did it. He had a wet pussy begging his cock for pleasure. He had a hard cock that was eager for the experience her cunt could give him. They were a perfect match. He devoted all his youthful energy to the satisfaction of her moist clinging desires.
A tense erotic smile remained permanently fixed on Martha's features as the boy worked his cock in and out of her cunt. She was impressed with how quickly the boy was learning to use the talents with which nature had endowed him. There did not seem to be much left for her to do but to lie back, grip his ass-cheeks and help him plough his cock into her waiting pussy over and over again.
"Uuuhh…" Each time her cunt spasmed around his cock, Donny feared he would lose his load to her greedy hole. But after weathering the shock a few times, he gained confidence. He learned that he was in charge. He could work his cock as hard or as easily as he liked. He could thrust it into hot deep, or tease her with a half-slide. No matter what he did, she moaned and shimmied and made him feel like the best lover since Don Juan.
Donny felt like nothing could stop him. Being on top of Mrs. Roy with his cock in her cunt was better than playing in the Rose Bowl! Donny knew he was on his way. Thanks to Mrs. Roy, becoming a man was as easy for him as doing what came naturally. She made him believe in his instincts. The hot grip of her cunt on his cock made him believe in himself.
Martha was proud of the boy, of how well he was facing his initiation into manhood. Though she knew the pleasure was intense for him, still he kept up his end with unflagging enthusiasm. When she could see his face getting tense with the strain of holding back, she felt him change his tempo. The boy was learning about his rhythms. He was learning how to control himself to please her.
She stroked his face and pulled his mouth down onto hers. They kissed hungrily, then he buried his face in her neck while his hard buttocks labored over her. "Ooooo… Donny, oh… you're such a wonderful lover, honey! I love the way you do it to me! Screw me, Donny! Screw meeeee!"
Language like that was as much of a challenge to the boy's control as was the hot grasp of her cunt. His chest swelled with pride at the thought that a beautiful older woman was begging him to screw her. He did his best to meet her expectations. As his passion grew more torrid, he forgot about changing rhythms, pacing himself. It felt so good just to shove it into her hard, again, again, again!
"Uuuuuuhhh… oh Donny, ooohhhh… you're making me cummmmmm!"
He could scarcely believe his ears! His hard cock was driving an orgasm from Mrs. Roy's well lubricated cunt! He could feel her pussy gripping him tighter. The heat from her cunt grew intense. Too intense for an excited boy to resist!
"Yi-i-i! Me too, Mrs. Roy! I'm cumming, too!"
She smiled and kissed him and held him close. Her cunt eagerly sucked up his hot juices… Martha had never felt so pleased with herself or with a lover. It was so good to have his wet juices flooding her cunt!
"Mmmm, lover… you're so good to mee!"
The boy kissed the excited woman and stroked her. For the first time, he felt like he was totally in charge. It was a great thing for his ego, to have a mewling woman in his arms, a woman he had just squirted full of his cum. The thought of what he had just done made him eager to do it again.
Yet he realized there was time. They had the whole day ahead of them. He'd take just a little while longer to let his cock recuperate from the most sensational feeling in the world. The sated memory of wet pussy!



CHAPTER ELEVEN


Though Martha and Donny would have enjoyed being able to spend the entire weekend making love, Martha did not want to take a chance on complications. Frank never looked at her garden, but this just could be the time. She felt there had to be some substantial changes in the rock garden to justify the boy's long hours with her. Things were too wonderful to risk messing them up because of carelessness.
Sunday morning they started work early. They worked doubly hard to make up for lost time. By noon they had made noticeable progress. "Do you think it might be all right to take a break now, Mrs. Roy?"
It delighted her that despite all they had been through, he still addressed her with that same tone of shy respect. That was the thrill of having a boy lover. There remained enough mystique in the relationship to keep him from taking her for granted. Martha was sure that she could trust Donny not to cheat on her the way Steve had done.
For Donny, she was something much more special than she had been for Steve. She was his first woman. It would take a while before he would get over his infatuation. Martha hoped, it would take a good long while. He was so tender, yet so eager. Just looking at him inspired a tense hunger in her cunt.
She threw her garden gloves onto the patio table and went into the kitchen. Donny was right behind her. "Are you as hungry as I am?"
She felt his trembling fingers caress her ass from behind. She trembled. "I think I'm at least as hungry as you are, Mrs. Roy!"
"How about a ham sandwich?" Though she asked the question, food was no longer on her mind. She was following the progress of his groping hands. They had roamed around from her buttocks to her soft belly. They stroked her cunt-mound through her shorts. She felt her pussy moistening.
"A ham sandwich sounds great," he replied in a hoarse voice that betrayed his own preoccupation.
"Mmmm… you do that so nicely, Donny!" She felt weak under his inspiring touch. She gripped the counter in front of her and kept very still. While one hand continued to stroke her cunt, the other reached for her tits. She had worn no bra under her blouse today. It had excited her to watch the boy watching her tits while she worked. It excited her more to feel him chafe her nipples to throbbing erection. She was falling under his spell. Her ass began to wriggle backwards, in subtle little motions that lightly grazed the front of his pants.
"You feel good, Mrs. Roy. It would sure turn me on to do it to you right here in the kitchen!"
The gush of wetness in her pussy told Martha it would turn her on too. She realized that already the boy was learning to assert himself. He was making a suggestion this time, but some day he would be telling his woman what he expected from her. It thrilled her to think no other woman would ever know him the way she had.
"Oh, Donny… I want to please you, darling! I love what you're doing to me!" As she squirmed her ass back, she felt the growing bulge of his cock straining back at her. The gardening, lunch preparations… everything was fading… she wanted him to screw her.
He recognized the consent in her words and his cock pulsed to rigid life. Roughly he pulled her blouse open. He caressed her tits with lusty kneading motions as he rubbed his cock against her churning ass. The thought of what he was about to do made him eager, almost too eager. He realized he was pinching her nipples awfully hard. He wondered that she had not cried out in pain. Slowly he began to understand that in Mrs. Roy's condition, there was only a fuzzy line to separate pain from pleasure. She was liking what he was doing to her! He was not hurting her at all!
His cock strained urgently against the confinement of his pants. While one hand still gripped her tit, he freed the pounding shaft of his cock. He rubbed the sensitive tip against the place where her shorts were sucked into her ass-cleft. She began to squirm harder. He knew she knew he had his cock out. He could see she wanted it… now!
While she still clung mindlessly to the counter, he reached round and unfastened her shorts. He pushed them along with her panties down over her swelling ass-cheeks. A throb of excitement shook his cock as he saw her garments lying in a puddle at her feet. He watched her raise one foot and set it down far from the other. She bent forward slightly. Her eagerness pushed him onward. He guided his cock-tip in between her buttocks and shoved. He missed her hole the first time but she squirmed and shrieked with excitement. The next time, he was dead center. Her cunt-walls parted to admit his hard-driving cock. They clung to him as he pulled back out of her. They parted gratefully to admit him a second time. They were doing it! In the middle of the day, in the middle of her kitchen, he was screwing the lusty older woman who had robbed him of his virginity. And left him with the hot treasures of her greedy pussy.
"Oh Donny! Oh darling it feels so good! Your cock is so fine in my cunt, Donny!" Martha was totally caught up in their moment's lurid passion. She recalled how she had felt used and abused when her husband used her this way. When the boy did it to her, it was an adventure. They were sharing in the sexuality, in the spontaneity. They took turns egging each other on. She did not feel taken advantage of. She fell wonderfully fulfilled. She did not think any man could ever make her feel used and humiliated again. She felt too sure now of her own sexuality. Of her God-given right to pleasure. No man could take that away from her!
But there were many hard cocks in the word, she knew, who could give her that pleasure! She reveled in the thought that her life need never again seem empty and meaningless. Just having lots of sex had not been enough. But having lots of the kind of sex she chose for herself was all the thrills Martha needed out of life. The kind of input the boy was giving her inspired her with an awesome self-confidence. With good cock to back her up, Martha knew she could conquer the world.
Right now, Donny's slender hard cock seemed quite enough, thank you.
"Oh Donny-y-y… Donny it's good-d-d!"
The sudden explosion of passion they were indulging in had Donny's brain reeling. He gripped firm hold of Mrs. Roy's ass-cheeks, not worrying too much about whether he was hurting her, knowing that she was immersed enough in the pleasure that anything he might do would please her. He shoved his cock into her cunt in long, smooth strokes. He pulled out of her until only the very tip was still caught in the hot embrace of her cunt. Then, just at the moment, when she started to whine in frustration, he shoved hard. The tight clasp of her pussy pulled moans from him that harmonized with the blonde's ecstatic whinnies.
"Uh man… I don't believe I'm doing this! It feels so good!" He wondered what the guys on the team who tended to look down on him would think if they could see him now. Shoving his cock into the eager twat of the coach's old lady! They would never know. Donny would not do that to Mrs. Roy. But just thinking about what they would say if they knew made the boy feel awfully good about himself. He doubted if any of those big guys could intimidate him now, the way they used to.
What Martha had not known about Steve Manners was that he was a persistent youth. He was used to having things – and women – when and as he wanted them. When Mrs. Roy told him they could not see each other any more, Steve was not willing to accept her explanation at face value. His pride would not allow it.
Steve thought he understood now the real reason behind Mrs. Roy's change of heart. She had grown tired of their relationship.
As he crouched half concealed outside the sliding glass doors that led to the garden, Steve felt himself growing more and more enraged with the pretty older woman.
She could at least have told him the truth! Why did she have to treat him like some kid who had to be protected from the lewd realities of life? If she was a fickle cunt, then he should have known about it, right away!
After the last game, Steve had hitched a ride back to town with some of the parents who had come down for the games. The boy had been planning to pay a visit to Mrs. Roy. If he got back to town well before the team bus, he figured he would have lots of time to resolve the split with the coach's wife. Steve did not want to admit to himself that already he had been getting nervous about the relationship with Mrs. Roy. He had worried that she had been getting too attached and had started to think about how he could get out of their affair.
It was only when Mrs. Roy made herself unavailable to him that Steve decided he was not finished with her yet. Watching her swivel her bare ass back at Donny made him even more determined to get even with the deceptive woman.
Disturbed as he was by the blonde's behavior, still Steve was not impervious to the allure of the lusty spectacle before him. His cock began to grow and throb in his pants. He began to think less about what Mrs. Roy had done to him in the past and more about what she was doing right now!
Her taut shapely ass worked relentlessly to swivel back to meet the blond boy's hard cock. Donny's cock gleamed with the moisture it picked up inside her juicy cunt. Though he was several feet away from them, Steve could hear the sluicing sound his teammate's cock made traveling in and out of her pussy.
The longer he watched Donny screw their mutual lover, the more Steve's respect for the younger boy grew. He had never paid much attention to Donny, thinking he was just another no-talent trying to snatch some of the glory of being a football player. He had seen the way Donny clammed up around girls. He would never have suspected Donny was capable of the kind of sturdy job he was doing on Mrs. Roy's hot cunt! He decided Donny was not such a zero after all. He decided it might not even be bad to try sharing Mrs. Roy's greedy charms with an enterprising kid like Donny.
"Uh cripes, Mrs. Roy… your pussy's really getting to me! I don't know how much more I can take… Ahhnnnhhh!" The thrill of their impromptu screw was taking its toll on Donny. He would have cum long ago if his pride had not absolutely demanded that he try to take Mrs. Roy with him. Each stroke was becoming a labor of self-control. He reached forward and began to play with the older woman's clitoris while his cock slammed deep into her twat.
Donny got results even more quickly than he had hoped. With his hand on her clitoris, Martha started to squirm more wantonly. Her knuckles paled as she gripped the counter-top with all her might. She let go her iron hold only when she was on the downward side of ecstasy. "Oooooo… Donny-y… I'm cummm-ing-g-g-g!" She had been striving so hard that she scarcely had the strength to let him know what was happening. She was surprised how soon after he squirted her full of cunt. "Mmmmmmm… I love to feel your cum in meee!"
"Oh yeah, Mrs. Roy… Oh yeah!" The boy clung to the older woman's ass as he dumped his load of cum-juices deep into her cunt. Without Mrs. Roy to hold onto, he was sure he would have fallen onto the floor. Her hot pussy had sucked him dry. He felt empty as a puppet. But a hell of a lot happier.
Already he was hoping that Mrs. Roy would not drag them back out into the garden to work. He had other plans for their few remaining hours together. Donny liked gardening, but, like football, it was not his top priority. His top priority lay between Mrs. Roy's thighs.



CHAPTER TWELVE


There was no doubt in Steve's mind now that he was going to have to get him some action. He crouched out on the Roys' patio with an aching erection throbbing in his pants. He did not dare stick his head around for fear he might be spotted. He was not ready yet. He had not plotted his entrance. If he caught her at the wrong time, Mrs. Roy could just tell him to get out. There would be nothing he could do but obey.
He wanted to get her when her defenses were down!
He could hear murmured snatches of conversation coming from inside. Smacking noises told him the twosome were not done with their passion. They were kissing. Steve's hopes revived. The way he looked at it, Donny and Mrs. Roy were warming things up now for his own part in their wanton weekend's activities!
The voices faded. Carefully Steve looked around the edge of the sliding door. They were no longer in the kitchen. The boy tiptoed through into the kitchen and went to the doorway that led into the living room. His cock throbbed at the sight that greeted him there.
Despite all the excitement that Donny and the older woman had shared over the weekend, there was one thing the boy had not yet gotten around to trying. He had never tasted the forbidden flavors of Mrs. Roy's cunt!
Determined now to do the awesome deed, he led her naked from the waist down into the living room. He saw the trembling arousal on her face. She knew he was up to something and she was eager to find out what it was… Donny was just as eager to surprise her!
He sat her down on the couch and he knelt between her thighs. Her pussy gleamed at him from under her matted thatch of cunt-hair. Her cunt was wet with the combined juices of his orgasm and her excitement. The boy felt timid at first about burying his face in all that depraved moisture. Yet the longer he stared at her snatch, the more appealing the idea became.
Martha scarcely dared breathe. She thought she knew by now what the boy had in mind. Yet she hesitated to say anything. She wanted him to get around to it all on his own. It would be so much more exciting to know that he alone had made the choice to lick her hungering pussy.
Patient as she tried to be, Martha could not fight back the occasional moan of anticipation. Her pussy still pulsed with sweet memories of the hard way the boy had just screwed her. His stiff cock had only whetted her appetite for more pleasure. The idea of watching him tongue her cunt made her feel woozy with excitement. "Ahhnnnhhh."
Steeling himself for unknown thrills, Donny reached out with his tongue and circled the swelling nubbin of Mrs. Roy's clitoris. He was surprised and pleased with the sweet flavor of her cunt. He licked farther down toward her pussy, looking for more juices. The thought that some of the moisture was his own only made him tremble the more. The boy was impressed with his own capacity for depravity.
"Ooooo… oh God, Donny honey! You don't know what you doing to me… how good you're making me feel!"
The boy thought he had an idea. She was shimmying her cunt down against his face. Juices were flowing from her aroused twat as quickly as he could lick them up. The longer he licked her yielding zesty flesh, the more he wanted to do it. The boy felt he was passing the last big test of his manhood with flying colors. He thought nothing could ever frighten him again. He knew now that he could meet every challenge a wet cunt could offer him!
Martha spread her thighs wide and let her head fall back against the couch. She could scarcely believe it was happening. The boy who yesterday morning had been a virgin was now licking her cunt with all the tireless enthusiasm of a seasoned veteran. She watched his blond head bobbing between her thighs and felt her clitoris tingle. It was all so lewd! So deliciously, sensually lewd!
Steve's cock was so hard, it hurt. Still he could not resist watching just a little longer. There was a new obscene thrill in watching a woman who had been his lover responding to the hot passion of another guy. He sensed by Donny's awkwardness and by the woman's wide-eyed wonder that Donny had not done this for her before. His cock pulsed at the thought of the extra titillation he planned to add to the situation.
His hand roughly caressed his cock through his pants as he watched the former mousy blonde squirming like a sex-fiend in front of the boy's probing tongue. He watched Donny reach right in to spread her pussy-lips wide. When he started licking her in long smooth attacks of his tongue, he thought Mrs. Roy would go right out of her head with excitement. She was half laughing, half crying. She humped her cunt up into Donny's face like a demented creature.
Steve could not take the suspense any longer. He wanted some fun too!
Martha was so absorbed in the way Donny's mouth was attacking her pussy she did not even notice at first that they were not alone. It was not until Steve was almost within touching distance that she saw him. Her eyes grew very large. But her cunt kept squirming beneath Donny's tongue. She could not help herself. The pleasure was more compelling than the danger that Steve's presence implied.
"What… what… uuhhh!" It was hard for her to keep her head straight. She wanted to deal with Steve, but her body wanted only to deal with Donny and his exploring tongue. "What are you doing… go away, Steve! Go away!"
The dark-haired boy only grinned and started to pull down his zipper.
Donny was confused at first by the strange things Mrs. Roy was saying. It did not enter his head at first that they were no longer alone. The blatant evidence was the boy kneeling on the couch next to Mrs. Roy, the hard cock swaying in the older woman's direction. He tried to pull back from Mrs. Roy's pussy but her knees locked him to her. In her excitement, she was holding him prisoner between her naked thighs. He looked up far enough to discover the identity of the intruder.
"Steve! What the…! You're not…" Mrs. Roy squirmed her pussy in his face again. He had no choice but to serve her growing need. He was not sure he liked the situation as it had developed, but he felt powerless to change it. Mrs. Roy did not seem disturbed. She was still waving her pussy in his face. If she wanted it, how could he stop her?
His brain struggled frantically to figure out how Steve Manners came to be at Mrs. Roy's house in the first place. How could the older boy feel confident of exposing his cock to Mrs. Roy if he had not done it before? He was beginning to suspect that what was happening was not so new to the older woman as he might have thought!
Martha watched the dark-haired boy bring his exposed cock close to her face. Some part of her told her that she should drive him away… she should be angry with him for what he had done to her.
Yet his cock hypnotized, her. It was so hard and swollen. So eager for her. Despite the break between them, she had not forgotten the many talents of young Steve's turgid cock!
Trembling with his own boldness, Steve shoved his cock-tip against the older woman's mouth. Already he was pretty sure he had won her over to his obscene scheme. The glazed arousal in her eyes told him she was mesmerized by what was going on… by what he might do to enhance the pleasure she was already receiving.
He did not want to keep her in suspense any longer. He did not want to keep his aching cock away from the pleasure it craved. He pushed his cock ruthlessly past the barrier of her lips. He did not ease the pressure until his cock was buried to the hilt in her warm clinging mouth.
"Mmmmmm…" Martha had already resigned herself to what she chose to view as the inevitable. In her lust-weakened condition, she could not turn away a second hard cock. No matter how flagrantly she might be compromising her principles by letting him remain.
To her lusty libido, it seemed a natural extension of the pleasure she had known so far with her boys to be able to have two of them at once. It was such an intriguing thought to contemplate having two hard cocks to herself – to have two young lovers to serve her every want and need. Though Steve had betrayed her, she could not be angry with him. Not with his swollen cock between her lips! Not with Donny's tongue tickling the fleshy entrance to her cunt!
"Wow, Mrs. Roy… I've missed this hot mouth of yours! Suck it… suck my cock!" Steve thrust his cock rhythmically into her mouth while she squirmed her pussy against the twirling tongue of young Donny.
Donny's head was a mass of confusion. He continued to lick and suck Mrs. Roy's pussy-lips because he knew that was what was expected of him. Yet he was having trouble accepting the astounding fact that Mrs. Roy had been lover to Steve Manners. It was one thing to have suspicions, it was another thing to know for sure!
Donny's pride was injured!
Yet just knowing that the older woman was sucking another guy's cock while he ate her pussy made incredible jolts of arousal stab at his cock. His cock was still protruding from his fly, still coated with her pussy-moisture. It was hard now and swaying between his legs as he ate the blonde's pussy. The pleasure flowing through his body made it hard for Donny to stay hurt. After all, he had known all along that a married woman like Mrs. Roy was not making love to him alone. Yet to discover that he had been sharing the coach's wife with another member of the team was a shock! The shock was quickly turning to raw excitement!
The boy had to accept that Mrs. Roy was not all his. For a recent virgin, it was a hard piece of reality to swallow. Yet the hurt was rapidly being replaced with a new lurid arousal. He had never imagined sharing a woman with another guy. Yet here he was doing it! Here he was eating Mrs. Roy's pussy while Steve Manners shoved his cook into her face. Here he was licking up the wetness from her cunt while she moaned under the lusty mouth impalements of another guy's cock!
It was better than anything Donny had ever read or dreamed about! Better because it was real life! Real, sexy life!
Though the boy had suffered a disillusionment, his disappointment was losing place to another kind of excitement. It was another phase of manhood to be able to share a woman with another guy on an equal footing. Once Donny had looked up to Steve, the football hero, as someone hopelessly above him. Now he and Steve were reduced to equals. Donny sensed the other boy's respect. He knew Steve was impressed with the way he had been making love to Mrs. Roy. Steve would never again think of him as just a kid. Donny might not be a natural talent with a football, but he had other talents. Talents that would get him far!
"Cripes, I love eating your pussy, Mrs. Roy! It tastes great!" His remarks were as much for Steve as they were for the other woman.
Steve was playing the same game. "Uuuuhhh… suck my cock like that, Mrs. Roy! Shit, your mouth's beautiful!"
Listening to the obscene praise of the two teenagers overwhelmed Martha with the lurid reality of her depravity. She felt like a great she-Goddess serving a hard eager cock in her mouth and feeding her greedy twat to another boy's mouth. She squirmed and moaned tirelessly. Little had she suspected when she first started to daydream about two gentle boy lovers that she might some day have them both claiming their pleasure from her aroused body. The passion was turning out to be a lot more raunchy than she had imagined it then. But then, Martha had not known what she really wanted from herself, from life, from sexuality, in those days. She knew now. She felt powerful in her knowledge. She could see long years of pleasure stretching out before her. Other conquests. Other seductions.
"Oh Steve honey, your cock's so hard in my mouth! I love the way it feels! Eat me, Donny darling…! Oh lick my pussy like that! You're wonderful!" Feeling as if nothing could stop her now, Martha writhed wantonly between the two boys.
Her tongue swirled round the inflated cock in her mouth. She bobbed her head up and down over the stiff cock, prodding it with her tongue, nibbling it with her supple lips. She knew making love to the boys had taught her a lot about her own skills. She had forgotten how to respond from the guts with her husband. She had gotten into such a rut with Frank that she had abandoned many of the skills she had once had. She and her husband had given up their experimenting, their first greedy thirst for one another. Routine had replaced inspiration.
As she squirmed between her high school lovers, the school coach's wife resolved that she would not let it be like that between her and Frank any more. She would make every sexual encounter between them something new and thrilling. Frank might be suspicious about what had turned her on, but let him be suspicious! He could not help but be grateful for the raw awakened pleasure it brought him!
"Mmmmm… eat meeee! Eat me, Donny-y-y!" The boy did as he was told. It was not easy. She was writhing her cunt down, hard against his face. It was all Donny could do to come out now and then for air! The pressure was building in her! Building to the point of explosion! "Ooohhh my-y God-d-d! I'm cumming, lovers! I'm cumming-g-g!"
As he wrestled with the climaxing cunt in front of him, Donny's heart swelled with pride. He had made the beautiful older woman cum from his relentless licking! Steve had heard her wails of orgasm! He had proved himself in front of the confident older boy! His cock swelled and swayed. He knew just what to do with it.
With a mighty effort, he freed himself from the clasping prison of Mrs. Roy's thighs. He guided his swollen sticky cock to the portals of her still spasming cunt. He thrust forward.
"Uuuhh… ooohh God-d-d! That's good… mmpphh!" When Steve shoved his cock back into her mouth, Martha automatically began to suck hungrily. But only half her attention was on the cock surging into the back of her throat. Donny's cock was hard and exciting. It felt so intensely good rutting up into her pussy.
All three orgiasts were totally immersed in the blind passion of what was happening on Coach Roy's couch. Steve grunted and forced his cock in between the woman's lips over and over again. He looked over at Donny who was screwing her with frantic haste. The boys shared a grin. They were coconspirators in an incredible lusty game. No one would ever believe it if they talked about it, but they had each other to impress. Steve was impressed. He could tell by the dazed look in Donny's eyes that the other boy was impressed too.
"Hey man, this is something, isn't it?"
Donny knew he had made it. Steve had never talked to him like that before. "You better believe it… yeah… Mrs. Roy's the greatest! Her cunt's the hottest!" It was also the only cunt Donny had ever fathomed. But there was no reason, he figured, why Steve had to know that.
He held the blonde's thighs wide and shoved his aching cock deep into her pussy. He watched her sucking hungrily on Steve's cock as she squirmed her cunt forward to meet his in-thrusts. He realized the woman was reveling in what was happening to her. Her lust was too great to be totally satisfied by just one cock! Donny had read about women like her! He had not recognized until now the true depths of the woman's wantonness. He had been seduced by a nymphomaniac, a woman who knew what she wanted, and was not afraid to reach out and grab it!
Martha closed her eyes to better savor the obscene satisfaction of taking one cock in the mouth, another in the pussy. It was sensational! She was filled to overflowing with stiff cock! "Mmmmmmpphh!" She could not say much around the thick barrier of Steve's cock, but she would have liked to shout out her ecstasy. She would have liked to tell the whole damned world how good she felt!
Martha had never felt so reckless!
Being reckless drove her to superhuman effort. The harder she shimmied and sucked, the weaker grew the controls that held her together. Suddenly she ran right out of controls and she was cumming a second time, more fiercely, more recklessly than the first two cums of the day!
She could not tell the boys exactly what was happening, but they sensed it from her abandoned contortions. Both of them exulted in the orgiastic lust they had brought her to. Steve knew he was going to give her a faceful of cum. "Uuuuhhh… shit I'm cumming, Mrs. Roy! Swallow it! Get it down, Mrs. Roy!"
Donny could not hold out in the face of provocation like that. While the older woman swallowed down Steve's semen, he gave her a second dose into her sopping cunt. He clung to her feverishly as he rode out the long ride. It was a rough one. It left Donny feeling weak. The boy had been using his cock a lot over the weekend. He was getting tired out.
Steve wasn't. The older boy was just getting warmed up. When Donny had abandoned his post over Mrs. Roy's cunt, Steve took his place. The orgy had the boy thrilled enough that he thought he could probably just keep on endlessly getting erections and doing it to Mrs. Roy.
Of course, he could not do it endlessly. Just until it was time for Coach Roy to come home.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN


Martha was already asleep in bed when the coach got home that night. She didn't hear him come in. He didn't wake her. Frank had had an exhausting weekend. He needed a good night's sleep.
It surprised Frank to be awakened shortly after dawn by his wife squirming sensuously next to him. "Uuuhh… what… what's the matter, Martha? Christ, it's not time to get up yet!"
The blonde did not let her husband's gruff manner deter her. She had showered before she went to bed the night before to try to wash off the evidence of her weekend's depravity, but she could not wash away the tingling arousal in her pussy. She had never felt so totally open, so sexual. She realized when she awoke that she could no longer stand to be married to a man who could not answer the intense longing the boys had awakened in her. She would give Frank another chance – maybe a few more chances before she gave up. She hoped he would come around to her way of responding. If he did not, she would have to leave him.
Martha was no longer the same person she had been when the school term began. She needed a man who saw her and recognized her for what she was. She could no longer hide her light under a bushel of humdrum crap! She would still make Frank's toast and wash his clothes. But, in return, she wanted him to treat her like a sexy desirable woman, exactly as she was!
"Mmmmm…" She began to plant kisses over his chest, his pot belly. Her hand reached for his cock. It was flaccid, but under her skilled touch it began to throb to life.
Frank was more wide awake now. He was awestruck. Martha never initiated the sexual encounters between them, though she always responded to him when he did. She was not acting like her usual self. Frank felt himself starting to sweat, whether from passion or uneasiness he did not know.
The distinction between one feeling and another grew hazy. When his wife began to kiss his cock, Frank ceased to care what had gotten into her. He resolved just to go ahead and enjoy an unexpected blowjob in the wee hours of a Monday morning. "Uuuhh… shit, woman! What the hell's got into you? Never mind! I like it! I like it! Uh, suck my cock, baby!"
She was doing just that. Her lips had formed a tight oval around the thick girth of his cock. She slipped the oval down to the base of his cock, slid it back up again, and down again.
"Uuuuhh… beautiful, woman! Martha, my… you are full of surprises!" He had never thought of her that way before, but he was beginning to realize it was true. Little by little she had been doing herself over, looking prettier, smiling more.
The crowning glory of her transformation was her willingly sucking his cock, without his even telling her to do it! That was something new! Something new and good! Even Frank, the arch complainer, could come up with no complaints about that!
Martha was steeping herself in her salacious task. Far a long time, she had resented the authoritarian way her husband got her to suck his cock. She had resented having to be his slave. She realized she had not even given herself a chance to enjoy it. She was taking that chance now. She was rediscovering the filling beauties of her old man's thick throbbing cock!
For one thing, Frank's cock was a bigger mouthful than either of the boys'. It was harder and more demanding in the way it surged up into her mouth. It had been those kinds of things that had put her off before, but now that she was no longer afraid of her sexuality, Martha craved the filling pleasures such a big cock could give her. She did not need it so gentle and romantic anymore. Martha had learned to look in the mirror and accept herself for what she was. She did not need always to be cocooned and coddled. Now that she felt good about herself, it felt good to play hot and hard. She just wanted lots of reminders that she was a thrilling woman – a beautiful sexy woman that any man would be glad to have for a wife!
The surprised grunts erupting from Frank's throat were giving her a great deal of encouragement. She was determined to lay him low, to leave him gasping from the awesome onslaught of her lips. She wanted this to be a blowjob like no other he had ever had. Just from the amount of pleasure she was getting out of sucking his cock, she knew it must be feeling awfully good from the other end!
She was half buried under the covers, but Frank threw them off her. It was too hot for covers anyway. And, it was getting hotter by the minute. He wanted to get a good look at his sexy wife working her head over his cock. She had never done it to him so good. If he had not been so aroused, Frank might have gotten suspicious. Instead, he was grateful for whatever it was that had made of his hangdog aging wife a sexy wanton siren of lust! He liked what she was doing to him! He liked it a lot! He had almost forgotten how good it could be between them… how it had been in the old days when they could not be in the same room without falling onto each other with lust in their hearts!
"Oh Martha… I don't know what kind of dreams you've been having, baby, but keep them up! You're beautiful, baby! Beautiful!" Her ass was sticking out from under the hem of her nightgown, waving practically in his face. He had forgotten what a good-looking ass she had. It looked particularly good when it was squirming in time to her mouth-rhythm over his hard cock!
It was working! Martha could hardly believe how well it was working! Frank was telling her how beautiful she was. He was loving everything she was doing to him. It was just like it had been between them in the old days, before all the resentments had built a wall between them. Except she thought she loved her husband even more now than she had then. She had been through the bad times. She could appreciate so much better how precious the good times were… and how important it was to keep them good!
Her head bobbed more and more wantonly over his stiff cock. She could feel his cock-tip knocking against the back of her throat. Each time it did so, she felt a new surge of excitement flare inside her cunt. "Oh Frank, I love you!" she squealed and went back to her cock-sucking. The throbbing in her pussy told her just how much she meant what she said.
It was getting more and more amazing. Frank was torn between watching his wife's tight squirming ass and closing his eyes to drift with the feelings. He did not know how long it had been since his wife had told him she loved him in the midst of lovemaking. He had long ago quit even thinking about things like that. He hadn't thought he had the time or the inclination for that sissy stuff.
But once she had said it, he realized how good it made him feel. It was important to him after all. "I love you too, Martha! You're beautiful, woman! You suck a great cock!"
Martha was already on the verge of orgasm, without even having any direct stimulus on her cunt. She waved her ass wantonly in the air, not even realizing that her pussy was begging for attention.
Frank realized it. A trifle reluctantly, he pulled his cock out of his wife's mouth and kneeled up behind her. Reluctance was forgotten when he felt her pussy-walls close around his hard cock. "Uuuuuhhh… you still have the tightest pussy going, Martha!"
Her ass writhed frantically. His cock felt so good, so filling in her cunt. She closed her eyes. Her jaw fell open. She let the feelings shoot through her.
Even in the midst of her passion, Martha was aware of how much she owed to her boys. To them she owed the reclamation of her self-respect, her sense of humor, her husband. The way she and Frank were going, it might be a while before she saw the boys again.
But when she did, she would be sure to let them know just how grateful she was!
"Oh Frank darling… do it to me! You're the greatest!" Martha was happy. The happiest woman on earth, with a hot wet pussy to prove it!
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