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CHAPTER ONE


The nagging sensations deep inside her cunt began to register on Betty Sue Swensen's awareness. Part of the excitement, she knew, causing her juices to flow and the slick pouty lips of her cuntal mouth to flex warmly and flush deep red, was because she hadn't seen her sister, Barbara Jean Crocker, in almost two years, not since she'd gone to live with that airline pilot in San Jose. When she and Barbara had been growing up together back in the family home, they had had more than a sisterly understanding, and just seeing her red-haired sister, younger than Betty's forty years by nearly six, seemed to bring those wild passionate nights back in a rush, centering just beneath the surface of her feverish groin.
"Oh, Barbara," she said, "it's so good to see you again!"
"For me, too, Betts," she said, noticing how her sweet sister's forty years had only mellowed her, softened out a few of her wilder, rougher edges. There wasn't a singe gray hair visible on her head, crowned by long flowing shoulder-length brown hair, the color matching her eyes. Both women still weighed about the same, though, one-hundred-and thirty pounds, but Barbara's five-foot-six-inches, shorter than Betty by two whole inches, seemed to make her look much heavier.
"When I heard that Johan had been taken to the hospital, I just had to come and be of whatever help I could to you and Erik."
"I'm so glad you could come, Barbara," Betty said, looking deeply into Barbara's starkly green eyes. "When I phoned you, I was so confused. I felt completely helpless."
"Well, dear, I'm here now," Barbara said, "so you can tell me all about it. What did happen, anyway?"
"They still don't know for sure, Babs," she said. "He was at work at the factory as usual, when he just collapsed. They rushed him to the hospital in an ambulance and sent for me. I called you from there, just after they'd let me see him."
"What does it seem to be, Betty?" she asked, looking concerned.
"They still don't know," Betty Sue said. "They're running all kinds of tests on him. It seems to be a blood circulation thing, blood being cut off to his brain. He was unconscious for hours before they revived him. It could take them weeks, they said, before they can pinpoint it exactly."
"And in the meantime, I suppose they'll just keep you dangling," Barbara said, smiling, trying to ease her sister's obvious anxieties as best she could.
"Yes, I suppose," Betty said. "Thank God you could come here right away. I get so nervous thinking about… about if… if… Oh, God, what if Johan dies?"
"Nonsense, Betty," Barbara Jean said. "It's just something simple. Why, I bet Johan's as strong and as horny as a horse, right this very minute. Nothing can happen to him."
Betty Sue almost wanted to laugh, because Johan was still strong, and knowing him, he was most probably horny, having to stay all by himself in that boring old hospital bed. No wonder her cunt felt weird. Quickly she calculated the days… she had just finished a particularly long, heavy period the very day it happened to Johan. It had been five days… no, six, she corrected herself, since they had made love. Johan, her incredibly big hunk of Swedish masculinity, was not used to such long waits between balling.
Just the thought of his massive frame, his wild curly blond hair and sky-blue eyes, made Betty Sue's cunt spasm and flutter. The juices that had been gathering just inside the lips of her cuntal mouth grew warmer and slowly oozed through the lips, parting them slightly so they would rub against each other sibilantly if she moved her legs just right. She could almost feel Johan's one-hundred-and-ninety pounds bearing down on her, her tits nestling against the soft, silky down of his blond chest hairs and the incredible weight of his cock, hot and hard and throbbing, pressing against the trim firm muscles of her flat belly, his hairy ball sac pressed tight against her moistly waiting clitoris.
Betty Sue fought away the image of her virile husband and forced herself back to reality, to the fact that he was at that very moment suffering in a hospital bed while she chatted away girlishly with her baby sister.
"Oh, Barbara Jean," she said, "you're right, I do miss him so, even… well, you know, that way… maybe especially that way."
"You mean you'd like to fuck, don't you?" Barbara Jean asked.
Betty Sue, a bit of a repressed prude, blushed just from hearing her worldly sister use the word "fuck". The thought of actually using it herself was somehow totally alien to her being, to the high moral standards she had tried to set for herself and her own family. It had actually been years since she had even remembered the wanton little sex games she had played with Barbara Jean, in the privacy of their bedroom, late at night while their parents were asleep. Or perhaps, even while they also made love, in their bedroom.
"Oh," Betty Sue said. "Na! I don't mean that. It would be nice, though, if Johan were here, to hug him and… and… make a little love."
"Bullshit!" Barbara Jean said. "You're just horny. What you need is another man to get your mind off your troubles. You should have an affair, Betts. It'd do you a world of good, open your mind up to some of the things you've been missing." She giggled and her thoughts turned inward, to the guy she had picked up two days earlier, and the enormous whang he had hanging between his stubby legs. "Some things are definitely better than other things, Betts. Some cocks better than others."
"Oh, Barbara," Betty said. "I'm ashamed of you! Why I never, not in all my life, thought of… of actually letting another man do it to me."
"Do you mean, Betts, that the only man who has ever fucked you is Johan?" Barbara Jean asked incredulously.
"Oh, yes, Babs," Betty Sue said. "I could never dream of… of being unfaithful. Of committing adultery. It's just too awful to contemplate."
Barbara Jean laughed and opened up another can of beer, pouring some of it into Betty's glass to cool hers off. "You're so naive, dear," she said. "This is 1978, you know. No one but no one thinks that way any more."
"I do," Betty said, taking a sip from her glass and letting the foam roll around in her mouth, tasting it before she swallowed.
"Christ, you need some loosening up, dear," Barbara Jean said. "And if I can help you out while I'm here, I'm going to do it. I can't stand the thought of you missing out on so very much, all because of some antiquated sexual hang-ups. Why, when we were still kids we even used to…"
Barbara Jean stopped and laughed, her own memories of their all-night balling causing her loins to heat up and a twitch snap at the mouth of her womb. "Hey, Betts, do you remember how you used to squeal when I'd suck on your…"
"Oh, Barbara," she said, quickly interrupting. "We were just children then, really. We didn't know what we were doing, that it… well, incestuous."
"Incest my ass." Barbara Jean said. "And we were well into our teens. Relieve me, Betts, I knew what I was doing, and you're five years older than me."
"I count time differently now, Babs," Betty said. "I think that'd make me just two years older than you."
They laughed together. For the first time since Barbara had arrived, just after noon, Betts saw her smile. Perhaps, she thought, there really is a chance for Betts after all. Now if I can just get her fucked. But how? That's the problem.
"Then that'd make you five years older than me, sis," Barbara Jean said, "because I started counting backward too."
"Oh, Babs," Betty Sue said, "it is good to laugh again. You made it happen, too. Thank you."
"Don't thank me yet, Betts," she said. "Wait until there's something real to thank me for. Oh, I know, I brought along some high-grade Thai sticks. Leon flies them back from Hong Kong every now and then, picks them up real cheap."
"Thai sticks?" Betty said. "Whatever are you talking about?"
"Don't tell me you don't smoke either, Betts," Barbara Jean said. "What do you do around here all the day alone, sing hymns?"
"No," Betty Sue said, and laughed, "especially not now, not after the new preacher took over the church."
"Oh, what's wrong with him?" Barbara Jean asked.
"He's black, for God's sakes, Babs," Betty said.
"Why, Johan won't even step inside the church any more. I swear half the congregation's resigned. I only go occasionally myself, for appearance's sake."
"Imagine that," Barbara Jean said, lighting a brown-paper hand-rolled cigarette and dragging deeply, holding the smoke down deep in her lungs, "your own black preacher. Bet he's got rhythm. Wonder, how many of the ladies of the congregation have already sacrificed their virginity on his spear of righteousness?"
"Oh, Babs," Betty Sue said, "you are awful! Things like that just don't happen, especially around here."
Babs slowly exhaled, her grin growing broader, more knowing. "Here, Betts," she said, handing the cigarette over to her sister. "Just take a deep drag on this cigarette. You saw what I did. Hold it in and let it fill your lungs good. How's he hung, the black preacher? I've never made it with one of them, but I hear they're real tigers in the sack."
Betty blushed and took the cigarette from Barbara Jean. She really didn't want to smoke it. She never smoked anything and never had, certainly not. What did she call it – Thai weed? – that's dope. Disgusting. Still, if I don't smoke it, she'll keep asking embarrassing questions about the Reverend Billy Dean Donaldson.
Betty did exactly what she thought she had seen Barbara Jean do, sucking heavily on the cigarette and drawing it down into her lungs, holding it there. He is big, and handsome actually, in a chocolate sort of way, she thought. I never really actually thought about… his thing, but I've also heard they have real big bites.
The dope in Betty Sue's lungs expanded radically, filling them to overflowing and she started coughing, forcing the smoke out in great hawking gusts, heaving with sharp little pains.
Barbara Jean took the number back from her. "No," she said, "watch me again. You just take little tokes, so they don't expand so big inside you. Like this." She sucked deep again and Betty Sue watched the end of the cigarette grow fiery red as she did.
"Now here," Barbara Jean said, through tight lips, retaining the smoke, "try it again, only gentler."
Holding the number in her hand, Betty Sue looked down at it peculiarly, examining it. It was smaller than a regular cigarette, and wrapped in that funny colored paper. It smelled strong, too, the smoke quickly filling the room with a heady odor. Betty quickly took a swallow of her beer, washing away the last bit of pain in her lungs, preparing them for another trial at satisfying her pushy sister.
"Go ahead, do it," Barbara said, expelling the smoke almost in Betty Sue's face, her long red hair falling provocatively over her shoulders as she shook her head from side, to side.
Betty Sue took a second hit off the cigarette and immediately handed it back to her sister. "No more," she said, feeling the peculiar lethargy start to creep over her already from the high-grade marijuana. "I think I've had enough. I'll stick to beer if you don't mind."
"Well, okay for now," Barbara Jean said, finishing the Thai weed herself. "But I bet Erik wouldn't refuse any of this. Say, how old is he now… hmmm… he must be…"
"He's eighteen, Babs," Betty Sue said with considerable pride. "And he's so big. Why already he's almost as tall as his father, and so handsome."
"Got a big dick, huh?" Barbara Jean asked, the weed clouding her senses and sharpening the feeling seeping throughout her cuntal walls. The flow of her juices seemed to gather just inside the fine smooth lips of her cuntal opening, waiting to lubricate them.
"Damn it, Babs," Betty Sue said. "You do say the crudest things!"
"Bet he does, anyway," she said, "even if you pretend not to know it. Tell me about him."
"He's already six feet tall. His hair's a little lighter than Johan's, almost platinum, and his eyes are a deeper blue. He weighs… oh, it must be almost a hundred-and-seventy now. Makes him look so long and lean, stretched out on his tall frame."
"Don't worry, he'll fill out as soon as he starts fucking and eating regularly," Barbara said.
Betty Sue tried to ignore her sister's obscene sense of humor. Betty Sue was positive that no one really thought, much less talked, the way Barbara Jean did.
"He's got a girlfriend already," Betty said. "At least I think he has. Her name's. Denise St. James and she lives two streets over."
"Now, Babs," Betty Sue began, but they were both interrupted.
Erik Swensen, rushed into the room. He was shirtless and barefoot, wearing only a very tight pair of cut-offs, the frayed edges of the legs unraveling all around. The sunlight seemed to be gathered in his hair, giving it sparkling highlights and his bright blue eyes shimmered with youth and boundless energy.
"Jesus Christ!" Barbara Jean said, butting out her Thai roach and taking a quick sip of her beer, her eyes riveted to the massive bulge of the teen's crotch. The cut-offs were many times washed and faded thin, the fabric clearly outlining a most generous cockshaft and balls.
"Oh," the teen said, coming, to a quick halt. "I didn't know you had company, Mom. I was just going to remind you it's almost time to go to the hospital."
"Yes, dear," Betty Sue said, "I'm keeping my eye on the time. But tell me, Erik, don't you recognize your Aunt Barbara?"
"Aunt Barbara?" the teen said, "is it really you? I haven't seen you in years. You're much prettier than I remember you being."
"And you, my pet," Barbara Jean said, "are too. Come, give me a big tight hug."
Betty Sue watched her sister pull her son in for a close embrace, making very sure it was chaste all the way. Surely she wouldn't, Betty thought, not with her own nephew!
Breaking the hug, rushing off to get something to eat, Erik told Barbara that he'd talk to her later.
"See," Betty Sue said, "didn't I tell you? And he's right, too, I do have to get ready to go to the hospital. Do you think you can handle fixing dinner alone? The things are all ready in the kitchen, all you have to do is throw them together."
"Betts," Barbara Jean said, "just get ready and leave. I can take care of cooking. Perhaps Erik can help, if he stays around long enough, that is."
Laughing, Betty Sue went to her room to change into her best dress. After all, she wanted to look real good for Johan when she saw him in the hospital.
Betty Sue arrived on time, parking in the hospital lot and going up the stairs to the second floor. Johan's room was just down the corridor in the special observation wing, a room he shared with one other person. Betty Sue was anxious to see him, so she hurried past the nurses and interns, almost ignoring them. Then, just two doors away from her destination, some peculiar groaning sounds brought her to an abrupt halt.
Perhaps someone's dying, or needs a doctor, she thought, freezing in her tracks and turning toward the partly opened door leading to someone's room.
Looking through the crack, making sure there wasn't something she could do to help the poor unfortunate patient out, Betty Sue was appalled at what she saw inside the room.
"Oh," she said, unable to say anything more. The woman inside the room already had a doctor, giving her what she needed in abundance.
Betty Sue had never even imagined such a disgusting spectacle in her entire life. Certainly nothing she had ever done with her Johan had ever led her to suspect that people actually did vile things like this to each other. Still, as disgusting as it was to her, she found herself helpless to turn away, to avoid seeing the groveling, sex-rutting people in the room.
There was a pretty woman, tiny and dark, her long black hair falling well over her shoulders and her black eyes flashing sparks of her passion across the room, so passion-fogged that Betty Sue could have walked right up to her and tapped her on the shoulder and she still wouldn't have noticed her. She was a patient, obviously, and it was her bed. The other bed in the room was unoccupied, probably because the doctor had deliberately arranged it that way, so he could get at her all alone.
The petite black-haired woman was wearing a hospital gown of the type that opened all the way up the back. It had been pulled aside to expose all of the front of her body. Her tits, heavy and firm-looking and tipped with dark brown areolas and pencil tip nipples, stood erect and throbbing. But Betty Sue noticed most of all the wantonness with which she held her buttocks high up on the bed, her legs flung far apart, her pubic hair like a dark halo riding atop her wide-spread cuntal mouth, the inner pinkness of it glistening with heavy moisture.
There was a headiness filling the room, a strange aroma of lust, an odor that seemed to originate within the flexing, spasming cunt of the small woman.
It was the things the doctor was doing to the woman, though, that held Betty Sue completely transfixed. His back was to her and she wouldn't even know he was a doctor except for his uniform, and he was completely engrossed in the woman's pussy, slipping his fingers into it and bending down close, examining it minutely. Betty Sue had a clear line of sight right over his shoulder, because of the way he was bent low over the bed, over the woman's silky-looking thighs, and she could actually see right into the woman's cunt. Her cunt was actually standing open, revealing a dark tunnel right into her lower body, her belly.
Then, to Betty's astonishment, the doctor kissed the woman's cunt. More than that, he buried his face into the pink wetness of her opened crack, burrowing right into the soft delicate tissues of her labia, her clitoris, mouthing it all over, his tongue drilling deeply into her cunt and laying her clitoris again and again.
Just watching, Betty Sue's own pussy began snapping, at her, flexing its nerve endings and sending loud screaming sounds right into her brain. It juiced up, though not as much as the woman's on the bed, and her knees felt weak suddenly, threatening to collapse beneath her.
Still the doctor devoted his avid attention to the woman's cunt, eating it and sucking on it, making loud smacking sounds as his mouth flesh ground against her pussy flesh, his lips smashing against hers, increasing the strong-smelling woman odor all the while.
The woman, moaning and groaning in loud excitement, tossed her head from side to side, her eyes closed and her singing whine giving evidence of the intensity of her ecstasy as she flooded her cuntal walls with her rippling, muscle-snapping orgasm.
Stunned almost beyond belief, Betty Sue reached out and clutched at the door for support, but in her blind shock, she missed, pushing against the door and making it crash loudly back against the wall.
As the sharp sound reverberated throughout the room, the woman on the bed snapped to attention, her eyes opening and trying to focus on Betty Sue while the doctor whirled around quickly, pulling his face out of her spasming, cum-clinching pussy, and trying to stand up.
"Oh, my God!" Betty Sue said, frightened at being caught spying on the couple.
"Mrs. Swensen," the doctor said, calmly, staring at her brazenly. "Your husband's room is just down the corridor. You know the way."
"Uh, yes, thank you, Doctor," Betty Sue said, blushing furiously and angry with herself for letting the man make her feel somehow inferior, as if it was she, not him, doing something wrong. As if he had caught her at it, not the other way around. His face was flushed just slightly, not from embarrassment, but from the friction of his face through the woman's juicy cunt. It was shining with moisture, and her juices, along with his spittle, was tracked all over his cheeks and his chin.
To make matters worse, it was her very own doctor, Dr. William Montgomery, the fine physician who was personally in charge of her Johan, of seeing that he was returned safely to her as soon as possible.
Turning without another word, Betty Sue rushed down the hallway toward Johan's room, her conscience awash in a sea of confusing guilt, her morals shocked beyond her comprehension at being forced to witness such a degrading orgy.
Still, she had to admit, while she reached out to open Johan's door, the scene had been exciting. Her own cunt had gone through a trip all its own, heating up to burning intensity and juicing like mad, as if she was more than ready for Johan's big cock to fill her with hot heavy meat, making her a respectable married woman again.
She paused and breathed deeply, not wanting to appear too flushed for Johan, and certainly not considering telling him about the nauseating thing she tad seen Dr. Montgomery do, groveling around in the woman's pussy that way.
Besides, people just didn't do things like that anyway, so no one would have believed her. She decided it was best to try to forget the whole sordid scene, to simply wash it away from her memory as if it never happened.
Smiling, she opened the door and rushed in, throwing her arms around Johan's strong hunky chest and hugging him tight, breathing in the clean man smell of him and wanting him, wanting his cock up inside her still twitching cunt more than she had ever wanted anything in her entire life.



CHATTER TWO


It was a pleasure for Barbara Jean to prepare dinner for her nephew Erik and her sister. There was something she found especially attractive about him, and she wanted to push it as far as she could.
"What do you do for fun, Erik?" she asked, finishing her steak and pushing her plate aside, staring across the table right into his handsome blue eyes.
Christ, she thought, he's so fucking pretty. I'd just love to rip his shirt off and touch his skin, feel his fine pectorals, his waist. Shit! What I really want is to rip his pants off and get at his cock. It sure looked like a beauty, earlier, through his tight-fitting pants.
A virgin cock. There just has to be a way for me to get to it, to touch it.
Christ, to taste it, to feel it erect and firm up and slip it right up inside my old cunt and fuck the shit right out of him. He can handle it, I know he can. He just has to!
"Oh, not much," the handsome teen said.
"Your mother said you had a girlfriend, Erik," she said. "How do you get along with her?"
"What?" he said. "You mean Denise St. James. Hell, she's not my girlfriend. We just date is all."
"Oh, that'd be nice," Barbara said. "I'd like to teach you a few little tricks you can do, too."
"Well, I don't know…" the teen said, and then his mind filled in part of the picture for him and he realized she was talking dirty talk, as his mother called it, about sex things. His face abruptly flushed.
"It's all part of growing up, dear," Barbara Jean said, reaching over to let her hand rest lightly on the teen's upper leg, halfway between his knee and his well-filled crotch.
"Yeah, I know," he said, suddenly uncomfortable, the touch of his aunt's hand against his naked flesh below his brief cut-offs feeling like a branding iron, seeming to sear a big red SEX right on his smooth skin. "Same of the guys talk about it in school, especially in gym, at the lockers."
"Do you strip down naked, Erik?" she asked, a shudder going through her groin at the thought of all his beautiful skin naked and available to her. "Do you shower together? I mean the guys in your… er… class?"
"Oh, yeah," he said, "a dozen of us in the shower room at the same time."
A whole dozen, she thought, and twelve cocks, big and juicy and so ready to be plucked for fucking that none of them could stand the agony of waiting for Barbara Jean to teach them how one second longer. Christ, what I wouldn't do to get my hands on all those beautiful hard pricks. I'd teach them a thing or two. I'd suck them and fuck them and play with them and make the whole damned shower room flow with hot spurting jism.
Just imagine, taking a bath in pure cum… oh, Christ! Her pussy spasmed and the lips slid moistly together all by themselves, parting slightly as her clitoris began firming up and filling with blood.
"Then some of your friends start bragging about what they're doing with their girlfriends," Barbara said. "Isn't that right? Talking about making out and things like that?"
"Well, yeah," Erik said reluctantly, as if he wasn't sure he should be talking about those things with anyone, much less with a grown-up woman whose hand seemed to be squeezing his flesh just a bit and moving higher up toward his crotch. He felt sure that his dick was stretching out to meet it, growing fat and hard and almost throbbing. "Only they don't mean anything by it. Most of the time, I think they're all lying. They don't do those things, not really."
"Some of them don't Erik," Barbara said, "but some of them do. A real test is that those who do it don't need to talk about doing it. Now, you, Erik, I bet if you were making it with some girl, you wouldn't go blabbing to your friends. It'd be such a great thrill, keeping the secret inside you, that you'd savor it, waiting for the next time you and your… your girlfriend got together."
Erik was positive his aunt's hand had moved higher on his leg. She had even scooted her chair closer to his so she could get a better grip on him, and her fingers were already touching the frayed edges of his pants legs.
The teen swallowed hard and struggled for something to say, but he was speechless. The tightness that seemed to be gripping him about his balls, taking the whole crinkly fleshed ballsac with its just-forming pubic hairs and pulling the whole thing up tight against the base of his broad cockroot.
"Now the first thing you've got to learn, Erik," Barbara said, almost crooning in her determination to lull the teen into an acceptance of her advances, "is not to be shy around girls. You see, most girls will want to touch you, and feel your skin. Well, like I'm doing right now. Can you feel my hand on your leg, dear? Feel how gentle and soothing it is?"
"Oh, yeah, Auntie Barbara," Erik said, trying to squirm around on his chair, hoping the bulge of his cock wasn't too obvious to her as he tried to will it down, to force it to shrink or take on a more comfortable, less cramped angle there inside his tight cut-off pants.
"And feel this, dear," she said, her fingers slipping just inside the tight cut-off fringes to stoke him much higher up on his now feverish thigh. He could feel his sweat rolling down from his armpits along his sides, as well as gathering up around his balls to make them moist and damp. "Just feel how my fingers caress your skin and move around your pretty hairs. You see, your skin feels good to my fingers, to the palm of my hand. I like to touch it as much as you like me to touch it. And when I move my hand like this… and stretch my fingers out just this way I can… oh, Erik, so warm, so hard and firm! My, you are a fine young man indeed! Imagine, all this lovely meat!"
"Oh, Auntie Barbara!" Erik said, jerking abruptly as her seeking fingers made direct contact with the hot flushed skin of his cockshaft and began testing it for size and strength, for firmness and seducability. "I don't think you should! Oh, it does feel good, but it's wrong, and you shouldn't! Oh, God, do that again!"
"Of course, dear," Barbara said, her fingertips coming into contact with his broad flaring coronal ridge. It's covered up! she thought. My God, he's not circumcised. His foreskin will have kept his glans soft and moist and as smooth as silk. Oh, God, I've just got to see it, to pull that foreskin back off his cockhead and look at it. And smell it.
And, oh, God, taste his cockhead! Her cunt spasmed and the lips of it flexed as the fire-hot warmth deep inside her groin began working her up to a long, drawn-out orgasm that just had to come for her or she would go out of her mind.
"Now just stand up right here beside me, dear," she said, pulling at him with her free hand, determined not to release her tenuous clasp around his pulse-beating fuck shaft, getting him into position beside her.
Erik found himself in another world entirely, a place he had never been before, unless you counted those times just before his ejaculations when he would be beating-off. When he fucked his fist and the real good feelings came, just before his semen was expelled, he almost felt the way he was feeling now with his aunt's talented hand caressing his cock, with her words as soft and sweet as honey, with her other hand unfastening his shorts and tugging at his zipper. He knew deep inside that they shouldn't be doing this extra exciting thing, but there was absolutely no way he would stop it, not as long as the feelings were so good and the heightened sensations around his cockbase continued to pleasure him so ecstatically.
"Help me, dear," Barbara Jean said, reluctantly breaking the contact with his naked cock flesh. "If we can just pull these shorts down. Yes, that's fine."
Beneath his too-tight cut-offs, his cock was filling his jockey briefs almost to overflowing. His mound was almost too large for her to believe, and the tension being gone without his cut-offs seemed to make more room for expansion. Before her very eyes, his flesh inside the tight white cotton briefs stretched out even more, even longer and harder. A feverish warmth radiated outward from his crotch.
"Oh, Erik!" she said, when his cut-offs had been tossed to the side. "How big you are, how strong!" She pulled the teen to her and hugged him tightly, her face against his tight, firm belly just below his bellybutton, the bulge of his prick covered by his shorts fitting beneath her chin and digging into her neck.
She broke the embrace and pushed herself back away from the teen. "Now, Erik," she said, "I'm going to finish undressing you. One of the first things you have to learn is how to be natural, while being nude, in the presence of a woman."
She slipped her fingers beneath the tight elastic waistband of his shorts and, without hesitation pushed them abruptly down. They were tight to just past his knees, but they fell the rest of the way down to the floor by themselves.
Erik's cock, too long restricted beneath his tight pants and his clinging shorts, sprang up to attention. It was still not fully erect, but the long shaft still arched out and angled over his ballsac, his balls bobbing wildly.
She could not have imagined a more perfect cock. Barbara could see just the single eye of the teen's cockhead peeping from inside his foreskin covering the whole big plum-like cockhead. The heat of the teen's loins was radiating like waves toward her, and there was a sweet smell surrounding his genitalia that was heady, drawing her closer. There was sweat and dried urine and, from beneath his swaying ballsac, something stronger, more tantalizing. All the fragrances intermingled into sweet perfume… the sexy funkiness that Barbara Jean could not deny.
Silently she took his cock shaft in her hand and hefted it freely, amazed at the strength and weight of it, not even completely hard yet. In her grasp, it stretched out even farther, firmed up, and began rising at a higher angle. Then she slowly pulled backward along the shaft, dragging the foreskin, making it open up like a flower and roll back off the sleekly moist darker pink cockhead until all of it was finally naked and visible to her: the sleek streamlined arrowhead shape of it, the coronal ridge. The sharp heady aroma rose into her nostrils and caused her cunny to spasm again.
Barbara Jean's mouth was salivating as she looked at the teen's cockhead right in front of her face. Her nostrils inhaled heady draughts of his alluring odors. The pearly-white drop of his precum sparkled on his cockhead. Her tongue flicked around her lips, moistening them, and her head started moving forward, her mouth opening wider, his cockhead looking closer and the sweet smell of it reaching her.
Someone had entered the house. Oh, my God, she thought, it's Betty Sue. She's back from the hospital already.
Everything stopped. Barbara grabbed up Erik's shorts and handed them to him quickly, motioning toward the back door. Naked, his cock fully erect as it swung from side to side, slapping noisily against his thighs and belly, Erik fled through the kitchen door.
Barbara breathed deeply, patted at her clothes, and turned toward the front of the house. "I'm in here, Betts," she called "cleaning up the kitchen. Come on and eat before it gets cold."
While Betty Sue ate her broiled steak, Barbara Jean kept opening cans of beer. By the time the girls had cleaned up the kitchen and moved into the living room, they were both feeling no pain. Erik came in from the outside, where he had been playing, to say good-night and go to his room. Barbara Jean, feeling pains of regret at not having been able to get it on with the teen, dug down into her purse and pulled out her hand-rolled cigarettes.
They smoked two marijuana cigarettes in rapid concession. Betty told her about the visit, with Johan in the hospital, carefully omitting all references to Dr. William Montgomery and the disgusting thing – he was doing to that patient's pussy.
Barbara could tell that just seeing Johan had turned her sister on in much the same way that her seeing Erik's fine big cock had caused the juices to start flowing throughout her, cuntal walls. It was easy for Barbara to lead Betty into the big master bedroom and straight to bed.
Almost wordlessly, with their eyes glazed over from desire and beer, with their senses already reeling from heavy sexual sensations heightened by the excellent quality of Barbara's dope, the two sisters slowly undressed.
"Oh, Babs," Betty Sue said, taking her little sister into her warm embrace, "I've missed you so much. All these long lonely nights! I've needed you to hold, to comfort me."
"Oh, yes, yes!" Barbara said. "Me too, Betts. And you're still so beautiful. I just wish my tits were big and firm like yours, and my nipples were like yours, so pointy."
As she said the words, Barbara moved over her sister's chest, causing their tits to rub against each other, their nipples tangling in brown-tipped duels until their pulse beats matched pace and their lips ground together in a deep, passionate kiss, Barbara's tongue easily finding Betty's and luring it out to tangle and play slick, sliding, spit-blending games.
Growing more impatient, Betty Sue pushed away from her sister's tight embrace and twirled around, pulling at the bedcovers at the same time, opening the sheets in lustful invitation. "Here, Babs," she said, "get in beside me, keep me warm, just like the… the old days."
"Oh, yes," Barbara Jean said, jumping into the bed eagerly and puffing at Betty. "Here, right up against me like this." She pulled the sheet up to her waist as she twisted against Barbara Jean, the long hot length of her body coming in quick contact with her sister's fragrant skin.
Betty started their heavy kissing where they had left off earlier, and their tongues danced lustfully in each other's mouths. Betty's pussy was already so moist and ready that her legs just opened wide all by themselves, pushing tight against Babs' hip, grinding her spread lips against her flesh again and again, causing her clit to rub passionately against her moist skin.
"No, dear," Barbara said. "I know a different way. Hold still just a minute." She twisted around until she could lift her hips high off the mattress, flinging her legs wide and high and pulling them tight against her chest. "Just get between my legs and move in close. You'll be surprised how close that can be."
Betty scampered over her sister's peculiarly upturned body, looking down right into the warm wet mouth of her pussy, the delicate soft buttery tissues unfurled like the opened petals of a red rose. Then, prompted by instinct alone, she pushed her cunt right down against her sister's, their pussy lips merging in a loud, slurping cuntal kiss.
Instantly their pussy juices began intermingling and growing hotter. Betty's cuntal mouth gaped as far open as possible, her blood-filled clitoris scraping repeatedly right across her sister's larger clit. Their skin-to-skin grinding made both sisters orgasm abruptly, sending them into cum after cum, the little chain of endless pleasures tearing through their cuntal walls again and again, until both were soaking in fragrant cums.
As the aftershocks of their orgasm faded into pleasant nagging throbs, Barbara pushed herself out of her sister's enfolding arms and struggled out of the bed, leaning down to kiss Betty a warm goodnight at the same time. Then, picking up her clothes and holding them casually in one hand, Barbara Jean left the master bedroom and walked down the hallway.
Erik, hearing some peculiar noises from outside his room, decided to investigate them. He had just opened the door a crack when he saw her, in all her naked radiance, her red-blonde pussy hairs damp and tangled, her puffy cuntal lips still swollen from love's gentle kisses, her firm, uptilted tits heaving and swaying sexily.
Little wonder he experienced his first spontaneous orgasm, just from seeing her lush form.



CHAPTER THREE


For Betty Sue Swensen the morning was rather conventional, especially after the fiery lovemaking session she had participated in the night before with her own sister. She had expected to wake up singing, at the very least, love's old sweet song.
Instead, she had a hangover, brought on by drinking too much beer too late into the night, as well as from smoking some of Barbara's marijuana. Betty remembered that her sister called it "really good quality shit". Judging from the dragon-mouth coating her throat, it really was good quality shit, especially the beer.
Betty had never thought of her lesbian lovemaking with Babs as being perverted. On the contrary, it had just developed naturally between the two girls, being so close and all. It seemed to be the proper way for each of them to show how much they loved the other.
Still, Betty dragged through her chores, seeing Barbara off for lunch downtown and an afternoon of shopping. Erik, of course, was off in his own world.
As she dressed to leave for the hospital, Betty thought about how very quiet the house was, and how very much alone she was without her hanky handsome Johan to keep her safe and warm. The thought of him made her drive her car faster, and she pulled into the hospital parking lot in record time.
Walking down the hospital corridor, Betty Sue's mind was filled with her remembered vision of Dr. William Montgomery doing that incredible thing to his young woman patient. Betty Sue could not only envision the doctor eating the woman's cunt out, she could actually hear the slurping, sibilant sounds of his mouth and tongue, moving around inside the woman's gaping open cuntal lips. And, worst of all, she could even smell the fetid fragrance of the woman's juicing pussy. To one as highly moral as Betty Sue, the sight had not only been disgusting, it had been positively sinful.
Still, she had to acknowledge a vague sensation deep within her belly against the mouth of her womb where Johan's big long Nordic dick had a very special nestling place. Her cunt spasmed as that particular thought registered in her brain and, for a moment, she was sure she could actually feel Johan's incredibly big and virile member forced full-length up into her altogether too empty cunt. She pushed open the door to Johan's room and smiled.
"Betty!" he said, happy to see her. Holding his arms wide, he pulled her to him in a familiar embrace. "I thought you'd never get here. I'm bored out of my mind locked up in this room."
"Silly," Betty Sue said, kissing him warmly, then moving back and holding his right hand warmly inside both of hers, "you're not locked up in here. This is a hospital, not a jailhouse."
"I was talking to Dr. Montgomery just last night, asking him how soon I could go back to work," Johan said.
Just like a man, Betty thought. All he can think of is going back to work. Doesn't he know how much I miss him at the house? Especially… that way… in bed. How much I miss his big hard cock up inside my belly and the way he holds me and makes love to me? Why didn't he say that, instead of wanting to go back to work?
"And what did he tell you, Johan?" she asked.
"Oh, he wouldn't say," Johan said, freeing her hand and taking it inside his, pulling her closer to the side of the bed. "A few more days. I've got to wait until all my tests are finished, so they can decide what happened to me."
"Probably just something I ate. Just not like me to pass out like that out cold on the floor in my department." Betty had been so intent up on listening to his words she hadn't noticed what he was doing with his hands, with her hands.
His cock told her what he was doing. It was hot and hard and feverish against her hand. He had pulled her hand beneath the sheet and right to his crotch, where his erection was waiting.
"Oh, God, Betty!" Johan said. "I want you so much. You don't know how painful it is, being in here, away from you. See? Just feel it. That's how much I want you. Just hold it a bit. Squeeze it, make me know you miss your big daddy thing!"
Embarrassed, Betty Sue's face turned red with her sudden blushing. She quickly looked over her shoulder toward the other bed to see if the other patient could see the wanton thing Johan was forcing her to do.
"Oh," she said, trying to smile, because she knew Johan would want her to hold his cock, "we mustn't, dear. Not here. Not like this. Someone might see us and…"
"Bullshit," Johan said, "give me some head! Just a little, Betty, please! You know I never ask you to do it, except when it's really necessary. I know you think it's wrong, but it really isn't. Go ahead, just kiss it on the end. Take just the head of it into your mouth and…"
Betty Sue pulled her hand away from Johan's big hard cock and stepped back from the bed, her blush deepening. "Silly," she said, fighting for composure, "you'll just have to wait until you get home. After all, it's as hard on me as it is on you. Believe it or not, I want you too… that way. You know…"
"Come on, baby," Johan persisted. "I swear my cock's going to explode if I don't get off soon. You've just got to help me cum."
"Oh, Johan!" Betty Sue said. "Stop it now! You're embarrassing me. If you keep this up, I'll just have to go back home."
"Well, kiss me at least," Johan said, opening his arms again, "before you go."
"Okay," Betty Sue said, moving toward the bed, "but no more tricks. Promise?"
"I promise," Johan said, pulling her down on top of him, his lips locking around hers, his tongue probing deeply and moving in an in-and-out fucking rhythm, leaving no doubt as to exactly what it was he wanted to be doing with his big randy cock inside her juice slick pussy. He rolled his hips slightly until Betty Sue could feel the long fat form of his rigid cock pressing against the flat flesh of her belly. Her pussy spasmed again and flexed emptily, demanding her attention.
She pulled back from his embrace, breaking the kiss, and smiling at him again. "You're certainly feeling well enough to go home, dear," she said. "I do hope it'll be soon. Promise me you'll keep that until we can use it up in our bed."
"Oh, God," Johan said, groaning in genuine agony.
"Erik sends his love, dear," she said. "And so does Barbara Jean. In fact, she asked if she can come visit you one of these afternoons. I said it's okay. Do you mind?"
"No, Betty, I don't mind," he said, "but I'd rather see Erik."
"Never mind, you'll be home soon," Betty Sue said, blowing him a kiss from halfway across the room, knowing it would be dangerous to let him gab her again. "Bye for now, dear. Phone me if you need anything special."
Betty Sue almost collided with Dr. William Montgomery in the hospital corridor. As he looked up at her, recognition dawning in his eyes, he grinned evilly. Betty Sue was frightened by the sparkling gleam in his eyes.
Quickly, he gripped her arm tightly and pulled her into a room across the hallway. "I must have a few words with you, Mrs. Swensen," he said.
Sputtering, Betty Sue found herself propelled through a doorway into a small examination room. There was an automatic click behind them, like the sound of a door locking, but she didn't pay any attention to the sound, being so confused by the doctor's abrupt movements. He pushed her down onto an examining table and bent right over her, pushing her back and forcing her flat against the plastic padding.
"I realize it excited you, Mrs. Swensen," he said, "to watch me with that little tramp. It's Betty, isn't it? Such a nice name for such a nice, decent housewife."
Betty suddenly realized her arms had been bound by leather straps and that the doctor was raising her legs, fitting her feet into stirrups, the kind used for gynecological examinations.
Oh, God, NO! she thought. This can't be happening, none of it!
Whimpering like a little puppy, she said, "You beast, what do you think you're doing? I'll have you put in jail for this!"
"No you won't, my dear," he said, tying her feet to the cold chrome fixtures. No matter how hard she struggled, she was completely helpless, nearly spread-eagle, her ass tilted slightly upward and her legs spread almost painfully wide. "In fact, Betty, you're going to enjoy every minute of it. I'm leaving your mouth free, so you call out as bud as you want to. I don't care if you let everyone know what I'm doing. Scream! I'll just say you offered me payment in this fashion for taking care of your husband. Who do you think they'll believe, Betty, a prim housewife or a well-known professional man?"
Dr. Montgomery picked up a sharp scalpel and pulled Betty's skirt up out of the way, folding it back over her belly and looking down at her pretty pink panties. He smiled and began, humming as he cut them away, as if performing surgery, finally holding the shreds up for her to see before returning directly to her genitalia.
"You're so helpless, Betty," he said. "Just exactly the way you've always wanted to be. I can do anything to you, here… and here… and especially here, and you can't resist. I've taken away all elements of decision making on your part, and the only thing you have left is the enjoyment."
As he talked, he probed around her cuntal lips, testing them and pulling them slightly apart, tickling her clitoris and looking directly into her cunt that was already moistly unfolding, the fatty lips gasping slightly in surrender.
Dr. Montgomery quickly opened his pants and pushed them off his feet, along with his blue boxer shorts, and he stood in front of her. His cock, she noticed, wasn't nearly as big as Johan's beauty, but it was different, and gnarled looking, all covered with veins and freckles. His cockhead, too, was quite different from Johan's, broader and with a flared ridge that stood out quite prominently.
"Now just a few sucks, Betty, to get it all slick and primed," he said, lifting his cock shaft and dropping it down right on top of her face. It smacked hard across her nose and fell to her lips where he forced her to open her mouth and to taste it. It slid into her throat, almost gagging her with foulness and bad taste. The odor of his sex was heavy and heady, bringing all her shame and righteous indignation to the fore.
Still, as he had said, she was helpless. There was nothing she could do but endure his depravity. Slowly, she mouthed his cockhead, feeling it grow larger and harder against her tongue and the sides of her mouth.
"See?" he said. "Didn't I tell you you'd enjoy it? I bet you never suck cock. Does Johan beg you to do it for him? No, Betty my bitch, you're much too good to suck cock, aren't you?"
He pulled his cock out of her mouth and held it like a club, striking her all about the face with it, leaving her features streaked with her own spittle and the oozing, drooling precum that rolled gently from the piss hole at the end of his cock shaft.
"Well, let's see how you like this, Betty," he said, and he walked to the opposite end of the examining table, right up between her open legs. He pushed a button that adjusted the height of the table automatically, lowering her slightly until her vulnerable cunt was right at the proper level for his cock, for his penetration.
"Here it comes, baby!" he said. "Feel it! Feel my cock moving into your pretty pussy. Oh, God, it's good! Tight, too, almost like a virgin cunt. You should use it more often, Betty." He laughed and pushed forward, suddenly burying the entire long hard length of his cockshaft up inside her spasming cuntal mouth.
His was only the second cock that had ever been inside her fuck hole, and it was definitely different from Johan's. Not as big, but he more than made up for size in technique, setting up a long dicking pace, drilling his cock in all the way then pulling it out all the way, leaving just the tip of his cockhead touching the soft delicate tissues of her cuntal walls, teasing her, tormenting her, making her want more and more of his rapid strokes. With each inward hunch his pubic bone ground solidly against her clitoris, making it feverish from the frantic friction and making her orgasm start almost immediately. But her cum with the doctor was much different than her cum with her husband. Just the strangeness of his unfamiliar cock, drilling to the depths of their secret sex flesh, was enough, but his side tot side twirls drove her nearly out of her mind. Her cums, little ones, were strung together like prayer beads and her moaning litany was like a prayer to all the fuck Gods of the world to keep filling her with heavy hot hard man fuck flesh, stuffing her belly and making her feel full and stretched so her cuntal walls could clasp tightly around all that strange flesh and squeeze it, milk it, urging on the cum that she desperately needed to fill the gaping void within her.
"Okay, Betty!" he said. "I can tell you like it. Jesus Christ, you're squeezing my cock almost off with those tight muscles way up in there! I can feel your cums, too, soaking into my cock. Well, baby, get ready, because I'm almost there. I can feel it getting ready to fill your fuck hole with my cum, and I got to warn you, I really cum a lot. I'm going to fill you up to overflowing with my… Oh, God, with my… my cum. shitfuck! Now! Oh, God! I can't hold it back any longer! I'm going to cum! I'm… I'mmm, Christ, I'mmm going to cccuummm nnnooowwww!"
She could feel it jetting out of the hole in the end of his cock and splattering against the mouth of her womb, filling her whole cuntal passage with hot lava-like jism. He didn't miss a fuck stroke as his hot semen slipped out around the edges of her cunt and around his plunging prick to squirt all over her thighs, the examination table, and to run down his legs in sticky streaks. The fuck smells were heavy around them, their mingling sex odors whipped to a heady, fragrant froth and clinging to them both everywhere.
Almost finished with his orgasm, Dr. William Montgomery abruptly pulled his cock out of her still spasming, still cumming cunt. He went right to her head and stuck it inside her mouth again. It was disgusting and awful, but he forced her to do it, to take his dirty, cum-streaked, cunt-stinky cock all the way back into her mouth and suck on it avidly, cleaning it, taking away all her pussy odor and all his last dribbling cum spurts and swallowing them right down, her eyes gazed over heavily in mixed lust and remorse.
Laughing, Dr. Montgomery pulled his still hard cock out of her mouth and looked down at her while he released the bonds that had held her captive.
As Betty Sue stood up from the table, wobbly on her legs that had been held wide-spread, on her knees that were weak from fuck strain, she tried to straighten her skirt and brush away the wrinkles.
"Of course, there'll be no charge for this… er, examination, Betty," he said, standing there shamelessly in front of her, his slowly relaxing cock all rubbed red from friction and wear. "And if you feel the need for any further consultation, at any time, don't hesitate to come see me. I've got the proper injection to take care of whatever it is you might need."
Turning away from him and fumbling to get the door open, Betty Sue rushed out into the hospital hallway, her mind filled with the certain knowledge that she smelled like fucking and that absolutely everyone could smell her pussy scent, and his cock scent, and the mingling fragrances of their different cums. But most of all, the horrible shame she had to endure was the fact that she wasn't wearing panties any more beneath her just slightly wrinkled skirt.
Tears of her shame flowed from her eyes and her blush returned to her face. She was sure that there was a large scarlet letter "A" firmly branded across her forehead that would stay with her all the way to Hell.
Erik Swensen had a hard-on all day at school. It was massive and throbbing and dominated his every thought. He kept imagining being naked with his pretty aunt and having her croon sweetly to him and just touch the skin of his cock, making it feel better than ever before, pulling his foreskin back of his cockhead, making it swell up even bigger.
His big prick hung heavily over his balls, stretching out the fabric of his pants, all the way home. He so wanted Barbara Jean to be there, so the two of them could pick up where they had left off.
When he got home the house was empty. Slowly, feeling the time drag on, Erik took off all his clothes and folded them up, something he rarely did, while standing completely naked in his bedroom, his heavy cock nagging him more with every passing minute. Still, his aunt did not come back to the house. There was nothing left for him to do except beat off again. He had started the day that way during his morning shower, frantically flicking his fist beneath the cascading water, pretending it was Barbara Jean's hand holding his rampant erection.
Sometimes he thought he might be fucking his fist too often, so he denied himself that pleasure for the afternoon and pulled on his jockey shorts and his tight cut-offs. Then he saw his aunt parking in their driveway.
She got out of the car and looked around, spotting him. Barbara Jean waved gaily before disappearing into the house. Erik just stood still, looking at her and longing to… to do something that was still vague in his mind, but he knew it had something to do with his cock that, at sight of Barbara Jean Crocker, had definitely begun erecting again.
Maybe she wants me to come into the house, he thought, so we can do some more… some more of her touching me, making me feel real good.
"Oh, Aunt Barbara," he called, "can you help me? I hurt myself with my board."
Barbara, only half-dressed in her room where she was hanging up her new clothes, rushed out to see Erik's injury. It was only superficial but she took him into her bathroom and cleaned the contusion as best she could, applying some stinging iodine to the raw spots.
"Oh, thank you," the teen said, smiling his brightest and most irresistible smile. "I'm sorry to be such a bother, Aunt Babs."
"That's all right, Erik," she said, looking away from his knees to the spot, higher, where her eyes inevitably clung to every male she could get near. My God, she thought, I think he's got an erection. His dick must stay hard all the time. Maybe I could… just.
"I seem to have hurt myself up here, too, Aunt Barbara," Erik said, touching himself at his groin, feeling desperate enough to use any excuse to get her to touch his dick again, and to hold it like she wanted to just eat it all up.
"Then perhaps I should give you an examination, Erik," Barbara said, wasting no time in opening his cut-offs and tugging them off over his bare feet. His shorts were tented far out, much bigger than the last time she had seen his thinly covered genitalia that way. She jerked his prick, releasing his cock and his balls from the clingy confines of the cotton briefs.
"Oh," Barbara gasped, seeing the size, the throbbing, pulse-pounding extent of his erection his ballsac heaving and bobbing, the ovoids inside writhing in turmoil. She took the shaft of his cock in her hand and turned it gently upward, forcing it flat along his trim belly so she could see the underside of it, the ridge line of demarcation dividing the fat, blood-filled shaft. "Does it hurt here, dear?" she asked, prodding his dick with her other hand, testing its possibilities as she did. "Or here?" She lifted his balls and cupped them warmly, squeezing them possessively. "Or here?" She snaked her fingers beneath his balls and stroked over the tiny puckered sweat-slick ring of his anus.
With each touch, Erik's eighteen-year-old cock grew longer and harder and fatter, and his eyes grew more clouded and lost within the mental fantasies of his own sexual imagination. He was hardly aware that the grown-up woman was manipulating his prick, that she had sunk to the floor in front of him and had peeled back all of his foreskin and held it back down along the shaft of his cock until it had filled out even longer and harder and the foreskin completely disappeared altogether.
His cockhead was bigger and broader and slicker than it had ever been and the pearly drop of virginal precum gathering at the lips of his cock was totally irresistible. His sex smelled like dried piss and sweat, but there was something headier, the remnants of his early morning cum held tight to the bottom of his cockhead by his retracted foreskin. She couldn't deny herself the ultimate thrill of taking the virginal, completely untested cockhead into her mouth and letting her tongue run over the flawless contours of his glans.
Erik was so lost in his own fantasies that he hardly knew his grown-up aunt had taken his cockhead into her mouth and was tonguing it, sucking on it, for all she was worth. All he knew was that it felt better to him thaw he could have imagined it ever feeling, that whatever it was she was doing with her cheeks tight sucked against his prick with her tongue curled up and poking down into the pink asshole, digging for his cum, should never ever stop, not as long as he lived.
He came into her mouth, his cockhead buried far back in her throat so his fresh hot jism just had to jet-blast itself almost right down into her stomach without her even swallowing. Only she did swallow, and she ran her lips up and down on the knob of his cock and sucked it, laying it from every direction, drinking off his cum, until long after his orgasm was all over. His super-sensitive glans flesh, being chewed upon and sucked upon within the voracious mouth of his cum-loving aunt, began to throb painfully, and his moans of lust turn to whimpers of near pain. Still she continued to suck his cock while Erik, in mindless fuck-funk, gasped and moaned and groaned.
Barbara's own orgasm had been unexpected, an extra bonus, something that, no doubt, just happened automatically every time she sucked a virgin cock completely empty.



CHAPTER FOUR


Betty Sue Swensen came home with a horrible headache, or so she said. She had passed through the house so quickly that Barbara Jean, afraid she might detect the heady aroma of sex clinging to the room, hardly had time to try diverting her attention away from the subject.
If anything, Barbara thought, the scent of fucking only intensified, but she thought it was surely her fertile imagination. She was just glad that Erik had time enough to split again, before they were caught having a go at his cock.
Betty spent hours in her bath, soaking away her headache, and even begged off of dinner, preferring to take an aspirin and go straight to bed. Of course Barbara Jean did not know that her sister was living in Hell at that very moment, reliving the depraved encounter with Dr. Montgomery in the hospital examination room.
Betty vividly imagined herself with her legs spread wide, her feet caught in the cold metal tie-backs, her cunt uncovered and… and actually moistening in anticipation. Oh, the shame of it all, the sin of it all!
Betty Sue knew it was wrong to fuck in the first place. And it was certainly wrong to fuck a man who wasn't even her husband. Why, Dr. Montgomery was a total stranger to her, except for his cock in her mouth, in her cunt, along with all those gallons of his hot fresh cum.
The worst of her sin of course, was the fact that however much Betty Sue tried to deny the fact, she had, within the deepest, darkest, most secret spot of her soul, enjoyed having the man fuck her. If anything, it had given her some fancy new ideas. If her resolve held out long enough, she was going to try being a much better wife to Johan. Maybe she could even allow herself to put some enthusiasm into their lovemaking.
With a heart heavy with shame and remorse, Betty Sue finally fell asleep, dreaming of the doctor's gnarled, much-used old cock and how very exciting the flavor of it, mingled with her own pussy juices and his fresh cum, seemed to make her pussy ache just that much better.
Barbara Jean Crocker was worried about her sister. She had not only come home from the hospital looking very peculiar indeed, she had isolated herself for the rest of the night, washing herself as if the devil possessed her body. Then, to make matters worse, Betty Sue had lingered in her room all morning, still feigning a bad headache.
There was no way Barbara Jean was going to let her try to go to the hospital that afternoon.
She made Betty Sue a big bowl of thick chicken soup and a pot of tea, and told her she had to spend the rest of the day just relaxing in her room. Everyone had a right to play sick now and then, Barbara had always said, but she noticed Betty pale considerably when she suggested calling Dr. Montgomery over to the house to examine her.
"Nonsense, dear," Betty Sue said, "I'll be all right. All I need is a little rest. An emotional strain on me, I guess. You go see Johan this afternoon, just tell him that Erik and I love him and miss him very much."
Barbara Jean asked directions at the Nurse's Station and turned down the hallway to find Johan's room. It was a big, well-lighted room with two beds in it and when Barbara Jean entered it, she was delighted to see that the other bed was empty. She was alone in the room with Johan.
"Hello, you big hunk you," she said, flinging herself at the man and giving him an affectionate kiss, crushing her body against his until he could feel her tits digging into his chest through his hospital gown. "It seems like years since I've seen you."
"Hey, hey, Barbara," Johan said, hugging her tight, reluctant to lose contact with her tit flesh.
"What a surprise! Here I was all set to see Betty Sue, getting turned on just thinking about being alone with her now that they've moved Mr. Wilson to another room, and you pop up."
"Does that mean you don't want to see me?" she asked, pouting.
"Of course I want to see you, Babs," Johan said, releasing her so she could sit down on the edge of his bed.
"How much?" she asked, pouting like a little girl. "Tell me how much you wanted to see me. Better yet, show me how much."
"I'm pretty hot right now, Babs," Johan said, seriously. "It's been forever without… without – well, you know, and my flesh is just so weak…"
Laughing, Barbara Jean quickly pulled the covers up off of him. "Do you mean you're horny, Johan?" she said, looking down at his uncovered midsection, his incredibly massive cock, already half-hard and rising fast. "Jesus, I guess you are."
Her hand closed over the mound of his genitalia, pushing his erecting cock shaft down against his huge hair-covered balls, grinding the whole mound within the palm of her hand possessively.
"Oh, shit, Johan!" Barbara said. "It's so… so big! I know you're a big man and all that, but I still never expected your cock to be so… so pretty."
"Take it easy, woman," he said. "I told you I'm hotter than a firecracker. I'm going to go off any second if you keep that up."
"Really?" she said, teasingly. "Do you think you might keep it up long enough to fuck me, baby?"
"Barbara!" he said in stunned disbelief. "You're my wife's sister! How could you even suggest such a thing?"
And while he said those words, she quickly pulled her panties down and swung them around in the air, finally dropping them down over his face. "There, stud," she said, her hand working up and down the length of his long hard cock, making it grow firmer, preparing him for whatever was bound to happen. "Smell that for a minute. Do you smell it, the scent of nip pussy? Doesn't that tell you I'm fuckable, regardless of who I am?"
Groaning, Johan dragged deeply making the fabric of her panties cling tightly to his nostrils, the aroma of her cunt seeping deeply into his lungs. Without warning, Barbara kicked off her shoes and climbed onto the bed, straddling Johan and sitting down on his belly, his hard cock just between the cheeks of her feverish buttocks and throbbing mightily. She picked up the panties and dragged them across his lips, forcing them into his mouth. "Taste me, Johan," she said, "you big beautiful Swede fucker. Taste my cunt from my panties, and see what it tastes like there, because I'm going to fuck the shit out of you, man. Right here and right now."
Taking his cock, with just his own drooling precum to lubricate the massive, plum-shaped knob of it, she butted it right up against her cuntal mouth which was gaping moistly open in anticipation. She swirled it around, dragging his cockhead again and again across her fluttering clitoris, mingling the juice from her pussy with the precum oozing out of his cockhead, driving them both wild with the prolonged torment of a fuck about to begin.
"Okay, you horse cocked stud," she said, poising just over the top of his fuck shaft, "get ready, because here it comes." And, just like that, she flexed her cuntal muscles and her pussy opened up like a giant red cockmouth and gobbled up the entire broad, ridge rimmed head of Johan's massive cock.
They both sighed and gasped at the same time, Johan's arms locking around Barbara's shoulders and holding her close, the head of his cock being surrounded by the searing sensations of her soft buttery cuntal tissues and her fuck hole squeezing tighter and tighter around his fuck shaft, claiming it as her very own, at least for the duration of the fuck.
"God, Babs!" he said. "It's been so long since I fucked, and I need it so much, only this… Jesus Christ, I never felt anything like your pussy and the things you're doing to me, the way you're… shit! Oh, God, don't ever stop. Keep doing that, harder, harder, get more of it inside your cunt. Oh, Jesus! SHIT!"
Barbara pushed her ass downward, drilling his cock shaft up into her fluttering, spasming cunt, moving on and on relentlessly down the fat, cunt-stuffing column of his sex flesh, feeling the ridges of his cockhead stretch her cuntal tissues wider than they had ever been before, feeling the fatness of his shaft fill her belly and make her actually ache. Then there was still even more of it to be taken inside of her remarkable pussy, so she pushed onward, claiming more and more of his cock. It was the longest, hardest, fattest cock in the world, surely, and it seemed impossible for all of it to fit inside her pussy, but she kept on moving down onto it, pausing now and then to wait for her cunt, to adjust to the massive size of his fuck flesh, to actually allow yet even more of it to gently intrude itself within the soft buttery depths of her cuntal mouth. Finally her very womb itself was pushed aside, at least it felt that way to her, to make room for cock where no cock had ever touched her before, and still it came into her until, at long last it was all the way inside. His whole cock was, incredibly, within the clasp of her cunt.
Her clitoris was ground down tight against the hair-covered mound of his pubic bone, and all of his cock was soaking in her pussy juices, his oozing precum mingling to give her a heady fragrance of fucking that drove her wild with desire.
"Hold onto yourself, Johan, because you've never had your cock in a meat grinder like mine before," she said. "And I'm determined to make this a fuck you'll always remember."
And she rode him like a bucking horse. No matter how hard he tried to throw her off, by hunching his hips up into the air again and again, trying to sink his cock even deeper into the contours of the strange pussy that was surrounding it, pleasuring it, making it feel unendurably complete, she still rode his cockshaft, relentlessly moving up and down on it at a furious fucking pace that caused the friction of their mingling sexes to splutter loudly with their slurping sex sounds. Her clit bottomed out again and again against his bone, causing her orgasm to overflow and ripple, clasping, her cuntal walls along the length of his hard fuck column.
That was too much for Johan. He rolled his head from side to side, almost completely ignoring his sister-in-law except, of course, for the unignorable contact of cock-cunt, moaning and groaning out his sounds of too-long, pent-up fucking.
Johan's balls twisted around until they were drawn up tightly against the base of his cock and started erupting, spitting out gallons of hot lava up through his spasming prostate and into the column of his fuck stick, rushing headlong through the length of his cock. Hot jet after hot jet of his semen spurted out of his cockhead to fill her cunt, her whole fuck channel, running out along the sides of his cock to gather around his balls and puddle beneath him on the hospital bed.
Finally Barbara Jean's jerking, snapping hips slowed down to a gentle pace, then stopped entirely, with all of Johan's big huge cock still buried within her cuntal clasp. She relaxed against him until their breathing slowed, and only then did she gently lift her leg and let his slowly shrinking cock fall out of the maw of her cock-pleasing pissy hole. Long sticky strings of his cum and her pussy juice dribbled out of her cunt and streaked across his thighs.
Silently Barbara went into the tiny bathroom and brought a warm damp cloth back to the bed and, taking his him but almost completely relaxed cock in hand, she proceeded to wash it as clean as she could, cleaning away the evidence, but not the aroma, of their hospital bed fuck. Then, cleaning her cunt right there so he could watch her do it, she leaned over and took his cockhead in her mouth, gently nursing on it for just a moment before pulling off of it and grinning at him.
"That should hold you until the night nurse comes on duty," she said, laughing and covering his cock and balls up with the bed clothes, removing the incredible genitalia from her view. "Guess it's time for me to get on back to the house anyway, stud. Thanks for the horseback ride. You've sure got one incredible cock there, Johan."
He grinned. There wasn't much he could say after a fuck like that. It wasn't every day his sister-in-law just climbed onto his hot hard cock and fucked the shit out of him. He would have lots of things to fantasize about, alone in his hospital room, without her.
"Thanks, I guess," he said, ginning broadly. He felt so fucked out it was incredible. He had never been so thoroughly fucked before in his entire life. "I sure wish Betty Sue was more like you." The instant it was out of his mouth, he regretted having said it, but it was already too late for that.
"Do you mean she's not such a good fuck, Johan?" Barbara Jean asked.
"Oh, she's okay, I guess," he said. "I really didn't have much to compare her with, until… well, until now. I swear, Barbara, I never thought a fuck could be like that."
"Maybe I should try teaching Betty Sue a few things while I'm visiting with her," Barbara said. "Sounds to me like she could really use a lesion or two in the finer points of fancy fucking."
Johan was sure he should be blushing, it was so immoral talking to bin own sister-in-law that way, but right after having fucked her and filled her pussy up with his own strong-smelling semen, he couldn't bring himself to do it. Not with his cock still flushed and raw and from all the frictioning it had undergone within the tight snapping clutches of her versatile cuntal walls.
Barbara Jean's mind was suddenly filled with a vision of Erik, so very much like his father, though not quite so big in the cock department yet. She thought of Erik's perfectly fanned cock buried within her mouth, his fresh virginal jism flowing into her throat.
I've just got to fuck that guy, she thought. Christ, it's hard to think of three such fucked-up people in the same family. Not one of them knows the first thing about fancy fucking.
"Just be careful, please," he said. "If you get her upset, it might have the opposite effect. She might never want to fuck again."
"Oh, I will, Johan," Barbara said. "She is my sister, you know. I wouldn't want to do anything that would hurt her, ever. And we both know that there's no way our fucking can hurt her, right? You just leave it to me I'll think up some way to get some sense into Betts' fucked up mind."
"It would be great if you could, Barbara," Join mid. "If she could only fuck me the way you just did, I think I'd die right on the spot. Do you know, I can't even get her to… well, to go down on me. The most she's ever done is just kiss the end of my dick, and even then I could tell she didn't want to do it."
"Oh, you poor baby," Barbara Jean said. "Why, your big cock's just made for sucking. Giving you head would be a pleasure. It's not often you run across that much meat on the hoof, stud."
"Do you really think so?" he asked, beaming proudly.
"Just wait, fucker, until you get out of here," she said. "You get me alone with your cock, and I'll show you what the word blowjob really means." Barbara Jean winked lasciviously at Johan and let her tongue stick out of her mouth, moistening her lips provocatively.
Johan felt his fucked-out cock give an involuntary lurch and he knew that his randy old cock would be working up a new hard-on just from listening to Barbara's exciting words. But now his meat just nestled heavily against his thighs, arching down over his thoroughly drained but unusually large balls.
"Just you wait," Johan said, "I'll take you up on that. I've never met the person who could suck my cock the way it should be sucked."
"Well," she said, "you have now, donkey dick. It's a date. I owe you one special head job. Only now, as much as I'd like to hang around until you can work up another erection, I think I'd better leave and give the nurses a chance to get at your hunky body."
Barbara Jean winked good-bye and Johan's enraptured eyes watched her buttocks undulate sexily until the door of his room closed behind her wanton, sexpot body.
"Hi, Erik," she said. "Did you come to see me?"
"Yeah, sure," he said, flopping down on the grass. "Why don't you sit down here and rest."
"Okay, for a while, I guess," Denise said, sitting down beside Erik and nervously plucking at the grass.
Erik, trying to remember all the things his aunt had told him, and the things she did, let his hand rest casually on Denise's bare skin just above her knee and below the bottom of her shorts. "Gee, Denise," he said, "I never noticed before, but you're kind of pretty."
"If you say so," she said, looking at his hand on her leg and feeling it testing heavily there and… well, she wasn't quite sure, but it did seem to be moving just a bit closer to her shorts.
"I mean, well, you're growing up," he said, staring at the front of her T-shirt where the twin tipped mounds pushed the thin fabric out. "And your mouth, your lips are sure pretty."
He leaned over and kissed her quickly on the lips, just barely touching them, but he could still taste her flesh on his mouth. At the same time his hand moved noticeably higher, almost but not quite to the edge of her shorts.
"Oh," she said, "you can't do that."
"Okay," he said, "then I guess I didn't. But you sure taste good. You know, you shouldn't be ashamed of your body, and the way it reacts. I just learned that."
Denise was quite aware of the way her body was reacting. Already a faint glow was forming just beneath her groin and spreading through her pussy. His hand was hot to her flesh and his fingertips were moving slowly beneath the edge of her shorts, touching her pale white flesh.
"Something really exciting happened to me, too," he said.
"Oh yeah, like what?" she asked, fighting off the urge to push his hand away from her.
"Promise you won't tell anyone?" he asked.
"Well, sure," she said. "I guess you're just about my best friend anyway."
"I… I," he stammered for a moment, then blurted it out. "I… had sex. Really. And it was good."
Denise was astonished and it showed in her face. "I don't believe you," she said. "You're just making it up. How did it happen? What did you do? Tell me."
"It just sort of happened," he saw, pushing his fingers higher up inside her shorts, finally making contact with the lace-trimmed edge of her tiny panties. "The first thing I knew I didn't have any clothes on and she was down on her knees in front of me and she just… well, she put my thing in her mouth and sucked it until… until I… uh…"
"Oh, that's disgusting," Denise said, her hand flying to her mouth to cover it.
"Oh, no," Erik said, taking her hand in his and bringing it quickly to his crotch, pushing it against the hard outline of his cock and at the same time slipping his fingers inside her panties and touching the dampness of her pussy. "Can't you feel mine? I can feel yours."
Denise broke free of his grip and stood up abruptly, jerking his hand out of her shorts at the same time and releasing her grip on his cock as if it was a red-hot branding iron.
Erik jumped up and called after her, "Tomorrow, after school?"
"Yeah, I guess," she called back, not even looking over her shoulder to see him, to see that heavy erection pushing out the front of his tight cut-offs. She was far too occupied with the nagging throbs deep within her belly, coming from somewhere inside her unused cuntal walls.



CHAPTER FIVE


Betty Sue Swensen was tortured and condemned to the eternal fires of Hell. She did it all for herself. ADULTERESS!
The word kept ringing loud and clear inside her mind, threatening to drown her in remorse while she sought forgiveness for the depravity of her wanton ways.
She didn't give a single thought to the incestuous relationship she had been maintaining with her younger sister for well over twenty five years; that didn't count. It was natural, a sister thing. But allowing Dr. William Montgomery to have his way with her body was the ultimate sin, the final shame that condemned her forever and branded her. She was sure that in the eyes of anyone who looked, she was a promiscuous slut and a hussy.
She kept reliving the scene in the antiseptic smelling examining room with the strong Dr. Montgomery pushing her down on the table and latching her arms and feet to it.
"I realize it excited you, Mrs. Swensen, to watch me with that little tramp," he had said while securing her to that awful torture table. "You're going to enjoy every minute of it."
The awful man had actually touched her. He had pried around inside her cunt, poking and stretching her tissues, stroking her clitoris in the most wanton fashion, causing her cunt to become moist and itchy.
Just as quickly as it had all begun, it was over, and his cock was out of her cunt and she was off the table and they were just doctor and patient again.
She hated the man for what he did to her, for forcing her to have intercourse with him, for forcing her to take his awful old dick into her mouth and suck on it, for forcing her to take his awful old dick up into her cunt where he filled her full of cum and pleasure and both were so bad they were good and she was so very confused.
Betty Sue washed her cunt out with a heavy wash cloth until she thought it was raw, but still the pleasant sensations remained to plague her mind, to turn her away from her remorse, from the guilt she felt, and bring her to a very unreal reality.
She went straight to bed, almost ignoring her sister and her own son, until the following day when Barbara had gone to the hospital and Erik was in school for the day.
Alone, Betty Sue found it was easier to wallow in her shame alone. She savored her sin for all it was worth, trying desperately to erase from her memory the worst of it – that secretly she had thoroughly enjoyed herself.
The doorbell rang. Betty Sue got slowly from her bed and pulled her faded old rose-colored pink housecoat tight around her waist, wondering who could be calling on her at that time of day.
And as she opened the door, the burden of her sins seemed to grow heavier than ever, threatening to crush her.
"Oh!" Betty Sue said, astonished to see him standing there, "I… uh, didn't expect you, Reverend Donaldson."
"My child," he said, his voice large and booming, filling her living room, "the Lord always knows when the time is ripe." And he just pushed his way right inside the room, leaving her closing the door in confusion.
To push his way inside a room was very easy for the Right Reverend Doctor Billy Dean Donaldson. He stood a full six feet tall and weighed almost two-hundred pounds. At thirty-five, he was one Hell of a big black man. His black suit, topped by the white clerical collar, made him appear just that much darker, more omnipresent and ominous, like and angel making an unexpected check of Hell and discovering the sinners still well into their sinning and the fires going a bit untended.
"You do have need for my services," he said, "I can see it in your eyes. Relax, my child, and fear not, for He is with us both, even now."
"Oh, God," Betty Sue said, almost under her breath, but he was still able to hear her and to put two and two together, coming up with a little infidelity. The Reverend Donaldson wasn't one to turn down a little infidelity, not while he was still able to get it up to it. "I didn't think it showed. He forced me, actually, and… and… I just."
"There, there, my child," the reverend said, raising his hands in prayer but letting them fall, instead, upon Betty's shoulders, pulling her right in front of him. "I know how you must feel, with your poor husband in the hospital and all. That's why I came around, to pay my respects in your hour of need. You can imagine my surprise at finding you more in need than I had originally supposed."
"No," she said weakly. "It's nothing, really. I'm sure I can…"
"Nothing is nothing, child," he said, his voice booming and filling the room again. "I insist, in the name of Jesus Christ our Lord, that you tell me of your sinful ways. Perhaps there is still time to save you and bring you back around to the paths of righteousness."
"It wasn't my fault, really, Reverend Donaldson," she said, beginning slowly, and then the words seemed to rush right out of her mouth, until she had almost told him the whole thing. "I was alone, and helpless, and he forced himself on me, pushing me down flat and… and cutting away my panties."
"Cutting!" the reverend said, astonished, but thinking about how exciting it was as a variation. The glint of hard steel off the knife blade would surely add excitement to the situation, he figured.
"Well, yes, he had this knife, you see, and he just… cut them off until my… my bottom, was bare to him, and my legs were spread wide and open and…"
"My child, just tell me the worst," he said, looking very benevolent despite the lust that was beginning to cloud his vision. "Did you, actually, have intercourse with this man?"
"Yes," she said meekly. "Rather, he had intercourse with me. I didn't do it. I wasn't…"
"Oh, my child," he said. "We must pray. This is evidently far more serious than I had supposed. But there is yet another way to salvation. We must remove all traces of this man's foul deed, we must… as it were… undo the thing he did."
"How, oh, Reverend, just tell me how," Betty Sue said, her eyes radiating faintly of hope reborn.
"Quick, we must go to your bedroom," the reverend said, leading the way by guesswork alone. He had never been in the house before, but he was soon standing in the center of the master bedroom, glaring down at the rumpled bed.
Meekly, Betty Sue followed him and stood mute, waiting for his instructions.
"You must do exactly as I say, my child," he said, "or else all our prayers will have been said in vain."
"Yes, of course," she said, "anything at all." The Right Reverend Doctor Billy Dean Donaldson, his saintly black face lighting up with passion, a faint trace of respiration dotting his forehead, his crotch filling his black clerical suit and making it tent out in front, reached out for. Betty Sue Swensen.
"This is the laying on of the hands," he said, "guaranteed to exorcise any leftover demons in your body from the devil's embrace."
And before Betty Sue knew what had hit her, she was standing starkly naked right before the big black preacher man, and a tingling had begun inside her loins almost like what she had felt when Dr. Montgomery's fingers had first explored inside her gaping vulva, only this time, Betty Sue knew, it was all different. After all, the reverend was her very own pastor, guardian of the entire neighborhood flock.
"Now you must tell me exactly what he did to you, my child," Reverend Donaldson said, "so we can undo it."
"Well, he pushed me down flat and spread my arms and my legs out," Betty Sue said, deliberately omitting the part about strapping them down solidly, about raising her legs into the examination stirrups.
"Like this?" he said, pushing her flat down on the bed and spreading her arms wide, then moving her legs apart as far as he dared.
"Well, yes," Betty Sue said, "only it was more like this…" and she raised her hips up as high as she dared and spread her legs achingly wide, knowing that the delicate lips of her cuntal mouth were twisted and distorted and pulled wide open, the fragile inner folds flexing in moist display, her sensitive little clitoris peeking out at him irresistibly.
"Oh, Christ!" the reverend said, gazing right down into heaven without either passing Go or collecting his two-hundred dollars.
"And then he just took off all his clothes," Betty Sue said, her imagination taking over her morals, "and he forced me to watch him do it until… until his old thing was showing and stretching hard."
"Uh, like this, was it?" the Reverend Donaldson asked, quickly stripping off his coat and his shoes, lug collar and his socks, his funny-shaped shirt. He opened his belt, his fly, and letting his pants fall to the floor.
He stood there wearing only a pair of white boxer shorts, and the stark difference between his very dark brown skin and the very white shorts was staggering. The gaping fly of his, shorts was open and Betty Sue could see his coarse wirey pubic hair poking through the flap.
His prick was obviously quite engorged. His tumescent cock pushed hard at the leg of the boxer shorts, just the tip end of his cockhead protruding beneath the edge of one leg. He was huge, there was no doubt about that, and deliciously chocolate brown all over. His shoulders were broad and powerful, and his biceps and pectorals spoke of the man's great virile strength. There was no trace of hair across his muscle-plated chest nor down over his trim waistline to his dipped-in navel.
"Oh, Reverend," she said, "he took everything off and forced me to look at his… at his…"
"It's okay, my child," the reverend said, unsnapping his shorts and bending forward, pushing them down his legs, hiding his crotch from her view momentarily, "you can say cock."
And he straightened up. And she saw it – his cock.
"Jesus!" Betty Sue said, the exclamation escaping her involuntarily, because the Right Reverend had a Right Reverend cock indeed. It wasn't as long as her Johan's, but it was definitely fatter, and the burgeoning purple-brown cockhead looked like a doubled up fist, it was so huge and shining moistly with a damp glow all its own, the darker lips flexing gently. A pearly white drop of precum, startling atop the dark brown knob, oozed gently out of his cock lips.
"Then what did the awful man do to you, my child?" he asked, hoping she was going to say "he fucked me."
"He, uh, got down between my legs with his face," Betty Sue said, recalling the first time she had seen Dr. Montgomery going down on then woman patient. "And he, uh, examined me there. With his mouth. His tongue. He… uh… ate me."
Growling in lust, Reverend Donaldson moved his bulk onto the bed and buried his face inside Betty's wide-spread cuntal lips, nuzzling deeply and grinding his nose against her clitoris, digging his tongue as far down inside her cuntal tissues as he could, slurping noisily and swallowing her fluids, her fragrance, her pussy juices until she began writing from side to side on the bed and calling out for God to save her from sinning.
Gasping for breath, his face pussy-streaked and cunt-scented, he pulled back from her moistly flexing saddle. "Then what?" he said, without finesse.
"He, uh, yes, I remember, he took his… his cock in his hands and he used it like a club, striking me on the face with it and… oh, God, I can hardly say it, he forced me to take it in my mouth and to… to suck on it," she said, her cunt spasming with her words, her remorse churning deep inside her.
Glad to oblige, Billy Donaldson took his heavy, meaty cock in his hands and prodded her face with it, her eyes, her nose, and quickly her mouth, that opened reflexively and closed behind his coronal ridge, to take all the fat gnarled knob inside and leaving enough room for her tongue to trace the contours of it, to feel behind the ridge and torment him by corkscrewing down deep inside his pisshole, siphoning off his precum and swallowing it right down her throat.
Pulling off his well-oiled fuck knob, Betty Sue said, "He said I had to get it all juiced up so he could… so he could… well, put it inside me and…"
"Fuck!" he said, his educated voice booming as if from a sexual pulpit, the singe word rolling around and around the room and bouncing off all the walls. "He said he was going to fuck you. Say it, Goddamn you, say fuck. Fuck!"
Betty Sue knew the word, but it was so difficult for her to say, even within the throes of her passions. "Yes," she said, stammering, "fu-fu-ck. He said he was going to… fu-fu-ck me. Oh, do it. Put your… cock inside me. Let me feel it. Fu-ck me. Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh, God, yes, like that, pressing against my cunt. Push it harder, I want to feel more of it, the big fat head of… Christ! Oh, God. yes! Yes! Just like that."
The Right Reverend Billy Donaldson butted his slippery cockhead tight against Betty Sue's drooling cuntal mouth and nudged hard against it, scraping his glans over her feverish clitoris as his cockhead moved around, searching, seeking the entrance to her fuck harbor. The snug, tight fit of her inner pussy lips parted smoothly before their revocable onslaught of his knobby, fist-like cockhead, finally stretching their delicate tissues almost unendurably, wide enough to take in all of his bulging black cockhead.
"Jesus!" The reverend called out the instant her cuntal lips snapped closed tightly behind the wide flaring firmness of his coronal ridge, locking his whole cockhead, finally, possessively within her seething pussy hole. It was much hotter and much tighter than he had thought it might be.
Raising himself back on his hips, looking down at the merging fuck flesh, the reverend had a perfect view of her wide-spread cunt, the softly delicate tissues of it stretched wide and held firmly in place by his fat, bulging cock shaft, the whole head of his big black cock buried out of sight up inside her fragrant, snapping cunt. The contrast of his very dark flesh inserted inside her starkly white, pink-lipped pussy was enough to drive him wild. He only wished she could see the view from his angle, to realize how perfect it all was, how very beautiful it was, just to look at his hard black dick inside her pale flesh, soaking up the heady scents of her fuck hole.
Betty Sue was impatient, wondering why he had stopped just as he had begun. She could feel the walls of her pussy stretched wide to accommodate the huge bulk of his cockhead. She thought she could feel every ridge of it, every sculptured contour of his enormous cockhead, filling her fuck canal and making her feel stuffed. She wanted more of it, not just the knobby head, she wanted to know that the rest of his long hard dick felt like, to discover for herself if a black cock felt any different from a white cock, even though she already knew that every cock, within her pussy, would feel different from every other cock. Whimpering, she writhed her uptilted buttocks and snapped her muscles tighter around his cock head. "More, please!" she said, begging for his cock. "Let me feel all of it! Goddamn it, put your cock in me, shove it and… Ayyyiiiieee! Jesus! Fucking! Christ!"
The reverend hadn't needed a second invitation and, without a word, he pushed his hips forward in a sharp snapping motion, instantly sinking all of his long hard cock inside her pussy, the fat head of it nudging tightly against her womb and his full heavy black ballsac jammed tightly against her feverishly flexing asshole, the hair-covered mound of his pubic bone crushing her twitching clitoris into a passionate pulp.
Even before her cuntal walls had adjusted to the enormous girth of his overly fat fuck stick, he had begun ramming it in and pulling it but in short, irregular strokes, grunting and groaning with the effort of his fuck pace.
Instantly her orgasm began and her feverish groin heated up like a raging fire. The soft buttery depths of her cuntal mouth spasmed and flexed tightly against his pistoning prick as her cums rippled through her in a tiny string of nonstop pleasure. She gasped and moaned and pulled his heavy chest down against her tits grinding her sharply erect nipples into his sweaty black flesh as if trying to chocolate coat them.
Her feverish body, the incredible heat within her grasping cunt that bathed his juice-marinating fuck stick, the excitement of her pale white body, her lush tithes prodding into his flesh again and again, caused a whirlwind of undeniable sensations to overwhelm the preacher and grunt in short loud gasps that somehow echoed the squishy cock in cunt sounds of their fucking, making their sex noises grow louder and louder inside the bedroom as the mingled smells of their joined sex flesh overwhelmed them.
And he began cumming. And cumming. And cumming.
Betty Sue's stuffed, black-cock-filled cunt had to make room for the copious outpourings of his lava-like semen, bathing her entire insides with white hot man cum and, squishing loudly with his piston-like stokes, spurting out of her cunt and all over his balls, their, thighs, her asshole, and puddling heavily on the bed beneath her.
All the physical exertion was much too much for the black preacher, unaccustomed to such strenuous daytime fucking, and he collapsed against her, his chest heavy and heaving mightily for air.
Betty Sue was lost within her own world of fuck fantasy as her pussy slowly relaxed around his noticeably shrinking cock. Finally the big black ram was just a limp black noodle and as she squeezed her cunt tight against it, trying to retain it even longer, the effort made it squirt right out of her fuck hole, useless to them both.
As his cock flesh left her cunt flesh, and the heavy flow of his cum mingled thoroughly with her pussy juices, cascading over her buttocks and through the crack of her ass, her shame returned to her full blast.
The remorse of her sinful ways that had now actually involved the local preacher was almost too much for the highly moral woman. She began crying great tears and hiding her face in shame as Reverend Donaldson, his fuck finished and all cummed out, piously pulled his preacher suit back on over his fuck-funky-smelling black body.
"My child," he said, dressed and at the door, in considerable haste to depart, "you no longer have anything to worry about as I promised; I have exorcised the sin within your soul by un-fucking you. Hallelujah, you are saved again! Your soul will now reside in heaven forever mote. A-men!"
He left the room, the house, quickly, the front door banging loudly behind him.
As if in a daze, Betty Sue went through the motions of showering, bending way over and opening her pussy wide, forcing the flow of the black man's heavy white cum to dribble out of her cunt and down the shower drain. Then, just half-dressed, she went to her car and got in it, driving around aimlessly while she sorted out all the confusion torturing her mind.
There had to be some genuine absolution for her sin, for her repeated adulterous actions. It wouldn't be so bad if she could just convince herself that she hated it. But she enjoyed it. She had much to decide for herself and many miles to drive, alone in silent, soul-searching contemplation.



CHAPTER SIX


It had been a completely successful visit for Barbara Jean Crocker. It was always completely successful for her when she felt satisfactorily fucked. And she still felt fucked, even though it was her who had stripped off her panties and climbed up onto Johan Swensen's hospital bed, up angling his rampantly erect cock and just sliding down on it, skewering her own cunt tightly down on his fuck pole as if it was there to serve only one purpose, to stuff her belly with hot man meat that she could bounce around on all she wanted to. Squeezing it with her pussy muscles and feeling all of his incredibly big cockhead, the fat, nearly double-sized shaft of it, stuffing her cuntal walls incredibly, delightfully.
She relived most of the glorious fuck all the way back across town, driving her little Rabbit, her fuck car she called it, back to her sister's house. The very same sister whose husband she had just given the best fuck of his entire life. The very same sister that Barbara Jean herself balled every chance she had.
All in all, it had been a pleasant little trip to visit her sister, to help Betty Sue out while Johan was in the hospital, and to help Barbara Jean out with all the frantic fucking she could handle, from three totally different directions. First, the flesh of her own flesh, her very own dear sweet sister's much-loved cunt. Second, the huge cock of her own nephew. Third, the incredibly large full grown cock of her brother-in-law, that seemed to spurt stringy white semen like a cum fountain.
No wonder Barbara Jean Crocker felt like she was in fuck heaven. Her cunt hardly had time to cool down, her orgasms hardly had time to stop rippling through her groin, her clitoris hardly had time to relax and lose its friction-flushed appearance.
She was humming to herself as she parked her little car in the driveway and got out, walking toward the house.
Erik Swensen really liked Denise St. James. The more he thought about it, the more he knew he did. There was something especially exciting to the teen about the shape of her mouth, the full sensual appearance of her lips. He could almost feel his cock sliding between them. He could almost see the delightful vision of his hard-on slipping deep into her mouth while he watched.
And her nipples poking at the fabric of whatever she happened to be wearing. How very much he wanted to see her naked, to feel her body all over, to have her do for him the same things his wonderful Aunt Barbara did. Sucking his cock. Giving him head. Going down on his peeled-back knob.
Besides, there might be something to the theory that if he did manage to succeed in cutting back the frequency, the heightened sensations of his fuck pleasure might be worth all his effort.
He finished bathing and stepped out of the shower, his slightly tumescent – but when was it not that way? – cock hanging heavily and angling noticeably out over his ballsac while it waved from side to side. He dried himself, pulling the thick Turkish towel again and again over his genitalia, through the crack of his ass and around his firmly sculptured buttocks.
And looked up to see his aunt standing in his bathroom door, her face slightly flushed and her eyes already glazed over at just the sight of his perfect body, his perfect cock, his perfect balls.
"Gosh, Aunt Barbara," Erik said, freezing, his arms over his shoulders holding the towel behind him, his heavy cock shaft giving a sudden lurch because he knew it was being ogled, "I didn't hear you come in."
"Yes," she said, "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to startle you. You haven't been beating off, have you?"
"Gaulle no!" he said, indignantly, and his cock lurched again and seemed to lift slightly, more of the very end of his cockhead suddenly peeking out of his crinkled up foreskin.
"Well, you better not be," Barbara Jean said. "I can tell that your cock's all flushed and red, and swollen up. I guess it could be from your shower, from toweling your dick roughly."
"Gee, I'm sorry," he said, confused, looking down at his dick and watching it grow heavier as he did, stretching noticeably and firming up.
"You just can't do that any more, Erik," she said. "You're big enough now to find your sexual release with someone else, another person, a girl. Cocks are for sharing, Erik, not for playing with secretly."
"I've been trying to take your advice, Aunt Barbara," he said, "only it doesn't seem to work right somehow."
"Oh, how do you mean that, dear?" she asked, taking the towel from his frozen-up hands and tossing it aside, leading him gently out of the bathroom and toward his double bed.
"Well, I was out with Denise this afternoon," he began, "and touching her, you know. Then I took her hand and put it on my cock, and I guess that scared her away."
Barbara Jean laughed and pushed Erik down until he was seated on the side of his bed. "I bet it just startled her is all, Erik," she said. "When she has time to think about it a little, she'll want to feel it again, to make sure it's real."
"Oh, do you really think so, Aunt Barbara?" he asked, suddenly enthusiastic. He hardly even noticed how heavy his cock was hanging, angling out sharply over his ballsac that was pushed up high because of his slick thighs pressing together, or that it was rising off the level, more of the foreskin peeling back off the cockhead by itself.
"I know so, Erik," Barbara said, herself watching the teen's big cock take shape and turn into a fuck monster that she knew would cause her to disintegrate into a mass of emotions and to turn into nothing but one big cunt.
"Oh, Aunt Babs," he said suddenly. "Could you… you know… do it for me again? Like the other time?"
"Erik, if you're asking me to suck your cock, you've got to use the words," she said.
"Oh, yes, please," he said, "do suck my cock."
"Well, maybe," she said, coy and provocative, her cunt starting to juice up rapidly. She grew feverish between her legs and high up inside her belly. She was very thankful that she had taken the time in the hospital after fucking Johan to wash away as much of the fuck smells as she could, as many traces of his cum as she could get to. "But first, you've got to learn how to be nice to me. You already know how to have your cock sucked, well there's lots of other things you need to know too."
"Show me, please," he said. "I'm ready, I know I am. I want to learn everything about fucking. Oh, is it all right for me to say that word? I know Mom would be furious if I did."
"Yes, it's all right for you to say it in front of me, dear," Barbara Jean said, quickly kicking off her sandals and tugging at her hospital visiting clothes, opening them and dropping them until all she was wearing was a skimpy see-through bra that didn't hide any of her tittie flesh and the brief bikini panties she had put back on in the hospital room. "Here, Erik, it's time you learned how to take a bra off. Undo this one and free my tits."
Eagerly the teen fumbled with the hook clasp and got the bra open, pulling it over Barbara's shoulders and letting it fall. "And now these," Barbara said, pointing to her panties.
Erik reached out and pushed them down her hips, her reddish-blonde pubic hair uncurling beneath the clingy fabric and writhing as if it had a life all its own. "God!" the teen, said, staring straight into her pubic patch and finding the moistly pink lips of her cuntal mouth, already thoroughly fucked for that same afternoon, becoming engorged and slightly puffy.
"See dear," she said, "you have to learn what a woman looks like if you're going to please her properly. You have to know how to handle her breasts, like this, and how to caress her vagina, like this."
As she said the words, she cupped her breasts in her palms and let the nipples poke through her fingers, squeezing and kneading them gently, then spreading her legs slightly to cup her pussy, letting one finger slice through the lips to make electrifying contact with her already aching clitoris.
"Yes, I see," Erik said, entranced by the view of female fuck flesh spread out before him. "Can I… touch you? I mean, is it okay for me to do."
"Silly," Barbara said, sitting down beside him as close as she dated. "I wouldn't have it any other way. Her touch my breast. Gently. Yes. Oh, God, yes, just like that. Now kiss it, just the nipple, and take if inside your mouth and suck on it. Oh, gently, gently. God, yes!"
Erik's hand moved all by itself, drawn irresistibly to the place he had dreamed of, to her pussy, touching the strands of her fantastic pubic hair as he continued to suck on her nipple, mouthing her breast.
His finger slipped into the soft buttery depths of her cuntal mouth, the delicately moist tissues clinging to his finger and burning it with her pussy heat. He gasped and pulled his face away from her breast, looking down within her pussy hairs in disbelief, astonished to see that his finger, to the second knuckle, had been devoured by her fire-like flesh.
Barbara looked down too, and watched his finger, smiling at the pleased sensations his contact with her clit was giving to her. "It's all right, dear," she said, "You have to play with my pussy. You have to get to know it completely, what it looks like, how it's shaped, what it smells like and tastes like. And, yes, what it feels like, in every way it's possible for you to feel it. Go ahead, get down there and look at it closer. No, on the floor."
"Yes, like that, only move closer to the bed and look right into it," she said, spreading her legs as wide as she could and using her hands to pull the sides of her cuntal mouth open, making the hot pink inner flesh unfold before his amazed eyes, staring at cunt level right into her fuck flesh.
"This, dear, is my clitoris, the most important part for me," she said, "and this is the vagina, the most important part for you, for your cock at least. The vulva, the inner and outer lips. See how they spread in anticipation of what you're going to do for it? See the hole? Look up inside of me, dear. Yes, see all the pretty pink pussy flesh?"
"Christ, Aunt Barbara!" he said, staring transfixed into the mouth of her spread pussy.
"Can I touch it now?"
"Yes, dear," she said, "and not just with your hands. You've got to touch it with your face, with your lips and your tongue. You've got to get to love the smell of it, Erik, and the special flavor of a woman's pussy. They're the magic perfume that turns a man on and tells him that the woman's ready for him, for him to fuck her. Just put your face right into it, dear. Yes, go on, you can do it. Breathe deep, smell it. Yes, yes. Oh,shit yes! Christ, Erik, do that again with your tongue and my clit. Oh, God! It feels so gooooodddd!"
Erik turned on to pussy-eating in a hurry. The minute his face made contact of the moist fragrance of her inner cuntal flesh, he knew he could never get enough of it no matter how long he lived, no matter how many times he fucked. The heady smell of it was somehow unexpected, as he had always thought of it as being odorless, and the flavor was just an extra bonus. He was never to know that the real special thing he was eating was his own father's fresh cum, still hot and stored within the confines of Barbara Jean's cuntal walls to ferment like rare wine.
Barbara Jean continued to writhe in pleasure, feeling all the sensations of his tongue, his lips, his nose, nudging into her flesh as he hungrily licked and slurped, making loud cunt-eating noises with his mouth and lips.
"Oh, God, Erik!" she said, pulling his head out of her cunt and smiling down at him, seeing her pussy juices streaked across his flushed, cunt-slick cheeks. "You do it so very good. In fact, I'm going to show you something really special. Here, get back up on the bed and lie down." She moved until her hips were spread wide and her cunt was just hovering over his face, the lips of it gaping wide and anxious to have his tongue laying her clitoris again. Her own face was just over his rigidly up-angled cock shaft, the head of it completely naked now and without a trace of the usual foreskin that covered it. His whole knob was glowing like fiery dampness, and sparkling with his own coating of precum.
"Go ahead, dear," she said, lowering her juice-drooling cunt down onto the teen's face, "eat my old pussy some more."
He began in earnest, right where he had left off, not really knowing what to expect next.
And her mouth closed tightly around his cockhead and he knew he was really in for it finally. She began devouring his cock as greedily as the teen was going after her cunt, her clitoris, her tongue like a thing with a life all its own, swirling around his cockhead and cleaning it thoroughly, searching out all the convolutions of his glans and behind his coronal ridge, turning into an arrow and drilling right down into his pisshole, widening it stretching his cock lips and digging out his virginal precum.
The fire-hot sensation surrounding his cockhead, buried deeply inside his aunt's mouth, pressing against the back of her throat, were actually much better than the teen remembered from the time before, when she had sucked his cock for him. Maybe he had been too excited then to really enjoy it. Or maybe it had something to do with the fact that his own mouth was buried inches deep inside her cunt that seemed to be spreading out wider and slipping down over his whole face, nearly suffocating him in delightful tissues, in heady fragrances, in incredibly delicious taste sensations.
He wanted to crawl right up inside her cunt, all of him, except of course his cock that was doing all right where it was, inside her tongue-twirling, cheek-suctioning, cockhead-tormenting mouth. His mouth locked inside the cunt his father's cock had so recently filled, nursing at the teen's own seed, his father's very semen, the source of the Erik's very life.
One woman, having almost enough sex for a sunny afternoon, shared her flesh, trading the sex flesh that she loved best of all. The only thing that was missing was her own dear sweet sister's cunt, mingled into the flailing, no-holds-barred oral fuck.
Erik knew it as well as she did, that what they were doing was leading to the ultimate thrill, the singe thing they had yet to do, to fuck, for the teen to actually stick his hard-on right up inside her juiced-up old cuntal mouth and fuck her.
Fuck her! It was like a loud shout within his brain, the words, the feeling, the thought so strong that she actually received it in hers. Or it originated there spontaneously. Whatever, she knew as thoroughly as the teen did that they would fuck.
Erik reluctantly pushed her bottom up off of his face, twisting to the side and breathing heavily, gasping for breath and trying to talk. "Oh, Aunt Barbara," he said, hesitatingly, "I'm just going to explode soon and… and I'd really like to know what it feels like to… to fuck. Oh, please, Aunt Barbara, let me do it. Let me put my cock inside you. Just a little of it. Maybe just the head of it. Please, I've just got to know what it feels like to my dick, your pretty pussy…"
Barbara pulled her head off of his raw red cockhead, leaving it glistening with gobs of her spit and his pearly precum. "Yes, of course, dear," she said. "I want that as much as you do. Just let me straighten around."
She moved back on the mattress and spread her legs wide, making room for the teen and pulling him down onto her fever-wracked chest, tight against her throbbing tits. She kissed him deeply, letting her tongue search far into his mouth and taste her own cunt flavor, the teen's sweet taste, and Johan's leftover cum, all mingled together in their mouths, swapped back and forth from one to the other. Then, breaking the kiss, she said, "Now, dear, just move between my legs. Don't rush, we want this to be just right. There, like that, just a bit closer. See, you've got to line up the angle of your cock with the tilt of my hips. Look at it, dear, see ray old pussy, how it's spread wide open for you, for your cock. I want you to always remember me just this way, my cunt, your first fuck. I want you to actually look at it all the time you're sticking your dick into your first pussy, that way I know you'll always remember it. Go ahead, dear, don't wait any longer. Put it in. I want to feel your big cock slicing up into me."
Erik looked down at the gaping maw of fuck flesh that was hot and eager for him, juicy and slick and more fuckable than any cunt had ever been. He looked at his cock that was eager for her fuck hole, juicier and slicker and more fuckable than it had ever been. He took it in his hand and used it like a pointer, butting it up against her clitoris and letting the heat of her pussy register to the nerve-endings of his cockhead, then slicing it from side to side, rubbing it against her outer cuntal lips and sobbing in rapture. He braced himself, his hips tense and ready for the inward slide that would, in one slick sliding motion, divest him of his virginity forever.
"Erik! Barbara! Where are you? I'm home!" It was Betty Sue, calling to them from the living room, ten feet away from the nearly fucking couple, from the nearly de-virginized teen, from the almost fucked enough older woman.
"Shit!" Barbara Jean said, sliding, out from under the teen like a snake and grabbing her clothes, rushing across the hallway and into her own room just in time, while Erik, moving equally fast, closed the door to his bedroom and rushed into his bathroom, turning on the shower and getting beneath the tepid water, his enormous, throbbing, painfully aching cock standing rigid and unfucked before his disappointed eyes.



CHAPTER SEVEN


The Swensen water bill took a sudden rise. Everyone, it seemed, was taking long hot showers to wash away fuck stains and sex odors. Or taking cold showers to wash away frustration and unreleased sexual tension.
Betty Sue Swensen herself had already done her share of showering, of running up the family water bill. She didn't even think it was peculiar that her son and her sister would find it necessary, at the very same time, to take showers, and since she respected the privacy of Erik's bedroom, she didn't even look in long enough to detect the telltale scent of his cocksucking, cunt eating, so their secret was still safe, for the moment, along with the teen's detested virginity. Instead of being curious about other people's sex problems, being so overwhelmed with her on, Betty Sue went into the kitchen and began preparing the evening meal.
She decided on broiled halibut with garlic lemon sauce, an avocado on anchovy on Romaine salad and potatoes. While she had been out aimlessly driving around, trying to resolve the shame she felt at her adulterous behavior, she had wandered through a supermarket and picked out the things for dinner almost unconsciously.
Betty Sue busied herself peeling the potatoes and preheating the broiler. She was just about ready to put the potatoes on the stove when Barbara Jean came into the kitchen wearing a light blue housecoat and running a towel through her damp hair, making the red strands appear somehow darker, more fiery.
"Oh there you are, Betts," she said. "I thought I heard you just before I took my shower. Ummm, that looks good. Can I help with something?"
"Sure," Betty Sue said, "you can wash and strip the Romaine leaves for salad, if you don't mind. Did you see Johan? How was he feeling today? Did he say whew they were going to let him come home? Did he look normal to you?"
Barbara Jean started laughing and grabbed her sister, giving her a big juicy kiss right on the lips, grinding her mouth down against Betty's until it opened and their tongues danced together, the tips touching and pressing close.
"Not so many questions at once, Betty," she said, grinning broadly. "Of course I saw Johan, and he looked very good indeed. As a matter of fact, I've never seen him more relaxed and… I guess I could definitely say satisfied. And as a matter of fact, they did tell me to tell you that he can come home late tomorrow afternoon, before dark."
"Oh, how wonderful!" Betty Sue said, making a mental note to telephone the hospital and confirm Johan's release, wondering how she could avoid contact with Dr. William Montgomery at the same time. "It'll be so good to have him back home where he belongs."
"I'll say," Barbara Jean said, her cunt spasming and remembering the stretching, full-stuffing feeling of Johan's big Swedish cock sliding between her cuntal lips and into the depths of her soft buttery fuck hole.
Betty Sue had to call Erik twice to get him to come into the kitchen and eat his dinner. As it was, he hardly touched his fish or his salad, eating only his potatoes. He seemed so flushed and agitated, as if he might be coming down with some illness, that Betty Sue fought off the nagging feeling that she should be worrying about him, rather than letting her mind drift back again to her own sinful depravities to her incestuous lesbian lovemaking with her dear sweet sister and to the furious fucking with Dr. Montgomery in the hospital examining room and, incredibly, to the no-holds-barred free-for-all religious fuck in her own bedroom with the black preacher from the neighborhood church. Incest! Perversion! Adultery! What sin was left for her to commit?
Still, after they had finished eating and Barbara Jean opened yet a third can of beer for herself and she was glad to see her son go to his room to go to bed early. Betty Sue made it a point to knock on his door, later, after she finished the beer.
There was a peculiar heady aroma hanging over the teen's bed, almost like fuck smells, but not quite. A little cunt smell, she thought, and a little cock smell, and lots of feverish excitement. God, what is my mind doing to me, imagining such awful things in my son's bedroom? It must be all that beer I've been drinking, or the after-dinner Colombian marijuana I shared with Babs.
Smiling down at her drowsy son, Betty Sue leaned over the bed and gave him a good-night kiss right on his lips. For just a fleeting second his lips parted and his tongue snaked through them to caress his mother's lips.
Damn, did I imagine that too? she questioned herself. Then, breaking her kiss and starting to straighten up from her bent-over position, she was startled to find that her hand, below his belly, had been grasping and clutching at something big and firm and throbbing.
Oh my God! she thought when the full realization struck her that she was actually holding her son's cock, through the blanket, and kneading it unconsciously in the most wanton and depraved fashion.
Embarrassed, hoping that Erik, almost asleep, didn't know she was groping his hefty cock, Betty Sue quickly released his cock shaft and left the room, closing the door silently behind her and hurrying back to Barbara.
"Babs," she said, coming back into the kitchen, "you won't believe it, but Erik's got a hard-on. I accidentally brushed up against it… Jesus, he's got a big dick."
"That's for sure," Barbara said, just finished washing the dishes and grabbing two more cans of beer.
"What?" Betty Sue asked, taking one of the cans I and pulling the tab open.
"Oh, I said he probably does," Barbara said, fingering a brown-wrapped Trujilos special from her dope stash and lighting it quickly. "Here, have a hit of this Panama Canal special."
Betty dragged deep on the marijuana exactly like Barbara had shown her how to do, holding the Panama Red smoke inside as long as she could while it expanded and filled her lungs with sensual suggestions and relaxing, laid-back languor.
As the effect of the dope started taking over Betty's will, her repression's, she began giggling and her thoughts rushed back and forth from Erik's enormous erection to Dr. Montgomery's much smaller but unbelievably powerful prick. As her girlish giggling became obvious to Barbara, her sister snuggled up as close to her as she could on the big sofa and leaned warmly against her, letting her hand slip around her sister's shoulder until it cupped her breast and began gently kneading it suggestively.
"What's so funny, Betts?" she asked. "You can share it with me. You can share anything with me, after all the things we've done together."
"Oh, it's so awful," Betty said, "I really think I shouldn't tell you."
"But you've got to, Betts," Barbara said encouragingly. "You know you never could keep a real secret from me. All I've got to do is just squeeze your nipple like this… or like this… and you'll tell me anything. So, go ahead."
"Well, promise you won't think bad of me, Babs," Betty Sue began. "There's this man, see, and he… well, he almost raped me."
"God, Betty," Barbara said, "did you let him fuck you? Oh, how deliciously wonderful. You have to tell me all about it, especially the good parts. Who is he? When? Where? How big was his dick?"
"Whoa!" Betty Sue said, taking another heady drag off Babs' dope cigarette and chasing it down with more beer, growing more tipsy and more relaxed, more sensual and more sexy by the minute. "Now you're asking too many questions. But if you ever breathe a word of this to anyone, I promise I'll hate you forever."
"Oh, you always say that," Barbara said, squirming closer and running her hand up Betty's thigh, beneath her skirt and under the edge of her leg band, letting her fingers play through her sister's brown pubic hair.
"Uhmmmm," Betty said, moaning, "that feels good. Well, you'll not believe this, but he's Dr. William Montgomery, and it happened in the hospital. I had just left Johan's room when he bumped into me in the hallway."
"He just swept me off my feet, literally. He grabbed me and pulled me into an examining room and without hardly even saying hello, he pushed me down on his examining table and strapped me into it."
"No," Barbara Jean said, "not that disgusting gynecological examining thing, with your feet spread up in the air?"
"Yes," Betty said, scooting her buttocks toward the front of the couch and making more room for Barbara's hand, now inside her panties, and for her fingers, three of which were inside her pussy hole while her thumb drummed on her clitoris. "With my feet up in the air and my legs spread wide apart. He actually cut my panties off, Babs, with a big scary knife, then he took his pants off and made me suck his disgusting cock."
"Oh, how thrilling!" Barbara said, "tell me about his dick. What did it look like and taste like?"
"Well, it was about this big," Betty Sue said, measuring some eight inches in the air with her hands, "and gnarled-like. Not nearly as pretty as Johan's. At first it tasted awful, but after a while I… well, I think it started to taste good to me."
They both giggled, incestuous sisters about to embark upon yet another lesbian lovemaking session. "Did he eat you out?" Barbara asked.
"No, damn it, all he did was tease my pussy with his fingers, slicing them inside me and smoothing them all around, making me so hot I thought I'd die right there."
"Then, Babs, honestly, he started whipping me with his dick, just like it was a club, striking me on the face and cheeks, making me lick the end of it clean and swallow his juice."
"Then, finally, I thought I'd die, he stood between my legs and lowered the table until it was lined up right, then he just shoved his cock right into me. It was awful, just awful."
"And wonderful, I bet," Barbara said.
"Yes, that's right," Betty Sue said. "He did the most wicked things, pushing around inside me, shoving his dick in and out and from side to side, making me have an orgasm right away."
"And did he cum inside your pussy?" Barbara asked.
"I'll say," Betty said, "I thought he'd never stop cumming, there was so much of it! It squished, I could actually hear it, slurping out of my cunt and dripping all down his hairy old legs."
"I swear, Babs," she said, her panties now off her feet and her legs up over her sister's lap and parted, giving Barbara Jean complete access to her open-mouthed, frothing cuntal tissues, "it was the most disgusting and the most exciting thing that ever happened to me."
"God, Betty," her sister said, "you're turning me on just unbelievably, listening to you and playing with your pretty little clit like this, watching your pussy flower open right in my lap. I'd sure like to have the doctor slip his dick into my cunt. I'd wring it dry of cum in nothing flat."
"I just bet you would, Babs," Betty said. "I don't see how any cock's safe around you."
"Yeah, I know, isn't it awful?" Barbara Jean said and both sisters giggled conspiratorially.
"Oh, Babs," Betty said, lifting her hips slightly and opening her legs wider. "Do that some more, what you just did with my clit, and push all your fingers down inside me. Yes, oh, God! That's it! That's the spot! Shit! I think I'm going to cum, just from having you massage my pussy that way."
"Go ahead, dear," Barbara said, "get off. Go for it. Grab your cums where you can, I always say. Here, maybe I'll help if I just push like this and stroke your clitoris sideways."
"Jesus!" Betty Sue said, her hips snapping upward and flexing from side to side as her orgasm bit like a ton of bricks. "Christ! I'm there already! I'mm going to cum! Shitfuck! Oh, God,it feels so good, so good! Christ, I'mmm cccuuummmiiinnnggg!"
Barbara looked right into her sister's spasming, juice filled cunt while she writhed through her orgasm, the first of many she would experience before the evening was over, knowing that she would get hers as well. When Betty's hips stopped fluttering, when her cuntal mouth stopped flexing open and closed around Barbara's slick, sliding fingers, Barbara pulled her hand out of her sister's cunt, and smelled it, holding her fingers under Betty's nose so she could smell the odor of her own cum as well.
"I'm just burning up, Betty," Barbara said. "You've got to help get me off now, like we used to do."
"Oh, yes, Babs," Betty Sue said, "only not here, not in the living room. Let's go into my bedroom and get in bed, naked. I like it better that way."
"Yes, Babs," she said, "only hurry!" She jumped up and ran down the hallway toward the master bedroom with Betty Sue in hot pursuit.
"Shhh!" Betty said, "Don't wake Erik up." And they were inside the big bedroom with the door pushed casually behind them while they frantically pulled off their clothes and dived into the big bed, giggling and squirming and rushing together, blending their sisterly flesh into one big two-cunted, four-breasted writhing piece of incestuous lesbianism.
"Oh, Betty," Barbara said, "you've just got to eat my pussy! Remember when we were girls, and we would get under the covers so Mom and Dad wouldn't find us, and play with our pussies?"
"Of course I remember, dear," Betty said, twisting around on the bed and pushing at her sister's legs to open them, making room for her head and shoulders to fit between them.
Then, using her hands to spread her sister's cuntal mouth as wide as she dared, she looked down into the fever-flushed pinkness of her soft buttery cuntal tissues and let her tongue trace the outlines of Barbara's elongated clitoris while filling her nostrils with the sweet scent of her sister's pussy, little knowing that at that very moment she was not only suctioning up same of her husband's cum, the very first time in her entire life that she had even tasted his jism, but some of her own son's spittle as well, along with her sister's pussy flow. Altogether, the mingled fluids tasted like honey and went straight to Betty's head, turning her on sexually and making her bury her face in her sister's cunt while burrowing for more and more of the heady, delicious nectar.
Barbara Jean, her mind in her cunt and her cunt spread out around her sister's devoutly worshipping mouth, nose and tongue, tossed her head from side to side and squeezed Betty's tits repeatedly. Then she twisted slightly until she could line her body up with Betty's and leaned down over her belly, crushing her tits into her sister's flesh and pushing her legs apart, looking into her juice-flowing pussy to where Betty's clit just peeked at her from within its protective pink hiding place.
Gasping in admiration, Barbara's mouth closed on Betty's clit and sucked hard, drawing it tight between her lips and frictioning it lovingly, devoutly, much like Betty Sue was doing to Barbara's clit, closing the mouth-to-clit endless chain of sister-to-sister fuck flesh.
The abrupt noise of footsteps running through the hallway startled Erik. He sat up in bed, wondering what the sounds meant, trying to ignore the throbbing erection that plagued him and had been plaguing him ever since his cock was rudely denied the thrill of its first pussy slide, where he had literally had it jerked away from his first fuck, from sinking his cock and fucking away until he shot his cum up deep inside his aunt's grown-up pussy, thereby losing for once and for all and forever, his abhorrent virginity.
Naked, his cock hard and slapping noisily against his trim belly, his nearly ballsac with its heavy ovoid jewels inside drawn up close to the root of his dick, Erik got out of bed to investigate the peculiar noises that now seemed to be coming from his parents' bedroom.
He walked quietly across the carpeted hall to the door, surprised to find it slightly ajar. The noises were coming from inside his mother's bedroom – noises of slurping, of flesh slapping against flesh. And moans and groans of either pain or enormous pleasure.
Curious, he pushed gently at the door, forcing it open until he could see inside. There was a light on in the bathroom that fell right across his mother's big bed, fully illuminating the incredible scene taking place there.
Erik's mother was naked, completely naked, like he hadn't seen her since he had been a baby, and his aunt was just as wantonly undressed. And they were both rutting into each other's cunts, eating them noisily, the sounds of their cunt-licking hanging as heavy in the room as the mingling odors of their lesbian lovemaking.
His hand unconsciously closed around the rigid, pulsating shaft of his cock and started the up and down fist-fucking motions that had been familiar to the teen for several years already.
As his mother and his aunt groaned and writhed and cunt-licked through their orgasm, his knees bent slightly and he hunched over and pounded his meat for all he was worth, not even stopping long after his semen, jetting in rapid-fire spurts of fresh hot cum, had splattered all over his mother's bedroom door and ran, in sticky white pearl-like streaks, down to the carpeted floor.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Pissed, annoyed royally at being left out of what the teen felt was rightfully his fuck, eighteen-year-old Erik stalked back to his bedroom, leaving his drying semen behind as mute testimony to the incestuous lesbian oral orgy he had accidentally witnessed. Then, he angrily crawled back into his bed to let his frustrated emotions boil and double his annoyance, his confusion.
How could she do this to me? he thought, not sure if he was thinking about his mother or his aunt. All he knew was there were two prime pussies in that bedroom and both of them were getting off while Erik's big cock was getting nothing but some finger marks and fist-fucking friction splotches.
It was impossible for the teen to sleep, so intense was his sexual turmoil, so deep his need to finally throw away his virginity and proclaim his cock and his balls as the knowledgeable necessities of a real fucking man.
The hours passed slowly for Erik, and the sounds of delighted lovemaking, now and then, would penetrate the walls separating him from two very hot cunts.
After their first glorious double orgasm, cumming off together in mouth-to-cunt double ending, they found another marijuana cigarette and shared it in the afterglow of their fuck, feeling the wonderful sensations slowly ebb and ripple away.
Then, as if fresh fuel had been added to their already flaming pyre of perverted sexuality, Betty Sue crawled between her sister's spread legs and butted her clitoris up against Barbara's, slowly and sensually grinding away, mingling the flow of their separate pussy juices, their recent cum, until they were lost again within the heavenly transports of forbidden desire, their next orgasm in a sister induced nonstop string of cum after cum rolling over their stuck together cuntal mouths and making their bodies shudder with the goods feelings that only a clit against another clit can originate.
When they had finished with that cum, Barbara slipped out of bed and went into the bathroom, turning the water on to fill the giant tub and checking the temperature to make, sure it was warm enough. Satisfied that it was, she went quietly into the kitchen and brought two cans of beer back to the bedroom. They drank the beer in comfortable silence, waiting for the water to fill the tub.
The sisters finished their beer and went into the bathroom together, both of them slipping into the extra warm water mid scrunching up close together in the oversized tub. Barbara Jean's back was to Betty Sue and Betty's hips hunched as tight against her sister's buttocks as was possible. Her arms snaked around Barbara's back and cupped both her tits in her palms, slowly and deliberately teasing them, kneading them, pulling and stretching at the elongated, blood-tilled nipples and making them stand out rigidly at attention while she laved them gently with the warm water.
Barbara's hands reached behind her and down until she could squeeze into Betty Sue's crotch, prying at her pussy lips and opening them wider so the warm water could lap up inside her well-fucked cuntal hole and wash away the pussy juices, the heady, almost overwhelming fragrance generated by their hours of nonstop fucking.
Loving the feel of Barbara's hands prying into her pussy, Betty let her hands slide down over Barbara's smooth flat belly and separate the red hairs of her pubic mound, sliding her slick wet fingers over her sister's clitoris and right into her fuck hole, holding it wide open and, paddle fashion, rushing water into it.
"Oh, Betty," Barbara said, "no one could ever wash my cunt out quite like you do it. You make me feel so good, so loved. I could just stay like this with you forever."
Betty Sue laughed and nuzzled against ha sister's neck, kissing and nipping at her wet shoulder with her teeth, being careful not to break the akin.
"If you just had a cock," Barbara Jean said, "I'd never leave you."
"And probably you'd never let me take it out of your cunt as well," Betty Sue said, and both sisters laughed again.
Then, finished with their bath, they stood up and each of them took towels, carefully drying the other off, paying special attention to each sister's breasts, to her pubic area and in between her smooth thighs. Then all around their buttocks and deep within the moist, warm crack of their asses and around the delicately puckered ring of their assholes as well. Finally there was no more water to be dried from either of their bodies.
Back in the bedroom, the first faint rays of dawn were penetrating the yellow-draped windows and both girls seemed to notice it at the same time. Betty Sue, really exhausted from a long and quite eventful day, found herself suddenly, weak. She yawned and stretched.
Has it just been one day? she asked herself, remembering the huge hulking form of the Reverend Doctor Billy Dean Donaldson and the game of un-fucking they had played together, both knowing it was just an excuse to strip naked and jump into bed, to fit the enormous knob of his gnarled, fist-like cockhead within the lips of her delicate cuntal mouth and stick all of it up into her, fucking and filling her with black-man cum. Followed by hours of agonized remorse and recrimination as Betty Sue drove around aimlessly, alone, trying to clear her mind of her sins.
Then, the incredible encounter with Erik, with his cock being tightly clasped inside her very own hand.
And can after can of beer and dope cigarette after dope cigarette, followed by an entire night of sisterly lovemaking that was anything but sisterly as the lesbians writhed through one incestuous fuck session after another… followed by a long, lingering, extra hot tub bath, filled with much cunt fondling and clit stroking, with much breast squeezing and nipple tweaking.
"Suddenly, I feel very tired, Barbara," Betty Sue said, feeling every one of her forty years.
"Me too, Betts," she said, yawning, remembering it had been quite a long day. Yes, she thought, it has been just one day. And she remembered climbing up onto Johan's belly in his hospital room and working his big long cock up to full erection, sliding down on it with her cunt and fucking him ragged.
Then, in Erik's room, with him naked and cock throbbing, with herself just as naked and ready for anything, working the teen up through a prolonged cunt-eating, cocksucking to his very first fuck, almost.
And the night long, machinegun-like cumming in her sister's sweet arms. Barbara Jean thought she had every right to be tired, she had certainly shared enough cum for any one day of her life.
"I think I'll just slip quietly off to my room and collapse," Barbara Jean said, kissing Betty warmly on the mouth, the faint traces of soap and clean flesh lighting up her mouth and her taste buds. "Good night, dear. Please don't wake me up unless you absolutely have to. I might sleep forever."
Betty Sue was pulling the covers up over herself as she watched her sister leave the room and close the door behind her.
Barbara Jean's foot made contact with something sticky that was drying on the carpet. She looked down and saw some funny streaks of drying white flaky stuff all over the bedroom door. Ignoring it, whatever it happened to be, she turned and headed to her own bedroom, walking naked, all her things being forgotten in her sister's bedroom where they had fucked the night away.
She went into her room and pulled down her covers, getting right into bed and curling up into a warm, well-fucked ball, her sex flesh throbbing in used, sensual delight as her eyes slowly closed and her mind began going blank…
First Johan's big hard cock faded from her thoughts, and her taste buds sparkled in her mouth, recalling the peculiarly delicious flavor of his uncircumcised cockhead.
Then Betty Sue's cunt, that dearly loved cunt that had, through the years, shared some memorable cums with Barbara's own pussy, slowly evaporated from her thoughts.
Barbara Jean settled down for a deep, relaxing sleep.
Erik Swensen had had just about all of it he could handle. After all, he wasn't really supposed to be Superman or even Super Cockman, even if he did have a remarkably big slab of meat hanging between his legs. It just wasn't right for them to keep ignoring him that way, his cock, his balls, his genuine need to get fucked, to become a man, to stop being a virgin and move up into the real world of fucking and sucking and all-night cums.
He forced himself to focus his thoughts on just one person, just one cunt, who would, finally, lift his burden from his shoulders.
Naturally he thought of Denise St. James first, of her sweet mouth and her fine titties with the just-right nipples that he lusted after so desperately.
Then he thought of his own dear sweet mother, and of her hand closed around his hard cock shaft, squeezing it, feeling it up, hefting it warmly in a way that no mother should ever hold her son's cock. Erik was as aware of the fact that his mother had groped him as she was herself, even though he had pretended to be asleep. He knew the promise within her caress of his hard-on, and he knew it wasn't at all motherly.
But most of all, he thought of Aunt Barbara. It was her, of all the cunts of his life, who had thus far turned him on the most. It was Barbara lean, with her incredible mouth, who had removed his clothes and admired his body and caressed his sex flesh and explained that everything was all right and that all those exciting things he had dreamed up all by himself to do to some girl with his dick were, after all, possible and highly recommended. It was Barbara Jean Crocker who had taught him the meaning of blowjob and who had allowed him to dig inside her pussy, to smell it and taste it and literally wallow in it until his face was coated with all her heady goodness and his cock was thumping like a sledgehammer and his balls were drawn up tight as rocks and ready to spit fire or at least virgin cum.
Yes, he decided, Aunt Barbara is the one for me. The first one for me. Maybe I'll, fuck all the other girls in the world after that, only I've got to find one to stand still, first, long enough for me to stick it up inside her pussy and get my nuts off. Only with my dick soaking inside my own cum inside some cunt for the very first time can I really lose my virginity.
It had been some time since the noises had died down, the sounds of the water running in the master bedroom bath. Perhaps they had finished their all-night mouth organ recital.
Gee, I wonder if Aunt Barbara went back to her own room or if she's just going to move into Mom's bed, the teen thought. If she is in her room, maybe I can go in there and she'll let me do it to her. His hard teenaged cock thumped solidly and his balls, feeling so heavy they hurt him, twisted around inside their blond ballsac.
Squirming around in his bed for the zillionth time, trying to find a more comfortable spot, a different angle for his hard-on to stick out at, Erik again decided it would be impossible for him to get any sleep, ever, until he learned how to fuck.
If it took the rest of his life, then he would just have to live it without sleep and with a roaring erection.
Denise's nipples! Barbara's tormenting tongue and delicious clit! Mother's warm, cock-squeezing hand and fantastic-looking ass! The teen's mind was filled with provocative fuck flesh and his every thought was centered directly within the head of his burgeoning, foreskin protected cockhead, almost totally exposed and pressing, moistly, against the rumpled sheets, pearly virginal precum drooling from the flexing cock lips and staining the material.
Damn it! he thought. I want to fuck! To fuck! To fuck! Fffuuuccckkk! I want to stick my cock into a cunt and fffuuuccckkk iiiit!
He sat bolt upright in bed, his feverish cock slapping noisily against his firm, flat belly, the knob of it extending way up past his dipped-in belly button and, winking at him. His balls slammed up tightly against the base of his root-cock and began radiating need-to-cum signals to his burgeoning prostate. Even his asshole, buried within the sweat-filled crack of his ass, was twitching irregularly, the shell-pink pucker of his sphincter reacting along with the rest of his sex flesh because of his enormous frustration at remaining fuckless.
Barbara Jean, alone in her big double bed, was warm and comfortable, her thoroughly used cunt still radiating pleasure sensations to the rest of her body and her cunt-licking raw lips tasting faintly of her sister's sweet pussy nectar. She had gone almost instantly into a deep, relaxing, well-fucked sleep and almost right away her mind began filling her head with beautiful visions of fucking and sucking.
Every cock in the world was in the bed with her. Not too many bodies, but a lot of cocks. Some of them she recognized and others her cunt recognized, even if her mind had lost them somehow. The feel of them was still there, stamped indelibly upon the inner walls of her soft buttery cuntal canal.
There was the first cock she had ever felt that way, from her insides out. Daddy's cock, but that was his and Barbara's secret alone, that had never been shared with anyone else.
There was the second cock she had ever had in her pussy, two days later. Old Mr. Baughman's the janitor's cock, and Barbara's first black one.
And all the rest of the dicks of her fuck hood up to and including Johan's big blond-headed Swedish cock that she had bounced upon and slid down, and down and down and down, grinding out her mindless lust and using his body like a fuck machine for her pleasure alone, coincidentally showing him for the first time in his big hunky life that it was just as possible for a man to be fucked as it was for the man to do the fucking, and sometimes more pleasurable.
Then, of course, here was Erik Swensen's incredible eighteen-year-old cock. That always hard penile projection that rippled with strength and vitality and the promise of enormous dimensions and capabilities yet to come as the teen finally reached maturity in size along with years and experience and expertise.
She could almost taste it in her mouth, the super-slick, overly sensitive cockhead that was normally protected by its own fleshy foreskin hood cover, rock-hard and almost too delicious sliding over her tongue and coating it with meat flavor before butting up snugly against the start of her throat the fat, nearly double-size cock shaft behind his sharply defined coronal ridge seeming to stretch her lips because of its burgeoning fullness. Erik's fever thumping balls nestled against her chin and bobbing faintly all by themselves and laying heavily against her neck, the just beginning blond hairs of it pleasantly tickling her sensitive shoulder flesh.
Her dream was so real she could smell the frantic sweat-streaked aroma of his sex flesh, his hastily wiped buttocks, the faint residue of dried cum from his last fist-fucking session, the dried up piss from a casual dick shaking, the soapy perfume of his satin-slick thighs after his last shower.
And Barbara Jean could even taste his cock. It had a distinctive flavor that she had never encountered before, and it drove her mind wild with passion. Maybe it was because the teen was her nephew, the product of her sister's cunt that was also sweeter than sweet to Barbara Jean. Whatever it was, the flavor lasted and lasted and lasted and she dreamed she could never get enough of mouthing it, of cleaning it with her swirling tongue, of drilling, down into his tiny spasming pisshole and making it wider, deeper, getting at the cunt-spasming source of his special tastiness, his virginal precum.
Barbara's sex dream was so real she could even feel the weight of the teen pressing down on her in the bed, his wild, sparse blond pubic hairs all over her face and his knees pressing into the mattress beside her waist, his fantastic firm buttocks bouncing again and again against her mounding breasts, the nipples already hot and hard and stabbing into his buttocks, his ass crack, one of them occasionally kissing the flexing, outward turning ring of his anus.
She could even hear the sounds that swirled around her dream-filled head. All Erik's passionate moans and sighs. All of Barbara's own slurping, spit and precum mingled cock-mouthing noises.
Her dream was so good, in fact, that she could hardly breathe. Her mouth was too filled with hot hard cock to breathe around it. Her face was too covered with fever-flushed belly. Her nose was filled with too many piss-perfumed blond pubic hairs, tickling her pleasantly. Her lungs cried out for oxygen and their desperate need finally broke through the astonishing vividness of her sex dream and rationality took over.
Barbara Jean awoke, finding a genuine in the flesh hard cock inside her mouth, trying to drill into her throat, and a real genuine in-the-flesh nephew sprawled over her, his naked, cock-hard body pressing her to the mattress and smothering her with passion and desire. Summoning whatever reserve strength she had within herself, she pushed him off her head and twisted it, breathing deeply, gasping loudly and coughing, sputtering, trying to speak to the teen.
"God!" she said, a bit loud. "You startled me! Jesus, what a hard-on. Not that I mind, dear, but you shouldn't have sneaked up on me like this. You've let me sleep through some of the best part."
"Gee," Erik said after he fell back against the pillows, his cockhead popping loudly as it came out of her sucking mouth, sounding like the cork from a champagne bottle. It was all spit slick and precum streaked and sucked red-raw. It slapped sharply up tight against his trim belly and left a moist imprint of its entire length, its broader, flair-rimmed arrowhead-like knob, on the teen's abdomen. "I didn't mean nothing wrong. I was just so… so anxious, I guess."
"It's okay, dear," Barbara Jean said. "Just let me catch my breath and we'll see what we can do about it." While she breathed deep, her chest rising and falling, her tits moving up and down provocatively, she reached over and began toying with his sex flesh.
As Erik spread his legs wide, Barbara's hand scooped in beneath his balls and cupped both of them warmly, kneading them gently while her thumb did delightful things to the base of his cockshaft, pressing into the hard flesh of it rhythmically and coaxing it to yet extra length, extra firmness. Then, to the teen's amazement, her finger that was slick from the spit around his ballsac eased right into the hot, damp crack of his ass. Erik raised his hips slightly to help her do whatever it was she was going to do and he gasped audibly as her fingertip found his anus and began pressing against the sides, ringing it, stretching the sphincter and making it slick and moist.
Then, incredibly, her finger moved right inside his asshole, sliding slickly and without noticeable resistance. The first knuckle was inside his bowels, then the second, then the rest of her long slim finger, and it twisted around and made contact with his nut-like prostate, massaging it in a special way that made the root of his cock turn into molten lava and his balls jerk violently. The sensation was just that good.
"Oh, God, don't do that!" Erik said, his big cock thumping like a jack-hammer and his balls nearly turning into helpless hot liquid. "I can't stand the feel of your finger up my asshole much longer. My balls ache good. My cock hurts better than ever. I'm going to cum, Aunt Babs! Please stop it, and let me fuck you. I've got to cum inside your… your cunt. Oh, please don't, it hurts much good."
Chuckling, Barbara slowly withdrew her finger from his anus, moving it slowly and from side to side so the teen could feel the entire passage of her finger, much like she was going to feel the entire passage of his incredible cock, stretching and filling her cuntal mouth, her pussy lips kissing it nonstop all the way to the fat, broad root.
"Do you think you'll ready for that, Erik." Barbara Jean asked, falling back and spreading her legs, making room for her little nephew between them and pulling at his shoulders, helping position his frame over her, his knees nestling between her legs and the coarse hairs of his legs tickling her legs delightfully.
"Jesus, yes," Erik said, looking down into her wide-spread cuntal mouth, at her clitoris, fat and red and anxious, at the inner lips, holly pink and flexing with anticipation. He grabbed his fuck stick like a baseball bat and nestled the fat cock head of it tight against her clitoris, feeling the warmth of her cunt lips making their first tentative kiss of his cock lips and further firing his determination to, at last, finally, get his cock inside a real live pussy.
Betty Sue Swensen despite all the anxieties of the day and the nearly exhausting, though pleasantly so, cunt-eating session with her sister, was still having troubled sleep. It was the matter of her adultery that was doing it to her, not her incest or her perverted joy in sucking her sister's pussy.
She kept slipping into shallow sleep until her thoughts would bring back the flavor of Dr. Montgomery's talented cock or the delightfully different contours of Reverend Donaldson's gnarled black monster. And occasionally, the shape of her own son's cock, firm and locked within her grasp all she had to do was reach out and take it, and have it, and know it.
Something jarred her out of her shallow reverie and she sat up in bed, shaking her head to clear it, wondering what it had been. It was already late in the morning and the brilliant sunshine was flooding the master bedroom with light and warmth. She didn't hear it again, whatever it was, perhaps something from outside the house, but she strained her hearing anyway, listening.
Paint sounds, as if someone was choking to death, finally reached her ears. They seemed to be coming from across the hallway. She wasn't sure she should get up and investigate or not.
Then there were muffled mumbled, as if someone was talking in hushed tones. She got out of bed and walked into the ball, listening more closely, and she heard it clearly then.
"Oh, God, don't do that. I can't stand the feel of your fingers up my asshole much longer. My balls ache good. My cock hurts better than ever. I'm going to cum, Aunt Babs. Please stop it, and let me fuck you. I've got to cum inside your… your cunt. Oh, please don't, it hurts much too good." It was her own son, saying all those foul, depraved things.
"Do you think you're ready for that, Erik?" And that was her sister, the love of her life, her same-sex fuck partner. How disgusting, she thought, turning toward Barbara's bedroom door and moving quickly.
"Jesus, yes," Erik said, swinging atop his aunt and taking his hard cock in his hand, smearing it wound her pussy lips and pressing against her sensitive, throbbing clitoris with the lips of his cockhead, bracing himself, his hips poised, pushing forward, his cockhead just barely spreading the inner lips of his aunt's fragrant, over-heated fuck hole.
"You bitch!" Betty Sue said, storming in the room and grabbing Erik by his shoulder, literally jerking him out of her sister's grasp and pushing him aside, almost unnoticed.
"How could you!" Betty Sue was furious. Disappointment and betrayal radiated outward from her squeezed-up eyes. "My very own sister, deliberately seducing my son. Well, if that's the way you act around here, you can just leave. Got out of my house as quick as you can get your things together. And I don't ever want to see you again!"
Grabbing Erik by his wrist, dragging him after her, Betty Sue hurried to the hallway, slamming the guest bedroom door loudly behind them.
"But-but…" Barbara Jean sputtered. But it was too late and there was really nothing she could say.



CHAPTER NINE


It was an incredible Saturday morning.
In all his eighteen years, Erik Swensen had never been so completely frustrated. Despite all his efforts, all his near hits, he was still a virgin, though his cock had been pulled on and sucked on and groped and squeezed until he thought his balls would just fall off, he still hadn't fucked. The burden of his shame was nearly overwhelming.
His cock was so hard he couldn't believe it, sticking out in front of his belly and pointing almost right straight up, the glistening precum dotting the eye of his cockhead, his balls aching feverishly as if they had been pounded on by a sledgehammer. And there he was, being dragged along by his mother, her grip firm and unrelenting around his wrist.
He was more naked than the day he had been born, because he had that hard-on that made him a man, because he had those two heavy ovoid balls generating the difference between little babies and functional males. And he hardly had time to even think about his nudity, so rapid had been his mother's actions once she had entered Barbara Jean's room and pulled Erik, literally, out of the saddle. She pulled his cockhead that was just beginning to taste a pussy with its own nerve endings right out of the cunt it was almost about to enter. She was dragging him across the hallway to her own bedroom.
Betty Sue Swensen was naked herself, though she didn't even know it. Whatever state her body might have been in wasn't even in her thoughts, so incredible had been the scene she witnessed between her very own sister and her son. The very idea of it was sickening to her, the thought of her dearly loved sister actually about to fuck her son, to take the cock that had been formed within her own belly and put it inside Barbara's was just too much. Betty Sue was positive, that her sister had absolutely no shame at all. Why, the thing she was doing was depraved and sinful. It was even incest, that horrible crime against nature, one of the most rigid taboos of all time.
She pushed through the door of her bedroom and pulled Erik through it, pushing him ahead while she deliberately closed and locked the door to the hallway, turning on Erik like a fury from Hell, the full force of her outrage nearly sending sparks flying off her brown hair, out of her brown eyes, in all directions.
"Oh, God, Erik!" she said. "I'm so ashamed of you. Christ, I thought I raised you better than that. Don't you know what you were doing? What a horrible crime, a sin actually, you were participating in?"
"But Mom, I…" Erik began, looking suddenly very vulnerable despite the massive erection that had just begun to recede.
"Don't you 'but, Mom' me, young man!" she said. "I saw you with my very own eyes, in your own aunt's bedroom. Obviously you had to go in there, Barbara Jean didn't drag you into her bed. You did it deliberately, so you aren't as innocent as you want me to think."
"Just too disgusting for words, groveling around naked in her bed, in my own sister's arms, wallowing in… in her… well, you know. You were doing it. With your big… your big…"
"No I wasn't, Mom, honest!" Erik said.
"Yes you were, I saw you," his mother said, her eyes only just beginning to see her son as he really was, almost a man, and spotting a cock and balls that any man would be proud to have for his own. And it was big, too, his dick, as she had thought from that fleeting touch beneath his bedsheet that she still vividly recalled.
"No we weren't," he insisted. "We were going to, Mom, that's for sure, but we didn't. We didn't have time to do it. I've never ever done it, Mother. Not with Aunt Barbara and not with anyone and it hurts me so much. God, it hurts so much!"
Erik, despite his almost full erection and his six feet, one-hundred-sixty-five pounds of man, crumbled like a little boy and flung himself across his mother's king-sized bed. Instantly he erupted into sobs and tears, the drops running down his face and soaking into the rumpled sheets.
He began moaning between his sobbing gasps, saying, "I hurt, I hurt, I hurt," over and over again, the words cutting right into Betty Sue's very soul, bypassing her heart that was already filled with the certainty that this was her son crying out in his anguish.
She rushed across the room and sat down on the bed beside Erik, taking him in her arms and pulling him close to herself in a tight embrace, rocking him gently as she had not done since he had been a small child. An involuntary humming song of motherly sadness formed in her throat and she gave voice to the mumbling monotone, cuddling her son's head tightly against her breasts and letting the warmth of her body flood over into his.
Slowly Erik's sobbing ceased and his whimpering slowed down and the tears stopped rolling down his cheeks to streak across his mother's belly and run down into her pubic hair, matting it, then across the lips of her pussy, making them moist and glistening.
Betty Sue was so lost in her private sorrow that she didn't notice the passage of time, however long it took for Erik to become quiet and snug within her embrace. She finally realized that his crying had settled down to just an occasional whimpering shudder, that her mother's lullaby had long ago ended, and she discovered that her son was nursing at her breast, and had been doing it for some time.
Her nipple was firm and elongated and the whole areola of her right breast was pulled up tightly inside Erik's mouth as he nuzzled there, his tongue again and again laying her sensitive, throbbing nipple. Her cunt was spasming in a steady pulsating pace and the lips of it, already moist from her son's painful tears, were puffy already and slightly extended, the pink inner flesh just peeking through her dense brown pubic hairs.
Erik's hand was high on her thigh, his fingers just grazing the edge of her pubic triangle, only fractions of an inch away from her cuntal lips. As she looked at his hand, it moved steadily higher and touched her there, the very outer rim of her pussy lip, and her cunt gave a solid thump deep within her and seemed to open wider, waiting, encouraging him to actually caress it.
Betty Sue could see her son's cock, just one foot away from her face, sticking up and pointing right straight at her like the most desirable lollipop in all the world; the big broad uncircumcised head of it peeled back naked and rampantly demanding attention… the thing that hurt him so much… the thing of his that needed attention more than anything else in all creation.
She could even smell the heady scent of his sex, somehow flavored by Barbara Jean's pussy juices and all the spittle she had deposited on it while she had been asleep and sucking on his cock at the same time. She could smell his sweat, too, and dried up urine and unwiped funkiness, and everything she smelled went right to her brain and exploded in sensual delights.
His finger touched her clitoris and stroked it with a talent that was part of his genes, not really what her sister had taught him to do at all. The contact caused her to scoot forward and spread her legs wider, making room for his fingers, for his hand, opening her cuntal mouth to her son's manipulations eagerly, suggestively.
At the same time her hand that had been cuddling his head, holding it close to her breasts where his mouth and his tongue were still avidly nursing at her big sensitive breast, pulling at her tortured, chewed raw nipple. Her hand slid down his shoulder and moved steadily forward, moving closer and closer to his waiting, needing cock shaft.
Betty Sue's hand closed over her own son's cockhead, taking the whole huge moistly throbbing knob into her fist and trying to close her hand around it without success. The heat of her palm, possessively cuddling the teen's cockhead, was instantly transmitted to his brain and his cock lurched and shook inside her hand, stretching out longer and growing harder, the head of it expanding and growing hotter, spreading her fingers wider as they tried to encompass the entire mass of it.
And she was completely lost. Betty Sue Swensen was totally beyond redemption and she would remain a wanton despot for the rest of her life, spending eternity in damnation because there was no way, absolutely no way that she could turn back again to being just a mother placating her son.
Betty Sue Swensen was a woman in need, a cunt. Erik Swensen was the answer to her requirements, a cock. There was no incest, no perversion, no sin, no crime, no adultery, no betrayal. Only love. And lust.
Erik's face rolled around on her breast, deserting it, then instantly closing on her left areola, suctioning hard and pulling it and the nipple deeply into his mouth, pulling on it as if trying to extract life-giving milk. His move had been so abrupt, so unexpected, that Betty Sue jumped in surprise, causing his finger to slip off her clitoris and slide deeply into her cuntal mouth, the walls of it closing possessively and hotly around his digit.
He stopped his nipple-licking attack on her breast and pulled his head off of it, looking up into her half-closed, passion-filmed eyes. "Oh, Mom, Mom!" he said. "It still hurts something awful, my… my cock does!"
"Yes, I know, dear," she said, palm-squeezing his cockhead and feeling the spongy mass of it resist her fingers, pushing back against her grasp and glowing hotly redder from the pressure of the contact. "That's the way these things happen, the way men feel until they… until they…"
"I know, Mom," he said, "until they fuck. I'm not ashamed to say that word, Mother, because that's the only seal way to say it. It's nothing bad, really, nor dirty. It doesn't mean crudeness, it means gentleness, to fuck. And it's the only real way to stop the hurt, somehow I know that."
"Oh, God, forgive me," Betty Sue said, praying in advance for forgiveness. "Here, move back just a bit, dear, let me get back on the bed."
Erik felt the first glimmerings of hope as he listened to his mother and watched her move into the center of the mattress, opening her legs wide and holding out her arms, wantonly inviting him to move within the shelter of her wide-open, unresisting embrace.
"Do you mean…?" he said, disbelieving his own eyes. "Can I, really, Mom?"
Betty Sue was afraid to say anything. It was bad enough having to hear him call her Mom and to keep reminding her that he was, indeed, her very own son, the flesh of her flesh, so she knew she could no longer hear herself call him son, not when she wanted him to fuck her as much as she did at that moment. She touched his hand and pulled gently at it and he followed effortlessly until he fell, full-length, across her body, his firm pectorals crushing her breasts between their bodies and his mouth locking over hers in a deep, tongue-twisting kiss.
She could feel the firmness and the heat of his erection burning into the flesh of her thigh as it pressed against her side. Then he rolled gently over her thigh, his cockflesh searing her silky smooth skin and, without any direction, without either of them even so much as touching it, the peeled-back head of his cock caressed the length of her clitoris then, slickly smooth, butted right into the gaping hole of her vagina.
The entire broad head of his blood-filled cock slid effortlessly right into her fuck hole and the lips of her cuntal mouth snapped tightly shut behind his coronal ridge, trapping his dick within her pussy forever.
The fire-like heat, of her cunt surrounding his fuck knob, the extreme heat of his cockhead searing her cuntal tissues, brought both mother and son to a plateau of synchronized brain waves. They were no longer two separate people, however related by blood. They were one. They were complete. The cock of the world had returned to the cunt of the world. The flesh that had always been the same flesh was, at long last reunited. The cock that had come out of that cunt had, finally, returned to its only safe harbor, its only true nesting place.
Without breaking their kiss, Betty Sue raised her hips and flexed her pussy muscles, sucking with her cuntal mouth along the length of her son's cock, pulling at it, drawing it deeper inside her, the snapping, clasping walls of her soft buttery cuntal depths moving apart for the massive intrusion of his rampantly hard fuck shaft.
Erik pushed forward with all his might, sinking his cock into his mother's eagerly clasping pussy beyond the root of it, his balls in their ballsac nestled tightly against his mother's asshole that flexed, her anal lips kissing her son's balls again and again. Erik's blond-haired pubic mound was grinding tight against his mother's clitoris, forcing her cuntal mouth wide because of the fat girth of his cock base and tormenting her with the pressures there, against her super-sensitive fuck button, sending wave after wave of pure unadulterated pleasure through all her nerve endings that went directly to the head of his cock, pressing solidly against the mouth of her womb, tying to regain entrance to that sacred chamber that had spawned him, his devoted, mother-loving cock, in the first place.
Her pussy rippled all along the whole long length of his steel-hard cock shaft and squeezed repeatedly the head of it, the wide flaring coronal ridge that so distended her pussy flesh, that so stuffed her full, making her feel every fraction of every inch of her son's rock-like fuck flesh, the heavy meat of his genitalia that was now, once again, only hers to hold and to enjoy.
The sensations, the heat of her soft buttery cuntal depths that his cock was so soothingly marinating within, caused the teen to shudder all over, his ripples even vibrating along the length of his cock inside her, thereby increasing the pleasant sensations for them both.
Then he began moving it around, as he remembered his Aunt Barbara telling him he should do, frictioning his cock from side to side within his mother's cuntal passage, finally pulling it back, then sending it back in with a clit-ramming thump that she just loved to the ends of her curled-up toes. It was good!
Erik pulled his dick back further and sliced it back in quicker, deeper, bottoming out against her womb and her clit at the same time, the sensations surrounding the head of his cock, her clit, becoming stronger and better. Instinctively he knew how to do it then, and he began a rapidly hunching, long-dicking pace, pulling his cock all the way out of his mother's cunt, then ramming it solidly back in before her gaping wide cuntal mouth had a chance to close shut behind it.
The thrill of his discovery, the flesh-stretching, full belly feeling of his flesh being repeatedly inserted within hers, gave Betty Sue the greatest thrill of her entire life and she began fucking back at her son, pacing her up and down hip thrusts to match his, intensifying the cock-in-cunt pounding friction.
Then, unable to control himself any longer, the sensations of his mother's repeating, machine-gun like clasping orgasm and her cum that had been bathing his cockhead in liquid fire became too much for him. He broke the kiss, turning his head to the side and gasping for air, his tortured lungs aching and his throbbing balls demanding a release the teen had never really experienced.
"I'm going to cum, Mother!" he said, shocking her back to instant reality with that one word. "It's so good, fucking is! I never dreamed anything could feel like this! Or like this… or this!"
He kept hunching his cock in and out of her in rapid, tight frictioning rhythm, trying to prolong his first fuck as long as possible but reaching the inevitable and nonetheless. "Oh, shit!" he said. "I'm almost there! I can't wait any longer! I'm going to cum, Mother! I'm going to cum! There! And there! And… God, can you feel it? Christ, I'm cumming! Oh, God, feel it! Feel my cum, Mother! Shit there it goes! I can't hold it back any more! And there! and there! God, I'm cumming! I'm cccuuummmihnnnggg! Oh, Christ, it feels so good! So fucking good! I'm actually cumming inside of you, Mother, my cock's cumming inside your cunt and I'm… I'm really a man at last!"
All cummed out, eighteen-year-old ex-virgin Erik Swensen collapsed in a fainting swoon atop his mother's cum-filled body, his cock still enormous and rigid and buried full-length within her spasming, muscle rippling, cuntal depths.
There was just that way, silent and motionless, for what seemed like hours, though it wasn't really nearly that long. Then, still silent, because neither of them yet knew what words to use, the shock of the whole incident heavy on both their minds, Erik felt his cock slowly relaxing, shrinking within the cum-filled cavern of his mother's cunt. Then, without warning, it popped out of the hole all by itself, running on a gentle flow of their mingled cum and fuck fluids.
His cockhead dripping cum, splattering, spotting the carpet and dripping down his thighs, Erik silently walked to the door, unlocked it, and went out of the room without once looking back.
Betty Sue lay there for a long time, hearing the sounds of Erik's shower running, wondering what it was she was supposed to feel, to think, after what she had just done. Surely it wasn't right to feel nothing but the pleasure of their fuck. Surely it wasn't right to feel the throbbing, pulsating pleasure that still radiated outwardly from her thoroughly fucked cunt.
Finally, the sun high outside and the morning well on its way toward noon, Betty Sue had to check the time and to grasp the rest of reality, moving into Saturday.
My God, I'm supposed to go pick up Johan… Jesus Christ, in an hour and a halt she thought, jumping out of bed and running toward her bathroom, wondering if the fuck smells would clear from the room before Johan entered it, hoping he would never even dream of the extent of her wanton depravity.



CHAPTER TEN


Barbara Jean Crocker had followed her sister's angry orders almost to the letter. She grabbed up her things, hastily packing, and jammed them into her little Rabbit, almost oblivious to the sobs and shouts and mumbles coming from Betty Sue's bedroom. Then without hesitating, she drove away from the house and headed to the cross-town freeway, determined to drive nonstop back to her own house, miles away.
And the farther any from Betty Sue she drove, the more unreal the whole situation became to her. Finally Barbara realized that it was impossible for her to separate from her sister, however annoyed Betty Sue was. And it was no more possible for Betty Sue to live without Barbara, as well.
There was nothing left for them to do but have a face-to-face confrontation, a show-down, and get it all out in one big blast of anger and emotion.
The only thing left for Barbara Jean to decide was when it should take place. Should I go back to Betty Sue's, she asked herself or wait for her to come see me?
And as the thoughts took shape in her mind, her little VW moved at top speed across the highway, leaving town far behind and moving through the open landscape of the countryside, the trees and the wild flowers all lushly green and in brilliant blossom, brought on by the unexpected heavy rainy season that had just passed.
When? she thought. Tomorrow? Next week? Tonight? Me first? Betts first? Shit, fuck! Why did things have to get so fouled up just when they were about to get so good?
Erik Swensen dragged through his shower in stunned disbelief. He was no longer a virgin. He had actually fucked someone. He had actually got his big hard cock all the way inside a real live cunt and worked it around for hours, it seemed, until all his cum just squirted out of it, washing away his virginity in one wildly explosive ejaculation.
He felt like a man. No longer would his cock hang limp and vaguely between his legs, because he knew what it was for, at last, and more than that, he knew what to do with it.
He had fucked. He had! He had fucked… his mother!
Thoughts of sin and damnation, despite all of Betty Sue's attempted teachings, were totally alien to eighteen-year-old Erik Swensen. The power of his prick, his manhood, the bravery of his balls put him aside from all that pseudo-religious rigmarole.
Erik Swensen was a fucker and, at last, he knew it.
An aura of difference surrounded his entire body. He would never ever be the same again. His walk would be different, his talk would be different, his thoughts would be different, his confidence would be different. Even the way his cock would be somehow forever bigger and fatter after the fuck than before.
Erik dressed in a preoccupied daze. He found himself seated on a park bench, alone, with acres of fresh greenery and sparkling flowers surrounding him. And lots of birds flying around, yellow and red and brown Orioles flying in formations, chirping noisily and seeming to fill all the trees with brilliant-colored feathers and loud mating calls.
Denise St. James had to speak to him twice, and shake his shoulder, before he would even look up and recognize her beside him on the bench in the empty park.
"Erik," she said, again, calling his name repeatedly, "are you all right? I've been looking for you all over."
She was close to him, almost hip to hip, "You look so funny," she said. "I wasn't even sure it was you at first."
"Denise?" he said, looking at her. "Oh! No, I'm okay, just got lots of thinking to do, I guess."
"Okay if I sit here and help you think?" she asked.
"I don't mind," he said, suddenly warming to her, seeing her from the different perspective of his different self. He moved closet to her and let his arm reach around her shoulder, nesting confidently there without any aggression, without any confusion or frustration. "I think I might be in love with you, Denise."
"Yeah," she said. "I know."
"I've been finding put a lot about myself," he said, "and there are some things I've got to have to be me. I think you might be one of them."
He didn't even give her a chance to reply, or to do much thinking about what concerned him. He just pulled her close and closed his mouth over hers, taking her lips inside and then pulling at her tongue, probing his deep inside her mouth in an unmistakable in-and-out fuck rhythm while letting his hand slip off her shoulder to palm her breast, kneading it warmly and tweaking the nipple passionately.
Erik's free hand slipped under Denise's short skirt and beneath the lace-trimmed edge of her panties, moving right between her pubic hair to slip inside her cuntal lips, finding her clitoris right away.
Denise moaned and groaned into Erik's passionate, dominating mouth. She was trying to protest, to resist his overwhelming aggressiveness, but all to no avail. Her unused pussy began responding to his caresses and juicing up, the tender walls of it growing puffy and feverish as her lips, curled slightly outward and began glowing with damp hot moisture.
Erik's cock had already reached full erection within the cramped confines of his pants, and his balls were hot and heavy.
Without breaking his kiss, Erik reluctantly took his hand away from Denise's pussy and slipped it beneath her firm buttocks, easily lifting her up off the bench and into his arms, standing, carrying her, and walking toward a growth of heavy, densely green shrubs. He pushed right into the center of the bushes, finding a slight opening there and depositing Denise on the soft grass.
At first she tried to protest, to say something, but he shushed her with one finger over his lips and smiled reassuringly at her.
"It won't do you any good to complain, Denise," he said. "I'm going to fuck you and that's all there is to it. I want you to be my girl, and if you are my girl, you're going to have to be mine in every way."
"But, Erik," she began, but he stopped her with another hot passionate kiss, pulling her panties down her legs as he did and raising her skirt up high. In his frantic haste to make his first real conquest, he didn't even take time to undress her properly, or to play with her breasts. All that could come later, after her body was used to the feel of his, inside her pussy. When he saw her patch of black pubic hairs it startled him, the color was so dark, but the contrast with his own pale blondness was just that much greater, more exciting.
He yanked open his pants and pushed them down his legs, along with his briefs, and freed his sex flesh. His cock was already fully erect and achingly ready, throbbing with his pulse beat. He took Denise's hand and placed it on his dick, making her feel it and checkout the size and shape of it. He felt her gasp within his mouth and try, again, to protest, but he would have none of it, so he kept her mouth securely locked within his while he fingered around inside her hot pussy, making it frothy with foam and heady with the fragrance of virgin, unfucked cunt.
Erik broke his kiss just long enough to spit in his hand, then caught her lips again, transferring his spittle to the head of his cock and rubbing it all around and down the length of it, making it slick and ready for her.
Then, without waiting, he moved right between her legs and positioned his cockhead into her cunt, rubbing it all around and against her clitoris until Denise herself was writhing impatiently, eager for him to be on with it, to enter her with that incredible thing that she wanted for herself. His cockhead eased just inside the tight lips of her cunt that clung to his fuck flesh like its own foreskin, then it reached an obstruction, Denise St. James' maidenhead. He pushed harder, wondering why his dick wouldn't enter her pussy, not knowing about things like hymens.
As Erik pushed harder, Denise herself was impatient to get on with it, to lose her own virginity and to take Erik's dick up inside her. She pushed back at his cockhead, drilling down into her and snapped her hips sharply upward, rupturing the thin membrane that kept her from his cock.
There was just a tiny trace of blood, that was all, and Erik's whole cockhead slipped inside her incredibly tight, thoroughly virginal fuck hole. They both gasped at the incredibly hot sensations that gripped their genitalia, at the excitement of her first, his second fuck, at his knowledge that his cock was entering the second cunt of the same morning, and there was still hours left to fuck.
"Denise," he said, breaking their kiss, "I do love you, and I want you to love me, too. My cock, like this, inside you…"
"Oh, yes, Erik!" she said, lifting her hips higher to make it easier for him to get all of his big hard cock up into her very, very tight virginal pussy. "I do, I do! Now, give it to me, lover! Give all of your big beautiful dick to me!"
Betty Sue had grown impatient waiting for them to release Johan at the hospital, walking up and down the corridors, secretly looking for Dr. William Montgomery and hoping there might be an opportunity for her to receive one of his hot meat injection treatments in her already juiced-up cunt that was snapping in anticipation of getting to her husband's huge horny blond-headed cock again.
Finally all the paperwork had been completed and Johan was released to her care. Carrying his small valise by himself, he walked with her to the parking lot, his big strong arm around her waist and occasionally cupping her buttocks suggestively, squeezing, letting her know how horny he was and how very much his cock had missed her cunt for the several days they had been separated.
She wouldn't let him drive, on the theory that he was somehow too weak to do it himself, but that just freed his hands. As she pulled out of the hospital parking rot, his hands slipped beneath her skirt and pulled at her panties, snaking them out from under her and down her legs. The car jerked radically as she maneuvered her feet long enough for him to get her panties off of them.
Johan's big blond hand snuggled up tight against Betty Sue's pussy, feeling the heat of it, the moist fire of her cuntal lips that were already puffy and foaming, just waiting for him, for his cock. His big fat finger stroked her clitoris again and again, finally dipping down inside her pussy hole and rippling from side to side, making her cunt so juicy she could hardly stand it, trying to drive and squirming around, having one tiny little orgasm after another.
She made record time getting back to their house and came to a lurching stop in the driveway. She killed the motor and turned quickly, taking Johan in her arms and giving him a big juicy kiss, her hand fumbling around at his crotch to make sure his enormous cock was hard and ready for her. It was, so she squeezed the head of it in definite promise and licked a swath across his face, letting her tongue tip tease him wantonly.
"Oh, hurry, darling," she said, breaking her kiss.
"I need you so much."
"And I need you, Betts," he said. "My old cock's never been so hard and ready for your pussy."
They left his valise and her panties in the car and rushed into the house, down the hallway and into their big bedroom, throwing off clothing as they ran. Finally they faced each other completely naked, all flushed and excited and absolutely ready to fuck.
Johan's cock seemed, somehow, much bigger than Betty Sue remembered it being, as if he had had some special lessons in how to make it bigger, or how to really use it, though that was absurd to her. No one could fuck in a hospital. Then she remembered Dr. Montgomery.
Johan, looking at her beautiful brown-haired cunt, the hot pink inner flesh showing, just the tip of her clitoris wailing for him eagerly, was convinced that her cunt was definitely different, much more alluring, more attractive, than he had even seen it before, almost as if Barbara Jean had lectured her sister on how to make it better for her man.
He could hardly wait to get all of his big hot throbbing cock jammed tight up inside it, only with him on top, not with her cunt sliding down on it like his last fuck, making him feel more like a cock machine than a man.
He grabbed her and pulled her tight, his hard cock digging into the slick flesh of her belly and his balls, against her thighs, transmitting the heat of his fuck fever right to her loins.
"Oh, Johan, take me to bed!" she said, almost swooning in his arms. He half-carried, half-dragged her to the bed and they fell together onto it. The mattress rocked from the assault of their double weight hitting it so abruptly.
Johan instantly turned over her, pushing her knees aside and preparing to enter her cunt with his cock, impatient to get right to the fuck.
Betty Sue stopped him and twisted quickly aside. "No, not that way, Johan," she said. "I want to… to do something special for you, dear. Just relax and let me… give you pleasure."
She pushed him down flat on the mattress and squirmed around between his legs, settling her buttocks down comfortably and taking his big hard cock in both of her hands, holding it up and smelling the heady scent of his prick, then cupping his huge heavy balls warmly in her palm.
To his astonishment, she began licking his cockhead like it was an oversized lollipop and the flavor of it was the best thing she had ever tasted. Then, when she had licked all around it, turning his cock from one side to the other to get at all the surface of his huge plum-shaped cockhead, she opened her mouth wide and just sank down on it, taking the head of his dick in to the back of her throat before clamping her lips tight around it, her cheeks sucking in against his cock flesh and the pleasant sensations of her tongue bathing his dick, her mouth sucking on it, drove him out of his mind.
To have his wife going down on him, to have her sucking his cock was the greatest homecoming thrill he could have possibly wanted. And, after all the years of wanting just this, it was amazing to him that it was really happening. He twisted around and pulled at her hips, signaling to her that he wanted her pussy near his head, so he could look into it and smell the heady allure that drove him to sexual madness every time he got a whiff of it.
To his surprise, seeing her cunt so close up and smelling it the way he was, Johan wanted to taste it. He had never before had enough courage to eat her pussy, but there would never be a better time for it, he knew, so he just pushed his nose right into it, across her clit and down into her fuck hole, breathing deeply, letting his tongue lick her soft buttery cuntal walls and take the taste of it down into his gullet, instantly wanting more and more.
The welcome home celebration moved into full swing with Betty Sue twisting and frictioning around on his cockhead and chewing it nearly raw, with him digging deeper into her puffy, over-heated cuntal mouth and dragging her flavor right down into his belly.
Barbara Jean finally made up her mind. Now! she thought and turned the car around abruptly right in the middle of the road, almost colliding with a big yellow van. Some guy blasted his horn at her and flipped her the bird out his window, but Barbara Jean had already headed back to the Swensen house at dangerous speed. She didn't even see the yellow van.
Barbara broke every speed limit there was on the highway and then on the cross-town freeway, finally taking the exit that would lead her back, to Betty Sue, pleased to see her sister's car had already returned from the hospital and was in the driveway where it usually was parked. Her little Rabbit squeezed easily in beside the bigger Swensen car and she jumped out, jogging at double-time through the front door.
They were fucking. It was easy for Barbara to tell. The house was filled with frantic fuck smells, and their moaning, groaning, slurping, sex-eating sounds were clearly audible in the living room. As Barbara entered the hall, she saw the master bedroom door standing wide open and Johan and Betty Sue, naked and writhing in sexual abandonment, were on the bed, having at each other's sex organs like they were starving to death and there wasn't any other meat to eat anywhere.
"Far out!" Barbara Jean said, and instantly started taking her clothes off and just dropping them on the floor. Finally nude, she rushed across the room and jumped onto the bed with her sister and her brother-in-law, not knowing where, to begin.
Barbara Jean forced her head in beside Johan's and made him kiss her while she rubbed her face in her sister's cunt, tonguing it then tonguing Johan's tongue, her hand reaching down to close around his cockshaft and shake it pleasantly inside Betty's mouth.
Gasping, giggling, all three of them heated beyond endurance, they began changing their combination, spreading out on the big wide bed, with Johan eating Barbara's cunt for a few minutes, then switching back to Betty Sue's, with Barbara going down on his cock while Betty ate her out.
Finally Johan managed to get his dick sunk into Betty's cunt, but she just let it stay there for a brief time before making him take it out and put it right inside Barbara's pussy, then back into Betty's, until he could definitely tell the difference between them, even with his eyes closed. The interiors of their cunts felt so different to his sensitive cockhead.
Then, with his cock thoroughly coated with their pussy juice, they worked their way into a daisy chain. Betty was sucking Johan's cock and Johan was sucking Barbara's cunt while Barbara was sucking Betty's spasming, rippling pussy, her clit pulled way up inside her mouth and her tongue fucking across it again and again.
Finished with his second fuck of the day, Erik felt especially proud of himself. Denise St. James couldn't believe her tight pussy had held all of Erik's big hard cock. It had been the single most exciting thing that had ever happened to her, and she never wanted it to end. She knew that Erik was her man, her cock, and she never wanted to turn loose of him.
When he suggested they go to his house and tell his parents that they were going steady, regardless of what the Swensens might have to say about the matter, then on to Denise's house, with the same information, Denise agreed instantly. It seemed to be the right thing to do, more open and honest somehow, to admit right up front that they dug each other and that there wasn't anything that could keep them, now that they had tasted forbidden fruit, from going for it every chance they had.
Erik was surprised when he saw his aunt's little Rabbit parked in the driveway, remembering his mother's fury at her earlier, and remembering at the same time that he hadn't had a chance to fuck her after all his many attempts.
His dick, just removed from Denise's impossible tight pussy, started lengthening and firming up at the very thought of Barbara Jean's incredible cunt, and the flavor of it reappeared strongly in Erik's mind.
He pushed the door open and, holding Denise's hand, led her inside.
Stunned, they stood in the center of the living room and breathed deeply of the fuck smells and listened to the groaning sighs of ecstasy coming from the big bedroom down, the hall. Even from there they could see the doorway was wide open, so they walked up to it and looked in.
"Far out!" Erik said, looking at the free-for-all daisy chain of cocksucking and cunt-eating going on on the big king-sized bed.
"Well, Denise," he said, "this is as good a time as any to meet the family. We might as well join in, we'll do it sooner or later and sooner looks all right by me."
Denise gulped in astonishment and her eyes lit up like Roman candles with colored sparks flying in every direction. She had never even dreamed about group sex before, much less sex that was all within one family. Her family now, by cock adoption.
Erik was already half-naked and tugging at her dress, trying to help her get it off, still anxious to see her body. Although he had fucked her, had rammed all of his cock up into her tight pussy and cum inside her, he had still never even seen her breasts, never even tasted the sweet flavor of her nipples.
He was completely naked and waiting for her as she finally dropped her clothes to the floor and faced him, a little shy and a little reluctant but confident, somehow, that with his help, everything would not only be all right, it would feel like heaven inside her cunt again.
Giggling, his hard cock already standing at full attention, Erik took Denise's hand in his and, running together, they jumped onto the bed with the others.
Johan pulled his cunt-smelling face out of Barbara's pussy and looked up in astonishment at his naked, nearly grown son, whose hard cock was almost a match for Johan's monster already. And, the teen wasn't alone. There was the cutest naked girl Johan had ever seen.
"Dad!" Erik said, grabbing his father and hugging him closely, their hard cocks dueling and some of Betty's spittle transferred from her husband's cock to her son's cock as the teen gave his father a big wet open-mouthed kiss, their tongues tangling in genuine warmth.
"You'll never guess what I got you as a coming home present," Erik said, puffing Denise in tightly between them.
The girl came willingly, eagerly in fact, her hands each closing around a hot hard cock shaft and tugging at them invitingly.
"Hello… uh, Dad," Denise said, casting off into the rolling sea of family sex.
"Hello, Aunt Barbara," Erik said, "I think you owe me a fuck."
Giggling, Betty Sue pushed her sister toward her son. "It's okay, Babs," she said. "I guess if I can fuck him, you can too."
"Whooo!" Barbara said, pulling Erik atop her and taking his cock all the way to the bottom of her cunt in one quick move.
Betty Sue turned to Johan and smiled. "It's all right, dear," she said. "I really don't mind. If she's good enough for Erik, she should be good enough for you too, besides, there's something to be said for watching, and touching."
Most incomprehensibly, Johan's big fat cock, with only a minimum of difficulty, finally wedged itself into the hole left slick by his son's cum, still fresh and warm inside the cunt. As his dick bottomed out, he fisted with it inside the girl's cunt, soaking up her juices and his son's juices while, beside them, Erik's cock was rippling in and out of Barbara's cunt.
Squeezing in between the fucking couples, Betty's head was rigid at their crotches, looking closely, breathing their smells, taking occasional licks of her son's cock, when it was pulled out, and then Johan's. Father and son locked fingers and dug them, side by side, into Betty's cunt while she writhed though her orgasm, the first of many for the Swensen family first annual daily flesh feast of interlocking cocks and cunts, all awash in a sea of mingled cum.
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