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CHAPTER ONE


Howard eased his thick, hard cock in the tight, slick cunt of the barmaid at the Iron Door, with a sigh that rumbled up from his guts. It was a hot, clasping cunt, just as one might expect to find between the long legs of the sultry-eyed redhead. She had leered at him so lasciviously each time she had brought him beer the night before. Spiked heel shoes on her feet, mesh hose on her legs, a little doily of a skirt on her powerful hips, and a pair of tits that jutted out like a pair of artillery shells inside her blouse – he could see all of her clearly, as long as he kept his eyes closed. He drew back his hard cock and shoved it into the statuesque barmaid again, expecting to hear her say, "Oh, Howard, I knew you'd be wonderful in bed, but I never expected this! Don't ever stop fucking me! Howard, give me everything you've got, forever!"
Beneath him, his wife, Marge, gasped, "Howard, let me breathe!"
They were having a morning fuck in the bed that belonged to Howard's sister, Jayne. Jayne Bowers lived in Carlton, Oregon, where she raised roses for sale to nurseries. Howard and Marge Denton lived in Plymouth, New Jersey, where they raised carnations for sale to wholesale florists. The two families had exchanged houses for two weeks during the slack time of the year, as a kind of a working vacation for both of them. The widowed Jayne, childless herself, had graciously consented to take care of the Dentons' teenaged son and daughter. Howard and Marge were taking care of Jayne's dog, Trigger Scruggs. And at the moment, Howard was taking care of his wife, something he did very rarely of late, and then only when he had recently seen some sexpot woman he could fantasize about while fucking his wife.
In Howard's imagination, the barmaid said, "Yeah, gimme all you got! Nobody ever made me cum this hard before!"
Very real, Marge exclaimed, "Howard, you're suffocating me!"
"Okay, then you do the work," Howard said, and rolled his big, portly body over, easily taking his diminutively slim wife along with him. There he settled down, eyes closed, lips smiling, dreaming about the spectacular broad who was wasting her time in an Oregon beer bar, when she could have been knocking them dead as a Las Vegas showgirl.
Marge was used to being on top when they fucked. It was always the position they wound up in when Howard was able to perform his husbandly duties. It was more work than pleasure for her, but the work wasn't hard. She had strong hips and thighs, as was indicated by the size and the firmness of her smooth, round buttocks, so she could fuck in this position for a good long time. It probably wouldn't be long, however, before Howard's cock went soft, or until he came. Marge didn't care which of these things happened, just as long as one of them happened soon. This was her vacation, and after taking care of her chores, she had things to do, like walking in the woods, and breathing the scent of the pines and the cedars. She fucked Howard a little faster, adding some twists to her humpings and watching his face for any reaction. Her cunt was nice and wet. It usually was. She might be able to cum if she concentrated on it, but she'd been disappointed by Howard's abrupt finishes too often before to even try for an orgasm now. She kept up a fast, steady pace, buttocks bouncing, pendant tits doing a dance between them. Howard grinned and licked his lips.
He was pretending the barmaid was under a table and sucking him off, working her rich red lips over the bulbous big knob of his cock while she lovingly played with his loaded balls. He imagined kidnapping her, tying her up and taking her to a mountain cabin, cutting off her clothes and then fucking her for days until she was hopelessly in love with him. He saw her fucking him in exactly this position, with her big, heavy tits bouncing wildly, and with her cumming and screaming with ecstasy, and dragging torrents of jism out of him. He imagined marrying her. He was thinking of that when he came in the cunt of his dreary wife.
"Are you finished?" Marge asked, for he was going soft in a hurry.
"Uh-huh. Hey, bring me a cold can of beer on your way back from the can."
"At this time of day?"
"I asked for a beer, not a ration of bullshit from you. I'm on vacation. If I want to lay back and snooze all day, I'll do it. Get me a beer," he said, looking forward to a lazy day. After the stars came out, he would take a brisk drive to the Iron Door where he could find a way to get in the pants of the barmaid there.
Cunt wet and dripping, nerves badly on edge, Marge stalked out of their borrowed bedroom and into the den. The toilet had broken in Jayne's bathroom, and she'd be damned if she'd fix that as well as do all the work on the rose farm. The bathroom off the den was adequate. All her toilet articles were in it. She snatched at a washcloth and dropped it. Greatly irritated, got down on her hands and knees to reach behind the bowl for it. The wonderfully warm, wet caress that swept through her crotch and the crack of her ass was so explosive that she could do nothing more than gasp.
She couldn't move. It came once again, up over the still swollen lips of her cunt and on up to her suddenly throbbing asshole. She couldn't believe it was happening. Panting, hotly shivering, she was getting a tongue bath from Howard, who hadn't kissed her below the belt since they'd been engaged. Or it might be Jayne's boy friend, or some delivery man who was washing her cunt and her asshole in a manner she couldn't believe. Marge scarcely cared who it was. The nipples of her trembling tits were all stiff and hard, the cheeks of her ass were hot, and both her cunt and her asshole were alive with wonderful liquid fire.
Her middle finger curled up and stabbed deep in her cunt. Suddenly panting, suddenly too weak to do anything but jab her finger in and out of her cunt with frantic speed, Marge collapsed with her tits on the bathroom carpet and her ass lifted high in the air.



CHAPTER TWO


It was three hours earlier in Plymouth, New Jersey, and Jayne Bowers had already taken care of the chores at her brother's carnation farm and was looking forward to a day of vacation good times. Her niece, Barbara Jean, had grudgingly helped her tend to the plants in the hot-houses. Her nephew, Jim, had stayed in the house with his nose in a book, declaring he felt too sick to his stomach to join in the morning's work that day. Barbara Jean, her hair in braids, her eighteen-year-old body clad in sweat shirt and jeans, rode off to help out at the YWCA camp.
Jayne was a good-looking woman who like to have fun when her workload permitted. Her very stunningly curvaceous body was below average height, her buttocks were very saucily rounded, and her tits were set high on her chest and stuck out in a very forthright fashion. She had an uptilted nose and very wide, sensual lips which were usually smiling. Her skin was alabaster white, and this made her wavy black hair look even more glossy. At thirty-five years of age, she was in terrific shape, and itching for East Coast action. She didn't much like the red-neck Oregonian men, and so almost all the considerable sex she got back home was with the promiscuously bisexual Dottie. Now, with some time on her hands, she was sure she could find something more interesting than either of those around Plymouth, New Jersey.
She showered and perfumed and primped, gave her cunt a good massaging, and put on a flashy little red dress over a garter belt, black hose, and high heels. She had her brother's station wagon to use, a step up from the pickup truck she drove in Oregon. Humming a happy tune, she went in to say goodbye to her nephew.
Jim was still in bed with his book. He looked up at his smiling aunt through his glasses, and reported that his stomach still didn't feel good at all. Jayne said, "All you need is to be up and out and doing something, like your sister."
He sneered and said, "Who wants to look after a bunch of dumb kids?"
"Barbara Jean is performing a very good public service. At least she's out doing something. You know, Jim, experiencing things is better by far than just reading about them. You ought to put that book away and get up and go out and buy a model airplane and fly it."
"My belly hurts too much," he said, and returned to his book.
Jayne wouldn't put up with that nonsense if she were his mother. But she was only his aunt. Bag in hand, she stopped at the front door to muse for a second. Then she returned to the guest room and took from her suitcase one of the explicitly lurid sex novelettes which she favored for reading during the long rainy winter months in Oregon. She paused at Jim's door and tossed it onto his bed, saying, "You might try this for a little light reading when you're done with the one you're reading now." She was a woman who believed in carrying a spare at all times, and if she didn't find that action she was looking for in Plymouth, she might be able to relieve her frustrations with a little game of slap and tickle with her handsome nephew, who would surely be horny as hell by the time she returned.
Jayne managed to meet several handsome and clearly lustful men, all of whom spoke with highly obnoxious Jersey accents. She picked up a hippie girl hitch-hiking, and though the girl was quite willing to park with Jayne in a secluded spot, her unwashed condition was simply intolerable to the lady from Oregon. In the middle of the afternoon, Jayne drove back to her brother's house in a high state of irritation, since each of her abortive encounters had added to the horny cravings for action she'd had when she'd left the house hours before.
Barbara Jean's car wasn't parked by the house. Jim was probably alone, frantically beating his meat. With her nearly bare tits and buttocks bouncing, Jayne went straight to his room, putting on a sweet smile just as she got to his closed door.
She opened the door and barged right in. He yanked up the covers and blinked at her through his steamed up glasses. His room smelled so much like sex that Jayne's nipples stiffened further and her cunt throbbed more strongly as she sauntered in and stopped at the side of his bed.
"Geez, don't people knock on doors out in Oregon?" he said in a quaking voice.
"Did you read that book I left with you?"
He shook his head quickly. "I finished the one about planes and started on one about solar energy. I'll read your book later and bring it back to you. I'm gonna take a nap now."
"How's your stomach ache?"
"It's gettin' better," he said, a faint grin trembling about his lips, body squirming softly under the covers.
Jayne bent and quickly swept the covers down over the foot of his bed. Her nephew vainly grabbed for them and for his pajama bottoms, down around his knees. The little trap Jayne had laid for him couldn't have worked out better, since her dirty book was lying open beside him on the sheet, and his youthfully appealing cock was sticking up stiff and hard.
"Jim! What is the meaning of this?"
"I wasn't doing anything! It wasn't my fault! I don't know how the book got under the covers! I was asleep when you came in!" he said in a rush, still trying to cover his fine hard-on with his hands and his pajamas.
Jayne's legs felt weak, and so it was a double pleasure to subside on the bed with her nephew. She smiled and arched an eyebrow, saying, "Jim, don't lie to me."
"I'm not! Honest! May God strike me blind if I lied!"
"If you don't uncurl and lie flat on your back on this bed, I'll not only strike you blind, I'll call your parents and tell them exactly what you were doing when I surprised you!"
He did as she said. His mouth was trembling and he looked close to tears, but he slowly straightened out on the bed with his fists at his sides and his cock sticking up from his brown-haired loins like a very good sized finger pointing the way to heaven.
Jayne reached over and unbuttoned the top of his pajamas. His stomach was visibly palpitating as she put her soft hand on him, brushing the tips of her fingers over the uppermost fringes of his sparse pubic hair. "Does your stomach still hurt very badly?"
He blinked up at her several times before nodding. "Maybe I better get up, and go to the bathroom."
Jayne peeled his pajama bottoms down over his legs. He was almost sobbing in his embarrassment, though it wasn't enough to keep his hard cock from going soft. She massaged his legs, lifting them, manipulating them as if she was a masseuse, and then squeezing and fondling his naked thighs as he laid there looking with great alarm at her smiling face.
"Did you like the things you read about in my book?"
He hesitated before nodding. He looked down at his stiff standing cock and said, "It got me… excited!"
"So you just had to jerk off a little. Do you play with yourself a lot, Jim?"
He nodded. "Sometimes I just can't help doin' it!"
Jayne took her nephew's very hot cock in one hand and his tight sac of balls in the other. She squeezed them and fondled and caressed them, then bent down over his loins and took his cock into her mouth to give it a warm sucking. Straightening up, she brushed back her hair and said, "That's what you get for not lying to me."
The teen was too stunned to speak. She put her hands on her tits and squeezed them together, massaged them warmly, and said, "Jim, would you like to play with my tits?"
"Yes! Sure! Can I?"
"That's right. Always tell me the truth," she said, and helped him sit up, and placed his thrillingly eager hands on her tits and watched him while he excitedly played with her tits.
"Would you like me to take my dress off so you can play with my tits while they're naked?"
"I sure would, and that's no lie!"
She leaned forward, cupped his balls in her hand and gave him a kiss. It was a real, mature kiss, complete with deep tonguing and warmly suctioning lips, and it left him all starry-eyed when she drew her smiling lips back from his. His eyes widened further when she took her dress off over her head. Her tits were very round and full and pointed. Their undersides were perfect globes, perfectly white. Their upper slopes were plump and full, and she artificially increased theft fullness by warmly massaging them in her hands. Her aureoles were generously large, her nipples thrillingly stiff, and all of that part of her tits was as pink as Jim's tongue as he nervously licked his lips.
She guided his hands to her tits, and this was even more rewarding now without her dress on. She sighed as she watched his hot hands at work on them, while with her hands she deeply massaged her warmly glowing hips. Her nephew was doing just fine. Her only regret was that she'd wasted time in the station wagon that morning, but that could be made up for quite easily now.
"Would you like to kiss your Aunt Jayne's tits, Jim?"
"Yeah! I sure would!"
"That's right. Mmm. Lovely warm mouth you have, darling," she said, as he fumbled and slobbered hot, eager kisses all over the big pair of tits that she'd given him.
"Suck on them, darling. Do it right, and you'll get a lovely reward. Suck on those nice stiff nipples just like I showed you how to suck on my tongue. Ooo, yes. Mmm, that feels ever so good. You're getting me all excited, just like that book got you all horny and hot. Darling, I can feel it all over. Mmm, yes-s-s, I'm going to have to give you a nice reward for this."
Jayne had difficulty in pushing her nephew back from her tits. His glasses were all askew and he was reaching for more of her tits with his hands and his mouth. But she firmly pushed him back, then drew down his foreskin, stretching it tight, and sucked in the knob of his cock once again.
"Aunt Jayne! Oh! Oh! Oh, Aunt Jayne!" he exclaimed, jerking and twitching about on the bed.
She held him firm and sucked him off till he was right on the verge of cumming. She could taste his rich seminal goodness flowing close to the point of explosion when she backed off and smiled at him again, asking, "Did that feel good, Jim?"
"I never felt anything so good in my life!"
"Very good, dear. And for being so truthful, you can give me a nice little sucking now."
He drew back a bit as she put both her legs up on the bed with him, and he glanced up at her very doubtfully when she parted her legs to display the dark patch of tight curly hair between her legs, now pushed outward by her swollen cuntlips, bright pink and pearly with dew. He would have backed off still farther, but she once again cupped the nape of his neck, and this time drew his head down between her legs.
"Mmf! Wait a mm… Mmf!"
She let him up, but not before she was sure he'd gotten a good taste of cunt. "Did you like that?" she said.
He squinched up his face and shook his head.
"Fibber," she said, and pecked his cunty lips. "I know you're a man, and I know all men like eating cunt. They like fucking, too. Would you like to fuck me, Jim?"
"Yeah! But you'd have to show me how."
"Perhaps I will. But first we've got to break you of that bad habit of lying. I'll ask you again. Did you like kissing my cunt?"
He sighed and said, "Yeah. It was okay, I guess." She kissed him again, much more warmly, first on the lips and then on the cock. She sucked it on into her mouth, every bit of it, and then as he writhed and thrashed on his bed, she parted her legs and laid down on her side and drew his face up against her cunt.
He was going quite crazy in bed. His kisses weren't nearly as effective as hers, not even when she reached down and took off his glasses and tossed them aside. His clumsy kisses were doing a lovely job in building up Jayne's excitement to a point where it would take a great deal of sex to cool her off. Her sucking mouth, on the other hand, quickly and efficiently brought her nephew on to a ripping climax.
"Oh-h-h-h! Oh,aunt Jayne! It hurts! It feels so good it hurts!" he reported, almost twisting off the bed in the throes of his cataclysmic ejaculations, making her have to push his head back between her legs.
"Mmf! Mmf! Mm-m-m-m-mf!" he said, from deep between the strongly scented hollows of her groins, his cries muffled by wet pubic hair and squirming cunt.
She held him down with her weight on him, with her cunt on his face and her tits on his belly, and with her mouth on his cock, sucking every drop of his sweet jism from out of his jerking and spasming nuts.
When she had emptied his nuts, she still didn't let him up. She still went on sucking his cock, softly and sweetly now, while he lay underneath her, sighing deeply, with his lips and his nose still touching her curly wet cunt hair. She kept up with her expert sucking until she felt the beginnings of the return of his youthful energies, and then she sat up and leaned back against the head of the bed.
"Now you know how to play sixty-nine. Would you like to learn some more fun and games with me?"
His head was still between her legs but, lying on his back, it was the top of his head that was touching her cunt. Now, as he rolled over to express his eagerness to learn and do more with his aunt, he was confronted by her cunt, widely open, pink-lipped, wet as could be with the perfume he'd already tasted.
"I'm not quite wet enough for you to fuck me yet," said Jayne, a blatant lie. "It's up to you to make me that way. Will you help your old auntie? Good! Get that pillow and put it under my fanny, so I can sit nice and high. That's right. Now see here? Right at the top of my cunt? That's my clitoris, Jim, my love bump, the spot that every woman loves to have her man suck on. If you're going to be my man, if you're going to learn how to fuck, you'll have to give me a real nice, real long sucking right there. Will that be too much of a chore for you? D'you think you can do it right?"
He didn't say a word. He just hunkered forward and circled her clit with his lips and started sucking, using his tongue without being told, letting Jayne sigh and lie back and begin to enjoy her vacation. In no time at all she'd taken her nephew over the hurdle of participation in oral sex, and now it was simply a matter of seeing to it that he lasted through the rest of her vacation.
"Yes, darling, suck it and lick it both at the same time. Oh, what a man I'm going to make out of you! Ah-h-h-h, you'll know how to get in the pants of any woman when I'm through with you. I bet your cock's just as hard as it was before, and I bet you're just dying for more of your auntie's sweet cuntjuice. Take all you want of it, darling. Lick my hot cunt from one end to the other – yes! – and then suck my clitty till I just have to cum and cum!" Jayne said.
"Yes!" she exclaimed, as it started happening, as the orgasmic upheaval began tossing her body in every direction, but still she remained with her ass on the pillow as her tits shook and her legs flailed and her lovely features contorted into a mask of lust, and her fingers gripped deep in her nephew's hair.
"Suck me good, eat me good! Oh, how I love your hot mouth on my red hot cunt! Ur-r-r-r-rgh! I'm gonna smother you in cunt! I'm gonna fuck you silly! Aar-r-r-rgh! Again! Again! Suck it and tongue it and… Yes! Yes! And fuck me, right now!"
Jayne scooted down oh the bed, dragging the pillow under her ass along with her. Jim lunged up to meet her advance with his thrusting, dripping cock. She barely had time to guide it into her hole, and she squealed with delight as it entered her, and at once was thrusting and jabbing with her hips to set the tempo for her nephew to follow.
A new kind of orgasm, deep in her guts, took hold of her body and shook it with ripping seizures of ecstasy. She shook and shivered all over, arching up for more of the teen's fast-driving cock. He had no idea of what he was doing beyond feeling wild pleasures mounting and mounting in him, driven higher and higher by the drumming of his aunt's heels on his flying backside. Her shoes had gone flying off across the room, and her heels drove him on between her splayed legs as orgasm followed orgasm till they'd all blended into one long sustenance of greatest joy.
"ur-r-r-rgh! Ur-r-r-r-rgh! Ahurrr-r-r-rgh!"
Jim thought his aunt might be dying of a heart attack, but he didn't think about it very much at all. Nor did he think about the puffing and panting he was doing as his cock drew him on toward another huge helping of the same kind of pleasure his aunt had shown him just minutes before. Her mouth had been unbelievable, but now he had all of her fabulous, naked body, and that was more than enough to rip his fresh jism from out of his balls in great gobs of liquid fire.
"Augh! Auntie Jayne! Help!" he cried in his desperation, as it felt like his balls were coming up through the end of his cock.
"Help yourself!" she replied. "Just keep fucking! Aaaargh! Aaw! This is it! Gimme all you got!"
He thought he had been. Now he learned differently as his near naked aunt bucked and heaved and tossed and thrashed all about on the bed, still holding him tightly with her thighs round his waist and her heels on his ass.
"More! I gotta fuck you more!" he cried in response, as from somewhere inside him another great gobbet of jism spewed up and out of his cock.
"Right now! Everything!" she shouted, as all the glorious feelings reached a peak of perfection, an essence of beauty and goodness, and her cunt closed down hard on the cock of her nephew and her soft but powerful arms and legs crushed him to her to milk the very last drop of his jism.
Jim thought he had died, and he really didn't care if that was true. When his aunt let him go, he slipped off her naked body and lay still on his back on the badly rumpled bed, with his dripping wet cock slowly sinking. He had learned all there was to know about fucking, and this one glorious fuck was surely enough to last him the rest of his life.
His aunt recovered more quickly. She sat up and brushed back her hair, leaned down and kissed him, and said, "I'm going to take a little nap now. You take a nice shower, go out to the freezer and get some steaks thawing, and clean the barbecue so we can use it for dinner tonight."
"I can't move. I think I broke something inside."
"Oh, nonsense. There's nothing at all wrong with you," she said, and taking him by his cock, she led him loudly protesting into his bathroom, thrust him inside his shower stall and turned on the cold water. He was squealing and leaping about when she went smiling and yawning to her borrowed bed.



CHAPTER THREE


By the time dinner was started on the East Coast, dinner was done with and the dishes were washed and put away in Oregon. Howard and Marge sat looking at Jayne's TV. When he could no longer stand it, Howard yawned with studied carelessness and said, "Guess I'll take the pickup into town and teach these yokels the fine points of shootin' pool. It's really a sleazy liar they got there, really rough, not very clean, but you're sure welcome to come with me, Marge."
"No, you go on and have a good time. I'll just sit here and look at the late show," she said, smiling sweetly at her husband, stroking the ears of the big black dog lying beside the couch.
Alone in the house with the dog then, Marge found she was unable to draw a deep breath or form a clear thought in her head. The television might just as well have been turned off. Not only her cunt, but her thighs and her tits and her buttocks all felt swollen and sweaty and hot. She couldn't stand it. "I might have picked up a rash," she said, and got up from the couch and went into her sister-in-law's bedroom, glancing back over her shoulder, scurrying faster as she saw the big dog lumbering along at her heels.
In front of Jayne's full length mirror, she shook her finger at the dog, saying, "You just sit there while I see how bad this rash is."
He obediently stayed where he was. Unable to draw a decent breath, Marge hiked up her skirt and took off her panties, then held her skirt up high while she made several slow turns, inspecting herself as she stood between the dog and the mirror. Her skin was slightly, attractively flushed, but not broken out in a rash. The roseate glow was most pronounced around her cunt, which she closely inspected as she stood before the dog with her skirt held up by her elbows and her trembling hands spreading her thighs.
"Does it look like I've got poison ivy, Trigger? Or some kind of a rash?"
Howard sped through the night in the pickup, and stopped at the Iron Door. The place was populated by a dozen or so Oregonian red-necks, whom Howard scornfully disdained, and by a woman so spectacular that he hadn't at all appreciated her when he'd seen her the night before.
She had to be five foot ten in her stocking feet, though that was hard to tell, for she was wearing stilt-heeled black shoes. She was always on the move, in her languid, voluptuous way. Her mesh-covered legs alone looked five feet tall. They looked wonderfully firm though slightly heavy, but legs such as those needed some girth to contain so many sculptured curves.
She had on another little doily of a skirt, on this night a black one, and under it she wore scarlet panties that were all abulge with fantastic goodies to be glimpsed each time she moved. Her tits were not to be glimpsed. They were to be stared at, lusted for, as they strained at the low-cut peasant blouse she had on. Perhaps the narrowness of her waist made her tits and her hips look so impressively, beautifully large, but whatever it was, Howard stared.
Her hair was flame-red, piled up in a tower of curls cascading down around her long, oval face. Her face was richly, almost professionally made up with glossy crimson lipstick and deep purple eye shadow, jet black eye liner and sharply drawn, arching eyebrow pencil. The long fingers that carried beer to bucolic pigs were tipped with red-lacquered fingernails that sent chills up and down Howard's spine each time he looked at them.
There was a lot to look at. Howard saw as much as he could from the vantage point of the end of the bar, nursing beer after beer, increasingly scornful of the regular patrons who paid her so little attention, coolly massaging his cock to keep it thick and ready for any possibility that might arise.
He learned her name was Dottie, and that she owned the place. He saw for himself she was quite good at eight-ball, though of course not as good as himself, known as the Plymouth Plunker in his home town.
Beer drinkers came and went, as did pool shooters. Experienced, sophisticated admirers of feminine beauty, such as Howard, stayed on. Sooner or later she had to notice his quiet appreciation of her many charms, and sure enough, at about eleven o'clock, she did.
There were only a couple of Oregonian rednecks left at the bar by then, and they were awash with the local brew and had been taken by Dottie for all their residual funds at either eight-ball or poker dice. She yawned and looked Howard over, thickening an erection that had dwindled some in the past half hour. She breathed a deep, longing sigh, and Howard's cock kept pace with the pneumatic swelling of her tits. When she started sauntering, hip-swinging over to him, his cock was as hard as a rock and was oozing wetness again.
"Want to play with me?" she said.
He looked straight at her tits. He put on his crooked, Errol Flynn grin and said, "I, uh-h-h, sure! Pool? Eight-ball? Anything you like."
She decided on dice. It wasn't your ordinary poker-dice. It was some weird game they played only in Oregon, it seemed, perhaps only very locally. Howard steadily lost, though he scarcely noticed that, so fascinated was he by watching the jigglings of Dottie's tits every time she shook the dice. By closing time he was down over sixty dollars.
"I got more," he said. "I got a pocketful of traveler's checks. I'll kick those drunks out for you and we'll lock up and play pool for… for…" he couldn't keep from looking at her tits, "… for any stakes you like."
She pursed her hot, crimson lips, and she yawned. She inspected his traveler's checks and tossed them back on the bar, saying, "I'd sure like to take you for all you have, Howard, but I'd have a hard time explaining it to your old lady, who's prob'ly pacing around your motel waiting for you. Go home to her. You're not about to get anything from me."
"Shit, I'm not out here on vacation!" Howard hotly said. "I'm out here gettin' my sister's business in shape while she's screwin' off back East. Maybe you know her, Jayne Bowers. And I didn't come out here with a wife! I'm free, white and twenty-one and then some, and if you think you can beat me in a man's game, get your gold-plated ass up on the pool table and let's go!"
"Jayne Bowers? She's your sister?"
"Betcher sweet platinum-plated butt she is! Now I'm gonna ask those two gentlemen to leave, and then we're gonna play, my traveler's checks against… against whatever you say."
"Ooo," she said, and hugged herself, vastly deepening the cleavage between her tits, and then she visibly shuddered and smoothed her red taloned hands down over her magnificently voluptuous hourglass shape.
Howard watched, panting, cock throbbing hot through the pocket of his pants, while Dottie grabbed the closest of the two drunks and threw him out. One paused at the door to leer at Howard and say, "You'll be sor-r-ry!"
The door clanged closed and was bolted. The displaced Las Vegas showgirl came over to Howard and clasped his cheeks in her hands. "Are you sure you're Jayne's brother?" she said.
"Hell, yes! I used to change her diapers! I started her off in the flower business! I taught her all she knows!"
"Then let's go upstairs to my apartment, and have a real nice little private game."
Howard was impressed by his countrified sister's choice of acquaintances, but he was far more impressed by Dottie's magnificent backside as he followed her up a narrow flight of stairs. Her glossy black leather heels were very high. Her ankles were slim, her calf muscles bunched in a highly provocative way each time she mounted another stair, and her thighs tapered widely out to join with her truly spectacular ass. Even the few jagged holes in her mesh hose were sexy, since the flesh of her legs bulged out through those. She was wearing some kind of showgirl tights, not just red panties, made out of latex or heavy satin, something flexibly strong enough to contain the big globes of her ass, caressing each other most closely each time she took another step.
Near the top of the stairs she stumbled and fell backwards. Howard caught her with his hands on her hips and his face up against her ass. Holding onto the banisters, she looked back, giggling, and said, "Are you okay, Howard?"
"Sure, but you coulda had a… nasty fall there," he said, palms sweating, nostrils flaring as he breathed in the mixed perfumes emanating from deep between her buttocks and legs.
The imprint of mesh could still be felt on his face as he followed her into her apartment. It was tiny, unkempt, dimly lit by a rose colored bulb in a plastic lamp, and altogether the sexiest place Howard had ever been in his life.
She faced him, long-lashed eyes on a level with his, hands on his cheeks, blunt points of her tits brushing against his heaving chest. "Sorry I slipped on the stairs," she said, with her deep, warm giggle. "I just sat right down on your face."
"Hey, that was okay. I saved you from a misty fall."
"Yes, and I've heard some men don't mind at all if a woman sits on their face." She knew a lot about men. She had been with so many of them that she'd grown bored with them, and lately she'd turned to women for the spice in her life. Dottie usually drove into Portland for her self-indulgent flings, for the only woman around little Carlton she'd been able to bed was Jayne Bowers. That had been fine at first, for Dottie had picked up some spending money as well as some perverse thrills by entertaining Jayne. Dottie was very commercial about her sex life. Jayne was glad to pay for the use of Dottie's mouth and dildos on those rare occasions when she felt in the mood for them. It seemed like a good arrangement, except for the fact that Dottie had fallen for Jayne. It's usually the client who falls in love with the whore, but perversely, Dottie had fallen for Jayne. Jayne didn't even realize it. The diminutive brunette simply paid for Dottie's after hours attentions and left her apartment fully satisfied, left Dottie in a state of painful yearning that lasted for days, for weeks. At times Dottie hated Jayne for that. And now she had Jayne's older brother to do as she pleased with, pretending all the time it was Jayne.
"I wouldn't know about things like… sitting on guys' faces," Howard stammered, "but I'm sure glad I was there to save you."
"Let's play fingers," she said, teasing one of those red-tipped digits about Howard's mouth. "I'll hold some behind my back and you guess how many."
"For money? That doesn't sound fair to me."
"For something. Try it. Don't be afraid."
Howard guessed four, and he was right. He stood there with his jaw sagging downward as the grinning Dottie took off her little blouse, revealing still more of the glorious, tits that strained so mightily at her red brassiere. When she lost for the second time, Howard was so fully involved with the game that he no longer cared about the gigantic bulge in his pants as he watched Dottie take off her skirt. And he gazed and he gaped at her, incredibly sexy in red panties and bra, mesh opera hose and high heels, as he lost seven games in a row, leaving him fully naked.
Dottie lost the next game, and Howard watched in greatest suspense while she reached back behind her, clearly struggling, until she said, "It's so tight. Can you help me off with it?"
She turned about so he could do it. The long vee of her back blended superbly into the jutting swells of her red-covered hips and ass. Now as she turned to face Howard again, he had a full view of her huge, naked tits, jutting straight out at him, capped with big tan nipples, absolutely magnificent. He reached up for them at once, and Dottie took great pleasure in thrusting his hands away.
Again they played and again Dottie lost at her game, and this time she said, "There goes my briefs."
"Do you…" Howard swallowed hard and said, "Do you want me to help you off with those, too?"
"Why not? Let's go in the bathroom. I have to pee."
Howard followed the long columns of her legs, the squirming red mounds of her asscheeks, into her tiny bathroom. There he once again came face to face with those glorious tits of hers before dropping down to his knees to unveil her cunt. Her red briefs were tighter than a veil. His fingers dug into very soft flesh as he peeled down the very tight garment, revealing a smoothly rounded belly and red pubic hairs.
She turned to one side, showing her tits in profile, hand perched on her hip, smiling down on him. He peeled down her briefs to gaze on still more of that hip, and when her hand drew him on to kiss her there, she murmured, "Ooo, that feels good."
The top of the crack of her as was showing when she turned her back to him, he looked at more and still more of that deeply mysterious valley as he worked her red briefs down over the big, fleshy mounds of her buttocks, with her wriggling her hips from side to side to help him. Elastic bands around the tops held her hose up. Her briefs were still tight as he eased them down over her long, terrifically shapely legs. Now, still with her back turned to him as he knelt on her bathroom floor, she bent over to lean with one hand on the back of the toilet, while with the other hand she reached through her crotch and massaged herself, saying, "My, doesn't that feel good after a long night's work. I feel so sweaty and hot. I should send you home and take a cool shower."
"Baby, don't send me home yet!" Howard pleaded, placing hot, trembling hands on her soft, wide hips, licking his very dry lips and gazing dazedly at the red-tipped fingers that kept appearing and disappearing from between the big, soft, white mounds of her asscheeks.
"But I must smell like a women's locker room," she said, widening her stance, still bent well over, still massaging between her thighs.
Now Howard could see the tufts of her red pubic hair close between her mesh-covered legs. And he could smell her quite strongly, though he didn't know if the smell was good or bad. "You smell like perfume to me," Howard said, and leaned forward to kiss the tips of her fingers, and the bulbous big cheeks of her ass, and that deep, humid valley between them.
"Oh, honey," Dottie murmured, eyes closed but seeing Jayne back there as she used both her hands on her backside to part her big asscheeks and widen the valley between them.
With no hesitation, Howard thrust out his stiff tongue and plumbed the depths of the crack of her ass with it. An exotic woman like this demanded exotic sex, and he'd done without that sort of thing for far too long. Half out of his head, with his face buried deeply between her buttocks, Howard thrust with his tongue at the tight, puckered hole he had barely glimpsed, and this first penetration of him into her made her sigh and want more.
"At-h-h-h." Dottie tilted her hips back, spread out her asscheeks still wider, and purred, "Honey, I've wanted to feel your hot tongue up my ass ever since I first saw you. Rim my asshole, baby, ream it out with your tongue. Make a feast of it, sugar, but remember, this is only the first course."
He panted hotly between her asscheeks while he followed her every word. If he wasn't an oral lover before, it was only because he hadn't met this magnificent woman. He delved deeper with his tongue, wanting to thrill her as no other man had done. He sucked on the puckered flesh of her asshole, licked that and her salty sweet buttocks while she squirmed her big butt in his face and gave him more.
"Darling, you're getting me hot," Dottie said. "I'm all weak in the knees. I'm going to have to sit down. Can't you take your sweet tongue from my butt-hole long enough for me to sit down?"
Howard, on his knees, cock sticking up like a telephone pole, drew back panting and heavily flushed and sat on his heels. From there he watched as his woman majestically turned around, showing him her big, red-haired cunt, the full expanse of her belly, complete with its very deep navel, and those glorious, upstanding tits which he'd gladly die for.
He grabbed for her tits and tried to kiss them. She slapped his hands away and said, "I have enough grabby guys at the bar. If you want to make love to me, keep your hands behind your back."
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry," he said, and bent to place kisses on her mesh-covered knees.
She smirked down at him. Even with her eyes wide open, this was almost as good as having Jayne at her command. She parted her legs and watched him, blinking and panting, staring down at her cunt. She rubbed herself there as he watched, almost hearing his inward groans as she slipped her fingers through the very puffed lips of her cunt, surprisingly wet, and warmly massaged her clit.
Her fingers were slick with her juices when she drew them out of her cunt. She sniffed at them, made a face, and wiped them off on her stiff left nipple. Her fingers still smelled very strongly of mature cunt in heat. She rubbed them around Howard's nose, over his panting lips, and then thrust them inside his mouth, saying, "Ah, he's still playing finger games."
"Uh-huh," Howard said, licking them clean, getting drunk on the taste of her cunt.
It took all his will power to keep from grabbing her hand as she drew it away. Back to her cunt it went, and then back to her tits to anoint them with more of the stuff that he'd come to crave on this night of all nights in his life.
"See something else you'd like?" Dottie said, smiling and fondling her tits, squeezing the big globes together till their gleaming wet ends looked as if they might burst.
"Can I… kiss your breasts?" Howard said. "Can I lick the sweet cunt juice off the big, hard nipples of your beautiful, beautiful tits?"
"You don't know how long I've waited to hear those words. Go ahead, baby-doll."
Howard licked them clean. He took his time, for clearly, that was what Dottie wanted. He wanted it that way, too. He wanted to savor the feeling of her nipples in his mouth, like velvet covered cherries, but thrillingly alive. And he wanted to see his adored one get hotter, which was happening to her all the time.
"Mm. Oh, baby. You've got such a sweet, warm mouth," she said, squirming about on the toilet seat, feeding him more of the tits she held in her hands. "Ah-h-h. Yes. You do like the taste of the sauce I put on 'em, don't you?"
Howard nodded, mouth too full of pure sex to speak as he smacked and slurped kisses all over her big, thrusting tits.
"You ought to go to the source of it," she said. "I'd like it and so would you if you'd get right down there and suck on my cunt like you're sucking my tits."
He had expected to be fucking her by now, but he didn't at all mind postponing that till he'd eaten her cunt. He wanted to eat her and eat her good. All the rest of the sexy goodness he'd tasted was just an appetizer for her cunt.
He crouched right down, panting, with his chin at the toilet seat's rim. She spread her legs and came forward, too slowly for Howard, and she held his hot cheeks in her hands while he gazed at her cunt. Her hair was a thick patch of dark red, tucked very nicely between her thighs, fanning up to her belly and disappearing beneath her toward the sexy hot hole he had already feasted upon. Her cuntlips were very plump and very pink, thrusting out through the hair, glistening wet with her heady juices. She took her hands from his cheeks to spread her cuntlips quite widely, and he gasped at the sight of her clitoris, fully distended, like a small finger beckoning him on.
"Suck me right on my clit. Okay?" she said.
He quickly nodded. "Yes! Right there! Oh, my God!"
"And lick me all up and down through my cunt. Right, baby?"
"Yes! Inside you, on your lips, everywhere! Can I start on you now, my beloved?"
"Go ahead, Ja… go ahead, Howard, and don't stop for anything."
He licked her and sucked her just as she'd said. Her cunt tasted terribly strong and terribly wonderful. She leaned back against the commode, stroking his head, purring in her rising contentment, working up to a glorious orgasm that she would owe to him.
"Mm. Sweet. More suction, darling. Yes-s-s. And now a little more tongue. Oooo-o-o-o, nice. Now all the way down and up again with your tongue. Yes-s-s, lick it all up, all the good stuff. Oh, honey. You are getting to me! I don't think I can hold it in any more. Do you mind if I just let it go?"
"Mm-hm! Mm-mmm!" he said, nodding vigorously, but not for a moment loosening the hold of his suctioning lips on her luscious and succulent clit.
He was shocked when she started to piss. He couldn't believe that was her urine clattering down into the bowl, and as he knelt there in doubt, she began urgently, beautifully moaning, and running her lovely long hands all over her warmly writhing body.
Her pissing was beautiful then, for all of her was. He went right on sucking her cunt, reveling in the smell and the sound of her pee as it flowed from her body. And he watched her most avidly as her lovely face contorted with her orgasmic pleasures, and she licked her red lips and kneaded her tits and writhed all about on the seat.
"Uh-h-h! Ah-h-h! Oh-h-h! Don't stop!" She kept saying that till her water had slowed to a trickle, and then she abruptly shoved Howard back and bent forward, and rubbed herself very hard and well between her legs.
She looked exhausted, beautifully so, when she sat up and tossed back her hair and smiled at him languidly. He was about to throw himself at her when she lifted that hand to her nose and made a face.
"Even you wouldn't like that. You see?" she said, and gaily laughed while she rubbed her wet hand over Howard's face. He was left kneeling there, stunned, as she rose and took a step to the sink, where she washed her hand.
She grinned back at him from over her shoulder. She waggled her ass, pointed at it, and said, "I want more of your kisses back there."
"Honey-love, angel-face, I want to fuck you!"
She clucked and said, "Every man in this county would kiss my ass in the middle of Main Street to fuck me. I thought you were a little bit different, being from the east."
Howard kissed her ass. He quickly tonguefucked her back there, and in spite of himself he was sorry when she turned around.
She perched her big butt on the rim of the sink. She cocked one thigh up on the rim, opening her cunt, pissy wet, very wide. Now, seeing the full extent of it at last, Howard swallowed hard, extended his wriggling tongue, and leaned up to bury his face in it.
His hair was like Jayne's, quite black, only slightly streaked with gray, and nice and silky and wavy. Now it indeed seemed to Dottie that Jayne was eating her cunt, and liking it more than a little. Her orgasm on the toilet seat had been nice. This one, looking down at the top of the head between her legs, would be even better.
"Uh-h-h-h. That's it, angel! Suck me real good, lick me real nice, make me cum. Uh! Cumming now! Oh! Oh, so good! Do me real good now! Jayne, gimme all you got!"
Howard didn't quite hear what she'd said, but he rose to his feet and plunged his cock up her cunt in one movement, and that movement coincided with the start of Dottie's orgasm.
It was too late to hold it back. Suddenly, hugely, she was thrust in the middle of an orgasm, the likes of which she hadn't felt in years.
"uh-h-h-h! Oh-h-h-h! Nnng-g-g-g-g!"
She could no longer speak, could no longer give instructions, for the extent of her cumming was such that it robbed her of all but sensation. She hadn't let a man fuck her in over a year. She plied her trade with blow jobs, or with sado-masochistic trips as she'd taken with Jayne Bowers' brother. The cocks that she'd had in her cunt during the past year were all plastic ones, very hard, very large, but very cold. This one was burning hot, made all the more so by the man's frantic friction, and now hotter still as she felt his jism spurt up in her cunt like hot lava.
Howard crowed, "Oh-h-h, my God! Oh-h-h, what a fuck! I haven't cum this hard in years!"
"uh-h-h-h! oh-h-b-h! Alittle mo-o-o-ore!" Dottie cried, finding her voice, up on her toes with her ass in the sink and her convulsing belly completely filled up with cock – Jayne's brother's cock.
"Giving you… all I got!" Howard said, laboring now in the aftermath of his great explosion.
"I want more! Give me more!" Dottie shouted, crushing his stout body to her, wringing the jism out of his cock with muscles she'd forgotten she had.
Howard did his best to comply. He wrenched his way out of her arms and dropped to his knees to eat out her cunt even better than he had before.
It would have been more than enough for most women. Few women indeed could expect such ardor in the aftermath of a fuck. But to Dottie, his mouth on her cunt was a great anticlimax, though it did give her time to get herself back to normal again. By the time she turned about and had him French her ass, only the memory of that gigantic orgasm remained with her, and she'd gotten Howard all excited again.
"You'd better go now," she said, quite abruptly. "Your wife will be worried sick."
"How did you know I was ma…"
"I know about these things. Go on! Get dressed and go! I've got to open this place up in the morning."
"Can I come back and see you tomorrow night?" he said at her door.
She shrugged. "If you like. It's a public place. And if you're good and don't cause any trouble at the bar, I just might let you come up here and give me another tongue bath."
"I'll be an angel! You're my angel!"
As soon as he'd left, Dottie collapsed on her couch, understanding full well that her cataclysmic orgasm had been an accident. She looked forward to proving that the next night. But when she went to sleep, she dreamed about cock in her cunt.



CHAPTER FOUR


In the morning, Howard rose early and found a note pinned to the bathroom door, saying the toilet had been repaired. Marge had done it the night before, fearful that Howard might be attacked by the dog if he used the den bathroom too often.
When they met in the kitchen that morning, Marge was dressed in shorts and a halter top, and she had Trigger on a leash. She said, "I was just going to take Jayne's dog for a walk in the woods, and commune with nature a bit."
"Oh, yeah?" said her husband, disinterested. "Well, I'm going to finally take your advice and start jogging every morning. I'm finally going to get rid of this gut."
"Good for you!" Marge looked at the dog, wagging his tail, gazing up at her through loving eyes. She had wanted to take the dog for a walk.
She said, "Maybe I'd better stay here. In case the children should call."
Just then it was almost noon in New Jersey. Barbara Jean was almost finished with her work in the hot-houses, and Jayne was almost though with Jim for the morning.
They were in the bedroom Jayne was using. Both of them were naked, and Jayne was stretched comfortably out on her back, with a satin pillow under her satiny ass and with Jim sucking and kissing her exquisitely tingling cunt.
They had had quite a lot of sex together since the day before. While their dinner was on the barbecue, Jayne had sent Barbara Jean to the store for some milk, and she had then had her nephew fuck her dog-fashion on the kitchen floor. Jayne had seen to it that Jim got the choicest of the three steaks, and then after dinner he had gone with her to get some ice cream. After he had placed some lovely kisses between her legs, she had given him a blow job that had thrilled them both.
They had rested while looking at television, although in the darkness their hands had found each other's. After bed-time, Jayne had crept into Jim's room, where they'd had a wild little fuck in his bed. In the morning, Jayne had just started cumming from Jim's mouth on her cunt when Barbara Jean came back from the store, still irritated that she had been sent out for the breakfast cereal. Barbara Jean had also complained that Jim seemed perfectly fit to do his part of the chores, but Jayne had sharply told her she was mistaken. Jayne and Jim had been having quite a frolic in Jayne's bed ever since, then, and it was still going on.
"Oh, Jim, you're getting so good at it. You know just how to kiss a girl's cunt. Ah-h-h. Ah-h-h! More tongue now. And more suction. Yes! Make me cum one more time, and then we'll have a really good fuck!"
The knock on the door interrupted them. Jim would have gone right on eating the luscious pink cunt of his aunt, but she quickly got up and hurried to the door. She opened it a crack and peered through it to see her niece, sweaty and red-faced, standing in the hall.
"I'm just about done with it all," the girl said scowling in at her aunt, apparently naked in her room at that late hour of the day. "I just wanted to tell you the sprinklers are still on in the back."
"Oh! Oh!" said her aunt, for Jim had followed behind her, and as Jayne bent over to look out through the door at his sister, he had succeeded in inserting the tip of his hard little cock in Jayne's cunt, and now he was pushing it home.
"Oh! Oh, that's so nice, Barbara Jean!" Jayne exclaimed.
Barbara Jean couldn't see what was going on inside, but now she could see her aunt's bare tit as well as her shoulder, and both tit and shoulder were jiggling. Confused, wondering, Barbara Jean said, "Well, I guess I'll go on to the camp."
"I'll do the… work tomorrow morning," Jayne rather breathlessly said. And then she impulsively added, "Do give me a kiss goodbye, Barbara Jean!"
The girl had pecked her aunt on the lips before. She leaned forward to do it again, but now Jayne clutched hard at Barbara Jean's arm, and when their lips met, it was much more than a peck, for at that very moment Jim was squirting a fine load of jism in his aunt's cunt, and Jayne was responding to this with a lovely orgasm.
Jim was panting and puffing and cumming. Jayne was tilting her hips up for more of his cock and squeezing Barbara Jean's hand against her bare tit. It seemed as if she was cumming at both ends and it was meeting at the middle. Poor Barbara Jean was getting scared, not knowing at all what was going on, but feeling tragically left out of whatever it was.
And it somehow made it all the worse for the girl when her aunt broke the unexpected kiss with a deep sigh, and looked into her troubled eyes with a gaze of rare and radiant beauty. Unaccountably, Barbara Jean started to weep, and turned and ran out of the house to her car. Jayne sighed deeply and turned to confront her grinning nephew.
"Let's fuck some more!" said Jim. "Let's go back to bed and fuck for the rest of the day!"
"Darling, you need to get a little rest."
"I'm rested! I'm rested! Let's fuck!"
"You may not need any rest, but I do. I'm going to take a nice nap. You take a shower and then go see that your sister took care of everything in the hot-houses, dear. No, wait. On second thought, stay with me long enough for me to lick your pretty cock nice and clean."
"Geez, it's all over cunt juice and stuff," Jim said.
"I know, I know," said his aunt. "And I'm somehow in the mood for a taste of that."
A sexual pattern was quickly established on both the East Coast and the West, a pattern that changed very little. One thing that didn't change, to Jayne's rather flattered surprise, was that Jim showed very few, if any, signs of growing weary of sex. Of course he was a healthy and vigorous teen, and he had the same sort of oversexed blood in his veins as his aunt did, but after a full week of sex, he was still as eager and avid for it as ever.
He was always close beside her, for fucking, for sucking, for anything. His constant presence began to bother his aunt, and so one late morning, she said to him, "You worry me, Jim. You should be out playing with your friends once in a while."
"You're the best friend a guy ever had," he replied, reaching for her tits.
She pushed his hand away. She said, "Listen to me. I have some nice books for you to read. They'll tell you some things about sex you've never dreamed of before."
"Just last week you were tellin' me it was better to experience things than to read about them. Let's fuck!"
"I told you to listen to me! Take your sister's car and ride out to the woods on the other side of town. Read those books. You still have a lot to learn about sex."
"Well, okay," he reluctantly said. "But can't we have one little goodbye fuck?"
"Darling, to be perfectly frank with you, my cunt is just a little bit sore from all the fun we've had together, and it needs a rest. Okay? We'll be back having fun together in my bed tonight, more than likely. Here are your glasses, dear. Take your time. I'll expect you around dark. And if you must play with yourself just a little, I don't even want to hear about it. Have a good time!"
Jayne waved Jim goodbye, very quickly undressed and powdered herself, and put on a tiny robe. Her cunt wasn't sore at all, though it did feel all tingly and puffy and moist as she gave it a good, hard rubbing, inside and out. Then, feeling very giddy and girlish, she hurried on to her niece's frilly pink bedroom, to see how Barbara Jean was enjoying the present she'd been given by her auntie that day.
Barbara Jean was still in her bathtub. She squealed very shrilly and ducked her little pink tits under the frothy foam in her tub as her aunt came into the room.
Jayne laughed and said, "There's no need to hide. It's only me. How do you like the bubble bath I gave you?"
"I like it just fine, Aunt Jayne," said Barbara Jean, her blue eyes very wide, her chin nestled in the bubbles. "It smells so perfumey."
Jayne went over and knelt by the side of the tub, inhaled very deeply, and said, "Yes, isn't it sweet, just like you. And does it make the water nice and soft and slippery?"
Barbara Jean started squealing in earnest then, for her aunt plunged her hands in the water to test it, and to test her niece's eighteen-year-old body, which she found to be complete with firm little tits, a lithe, slender waist, very sleek little buttocks, and silken hair around her elusively squirming cunt.
"I'd forgotten how ticklish you were," said Jayne to her breathlessly squirming and thrashing niece. "Just look, you've got my robe all wet."
Jayne had already pulled the plug. Barbara Jean was so busy with her uncontrolled giggling and squirming that she didn't notice that till there was little left in the tub beyond bubbles. They failed to cling to her adequately, and her little hands couldn't cover her nudity as she was helped from the tub, all breathless and blushing pink, by her very attentive aunt.
"Just stand right there and I'll dry you off," said Jayne.
"Oh, no! I can do it!" said Barbara Jean, embarrassed by her nudity, and by the fact that her aunt's robe had become unsashed, so that her black triangle of pubic hair and much of her naked tits were showing through it.
"But I can do it better," said Jayne, already at work with the towel on the slender body that tried in vain to shrink away from her busy hands.
"Don't! Please! I'm embarrassed! Auntie Jayne, I'd rather do it myself!"
"Oh, nonsense. I used to give you baths when you were little. How can you be embarrassed with me? My, aren't you a pretty thing! Such nice little titties, and such smooth, tender skin. Turn around, Babsie, and I'll dry your pretty back."
"Aunt Jayne, please!" said Barbara Jean, quaking and cold all over, tears spilling down her fine unblemished cheeks.
"Such nice, straight shoulders, and what a long, slim waist you have! You're going to grow up into a very, very lovely woman. And this fanny of yours will sure attract a lot of men in your life. Just open your legs now, so I can get you dry all over."
"Please, Aunt Jayne! I've got to dress and go to camp," Barbara Jean sobbed. "Aunt Jayne, don't do that!!!"
"I'd like to know why not. Is your little bum-hole sore for some reason? Why, I used to give you enemas here when you were little, and you didn't raise such a fuss about it then. Hold still, dear. Hold onto the sink, if you must, but I really must see about this. You can help by spreading your legs a bit, dear."
Barbara Jean fell forward and clung to the sink. She was shivering, shaking, quaking all over her naked body, ice cold one moment, about to break into a sweat the next. It had made Barbara Jean want to die when her aunt pried open her cringing buttocks, and then she thought she was dying when her aunt quite unexpectedly, shockingly, wormed her terribly long, thick finger right up inside her pooper!
Barbara Jean found enough breath in her tormented body to scream, "Don't do that! Aunt Jayne! Take your finger out of there!" "I can't understand why you're so sensitive here in your pretty little bum-hole," said Jayne, still worming her finger about and sliding it in and out of her niece's asshole. "But whatever it is, it must be something serious. At least it's serious enough so that I'll have to take you to the doctor. He can use a proctoscope as well as his fingers to see what could be wrong with you inside."
Barbara Jean's frantic squirmings turned into quakings, and she gasped, "It doesn't hurt that bad!"
"We'll just see," said Jayne. "Stay right there."
Barbara Jean's naked body sagged when Jayne took her finger out of her asshole. Jayne patted her niece reassuringly on the hip, kissed her naked shoulder, and very liberally wet her index finger with saliva. She told Barbara Jean to open her legs just a bit and to stand very still, and then she knelt down behind her and slid her finger up inside her asshole again.
Barbara Jean uttered a stifled moan, but she didn't cry out. Her knuckles were white from gripping the sink so tightly, but the rest of her body was flushed very pink. Jayne's finger was now sliding easily in and out through her tight little asshole, and now Barbara Jean spread her feet wider still to further accommodate her aunt. The girl was uttering little gasps and moans, she was panting and writhing, and her aunt was smiling warmly as she petted the girl's ass with one hand and reamed it with the other.
"It doesn't seem to be quite so sore now, Babs," said Jayne. "Be sure and tell me if I'm hurting you."
"H-h-h-h… It doesn't really hurt! Oh-h-h, Aunt Jayne! It just feels so funny!"
"Feels funny? That's acid. Let's go into your room for a closer look," said Jayne, removing her finger now.
Freed of the invading finger, Barbara Jean could hold herself up on her weakened legs now, but she couldn't stop squirming about as she tearfully said, "I've got to go. I've got to get dressed!"
"This will only take a few more seconds. I promise you, dear. Just one more little look at your bum-hole and you can go. And we can take you to the doctor this afternoon."
With her trembling hands clasped before her charming little cunt, Barbara Jean let her aunt lead her into her bedroom and sit her down on her bed. Jayne parted the girl's legs very widely, and elevated her knees so that both her rectal and her vaginal orifices were completely exposed for the examination. Jayne sickened her finger with saliva once again, smiling at her blushing and highly agitated niece as she sat on the bed between her outspread feet. "Tell me if this hurts," said Jayne, and started expertly finger-fucking Barbara Jean in the ass once again.
At once Barbara Jean was writhing on the bed, clutching at its spread with her fingers and toes, biting her lower lip and softly moaning.
"Does it hurt Babsie, dear?"
Barbara Jean shook her head. "It just… feels so funny! Stop now. You said you would. You said just a few seconds." Jayne was steadily finger-fucking her niece all the time she was talking, and Barbara Jean was increasingly active in her writhings and moanings. Her pretty face had gone slack and the tips of her tits had gone rigid and trembling as she sat on her bed with her legs wide apart, watching her aunt's finger sliding in and out of her hole. Jayne chattered on as she fingered her niece.
"Yes, you're going to be such a lovely woman soon. You're already a very pretty girl. You have such a nice figure," said Jayne, admiring it with the hand that wasn't on the move in her niece's crotch. "And your cunt is just adorable. It's so pretty and pink. It's so nice and wet. It's so pretty I just have to give it a little kiss."
A whining moan came up from Barbara Jean's toes as her aunt bent down and gave her a resounding kiss on her cunt. "Please don't, Auntie Jayne!" she gasped. "I feel so funny all over! I just can't stand it!"
"Funny? In what way?" said her aunt, as she smacked several more kisses on the cunt of the outrageously excited Barbara Jean, still actively reaming her squirming butt-hole.
"I don't know!" Barbara Jean blurted. "I never felt like this at all before! I don't know what I'm doing or saying! And all down between my legs I feel all hot and itchy! Oh-h-h, I can't even hold still!"
"How about your sweet little tits? How do they feel?" said Jayne. She delivered one more big kiss on the cunt of her niece, and getting up on her knees between the girl's legs, she used both hands to fondle those sweet breasts and pull and tweak at their darling nipples.
"Oh! Oh! I can hardly stand to have you touch me there!"
"Oh, really? It's supposed to feel nice, Babsie dear. I know I enjoy it when someone I like plays with my big old tits. Yours are divine. They're so nice and firm. Mine are much bigger, you see? But they're not nearly as firm as yours. See for yourself if you don't believe me. Here, put your pretty hands on them, like this. Yes, doesn't that feel nice? I just wish my tits were as pretty as yours."
Just minutes before in the bathroom, Barbara Jean had been embarrassed to even look at her aunt's big tits, and now she was fondling and squeezing them frantically, eagerly, and exclaiming, "No, they're just beautiful! I just love 'em! But how can you even hold still when I touch 'em like this?"
"Is your little cunt still feeling all itchy and nice?" Jayne asked, both hands full of Barbara Jean's thrusting tits, her own tits being mauled in a delightful way.
"Yes! All over!" said Barbara Jean, and let go of one of Jayne's lovely big tits to clutch at her crotch very strongly, shuddering, gasping, looking as if she might faint.
"I think your cunt needs some more nice little kisses," said Jayne, and she bent down and kissed all through Barbara Jean's rosy red crotch, sliding her tongue up and down through the virginal slit, then swirling her stiffened tongue-tip all around her clitoris while Barbara Jean squealed and squealed and fell back on her elbows on the pink bed.
The girl was so hot she was beside herself, and she didn't even know it. Jayne smiled very warmly at her as she straightened up on her knees again, and helped Barbara Jean get down on her knees to face her. The innocent lust in Barbara Jean's slack face was delightful to see. Jayne shrugged off her little robe and, now as naked as her blushing, panting niece, she took the girl's hot cheeks in her hand and introduced her to the pleasures of a deep French kiss.
"I'm so glad I came out here on vacation," said Jayne, fondling Barbara Jean's tits again, caressing her naked body. "I'm just sorry that we haven't spent much time together up till now. But I bet we'll be good friends from now on," Jayne went on, reaching down for Barbara Jean's twitching, slippery wet cunt again and sliding a finger up and down through its firm little lips.
"Yes! Yes!" Barbara Jean gasped.
Jayne had to guide Barbara Jean's hands to her tits again, but once they were there they showed no signs of leaving. The girl was looking at her with wondrous adoration in her eyes, and this thrilled Jayne almost as much as their very close nakedness did.
"Did it feel nice when I kissed your cunt, dear?"
"Oh, yes! So nice I could hardly stand it!"
"Sweet thing," said her aunt, and deeply kissed her panting mouth again, and took pleasure in seeing how quickly Barbara Jean had learned about Frenching.
"How do you think it would feel if I kissed your titties, Babsie? D'you think that would feel nice, too?"
"Oh, yes! Oh, yes, Auntie Jayne! I know I'd just love it!" she said, squeezing Jayne's tits almost painfully hard in her eager anticipation.
"Mmm. Yes. Nice little mouthfuls," Jayne murmured between kisses, once again fingering through the girl's slit, and thrilling warmly at the way the girl's hands clutched and pulled at her. "Such a nice thing to do. Would you like to see what it's like, dear? Would you like to kiss my tits?"
Barbara Jean was clearly much too excited to answer. Jayne laughed and kissed her and guided her mouth on down to the tit that she held in her hand, and there Barbara Jean learned the warm pleasures of kissing tit, as her aunt cooed, "Yes, darling. Mmm, isn't that nice? Suck on my nipples, Babsie dear, just as I did for you. Make me feel as nice as you do. Oh, honey, you're getting my cunt all nice and wet! Is your cunt still feeling nice? Straighten up, darling, and let me see. Babsie, stop kissing my tits now. You're getting me too excited, darling, and pretty soon I won't even know what I'm doing. Straighten up, dear. That's right. And give me a nice big kiss while I see if your cunt is as wet as mine."
Jayne felt that her niece had an orgasm while they were kissing. She couldn't be sure at that point. She was very sure, however, that the virgin girl hadn't been anywhere near this hot in her life. Her hips were jerking and twitching forward to meet every smallest movement of Jayne's finger. Her hands were trembling and quaking as they felt all they could of Jayne's tits. Her lithe little torso was twisting and turning to push more of her tits in the roving hand of her aunt. She was trying to put her soul as well as her tongue in the kiss.
When Jayne broke the kiss, Barbara Jean blurted, "What's happening to us? I feel like I'm going to wet my pants!"
"Darling, you haven't any pants on, remember? And neither do I, just see for yourself. Oh, my! That does feel nice to have your fingers playing in my big old cunt. Mmmm! I'm starting to feel as good as you are. I'm so wet! Does that bother you, dear?"
"No! Not at all!" said Barbara Jean, fumbling and groping through the black hair for her aunt's open cunt, amazingly larger than her own little slit, and fascinatingly wet and warm.
"Tickle me right up at the top of my cunt, darling, like this, just like I'm tickling you. That's right, darling! Oh, do keep it up! I do believe you're going to make me cum, dear. Do you know what an orgasm is, Babsie?"
"Yes! Yes! I've read about them!" said the girl, quaking and jerking everywhere now, and still frantically rubbing her aunt's clitoris, even faster than Jayne was rubbing hers.
"Would you like to help Auntie Jayne cum, Babsie? And would you like to see if you can cum with me?"
"Yes! Yes, Auntie Jayne! Yes! Whatever you want me to do!"
"You're doing fine, dear. Just keep rubbing my cunt, just like that. Oh, darling, what good times we're going to have together! Oh, sweetheart, just look at us, all naked together, with our hands on each other's beautiful tits and with our fingers in each other's cunts!"
"Yes! Yes, Auntie Jayne, yes!"
"Oh! Oh, here it comes, darling! Do you feel it? Do you feel yourself cumming with me?"
"Yes-s-s-s! Yes-s-s-s!" Barbara Jean wailed, breaking out in a fine film of girl sweat, doing her frantic best to keep up with her beautiful aunt.
"Then cum, darling, cum!" Jayne commanded, and her niece responded so thoroughly that Jayne lost control of herself.
Jayne's orgasm quickly soared to a peak, and then stayed there, sustained by the sight of her niece's first orgasm. Such an event was long overdue for a eighteen-year-old girl, and Jayne simply had to make the most of it. They were both cumming very nicely when Jayne threw Barbara Jean on her back on the bed and started vigorously cunt-fucking with her.



CHAPTER FIVE


The big, black-haired cunt of Jayne Bowers squelched down on the diminutive but very active cunt of her niece, and Jayne took the lead in rubbing them hotly together. She had expertly twined her legs through those of her niece to bring their orgasming cunts into closest intimacy, and now as she fucked and humped and came with her niece, hot words blurted out of her mouth in her wild excitement.
"My God, you're a hot little bitch! Urrrrgh! Cum with me! Harder, dammit! Uh! Uh! Uh! Yes, darling, that's right! Oh, shit, this's good! OH! We oughta be using a dildo! OH-H-HH! I'm cumming like crazy, and you haven't even sucked on my cunt yet! Oh! Heaven! I may never go back to Oregon! Oh! Oh, yes, darling, yes! More!"
Barbara Jean couldn't give any more, or take any more. The extent of her orgasm had been such that she fainted dead away, leaving Jayne by herself to eke out another climax by rubbing her squelching cunt on that of her lifeless niece.
It took Jayne several minutes to recover. She was immeasurably pleased with her niece's progress with sexual pleasures. Now she could look forward to two-fold pleasures for herself during the last week of her vacation. Although she liked a girl in bed now and then, she had never lived in the same house with one for any time. Barbara Jean, so sweet and innocent and willing to learn, would be an ideal companion for the next week, if Jim didn't get in their way too much. Jayne gave her sleeping niece a sponge bath, with a warm wash cloth, put a light cover over her, and went to her room to take a nap.

***

Howard Denton came puffing and panting up to the back of the Iron Door and knocked on it loudly, then looked surreptitiously around him to make sure his wife hadn't followed him. That was unlikely, since she'd seemed perfectly content to stay at Howard's sister's house with the dog, while Howard did his jogging. He was wearing the new jogging suit he'd bought in town, and it was darkly stained from his perspiration. It was also bulged out in the front because of the half hard condition of his cock, a condition he attributed more to Dottie than to his exercise program or his having given up smoking and drinking several days before. Now he could hardly wait to see the woman he had so hopelessly fallen in love with, and he knocked again at her door.
Dottie was almost as anxious to see Howard, but she took pains not to show it. She waited, just inside the door, until he had knocked three times, and then she put a very bored look on her face and opened it wide.
"Jesus Christ, just look at you!" Howard said. "Every time I see you, you turn me on a little bit more. Don't move, please don't move a muscle till I get down on my knees and eat your gorgeous cunt!" Howard said, frozen at the bottom of the steps.
Dottie looked down at herself with studied disinterest. She had spiked heels on her feet, and she was wearing a transparent black and red shortie nightie set which she'd purchased the afternoon before for her morning meeting with Howard. She had bathed and powdered and shaved herself, put on make-up, and set her hair that morning. In her hand she carried a long-handled plastic scrub brush, and with this she gestured at herself and said, "What, this nightie? It's just something I found in the back of one of my drawers. You caught me in bed. Come on in."
Howard tried to grab Dottie's tits, clearly to be seen though the sheer nightie, as he went though the doorway. She batted his hands away with the brush, saying, "I don't have time for that kind of crap! I've got work to do before I can open this place up for the day."
"Baby!" he said, and held his hands up as if praying. "Don't be mean to me. I'll do your work for you. Hell, that's what I'm here for, so you won't get your pretty hands all dirty! But don't you think I oughta get one little kiss before I begin?"
She sighed and said, "Y'know, you're sick. You're some kind of pervert. You're a sex degenerate. Is that all you ever think about, sex?"
"That's all I think about since I met you, pretty lady. I got a million dollar business back home, with twenty employees tryin' to call me at Jayne's house every day, and I'm such a no-good sex pervert I gotta run over here every day for a good morning kiss. Can I have it now? Pretty please?"
"Oh, I suppose," Dottie said, and placed one foot on top of a beer keg.
Howard immediately got down on his knees and started kissing her everywhere he could between her legs. He had his hands tightly locked behind his back. His kisses were filled with ardor and his jock strap was filled with hard cock. It wasn't a bad situation for Dottie. She'd had her fill of pushy men, but this one was anything but pushy. And he had lots of money, and he lived in a mansion back east. And he would die to please her, and she was starting to get used to the pleasures he brought her each morning and night.
"You're getting the crotch of my panties all wet with your stupid kisses!" she angrily said. He was also getting her cunt nice and wet.
"Pull it aside for me! Please, angel woman, please let me kiss you right on your angel cunt!"
"Honestly, Howard, you're impossible. Next thing you'll want to do is fuck me before you even get started helping me with my work," she said, with great exasperation, and pulled aside the crotchband of her panties.
Howard's tongue was up in her slit right away, slashing and lashing through flesh which completely infatuated him. He placed heavy, suctioning kisses all through her long, fleshy slit, kissed the fingers that stretched her crotchband aside, and went back to work on her cunt with his tongue. It wasn't a woman and it wasn't Jayne Bowers down there, but it was enough to thrill Dottie to the core. She didn't let on. She closed her eyes and pictured herself in Howard's New Jersey mansion, in bed between Howard and Jayne, with a cunning French maid to bring them a champagne breakfast and then take care of Howard while she and Jayne went sixty-nine with each other. She thought about Howard eating her asshole while Jayne fucked her with a dildo and that, and Howard's hot kisses, made her cum in the back room of her sleazy beer bar. Her nipples got stiff and the sweat broke out in her armpits, her cunt exploded in glorious fashion, and she scratched Howard's back with the stiff-bristled brush and said, "That's enough. I've got work to do."
"I'll do it all for you!" Howard said, when she'd succeeded in taking her beautifully tingling cunt from his face. "I know how you like it done now. You just sit back and take it easy and let me look at your gorgeous body while I work."
"I am sort of tired after the workout you gave me last night."
In his jubilance, he tried to kiss her. She shoved him away with the brush, saying, "Phew! You smell sweaty. Take off those things before you start to work. And make sure the door is locked."
Howard tore off his jogging suit and shoes and flexed his muscles for her. "I lost ten pounds this week!"
She poked at his cock, up hard and sticking halfway out of his jock, and said, "You haven't lost any weight there, big boy."
Dottie crawled up on the pool table and stretched out on it. Howard went to work behind the bar, washing glasses and mirrors, cleaning the tap, and beaming smiles at the red-haired, near naked woman who lounged about so lasciviously. She knew how to do it. She'd been a stripper once, and she knew how to show off her body, and she enjoyed doing it. It helped her to return to the daydream where she was in bed in the mansion with Jayne and Howard, with the subservient little French maid there to fill in any gaps in the sensuous pleasures which Dottie so richly deserved.
"How's your wife?" Dottie said, softly writhing about on her back, warmly massaging her tits.
"She's okay," Howard said. His gaze never left the red-haired vixen on the pool table as she spread her long legs and luxuriously rubbed at her crotch, while he swabbed down the bar and started mopping the floor. "I've made up my mind to ask her for that divorce."
"Oh, yeah? Clean the rest rooms," said Dottie, though she'd just about had an orgasm at hearing the news that Howard might be completely in her grasp very soon. She deserved to live the good life. She'd worked hard and fucked a lot of men, and women, too, and all it had gotten her was a crummy beer bar in wet, muddy Oregon. It was really a thrill to have such a powerful man, a giant in the flower industry, completely under her spell. She pulled aside the crotchband of her panties and inserted her middle finger deep in her cunt, looking forward to a wonderful future as she slowly and sensually finger-fucked herself.
"I'm all done in the… Oh, my God!" Howard said as he came out of the men's room. He stopped in his tracks to gape at the sexiest woman in the world, his woman, all splayed out on the pool table and doing her best to please him.
He knew very well she was getting a kick out of playing with herself like that. Hers was a cunt that needed almost constant attention, especially when he was nearby. But the real reason she was slipping and sliding her finger in and out of her cunt was to make him so horny he'd fuck her black and blue. What a woman! He would do absolutely anything; he'd really become a millionaire if he could have her all the time.
"Darling Dottie! Angel woman! Please let me do that for you! Please!"
"Huh? Oh, you're back." Her quaking and quivering buttocks were up off the pool table as her hips thrust up at the finger that squelched in her cunt. "You can take my – ahh-h-h! – panties off for me, but don't touch me with your dirty hands. Oh! Oh, this feels so good I can't quit!"
He used his teeth to remove her panties, not his hands, and she didn't quit finger-fucking herself as he laid her loins bare. Neither did she stop in her wonderfully lewd masturbation while Howard licked and kissed all around through her crotch. The heat was fully upon him then as he said, "Baby, let me have you now! Let me fuck you! I'll do anything!"
"You'll eat me, and eat me good!" she said, and taking her very wet finger out of her cunt, she grasped the plastic brush at both ends and clamped it against the back of Howard's neck, yanking his face very forcefully up against her heavily orgasming cunt. He stayed right with her there all through her orgasmic gyrations, following each of this with a most avid gaze as her tits lolled about and she thrashed and churned on the pool table.
When at last she collapsed with a sigh, Howard tried to mount her right there. She hit him one with the brush and reminded him he hadn't yet cleaned her apartment or done her laundry.
She strolled about, sipping from a can of beer, displaying her very voluptuous body, while Howard vacuumed and cleaned and ogled her. She posed and postured on the sofa, where he could see her as he washed her underwear in her bathroom sink. All he had on was his jock strap, which failed to contain all of his thick, stiff cook. All she had on was her heels and the top of her nightie, and thus he could see almost all of her tits and every bit of her gorgeous cunt.
He reported he was finished with her work. She told him to take a shower, and while he was in her stall shower, still able to see her through her open bathroom door, she got up and sauntered into the bathroom with him.
She perched one of her buttocks up on the rim of the sink, giving him a good shot of her cunt, and she said, "Did you wash your cock good? You did? Well, do it again."
He looked at her mournfully as he worked up a rich lather on his cock and balls. He said, "Baby, don't make me do this! You got me so hot I'm liable to shoot any second!"
She shrugged and started rubbing her cunt, saying, "Go ahead. I'm used to living all alone, and taking care of things myself."
"I'm gonna change all that! You're gonna be my wife!" he exclaimed, lunging out of the shower, following his dripping cock as it led him to lunge itself up into Dottie's well oiled cunt.
"I'm cumming already! I can't help it!" he cried.
"Well, you'd better cum a lot!" she yelled back at him, "'cause you're not going to leave me high and dry. Cum, damn you! Cum, cum, CUM!" she shouted, whacking his thrusting buttocks until at last the brush broke in two, and the peak of another fantastic orgasm with Jayne Bowers' brother broke within Dottie.

***

Jim Denton parked his sister's car in the driveway that afternoon and hurried right to his Aunt Jayne's room. His entrance awakened her and she sat up, stretching and smiling, looking perfectly lovely in the tiny red robe that, barely came down to her hips. He looked pretty good to her, especially with the hard little bulge in his pants.
"Did you have a good time in the forest, Jim? Did you learn anything from those books?"
"I sure did! More than two people can do it at the same time! And there's lots more ways to do it than the ones you've shown me so far! Great books, and I didn't even jerk off once!"
"Oh, really?" she said. "Bolt the door and take a shower and tell me all about it."
He undressed right there. It was clear from the state of his healthy cock that he'd told the truth, and hadn't abused himself while reading the wonderfully hot sex books in the forest. And it was clear to his aunt that she'd have to dispense with her favors more judiciously if she was to keep up with the growing appetites of the two teenagers with whom she would share this house for the next week.
The sight that greeted Jim as he came hurrying out of the bathroom was that of his aunt, still on the bed, stretched out on her stomach with her legs comfortably parted and with the symmetrical hillocks of her asscheeks looking alabaster white in comparison to the red of her robe. He was watching her there as he came around the bed and sat down on it. He kept looking up from her smiling face to her beautiful white ass as he sat cross-legged before her, enthusiastically telling her of what he had learned while she blew her warm breath against his stiff-standing cock and his tight sac of balls.
His cock had grown in just the past week. It looked to be almost five inches long now, and even then it looked as if it was trying to grow still more, for its stiffness was such that its knob reached well out of its foreskin, and the skin around its shaft was so tight it was drawing up his balls. Although his cock still had only a charmingly meager amount of hair around its base, and although it showed no ropy blue veins, it was taking on the dimensions of real man's cock. Jayne was quite smugly proud of herself for helping in this regard.
She blew once again on his cock. In the middle of a sentence, he caught in his breath and went on. A drop of crystal clear pre-seminal fluid was forming at the tip of his cock. Jayne only had to inch forward a bit to reach it with the tip of her tongue, while Jim nervously rubbed at his naked thighs and said, "Can't I tell you about it while we're fucking?"
"One thing at a time. We'll get to that," said Jayne, softly and rhythmically drumming her bare heels against her bare buttocks, making those lovely round globes gently jiggle and jounce. Looking at his Aunt Jayne's ass, and feeling her breath on his cock, Jim frequently lost his place in his excited explanation about sexual matters. Now he was further distracted in his narrative as Jayne reached back and began softly massaging her ass.
Her buttocks were firm and pliable. Their velvety smooth texture was slowly being suffused with a faint glow of pink under her sensuously moving hand. She breathed a deep sigh as she slid her middle finger down through the deep crack between her asscheeks, and she softly wriggled and giggled as that finger reached a spot where it tarried to delve a bit deeper. By then she was almost audibly purring, and very softly writhing her belly and tits and cunt against the bed.
"You were saying, Jim?" she said.
"Huh? Oh, yeah! Uh, what was it I was saying? And, uh, what is it you're doing back there?"
"Just playing. Just feeling nice. You wouldn't feel like helping me feel nice, would you?"
"Auntie Jayne, I always like to help you feel nice! What is it you want me to do?"
"Go in the bathroom. Get the Vaseline out of the medicine chest. Then come back and sit down by my side and go on explaining about sex to me."
The jar of Vaseline felt out of place in his hand. He changed it from one hand to the other as he sat beside his prone aunt, gazing raptly down at her hand as it squeezed and kneaded the perfect twin mounds of her buttocks. He kept forgetting what he was saying, and finally he stopped talking altogether and just sat there gaping at his aunt's very beautiful ass.
She parted her buttocks quite widely with her fingers. Leaning over her, he could breathe in the rising perfume from her cunt, and he could see the tuft of sweet black hair nested between her thighs, and also the little pink ring of her asshole.
She said, "Jim, be a dear and put some of that Vaseline on me, right there on my bum-hole."
He opened the jar and stuck his finger in the goo. He very gingerly touched that finger to his aunt's asshole, and a hot shiver ran through his body at the way she sighed and arched her hips back.
"Ooo," she said, as he carefully anointed the puckered lips of her hole, "that feels so nice."
"Does it? Really?" he said, drawing concentrically smaller circles with his finger, closely watching its every movement between her superbly shaped buttocks.
"Mmm-m-m. Feels divine," she replied, and she spread her legs wider, and she tilted her hips back again, just as the point of his finger was at the center of her nether hole.
"Oh, you darling! That does feel nice!" said Jayne, as the first joint of his finger slipped into her asshole.
"It does?" His own asshole cringed shut as he eased his slippery finger out of his aunt's asshole and back into it once more.
"Yes, it does!" she said, and sighed very deeply as she reached back and grasped his hand to help him insert the full length of his finger into her very receptive asshole. "Ahh-h-h-h-h-h!"
She only had to help him put it in and take it out a few times before he could do it all by himself. Then Jayne settled down with her chin on her folded hands, softly squirming and moving her hips as her nephew slowly and thoroughly finger-fucked her bum-hole.
"Mmm-m-m," she said. "That feels so nice I could almost cum."
"Yeah? Really?" said Jim, adding some rotation to his slowly pistoning finger.
"Mm-hm-m. I bet I could, if I had something just a little bit thicker and longer than your sweet finger."
Jim looked down at his cock, and it seemed to be looking up at him though its sightless eye as it reached up from his loins like an eager youth volunteering for an adventure into the darkest unknown.
He said, "Could I..? What if I…?"
"What if you put some Vaseline on your cock and gave me a good, hard butt-fucking?" said his aunt.
By that time her asshole was craving, and Jayne kept the craving alive with her finger while Jim excitedly smeared the goo on his cock. He got between her legs on his knees. She raised up on her knees and presented him with an excellent target.
"It's too tight! You're too tight! I won't fit!" he protested.
In answer, she reached back between her legs and took hold of his balls, and sighed very loudly as she drew the full length of his fine, hard cock through the ring of her asshole.
"Oh! Oh, Auntie Jayne! It's so tight and so hot!" Jim cried, pistoning fast with his cock in her asshole.
"Yes, isn't it lovely! Darling, you're already started me cumming! How I love to have you fuck me! Jim darling, how I love to have you make me cum!!!" "I'm cumming, too! I can't hold it back! Oh! so much! Ah! It's still squirting out in you, auntie Jayne!"
"Nobody makes me cum as hard as you do, Jim!" Jayne shouted, as torrent of hot jism spurted and gushed from his fast pumping cock and into her wildly contorting and clutching asshole. "You make me feel like a real, real woman!"



CHAPTER SIX


Jayne took another short nap while Jim got the barbecue started. When she rose and put on a nice summery little dress and went out to the kitchen, she found her niece very dourly shelling peas at the sink.
"Babs, whatever's wrong?" said Jayne. "You look as if you've been crying."
"Nothing's wrong! Just leave me alone!"
"Darling, if it's because of what we did this afternoon, I want you to know that was only because I love you so much that I wanted to have a good time with you. And wasn't it fun?"
"It was awful and I hate you!" said Barbara Jean, and ran weeping out of the kitchen.
Jayne took over the peas herself, smiling over her work.
Jim shortly came in, saying, "I picked out a really nice steak for you, Auntie Jayne. When I sneak into your room tonight, can I butt-fuck you again? Geez, that was great!"
"See that your sister gets the nice steak. She's not feeling well."
"Oh, yeah? You sure feel good," said Jim, reaching inside her bodice to fondle and squeeze her tits, and feeling and fooling all around her cunt and her ass.
Jayne shelled a few more peas and said, "Stop that, Jim. What if your sister should come out and see us?"
"Aw, screw her. Geez, you look nice tonight. Gee, you sure do smell good. Let's fuck right now!"
She had to take his hands from her body. He stayed close beside her, panting, as she shook her head and said, "I'm really worried about Babs… about Barbara Jean. I believe she has a fever. Did you notice how flushed she looked?"
"No, but I noticed what nice big tits you have. Can't we sneak into the bathroom for one quick fuck?"
"I'm sorry, dear, but I'm just too worried about Barbara Jean to think about having fun right now. Who knows? I might even have to stay up with her all night long."
"Aw, no! That's a burn! That's a rip-off! How am I gonna get to sleep with you looking after her? I'll die! My balls will swell up till they're as big as tomatoes, and I'll just die!"
"You will lower your voice, young man! And if worst comes to worst tonight, you will resort to the very simple expedient of employing your fist as a route to tranquility!"
"Huh?"
"Jerk off if you have to tonight, but get out there and tend to your coals right now! And see to it that your sister gets the best steak!"
Barbara Jean sulked her way through dinner. She dabbled with her steak, she toyed with her peas, and she cast mournful looks from her red-rimmed eyes at her aunt. Those looks, she cast at her brother were full of venom, though he failed to notice them at all, so preoccupied was he with the rare steak on his plate and the well-done tits of his aunt.
When Barbara Jean started clearing off the table, her aunt stopped her and told Jim to do it. He argued but then he obeyed, and while he was clattering about in the kitchen, Barbara Jean looked shyly at Jayne and said, "I'm sorry for what I said this afternoon. I don't really hate you."
"It's all right, Barbara Jean. Excuse me, please. I'm going in to look at the evening news while Jim does the dishes."
Barbara Jean followed her aunt into the living room. She sat close beside her on the couch, fidgeting, and at last touching her hand and whispering, "And what we did wasn't awful at all."
"Perhaps you'll understand more about it when you're older, dear," said Jayne. "And now if you'll excuse me, I'm going to lie down and rest for a while."
"Could I… come with you? And talk?"
"I suppose. For a little while."
Jim met them in the hall and angrily demanded to know where they were going. Jayne sent Barbara Jean on ahead, and said to her nephew, "I told you, your sister isn't feeling well. I'm going to look after her till I'm sure she's all right. And you, young man, are going out back to mix up five yards of planting soil."
"What? That job stinks! That's something Pop always does!"
"You're doing it now if it takes all night! Get going!"
He wailed and he moaned and he headed for the work shed, and Jayne went on to the master bedroom. Its bathroom door was closed, and Jayne looked the hall door after her and sat down at her sister-in-law's vanity table to brush her hair and put on some perfume and make-up. In just a few minutes, Barbara Jean emerged from the bathroom, looking charmingly timid, dressed in a sheer white negligee.
"It's my mom's," she said. "Do you like it? She bought lots of things like this a couple of years ago when she and my pop were arguing so much. She never wears them now. Does it look okay on me?" She looked apprehensively at her aunt as she drew the gauzy nylon closer about her girlishly slim body with nervous hands. "Wearing this sort of makes me feel like a real woman. Isn't that silly?"
"Not at all. Come closer, dear. Yes, you look lovely in it." Jayne ran her soft hands over her niece's thinly clad body as she said, "It's a little large for you, but you'll fill it out soon. These nice little titties of yours aren't as big as your mother's yet, but they're certainly growing. This little bottom of yours certainly has a womanly shape to it already. You look just fine in a negligee, Barbara Jean."
Barbara Jean stood nervously twisting her hands behind her back while her solicitous aunt adjusted the diaphanous nylon about her, and she said, "What were you and Jim doing in here this afternoon?"
"Oh, we were just talking. Yes, you're getting a nice little shape on you. Hardly any baby-fat left on you at all. You don't seem to be as ticklish as you were this afternoon. Why's that?"
Barbara Jean took a tiny step closer to her aunt, parting her trembling legs as she did so, and she said, "Only kids are ticklish." Her fingers began inching up the negligee's skirt. "Grown-ups don't giggle all over when somebody they like a whole lot plays around with them."
"Grown-ups don't cry, either," said Jayne, and got up from the vanity table. "You say your mother has more pretty things like that negligee? Why don't we try some of them on?"
Aunt and niece helped each other in and out of quite a few gossamer garments, designed for women to wear for their men.
"Auntie Jayne, what's a dildo?"
"Oh, it's nothing," Jayne replied. "At least it's nothing for you to concern herself with."
"Tell me, Auntie Jayne, please do! Will you tell me what a dildo is if I… if I kiss your cunt?" said the girl, and before Jayne could answer, Barbara Jean smacked a kiss through the lace.
The older woman smiled.
"Why, Barbara Jean," said Jayne, "I'm surprised at you for thinking you could change my mind with a little kiss. Dildos definitely aren't for you. They're for nasty old horny women, lonely widows like me. Get up now, and I'll help you try on some other things."
Barbara Jean wouldn't let go of the subject. She wheedled and pleaded while she and her aunt tried on more of her mother's intimate things. At last, with a sigh, Jayne took her traveling dildo out of her suitcase and handed it over to Barbara Jean, saying, "You see, it's a plastic cock with two ends on it. You can use either end to fuck yourself, or if you run into another lonely, horny woman, the two of you can use both ends at the same time. It's flexible, and it always stays good and hard."
"Eek!" said Barbara Jean, and threw the thing onto the bed.
There it lay, receiving troubled, sidelong glances from Barbara Jean while she and her aunt went through the rest of Marge's lingerie. Naked, and feeling extremely good, Jayne sat down on the bed and said, "That was such fun trying on all those slinky things. Would you mind trying on that white negligee again, dear, while I watch? You looked so sweet and innocent in it." She picked up the dildo and toyed with it in her hands while her niece quickly did as she'd asked. The bedroom was all strewn with gauzy feminine garments as Barbara Jean came to sit at Jayne's feet.
"I don't feel very sweet and innocent," she said, caressing her aunt's dimpled knees with her hands and her cheeks. "Not after what all we did this afternoon. That was such fun!"
"Was it, dear?" said Jayne, stroking her niece's hair, then teasing a finger about the girl's sweet pink lips.
"It sure was," Barbara Jean murmured, kissing her aunt's fingertip, then catching her hand and kissing quite deeply between her fingers, all the while looking apprehensively at the long pink plastic object lying across Jayne's nubile thighs. She giggled and hugged Jayne's knees against her tits. "Gosh, it made me feel so funny when you were kissing me down there."
"Oh? Down where?"
"You know where," Barbara Jean coyly murmured, and reached past the dildo to tickle a finger across the uppermost fringes of her aunt's black pubic hair.
"Can't you say it? Is that a nasty word?"
"C-Cunt isn't a nasty word. And you're not a nasty old woman, like you said you were. You're the nicest aunt a girl ever had, and… and if you wanted me to, I'd kiss your cunt like you did mine. I might not be able to do it as super-good as you did," Barbara Jean said in a sudden rush of words, "but I know I could do it! Do you want me to? Do you, Aunt Jayne?"
Jayne petted her niece's pink-flushed cheek, and said, "I'm sure I'd enjoy it. Matter of fact, my cunt's getting all itchy and wet from just talking about it. But the question is, do you want to do it?"
"I do! Ohh-h, I do!" Barbara Jean declared, clutching hard and her aunt's smooth thighs, breathing hard as she stared at the juncture of her loins.
Jayne parted her legs several inches. She reached down between them and gave her cunt a warm, tingling squeeze, and said, "I've a lot to kiss, Barbara Jean. My cunt's a lot bigger than yours. You see?"
Barbara Jean chewed on her lip and moaned. She knew very well she should be repelled by what she was looking at now, but the sight of her aunt's black-haired cuntlips being widely spread by her fingers to reveal pulsing pink, glistening wet cuntflesh thoroughly thrilled her. She picked up the dildo and set it aside on the bed, and then leaned forward between her aunt's more widely parting legs, almost whining as she said, "I'll kiss every bit of it, Auntie Jayne. I promise, I'll do it real good."
"Oh, what a sweet thing you are," said Jayne, and bent down to kiss the top of her niece's head as the girl kissed her cunt. "Yes, and you've a sweet little mouth. Your kisses feel so nice. But where's your tongue? Did some cat get it before it got to my pussy? Ah! Ah, yes! There it is. Mmm-m-m. You are a sweet thing to be so nice to your poor widowed aunt. D'you think you can find Auntie's clitty with your tongue?"
Jayne paused to catch her breath, and to watch and smile as her niece's stiffly extended tongue probed through livid pink cuntflesh and found her clitoris. "Yes, there it is! Oh, that's lovely!" she said, and picked up the dildo and began rubbing Barbara Jean's back with it. "Ah, your tongue feels divine. Keep that up and I'm liable to have one of my great big orgasms, right in your pretty face. And if you should give my clitty a real nice sucking, I just know I couldn't keep from cumming."
Barbara Jean stopped to look up at her aunt, panting, chin dripping with pungent cunt juice. Jayne smiled down on her and touched the dildo to the tip of her niece's nose, and the girl quickly swooped down with her mouth and began sucking and licking Jayne's heavily swollen clitoris.
"Oh! Babsie! That feels wonderful!" Jayne cried, falling back on the bed on her elbows, placing her feet on the edge of the bed to give the girl still more of what she wanted.
"You're making me feel just wonderful! Ah! Oh! Darling, Babsie!!! I don't know when I've cum this hard! Oh! Yes! A little more! Suck and lick and kiss, angel girl! Babsie, you're wonderful!"
Jayne had two very definite orgasms, one right after the other, and Barbara Jean would have taken her on to a third if the noise at the door hadn't grown so much louder. It grew so very loud that at last it distracted Barbara Jean from her rewardingly avid cunt-sucking. She abruptly looked up, saying, "It's Jim! What'll we do?"
"I'll handle him. You handle this," said her aunt, and gave Barbara Jean the dildo with which she'd been moving between her orgasming loins and Barbara Jean's lovely kisses. Jayne was still quaking and shaking with orgasmic tremors as she went to answer the knocks and the shouts at the door.
Jim was grimy with sand and soil and manure, and quite obviously angry as could be as he said, "What's going on in there?"
"Your sister and I are just having a talk," said his aunt, as behind her, Barbara Jean resumed kissing her aunt's cunt, down on her knees between Jayne's legs, and shielded by the door which her aunt had opened just a crack.
"Well, what are you talking about?"
"That's none of your – Ooo! – none of your business. It's girl talk. Go back to your work."
"I'm done with it! Lemme in there! I wanta talk, too!"
"Go take a shower. Frankly, you – Ooo! – you stink."
"What's going on in there?" he shouted. "My dumb sister's name isn't Babsie! Lemme in there!"
Jayne grabbed Jim's nose and pinched it as hard as she could, so hard he almost failed to gape at her naked tit through the crack in the door. Her voice was as angry as his as she said, "Your sister's smart enough to be in here with me! And if you ever want to be, you'd better get your fanny out there and start mixing up another two yards of planting mix!"



CHAPTER SEVEN


"I'm so sorry for the interruption," said Jayne. "What did you do with the dildo?"
"I, uh… I put it under the bed. But we don't really need it! Do we, Auntie Jayne? Do we?"
Barbara Jean was on the verge of weeping again when her aunt recovered the dildo. She handed it over to Barbara Jean, saying, "Take it in the bathroom and give it a good washing, then bring it back in here."
The girl returned carrying it with two fingers, as if it was a dead snake. Jayne took it from her, saying, "Don't be such a baby. You'll love it once you get used to it. Kissing cunts is delightful, but now and again a girl likes to have her cunt stretched, and have a good workout. Just sit down on the bed in front of me and watch while I get started with our precious plaything."
Barbara Jean sat with her negligee pulled down over her clasped, upright knees. Her smiling aunt, something of an exhibitionist, grinned warmly at her as she stood on her knees on the bed and licked and sucked on one end of the long dildo. "It goes in easier if it's nice and wet. My cunt's nice and wet from your kisses. Is yours a little damp?"
Barbara Jean nodded. She reached down between her legs and felt herself, and smiled weakly and nodded again. Her hand remained under the negligee skirt as she watched her aunt fit the wetted, penis-shaped end of the dildo between the lips of her cunt. Jayne sighed and Barbara Jean made a face as Jayne wormed and worked the long thing about in her cunt until its end was out of sight.
"This feels so nice!" said Jayne, rubbing her clitoris with two fingers of one hand, while with the other hand she worked a little more of the dildo in and out of her cunt.
Her stiff-nippled tits were quivering with her actions. Her grin was lascivious now, and her eyes glinted lustfully at her niece, just a few feet in front of her, watching in horrified fascination, and continuing to squeeze her cupped hand over her cunt. Jayne could see that now, for Barbara Jean's legs had parted slightly, and the negligee skirt was up to her knees.
"Yessss, that's the way!" said Jayne, easing a good six inches of solid plastic cock in her cunt.
Barbara Jean gasped aloud, and her hand clutched hard at her cunt, but then it was softly moving again as her smiling aunt sat back on the bed with the unused half of the dildo lying between her legs on the bedspread.
"Oh, that's delightful," said Jayne, softly arching and turning her hips, and using her cuntal muscles to squeeze the impaling dildo.
"It's moving!" said Barbara Jean, leaning forward to look.
"So is your hand. Lift up your skirt to your waist, darling. Let me see you play with your pretty cunt."
Barbara Jean's gaze never left Jayne's cunt as she tucked up her negligee. Her legs were parted almost obscenely wide now to let her aunt see her cunt and her fast moving fingers. One of her shoulder straps had slipped down to reveal a spectacularly pink tit. Her aunt was altogether thrilled at what she saw.
Jayne took the dildo in both hands and started working it in and out of her cunt. Barbara Jean's face turned white, then changed back to rosy pink as she leaned closer still. Jayne elevated her knees and began thrusting and humping up with her hips at the deeply stabbing dildo, and Barbara Jean unconsciously moaned in unison with her Aunt.
"Are you ready, Babsie?" said Jayne. "Are you ready to get on the other end of this beautiful cock with me?"
"I don't know. I…" Barbara Jean stammered, and started to close her legs.
"I do," said her aunt. "Your cunt's just as wet as when I was sucking it today. Lie down on your back. Get that pillow and put it under your pretty ass. And hold your cuntlips open for me, Babsie. I don't want to hurt you."
As always when introducing a girl to a dildo, Jayne was inordinately excited. Perhaps she was more excited than usually just now, because she was so very fond of her niece. Barbara Jean's blue eyes were very wide as she lay there looking up at her aunt as she hovered over her. Her fingers were stretching her cuntlips to the utmost as Jayne touched the end of the dildo to her cunt. When she did, Barbara Jean flinched, and Jayne proceeded to move the end through Barbara Jean's open slit, saying, "Easy does it. Got to get it nice and wet. Hold still, dear. We'll have it inside you in a moment. Just a little bit of it now. Just the tip. There. There! It's inside the lips of your cunt now! How does it feel?" Jayne eagerly asked, gazing down past her dangling tits at the hot frightened girl whose negligee was bunched about her waist and whose cunt was being split by the dildo.
"I guess it's… all right," she replied.
"Of course it is, Babsie, dear. Now try this," said Jayne, and she burrowed forward, settling the weight of her loins on those of her niece till the dildo was out of sight between their mingling pubic hairs.
Barbara Jean yelped very sharply, and when Jayne drew back, there was bright red blood on the dildo. "Hurt very much?" she said.
"Just for a second. I'm okay. Honest, Aunt Jayne!"
"Of course you are. And how does it feel in you now?"
"Feels lovely! It feels just super!" said Barbara Jean, and her legs went around her aunt's hips to pull the dildo back into her cunt.
Together they fucked and humped their ways to a rapid mutual climax that left them both wilted and gasping for breath. They nestled close, belly to belly, and tit to tit, joined by the dildo, with whisperings leading to giggling. The giggling led to more fucking, and they churned up the bed in their sudden and overwhelming need to cum once again. Then, with the edge off their sexual appetites, they settled down to a long evening of mutual pleasures at the opposite ends of the long plastic cock.
Jayne showed her niece a dozen or more different positions for fucking, each of which Barbara Jean quickly learned. Her enthusiasm and natural aptitude soon had her devising improvisations which greatly gratified her aunt. The white negligee had long since been shed from Barbara Jean's body as they humped and fucked from the bed to the floor and back. Twice in the night, Jim pounded loudly at the door, threatening to break it down, but Jayne and Barbara Jean just giggled and shushed each other and went on with their fucking until, during one of their rest periods, Barbara Jean fell fast asleep.
Jayne carefully extracted the dildo from their cunts, kissed it and put it back in her suitcase. Barbara Jean didn't waken when Jayne unlocked the door, picked her up, and carried her out of the bedroom. Jim was sound asleep in the hall, and Jayne didn't disturb him on her return from his sister's bedroom after tucking the sleeping girl under the covers.
Jayne felt like a queen in the morning, when both Jim and Barbara Jean vied to bring her breakfast in bed. And she felt like a slave-driver when she sent them both out to the hot-houses to work, with an unspecified reward for the best job done. Both Barbara Jean and Jim collected that reward, each at discreetly separate times of the day, as their aunt sent them on unnecessary errands separately.
She proved to be most adept at shuffling her niece and her nephew about, giving her time alone with each of them. But as clever as Aunt Jayne was, her nephew and niece grew jealous of one another.
Each one tried to be at her side all the time. Going to the supermarket was an ordeal, with Jim and Barbara Jean each trying to push the cart, arguing with each other all the way, and trying to select choice groceries for their aunt. The work in the hot-houses was done in no time at all now, for brother and sister worked together now, each one unwilling to let the other out of sight. They set the table and did the dishes together. They sat at each of Jayne's sides, stealthily scratching at each of her hips, while all three looked at television at night. They kept such close watch on each other that by the end of Jayne's last week of vacation, she was getting terrifically horny.
Jayne was a country girl and a businesswoman, and therefore quite direct in solving her problems, and the problem between her legs was becoming acute. She set out to solve it on Thursday night, while the three of them were looking at television.
The living room was very dimly lit. Barbara Jean was sitting on the couch to the right of her aunt, and Jim was sitting there on her left. Both sister and brother were gazing straight ahead at the rather dull program, and each of them was softly but desperately scratching at the side of Jayne's thigh, at her hip, at her arm, at any part of her they could reach without being observed by the other. This had happened several times before. At first Jayne had found their stealth pleadings for sex to be amusing, and rather flattering. But by then it was not only getting her horny, it was irritating her. She unfolded her hands from her lap and laid them at her sides, and each was immediately grasped and tightly squeezed by the brother and sister. Jayne twisted free of them and proceeded to give them a dose of their own teasing medicine, stealthily scratching and plucking at whatever parts of their anatomy she could reach without her hands being observed. The teens reacted quickly and positively.
Jayne's right finger prodding suggestively into Barbara Jean's soft flank caused the girl to murmur a barely audible sigh. Her left hand fondly pinching Jim's hip made him utter a tiny moan. There in the darkness, Jayne tickled and prodded and plucked at them, and was very pleasantly surprised at how well they both responded to this.
Jim clearly had a hard-on, for he now kept his hands tightly clasped over his lap. Barbara Jean, still murmuring little sighs, was squirming her little ass on the couch and clutching at her stomach. The scent of Barbara Jean's sweet cunt was faint but distinct in the room, and it mingled, with the scent of Jim's warm, humid loins. Both Jim and Barbara Jean were getting hot, but not hot enough to suit Jayne just yet.
Jayne turned as if to murmur a comment to Barbara Jean, blew her warm breath in her ear squeezed her on the thigh, and felt her niece melt against her. She did the same thing with her nephew, and had Jim panting close at her side. And now, with a hand on each of their thighs, Jayne squeezed them both very warmly and smiled into each pair of yearning eyes.
She turned her back on her niece, cupped Jim's hot cheek in her hand and kissed him, saying, "Thank you so much helping with the dishes tonight."
Barbara Jean's eyes were filled with tears when Jayne turned to her, but the tears quickly turned to stars when Jayne kissed her and fondled her tits and said, "And thank you for setting the table, dear."
"Hey, what's goin' on?" Jim said. "If you're gonna kiss her like that, I'm gonna go in my room!"
"We'll miss you," said Jayne, and squeezed the hard bulge in his pants, then turned back to her gasping niece and gave her another warm kiss while she played with her tits.
Jim was still there when the long kiss ended. His sister smirked and snapped at him, "Well, go on to your room!"
"I'm not gonna leave you here with her!" Jim said.
"You said you would, so do it!"
"I changed my mind, so there!"
As their voices raised in volume, their aunt smiled and unbuttoned her blouse. By the time she'd removed it, brother and sister had both fallen silent. Still smiling, Jayne unhooked and removed her brassiere, and Jim and Barbara Jean gaped through the dimness and fidgeted nervously on the couch.
Jayne got to her feet and stretched, turned on the end table lamp, and smiled down on the red-faced pair as she fondled and squeezed her bare tits.
She unzipped her skirt, and Barbara Jean plaintively said, "You shouldn't be doing that here."
She shimmied out of the skirt, and Jim said, "Gosh darn it, let's go to my room!"
She stripped off her panties and tossed them away, and sat down between them again. Each of them reached for her, half lustfully and half protectively, and Jayne pushed them back, saying, "Hands off till you both take off your clothes."
"I couldn't do that in front of him!" said Barbara Jean. Her grinning brother was already ripping off his clothes.
Barbara Jean squealed and jumped up to run, but then stopped and started giggling, pointing down to Jim's stiff cock, and saying, "Is that all he's got?"
"It's enough!" Jim angrily said, and Jayne smiled and nodded.
"You two have been… doing it?" said Barbara Jean, still looking down at her brother's cock, which showed no signs at all of shyness under inspection.
"Of course we have. That's what this is for," said her aunt, and reached up to take Jim's cock in her hand. With her other hand, she tickled about Barbara Jean's skirted loins. "That's what this is for, too."
"Jim's little thing isn't for me," said Barbara Jean, grinning at her aunt, and pressing Jayne's hand closer against her very warm little cunt. "You know what your Babsie likes, and it sure isn't dinky cocks like Jim's got."
"It's something that every girl should try," said Jayne, and she leaned forward and took Jim's hard cock in her mouth, an experience made doubly enjoyable by the gasp of her niece.
"Aunt Jayne, how can you do that? I'm going to my room! I never want to see either one of you again!"
Jayne grabbed her niece by the skirt and stopped her. She slipped her other hand up under her skirt and groped at Barbara Jean's cunt, and at once the angry scowl left the girl's face and she was panting and looking very distressed. "Please, Auntie Jayne, not in front of him! You know I just love it when you're nice to me that way, but I can't stand to have him watching!"
Jayne deftly slipped aside the crotchband of Barbara Jean's panties and just as deftly slipped her index finger up in her cunt. It entered quite easily, for her niece's cunt was, all slippery and wet with slick goodness. Barbara Jean was panting in earnest now, and clutching at her feverish loins as her aunt slid her finger out of her cunt, and softly said, "Don't run off, dear. Jim won't hurt you. I'll be here to see to that. I always know what's good for you, now, don't I? And it'd be very good for you now if you simply stood where you are while we help you undress. You know I'll be gone in a few days, and this might be the very last chance we have to be nice to each other."
Jayne's finger had been on the move along with her tongue, slipping and sliding out of a tight little hole that had had nothing more than neglect for the past several days. The words that Jayne spoke and the finger she moved had. Barbara Jean swaying with indecision when Jim stepped forward to unbutton her blouse.
"Man oh man, I've always wanted to take a good look at her tits!" Jim said as he opened her blouse.
"I'll let him look!" said the anguished and very hot girl. "But then I've just got to be alone with you, Auntie Jayne."
"We'll see," said Jayne, still sliding one finger in and out of Barbara Jean's juicy cunt, and now warmly massaging her own hungry cunt.
"Not bad," Jim said. He had slipped up the cups of his sister's brassiere in his eagerness to get at her tits, and now he was playing with both of them, quite ignoring Barbara Jean's tearful protests.
"Make him stop, Auntie Jayne! I only said he could look!" She shoved her naked and giggling brother away from her, saying, "Just stop it or I'll tell Mom all about this!"
Jayne moved her thumb up to Barbara Jean's clitoris, and that little movement was more effective than shackles in holding her niece where she was. Jayne's voice was a purr as she said, "She won't breathe a word of this, Jim. Just look, she's about to cum."
"I am not!" said Barbara Jean, fists balled up at her sides, quaking, and shaking all over with anger and animal heat. "I won't do a thing as long as he's here! I may not ever cum again!"
"Fine, then just stand there," said Jayne, and nodded in her direction at Jim, who moved in with both hands reaching out for her.
"I hate him, Aunt Jayne! I can't stand having him touch me!" said Barbara Jean, and Jim peeled off her blouse and unhooked her brassiere and reached around her to squeeze her bare tits.
"Auntie Jayne, I thought you loved me!" said Barbara Jean, weeping and squirming her cunt against Jayne's moving fingers, and her grinning brother unzipped her skirt.
Barbara Jean was too weak from fighting against her lusts as her brother and aunt quickly took off her skirt and panties. She was so out of her head that she didn't react to her bare-assed nudity until Jim said, "She hasn't hardly got any hair on her cunt."
It was only then that Barbara Jean shrieked and tried to cover her tits and her cunt. She might have found the strength and the will power to scamper away then, but her laughing aunt yanked her down on top of her to simultaneously tickle her and further excite her.
Aunt and niece rolled naked on the couch. They were tit to tit and belly to belly and cunt to cunt, and all of it was in constant motion and driving Jim half out of his mind. His cock was so hard that it hurt, and his balls were so full of jism that some of it drooled out the end of his cock.
Jayne was soft and voluptuous, Barbara Jean was lithe and firm. Together they presented a contrasting picture of every woman and girl Jim had ever lusted for, and they were so closely mingling that it was hard to tell where one stopped and the other began.
He got up on the couch on his knees, between two pair of flailing legs, Barbara Jean's hard little asscheeks were twisting and squirming in every direction, while under her cunt and Jayne's, Jim could see the marshmallow soft buttocks of his aunt as they turned this way and that on the couch cushion. He couldn't quite see all of their cunts, not until Jayne reached down and widely parted his sister's firm buttocks.
"Don't, Auntie Jayne! Let me up now!" Barbara Jean squealed, then screamed at the top of her lungs as she looked back over her shoulder to see Jim moving in on her.
"Hold her still, Auntie Jayne! Hold her still!" Jim said, thrusting his steely hard cock between his aunt's spreading fingers.
Barbara Jean was an elusive target. She continued to scream and squall and thrash in every direction as her brother jabbed with his cock and her aunt spread her asscheeks wide. The girl knew very well that those hands on her backside were not enough to hold her where she was, but they somehow combined with the naked and wonderfully mobile body of her aunt to keep her from wrenching herself out from between Jayne and Jim.
She felt Jim's cock plunge into her asshole, and she screamed once again and succeeded in twisting away from it. And then, up in her cunt went his cock, just for an instant before she could twist away and expel it, but quite long enough for it to leave a shamefully burning brand deep inside her.
Jim didn't care which hole he was fucking in. Not until his jabbing, stabbing cock slipped further down and rammed though the red-haired cuntlips of his aunt. That sweetly familiar cunt wasn't as tight as his sister's, but the sudden orgasmic gasp from his aunt was better by far than any mere physical sensation.
One jab and one gasp, and Aunt Jayne was cumming. Barbara Jean felt it very clearly, even through all her wailing and twistings. She felt it come up out of Jayne's cushiony belly and enter her guts, and completely break down her resolve not to cum herself.
"Stick it in me! Jim, let me feel it again!" she implored, although she could still clearly feel every hot, inner imprint already made by his cock.
Jim obliged, quite blindly, quite happily, thrusting indiscriminately with his hips, stabbing anywhere he could with his cock, not knowing at all now which of four lovely holes he was entering with a cock that was spurting jism.
"Uh-h! Oh-h! Aunt Jayne, he's really making me cum!" said Barbara Jean.
"Yes! Yes, keep it up! My God," said her aunt, "I can feel it every time he goes into you!"
Holding onto his sister's obligingly uptilted ass, Jim fucked all he could of both her and their aunt while his cock gushed and spurted. His pearly white jism was all over Barbara Jean's darling white buttocks and all over the frantically squirming cunts that were kissing so wildly. At any place it thrust, Jim's cock found a welcome home. Even in between their cunts was a great delight, for then the knob of his cock could reach both of their clitorises, and send the two naked females off on another peak in their orgasmic embrace. It seemed to drag buckets of jism out of him. Each of his hot ejaculations were long and drawn out, making him shudder and moan and grab with his hands and thrust hard with his cock, and each one was quickly followed by another that sent his cock spurting into a different hole. His cock seemed to have the Midas touch, not for gold, but for cunt, for each place it touched was at once turned into a cosmic cunt. When at last he slumped forward on top of his sister's nude body, he knew that at last he had learned all there was to know about fucking, and he knew he was too exhausted to ever fuck again.



CHAPTER EIGHT


When Jim's cock came to rest it was nestled closely between the cunts of his aunt and his sister. They were still squeezing orgasms out of each other, and taking every advantage they could of the rubbery hard cockhead so closely sandwiched between their clitorises.
"Fun?" said Aunt Jayne, burrowing the stiff nipples of her tits against her niece's delightfully firm little tits.
"Gosh, it was great! It still is! It's much better than a dildo!" Barbara Jean enthused, wiggling happily between her immobile brother and her sensuously writhing aunt. "But it's getting away from us now. Jim, don't take it away!"
"In some ways a dildo is better," Jayne said with a sigh, as Jim's dwindling cock slowly receded from between their warmly tingling and closely clasping cunts.
Barbara Jean begged her brother to do it some more, and Jayne said, "I'm afraid he's gone soft for a while. It's up to you and me to get him up hard and ready again if we want to have any more fun with his cock."
"Gone soft? I want to see," said Barbara Jean, and Jim was flopped over against the back of the couch as his sister wriggled out from under him.
Both Jayne and Barbara Jean helped to sit the vapidly grinning teen on the couch cushions. He sat there slumped back, while his sister examined his cock.
"Gee, there's just nothing to it now!" said Barbara Jean. "It felt even bigger than our dildo before, but now it's no more than a fat little worm."
"Believe me, your brother's got a beauty of a cock."
"It just looks silly now. And I was so scared of it before." Barbara Jean laughed as she flopped Jim's wet cock back and forth between his open thighs.
"Kiss the beauty," said her aunt. "You should, you know, after all the pleasure it gave you."
"Kiss that silly thing?" Barbara Jean tossed her head back and laughed, and laughed again as she pulled on her brother's limp cock. "There isn't enough there to kiss even if I felt like it."
"It's all nice and wet with cunt juice," said her aunt.
Barbara Jean's eyebrows went up. She licked her lips, then bent down and licked the knob of the cock peeping out of her hand. She giggled and said, "It sure is." And she managed to wrap her pink lips about the pink knob and nurse on it quite well.
Jim breathed a weak sigh.
"Mm-m-m," said Barbara Jean. "Tastes better than cunt."
"I know what you mean," said her aunt. It was absolutely inspirational to her to see Barbara Jean sucking Jim's cock. Just minutes before Barbara Jean had been revolted by it and appalled by her nakedness, and now she was getting all she could of his cock in her mouth and glowing with pleasure instead of shame. Together they made a pretty picture, Jim relaxed and Barbara Jean still excited, both of them beautifully naked and quite unashamed of it. Jayne leaned over and kissed Jim's cheek, then leaned down and kissed the top of Barbara Jean's head.
"It seems to be getting a little bigger," said Barbara Jean, and immediately took Jim's cock in her mouth again.
"And I seem to be getting a nice little twitch in my cunt again. How about you?" said Aunt Jayne, and reached down between Barbara Jean's slender thighs.
Those thighs quickly opened. Barbara Jean, like her aunt, wasn't one to pass up any pleasure to be had. She smiled up at her aunt with her eyes, and would have blown her a kiss if her mouth hadn't been so filled with stiffening cock.
Jayne hadn't had nearly enough of Jim's cock, nor of his sister's cunt. Barbara Jean was seated just on the edge of the couch. Jayne was reaching across Jim's legs to tickle and rub her niece's cum-smeared cunt. Barbara Jean tried to grasp Jayne's hand when Jayne started to remove it from between her legs, but Jayne drew it away and licked her wetted fingers.
Delicious! Jim's sex or Barbara Jean's sex, the taste of either one had a salutory effect on their aunt. But the taste of their sex in combination had Jayne licking between her fingers and smacking her lips before she got down on her knees on the carpet.
Barbara Jean was already opening her legs for the kisses her aunt had taught her to dote on. They'd been playing for only a very short time, but already her little cunt was more swollen, and more beautiful, than Jayne could recall having seen it. She gazed at it, tormenting herself with its proximity, while with the tip of her tongue she sought and found cunt juice and jism and girl sweat between Barbara Jean's satiny pink thighs. Barbara Jean's cunt was even pinker than her thighs and so beautifully puffed and swollen that the silky hair all about it seemed thinner, making Barbara Jean's cunt look like that of a much younger girl.
Jayne was getting marvelously excited again. So was Barbara Jean. Jayne was deliberately teasing herself now, retracing sweet paths her tongue had already taken, and forcing herself to keep her hands on Barbara Jean's calves instead of clutching and rubbing at her horny cunt. Whatever it was, self-control or auto-erotic technique, Barbara Jean didn't have it. Still sucking on Jim's cock, quite lustily now, the lovely girl began rubbing her cunt with vigor.
It doubled the torment and pleasure for Jayne, then redoubled that when Barbara Jean stopped her flying fingers and used them to spread out the lips of her cunt very widely. The flesh within was lividly pink and glistening wet. Its sweet perfume alone was enough to make Jayne feel giddy.
She moved her head closer in between Barbara Jean's thighs, smacking kisses, sucking succulent flesh as she went. Barbara Jean couldn't stand it. She started rubbing her cunt once again, gave it a good, hard massage from top to bottom, and then held her cuntlips open with tensely trembling fingers, awaiting the arrival of her Aunt Jayne's mouth.
A ripple of orgasmic splendor swept through Jayne's body as she placed the warmest of kisses on the hottest of Barbara Jean's private parts. It was still tingling through her as she backed off to gaze upon what she had kissed, and now Barbara Jean inserted her middle finger in her fuck hole and rapidly, frantically started stabbing it in and out. Jayne took Barbara Jean's finger out of her cunt and kissed it, then thrust her waggling tongue as far as it would reach in her hole.
The orgasm that swept though Jayne was a first for her. She had never cum just from kissing a girl's cunt, no matter how lovely and tasty that cunt was. But it was more than just Barbara Jean's cunt that inspired Jayne's orgasm. It was Barbara Jean herself, ecstatically sucking on Jim's fully hard cock, and it was also the sight of Jim, sprawled back on the couch and panting with pleasure that his dear Aunt Jayne had first shown him. Through the media of Barbara Jean's cunt, Jayne thanked them both for her pleasures. She was certain that each of her passionate kissing and licking were being felt by Jayne as well as by Barbara Jean, transmitted to him through the mouth of his sister. Jayne kissed Barbara Jean's cunt more avidly still, and now the cuntal pleasures in the girl were such that she fell back against the couch beside her brother, spread her legs wider, and came.
"Oh, Auntie Jayne! Yes! Yes, suck your babsie's hot cunt! Aow! Oh! Suck it and make me cum! Again! Again! Again!"
Jim sat up and took notice, first of the way that his aunt was sucking and kissing his sister's cunt, and then of the way his cock was neglected. It was stiff as a board and all wet from his sister's kisses, and now it was wrapped in his flying fist as he gaped at the beauty of his beautiful aunt sucking off his sister.
Jayne reached up and stopped him. She took her dripping mouth from Barbara Jean's explosively hot cunt long enough to say, "No more masturbation. You promised. And there's really no need for it, dear, when your sister and I are both here."
Jim looked down at his aunt, who winked back at him as she went back to kissing Barbara Jean's cunt. Then he looked at his sister, leaned back against the couch cushions, moaning and panting through her open mouth. He stood up on the couch, stepped over his sister till he was straddling her thighs, and there he took her head in his hands and guided her mouth to his cock.
Barbara Jean looked just like she'd discovered an old and cherished friend. She sat up to get more of his cock in her mouth, then took hold of his thighs and drew him forward and deeper into her mouth while she leaned back again to enjoy the cunnilingus of her aunt.
Jayne kept rubbing her cunt and eating Barbara Jean's and cumming and cumming in almost a steady stream. But now she quit her steaming hot cunt and reached up with a slippery wet hand to delve and probe for Jim's tight asshole. She couldn't even see that orifice between his quivering tight buns. Neither could he as he looked back over his shoulder. But Jayne delved and probed on till the tip of her finger found least resistance, and then inserted the whole of her finger and began slowly butt-fucking her hotly shivering nephew.
He could stand it for only a very short time. Then he was down from the couch and at her, trying to kiss her and hug her and feel her tits and finger-fuck her and eat her and fuck her, all at the same time. Barbara Jean looked at them, too dazed and dazzled to move, but looking sadly alone now that Jim's cock had been taken from her mouth and Jayne's mouth taken from her cunt.
Jayne had to calm Jim down just a little. Kissing and hugging him, laughing and petting him sweetly, she said, "Darling, don't try to do it all at once. Just relax. We're not going anywhere. Relax and have a good time. Okay?"
Still panting, wide-eyed, Jim nodded and said, "Sure! Okay! I'm relaxed! I'm okay!"
"Of course you are," said his aunt, and gave him a good long kiss, fully tasting the flavor of Barbara Jean's cunt on his mouth. Then she petted his head, licked around the corners of his mouth, and easily guided his head down between her legs to where he could get a good long taste of her cunt.
"Ah-h-h. Oh, that's fine, honey. Do me real good," she said.
He started out at her side, with his head almost upside down between her legs, his hot tongue flashing, his eager lips sucking. Jayne stroked his head and caressed her tits and enjoyed, enjoyed, enjoyed.
Up on the couch, Barbara Jean was sitting up, watching longingly, squirming her thighs together and rubbing her legs. "I haven't forgotten you," said her aunt, and smoothly changed Jim's position, so smoothly that his tongue never left her cunt as she moved about till he was crouched down between her upraised knees. He still kept on sucking her cunt, perhaps even more avidly now that he had such excellent access to it, while Jayne leaned back on her hands and let her orgasms flow into one.
"Oh! Yes! Darling!" she cried, lifting her ass off the carpet till he had both her cheeks in his hands, still sucking, still making her cum.
"Yes, Jim! Alittle more! All for me!" she exclaimed, as her orgasm peaked and she clung to that orgasm, grimacing, tossing her head, tilting her hips up for more of his mouth while her entire body quivered and shook with her joys.
Barbara Jean pounced on her then. She came off the couch in a rush and kissed her hotly, extending the peak of her aunt's drawn out orgasm, then going for her tits. She bit them and squeezed them and kissed them and mauled them, sending Jayne into new raptures, driven still farther into ecstasy by Jim's hot gaze looking up past her cunt hair at his sister's hands and mouth on his aunt's lovely body.
Jayne fell back on the floor, grabbed her niece and yanked her on top of her face. Barbara Jean moved right along with Jayne's hands, then settled down with her cunt on her aunt's upturned face, writhing her lithe body, smiling and fondling her fine tits.
"EEK! OH!" Barbara Jean screamed as her Aunt Jayne suddenly sucked on her clit just as hard as she could. The girl had never been so quickly catapulted into an orgasm.
Then right at the peak of Barbara Jean's sudden pleasure, Jayne rudely threw her off her chest and onto the floor. The girl was still cumming, almost pathetically now, quite alone, and desperately clutching her cunt. Her solitude didn't last long. Jayne yanked Jim's head from between her legs and thrust him in Barbara Jean's direction, for Jayne was starving for cock, any cock, but most of all cock that was hard and close to cumming.
"Oh! Oh, that's just super, Jim! Oooo! I didn't think guys could kiss cunts as good as girls! OH! OH-H-H, JIM!" Barbara Jean ecstatically wailed, until her aunt shut her up by turning about and holding the red-haired lips of her cunt open wide.
The three had a daisy chain going then. Sister and brother and aunt and nephew and niece were all sucking each other off. Jim's cock was delicious to Jayne. She wanted to suck in his balls, as well, though his bone-hard, red-hot cock filled her mouth with its goodness, while down below, his sister's hot little mouth was showing a passion it never had before. Of course Barbara Jean was half out of her mind with her joys, as was Jim, for neither of them had known the wild pleasures of thee-way sex before. Jayne had, but never with two teens as willing and able as these, hand-trained by herself, and as close to her as they could ever be.
Their orgasms traveled about in a circle. Their bodies, united mouth to loin and lain to mouth, acted as a superconductor for sex, purest pleasure racing about till all three felt raised up off the floor in a dizzying spiral that surely would take them to heaven.
When Jim came in Jayne's mouth, Jayne was sure that Barbara Jean could taste it as well as she could. Her niece seemed to confirm this through each of her kisses. Jim certainly felt himself cuming, and transferred much of his pleasures directly to Barbara Jean's cunt. Thus it was that the daisy chain remained unbroken till at last all three fell back sighing.
It was Jayne who first raised her head. "My goodness," she said. "I got a bit carried away. How perfectly delightful! But I hope I didn't tire you two dears out. Here I am, supposed to be taking care of you, and there you are, just exhausted and flat on the floor."
Jim and Barbara Jean both jumped up together, and each of them grabbed one of their aunt's hands and dragged her to her feet.
"Let's all go in my bedroom and have some more fun!" said Barbara Jean.
"Let's go in mine," said Jim, "it's closer."



CHAPTER NINE


Marge Denton wept all the way home from the airport. "I still can't believe it," she said. "All those years, and he leaves me for another woman."
"Don't cry," said Jayne. "You might be better off. Howard has his good points, but he certainly has his bad ones as well. I guess I feel a little guilty that he's my brother."
"Please don't. It's all my fault. I just wasn't good enough for him. I'm not good enough for anyone. Jayne, you're some kind of a saint to have picked me up at the airport. I was almost afraid to call you when I got in."
"I'm certainly glad you did," said Jayne, and indeed she was, for she and her niece and nephew had been having a most interesting and frolicsome game of Nude Man's Bluff when the telephone rang. Jayne had brushed out her hair and smeared on some make-up, had thrown a dress on over her naked body and rushed to meet her weeping sister-in-law. The teens had just as hurriedly started to clean up the house. Jayne certainly hoped they'd kept at it, and hadn't tempted each other into bed when she was gone. Jayne didn't feel at all guilty about the fun they'd had together while she was on her New Jersey vacation. She felt sorry for Marge, however, not because of her break-up with Howard, for Howard wasn't all that good a man, and Jayne knew at first-hand how well a woman can do by herself. She felt sorry for Marge because Marge now looked so old, so tired, and so frumpy in the long-sleeved and long-skirted dress she had on, the raincoat, the unattractive shoes. Clearly, Marge had some adjustments to make as a newly single woman.
"You know," said Jayne, "I think I'll stay here for a few weeks more. You'll need some help with the carnations. And since Howard's got himself hooked up with a local woman back home, he'll be around to look after my roses. By the way, what's her name?"
"I don't know. I think her name is Dottie. I know she owns a nightclub there. Oh-h-h, what will the children say? Oh-h-h-h, Jayne, it's so good of you to stay on here."
"Dottie?" said Jayne. "Dottie from the Iron Door? Marge, that's simply hilarious. You're better off than I thought you were, dear. Any man who'd get serious with Dottie has too many holes in his head."
The children took the news surprisingly well, especially when they heard that their aunt planned to stay on and help out for a while.
"Pop was gettin' awful grouchy and lazy," said Jim. "Auntie Jayne can take my room and I'll sleep on the couch."
"I'll miss him," said Barbara Jean, "but we can get along just fine if we all work together. And there's no reason for you to sleep on the couch, brother dear. Auntie Jayne can share my bed with me."
Jayne laughed and said, "I appreciate your concern, but for heaven's sake, don't worry about me. I've always been able to find a bed when I needed one. Come now, Marge. I'll help you unpack. You must be exhausted."
Marge, shoulders slumped, went along with her sister-in-law. She flinched and tried to draw away when Jayne slipped her hand about her waist. Jayne had always admired Marge. She was a good-looking woman, healthy and robust, although now she looked older than her years, beaten down by the cruel fists of time and circumstance.
In the bedroom, Jayne faced her and took her cheeks in her hands, saying, "Forget I'm Howard's sister. I'm your friend, and ready to help you. Can we be friends, Marge?"
Marge murmured yes and tried to draw away again. Jayne held her there, kissed her soft lips, hugged her soft but tense body close to hers.
Marge backed off from the sisterly kiss and said she had to go to the bathroom. Jayne got her suitcase and opened it, took out her toilet articles and breezed right into the bathroom with them. Marge, seated on the toilet, quickly tried to cover up. She jerked her skirt down over her knees, but not quickly enough to prevent Jayne from seeing the marks on her thighs.
Jayne smiled and set Marge's toilet articles down. Marge was looking at her very warmly, and she looked even more so when Jayne knelt down before her, placing her hands on Marge's knees.
"Like they asked Mrs. Lincoln," said Jayne, "other than losing your husband, did you have a good time?"
"It was all right. But Oregon's too cold and wet for me."
"It is for me, too. I like it best when it's warm and humid. I like wet heat. While Howard was out diddling around with Dottie, did you find any interesting males to get you in a nice wet heat?"
Marge shook her head, averting her eyes and drawing her knees closer together.
"There aren't many good males out there in Oregon. You've got to take what you can find."
"What're you doing, Jayne?" she said.
"Just getting comfortable. I'm afraid I've got myself pretty hot while I've been helping you with your lovely sex fantasies. I'm afraid I've got to help myself, too. Do you mind?" said Jayne, and drew up the bathroom stool and sat down on it, knee to knee with Marge.
"N-No, I suppose I don't mind," said Marge, gazing at Jayne's close nakedness, not knowing quite what to think or do.
"Oh, yes. My cunt's almost as wet as yours," said Jayne, rubbing and squeezing that part of her body, sighing deeply as she played with her naked tits, smiling very warmly at her sister-in-law.
"You're going to have to help yourself now, Marge. At least for a little while. Ah-h, doesn't this feel nice. Go on, dear. I'm sure you know how to play with yourself, make yourself feel good. We learn that when we're just little girls, don't we? I used to love to do it with my playmates, when our folks were gone from the house and Howard was out playing ball. Masturbation is fun, but it's even more fun with a friend. I did it with all my girl friends. It makes it lots sexier when you have someone to look at while you're doing it to yourself. Do you find it sexy looking at me while I play with myself like this?"
"I… sort of," Marge murmured, clearly unable to look away if she'd wanted to.
"It's sexy for me to look at you now. It'd be lots more sexy if you played with yourself just a little."
Marge's hands twitched at her sides and went up to nervously rest on her thighs. Jayne licked her smiling lips and continued to languorously fingerfuck herself Marge's hands moved up and down her thighs several times before one of them crept down to cup her silky haired cunt.
She gave Jayne a shy smile, and Jayne grinned and winked back at her. Jayne looked down at herself as she pulled one of her stiff pink nipples in the crook of her thumb and forefinger, as she squeezed and massaged her tits, and was more than just pleased to look up and see Marge rather timidly playing with hers.
Jayne's finger still played at her cunt. She sat up very straight now on the stool, put the ball of her finger on her clitoris, and said, "Margie, now do like this."
"Oh!" said Marge, as her finger quickly found her clitoris, and Jayne quickly encouraged her on.
"Yes, darling! Doesn't that feel delicious? Sit up straight, like I am. And get those pretty legs of yours spread out wide, like me, so I can you play with yourself. Yes, you just love it! Margie, it's getting better all the time!"
"Did you… Did you and your girl friends ever… cum like this?" said Marge, fully involved with it then, rapidly rubbing all around through her clitoral region and squeezing and fondling her tits.
"At first we were too young to cum. But we'd just do it and do it for what seemed like hours. And then… oh, Margie, you're getting me so hot I can't stand it! And then later on, when I was ten or twelve, we learned how to cum. Sometimes we'd have contests. To see who could cum the most. Margie, try this now; two fingers deep in your cunt. Oo-o-o-o! Nice? Not as big as a good, hard cock, but not at all bad, and fingers don't ever go soft. Wouldn't it be nice to have a good hard cock between us about now?"
"Jayne," said Marge, her voice almost a whine. "Jayne, I'm gettin' awful hot, too."
"Yes! That's the best part of the game. Know what else we used to do when I was little? We used to play with each other's tits. At first it was just to make 'em grow, you know? Like this. But then it was just because we liked to do it. Yes, you've such nice, big tits. So soft and full. So smooth and warm. I could cum just about any time now. How about you?"
"Jayne, we shouldn't be doing this," said Marge. She looked at the door. She closed her thighs on her hand, and tried to push Jayne's hand away from her tits. "It isn't a nice thing for women like us to do."
Jayne laughed and spread Marge's knees apart with her own. She took her hand from Marge's tits, but only to get Marge's hand in motion between her legs again, and she tittered as she guided Marge's hand to her tits and started feeling Marge's big globes once again.
"Jayne, let me stop," Marge pleaded. "I promised myself on the plane I'd never have any sex again, and look at me now. Jayne, stop it, please!"
"Yes, just look at you now, you beautiful sex-pot, fingerfucking yourself just as hard as you can, playing with my tits while I play with yours, and trying your best not to cum. And you say this isn't nice? Two beautiful women, having a beautiful time together, that's what I call nice. I've a good mind to get down there and suck on your gorgeous hot cunt and show you what's really nice."
"I can't… I can't hold it back any more!" Marge wailed, squeezing Jayne's tit painfully, thrillingly hard, and rubbing her cunt in a frenzied fever of lust. "I can't help it, I just have to cum!"
"Yes, darling! I am, too! Oh-h-h-h, this's beautiful! Just look at me, darling! I'm fucking my finger now! You do it, too!" Jayne exclaimed, upon the edge of the stool now, holding her hand almost stationary as she humped forward with her hips to devour her fingers with her orgasming cunt.
Quite wonderfully, Marge mimicked her sister-in-law in a trice, but as she jammed her hot cunt on her stiffened fingers, still cumming, she exclaimed, "Jayne, this is almost obscene!"
"Yes, darling, and don't we love it! Try some of this now. Margie, try it on me!"
Quick as a wink, smooth as silk, Jayne and her sister-in-law were fingerfucking each other. At the first touch of Marge's hand at her cunt, Jayne exploded into real orgasm. It shocked Marge at first, seeing her sister-in-law churning her ass on the bathroom stool, jamming her dripping wet cunt against her hand, moaning and gasping and cumming with wild abandon. But that sort of thing is contagious, and almost at once Marge was cumming just as hard.
"That's it!" said Jayne. "Let it go! Oh, this is beautiful! We're beautiful together. Cum for me, Margie. Cum again and again and again! Oh! Yes! Doit to me, sexy lady,just like I'm doing it to you! Play with my cunt! Play with my tits! Make me cum! Force it on me! Make me cum, Margie, make me cum!"
Marge did just that, moaning and gasping with Jayne, almost slipping off her bathroom throne in her unbridled passion. Jayne kept her up there, and Jayne kept her cumming. Through all of her wonderful ecstasies, Jayne remained in command of it all. And now she brought one more lovely orgasm from Marge's hot hands, and brought Marge right up to the brink of a climax herself, then got to her feet and drew Marge up into a close embrace.
"Let's go in the bedroom. Let's do it right," said Jayne.
"We should stop now! Oh, my God! What're we doing?"
"We're doing everything just right," said Jayne. All it took was a very close, very hard embrace and Marge had leaped up to the brink of an orgasm again, and then it was easy enough to lead her in to the big wide bed.
"Just a little bit more! Just a little bit more and we'll stop!" Marge declared, as Jayne laid her down on the bed and expertly sent her soaring close to a peak with one little kiss on her cunt.
"Yes, we'll stop in just a moment, darling. Oh, you look so lovely like that. Stay right where you are, darling. Don't move for a moment or two."
Marge writhed on the bed while she rubbed at her cunt. Jayne quickly got several pairs of panty-hose from her chest of drawers and had Marge's ankles tied to the bedposts before Marge could focus on what was happening.
"Jayne! What're you doing now?"
"Trust me, dear sister-in-law. Just trust me now, and I'll really take you to paradise."
Moments more and Marge's wrists were tied to the other bedposts. She was spread-eagled on the bed, writhing and pulling at her unyielding bonds while her big tits rolled on her chest and her hot, wet cunt went unattended.
"Let me up!" Marge implored. "Let me up, or do something, anything. My God, I'm on fire!"
Jayne stopped gloating over her nearness to victory and got her dildo out of her suitcase. Marge screamed when she saw the big thing, and Jayne laughed and silenced her with the big thing itself, inserting it into Marge's mouth, and telling the wide-eyed woman, "That's right. Get it nice and wet so it'll go into your pretty cunt smoothly."
Marge begged her not to do it. Now, as Jayne began working one end of the dildo through the lips of Marge's very well prepared cunt, Marge was bucking and twisting so that Jayne had to sit on her to hold her still. She straddled Marge's waist, gloating at her careful insertion, being warmed by the big pair of tits that squirmed about at her ass.
"There," said Jayne, with half the dildo in Marge's cunt, moving it slowly and well, in and out, in and out. "Isn't that lovely?"
"Jayne, stop it!" Marge wailed. "This is too much! I can't stand the thought of that thing in me! Take it out! Take it out or I'll scream for the kids to come help me!"
Jayne silenced her sister-in-law by scooting back and placing her very wet, very hot cunt atop Marge's face. Marge's cries were now very well muffled, and her tears were diluted juice from Jayne's cunt. Several times Jayne felt Marge try to bite her, quite ineffectively, producing more pleasure than pain. And as Marge struggled and thrashed in her bonds, Jayne went on sliding her lovely long dildo in and out of Marge's sweet cunt.
Jayne could tell when the change in Marge came. She felt it quite clearly, of course, when Marge's tongue was thrust out to taste more of a cunt that was orgasming much like hers was. It took very little to show Marge the way to still greater pleasures. One warm, smacking kiss on Marge's clitoris, a small shifting of Jayne's widespread crotch, and Jayne's sister-in-law was sucking cunt like a veteran.
With the dildo, sopping wet now, Jayne once again brought Marge up to a climax. Then she got up from her face to sit down at her side and catch her breath.
Marge was a lovely sight to behold. The dildo was still stuck up deep in her cunt, her stiff-nippled tits were still quaking and lolling about on her chest, and her face, looking drugged with lust, was quite wet with Jayne's rich, pungent cunt juice.
"Move it," Marge panted. "Fuck me some more with that wonderful thing. Make me cum, pretty Jayne. I'll kiss your cunt some more, I'll do anything you say, but dammit, Jayne, either let me up or make me cum again!"
"In just a minute, dear, you can cum all you want to," said Jayne, and got up and left the room.



CHAPTER TEN


Marge struggled hard, both to break her bonds and to get her dildo moving again. By then her fantasy sex world had become so real that she felt the dildo was hers, perhaps attached to a handsome prince, but nevertheless hers. She was furious at Jayne for so abruptly leaving her. She knew very well that Jayne would return with some even wilder way to enjoy lesbian sex, but Marge needed that sex now, right away, before she went out of her mind.
The very thought of lesbian sex had always disgusted her in the past. It disgusted her now, but it totally thrilled her. She was disgusted with herself, and even that was thrilling, in its way, for it gave her a glimpse of lust which she'd never before known existed in herself. She hated Jayne for having drawn aside the curtain of convention and letting her glimpse those lusts, and at the same time, she longed for Jayne's return. She started to shout for Jayne, but then clamped her mouth shut and lay completely still, panting, sweating, trying to somehow control the quivering of her raw, wet cuntflesh clasping the thick wedge of the plastic cock.
She thought about a peaceful, tranquil meadow, filled with buttercups and droning bees – and into the meadow came Trigger with his tongue lolling out and his bright red cock sticking out of his fur. She thought about all the problems she faced as a single woman, the bills and the work of the business, getting her kids through college, doing it all alone – and she thought about Howard's wonderfully big cock sliding in and out of her fiendishly itching cunt and filling it up with jism. She thought about dying, she wished herself dead – and she squeezed the dildo as hard as she could with her beautiful cunt and writhed her hot butt on the bed and licked her grinning, cunt-tasting lips.
What a fucking life she was going to have now, and it would be a fucking life. She and Jayne, waking up in this bed and sucking each other off, working together all day, then going out on the town and getting roundly fucked by anything – man or beast – with a cock between his legs. And then coming home to fuck themselves silly with the dildo, the wonderful dildo that stayed big and thick in her joyously squirming cunt.
She lifted her head and gazed down between her lovely big tits, past her wet pubic hair, and there between her legs she could see the other end of the beautiful thing in her cunt. If one of her hands was free, she would wear out that dildo before Jayne returned. If one foot was free, she could kick her dildo deeper and deeper inside her with her heel. She knew very well now why Jayne had left her alone like this. It was simply so she could, all by herself, reach the conclusion that life was worth living in every way, and that if there were any pleasures at all to be had, one should take them.
She thought about lying comfortably on her back for a gang bang, with the older guys in line making dirty comments as they waited their turn and the younger ones trying to crowd up ahead. She thought about strutting into a lesbian bar, doing a strip-tease, then sitting on a barstool and getting sucked off by so many butch dikes that she had to suck them all off in return. She thought about how close she was to making herself cum, without even laying a hand on herself, and she gloated within.
"Beautiful, isn't she?"
Marge opened, her eyes and moaned out a protest, for there beside the bed were Jayne and Jim and Barbara Jean. It was part of the fantasies. Marge prayed that was true… they couldn't be seeing her naked like this. They couldn't be standing there naked, Jim rubbing his hard cock, Barbara Jean rubbing her cunt, both of them gaping down at her on the bed while Jayne stood between them with her arms about their waists.
"Go away," Marge murmured, and closed her eyes, and kept them closed though the bed sagged under new weight on it.
"Boy oh boy, Mom," Jim's voice reverently said. "You sure do have great tits. Doesn't she, Sis?"
"Someday mine'll be that big," said the very familiar voice at Marge's other side. "So big and soft. Mmm-m-m. Oh, Jim. You've gotta try this."
Marge opened her eyes and watched as her kids sucked her tits. They'd done it before when they were nursing, she told herself, though that failed to fool her for a moment. Her kids were after sex, not milk. She couldn't stop them. Jayne wouldn't stop them, for that incredibly evil woman was kneeling on the bed between Marge's outspread legs, watching avidly, avidly rubbing her black-haired, sopping wet cunt.
Jayne blew her a kiss and winked at her. Marge glared back with all the hate in her soul. Jayne reached down and eased the long dildo almost out of Marge's cunt, and as she eased it back in, Marge shivered and moaned and waggled her hips to get the very most out of that slow insertion.
"Do it some more," Marge muttered, tingling all over with orgasms everywhere in her body, and when each of her kids looked up at her, still with their mouths full of tit, she grinned and said, "Yes. You, too."
Jayne got up from the bed. Marge wanted to call after her to come back and fuck her some more, but nothing at all could be allowed to interrupt the luxury of having her tits kissed by both her kids.
"Oh, that's just lovely. That's just as sweet and sexy as can be," said Marge, and began stroking and fondling their heads the moment Jayne cut her loose from the bonds on her wrists.
"How do you like the dildo, Mom?" said Barbara Jean, taking the plastic cock in hand, moving it in just the right way.
"You know very well how much I like it, you imp," said her mother. "Have you tried it yet?"
"Mm-hm!" said her loving daughter, mouth full of very stiff nipple again, moving the dildo to prove what she'd said was true.
"I guess it really is pretty good," said Jim. "But I know I got something even better."
"And I suppose you'd like to use it on me," said his mother, reaching down for his cock, finding it easily as he raised his hips to meet with her groping hand.
"Yeah, I sure would!" said Jim. "Where do you like it the best?"
That question gave Marge some pause. Her ankles were free now, thanks to Jayne. She sat up and gave the dildo a stroke or two, turned to her daughter and smiled, saying, "Join me?"
Marge made the insertion. Barbara Jean lay back in just the right position as her mother fitted the idle end of the dildo into her daughter's cunt. Barbara Jean's smile fairly glowed as Marge worked the lovely thing into her. She encouraged Marge on in her most pleasant task by fondling Marge's big, pendant tits until mother and daughter were pube to pube and tit to tit, with the dildo securely joining them.
"Have you ever used one before, Mother?" Barbara Jean eagerly asked.
"No, but I think I know how."
"Maybe I should get on top. Just to start it out. Do you want me to, Mother? I wouldn't mind at all. I like it on top!"
"You're forgetting about your brother, but I'm not," said Marge, and turned to her son, anxiously waiting, and drew him quickly around to her asshole by the simple expedient of reaching behind her and parting her lovely white buttocks.
Marge set the pace for the triple fucking, and the pace was very slow at the start. It was so slow, in fact, that none of them moved for a time. Marge was more than content to be sandwiched between her two children, quietly, tranquilly orgasming in a manner which both of them could share in completely.
When she stirred, they stirred, and settled into a sweet, steady tempo that could not have been better for this, their first real time together.
The kids wanted more right away. Marge kissed them and sent them on to their chores, professing a weariness soon to pass. Alone with her sister-in-law, Marge said, "How can I ever thank you for all you've done?"
"No thanks are needed. I've always been more than fond of you, Marge."
"But I insist on thanking you, no matter how long that may take."
Jayne shrugged her shoulders and wriggled her hips settling the dildo closer between them. "I've got some time," she said. "My rose farm is in good hands. Even though Howard doesn't know how to take care of his women, he does know his flowers. Who can tell? I may stay on here for another month. Wouldn't you like me to be on top, Margie, dear? You really must be a bit tired."
"I'm doing fine. I like it up here. The view down below is just grand. And I need the practice if I'm going to carry my share of the work and the fun to be had in the future here."



CHAPTER ELEVEN


Howard eased his thick, hard cock in the tight, slick cunt of the barmaid at the Iron Door, with a sigh that rumbled up from his guts. It was a hot, clasping cunt, just as one might expect to find between the shapely legs of the hot-eyed blonde who had leered at him so lasciviously each time she had brought him another pitcher of beer the night before. Sandals on her feet, ragged jeans on her legs and her hot little butt, and hardly a blouse at all to cover the perky pair of tits on her chest – he could see all of her clearly, as long as he kept his eyes closed. He drew back his gristly hard cock and shoved it into the cunningly cute barmaid again, expecting to hear her say, "Oh, Howard, I knew you'd be wonderful in bed, but I never expected this! Don't ever stop fucking me! Howard, give me everything you've got, forever!"
Beneath him, his bride, Dottie, gasped, "Oh, Howard! What a way to start the day! But give me some room to breathe!"
They were having a morning fuck in the bed that had once belonged to his sister, Jayne, and which Howard and Dottie now owned. They were still in Carlton, Oregon, raising the roses that had once made a living for Jayne. Jayne was back in New Jersey, helping Marge and the kids with the carnations. Jayne still owned half her rose farm. Howard owned the other half, which he'd bought with his half of the divorce settlement money. The divorce had come quickly, thanks to some friends of Dottie's in Tijuana, the same friends who'd arranged for Howard's marriage to Dottie. The settlement had been arranged by the attorney in New Jersey. It was a split down the middle complete and final, although Dottie still thought there was more money on the way. She would probably scream like a banshee when she found out there was no more loot on the way. Let her scream, that was Howard's philosophy. She had it pretty damned good, learning about the flower business and letting little Trixie take care of the Iron Door, with him helping out all he could. It wasn't a bad deal for Howard, either.
In Howard's imagination, Trixie said, "Yeah, gimme all you got! Nobody ever made me cum this hard before!"
Very real, Dottie exclaimed, "Howard, darling, I can't breathe!"
"Then you do the work for a change," said Howard, and rolled them both over, till Dottie was in the woman superior position.
Now he could lie back and let it happen. He deserved that. What the hell, he'd worked for thirty years, and now it was time someone else did the work. Now he could dream, and he did. He dreamed about Trixie with the compact little body and the hard little tits. She could give him a workout in bed like no one else he'd ever known. Her little ass would be flying in all directions over his loins, quite unlike the lumbering giants of Dottie's buttocks, slowly grinding it out on his cock. Trixie's splendid little tits would be a pink blur before his eyes, quite unlike the cumbersome swaying of Dottie's big milk bags, all harnessed up in the big twin hammock of a brassiere. And Trixie would be naked when they slept together, not half covered up in the brassiere and wrapper Dottie had lately taken to wearing at night. He'd go to work on Trixie again that night. He'd call her the minute Dottie left the house to do the shopping and take care of the bookkeeping at the Iron Door. Trixie didn't quite have enough smarts to handle books. And that night, while Dottie stayed home and looked at TV, he'd again go to the Iron Door on the excuse of helping Trixie close up, and this time he was sure he'd get in her ragged jeans. He decided he'd fuck her on the pool table and, quite vividly seeing them screwing their brains out there, he came in the cunt of his newlywed wife.
"You done?" Dottie asked, before he was completely finished.
"Hey, bring me a cold can of beer on your way back from the can, will you?" said Howard, massaging his growing paunch.
"Glad to, baby-doll. You lie back and take a little snooze. I'll be right with you."
Dottie got up out of bed and tottered toward the hall door, drawing her nightgown about her as she went. Once in the hall, she hurried on to the kitchen, where she picked up the phone and rapidly dialed a number.
"Hi, angel-buns," said Dottie into the phone. "Have a good night's sleep?"
Trixie's voice was wonderfully petulant as she said, "Mornin', Big Momma. I slept just rotten. But we had a good night. Seventy-eight fifty on beer, thirty-two and a quarter on the pool table, fifteen seventy-five on the pinball, and eighteen fifty on snacks. I lost track of the juke box money, 'cause your old man kept workin' the free play button back behind it. You should never of showed him where it is. I s'pose he'll be here again tonight."
"I'm afraid so. But it won't be long now. That money of his ought to come in any day."
"That's what you told me last week. Oh, I almost forgot. The new owner was in. He's so hot to take over the place he was just about peein' in his pants."
"He's not the new owner till I sign the papers. Did you stall him okay?"
"I just told him I didn't know nothin' from nothin'. I told him I thought you'd be in about noon today, if you got back from your fishing trip."
"You're the smartest dumb blonde in the world. I'll be there at nine. Don't get out of bed till I get there."
"Dottie, I can't stay in bed. They left this place in a terrible mess last night."
"You stay right where you are! I can clean it up quicker than you can. I won't have you lifting a finger to clean up after a bunch of drunken bums."
"Yes, Big Momma. Whatever you say. But I'm already lifting a finger. Ooo. It's all wet and stinky. Now I'm putting it back down. Mmm. Is it okay if your little angel-buns gets up and takes a shower?"
"I told you, stay right where you are! I'll be there at eight-thirty. I'll be there just as soon as I take care of a couple things here. Miss me, baby. Eat your heart out for me, and keep that finger moving real slow till I get there."
Dottie hung up the phone and leaned against the kitchen wall, breathing fast, rubbing her aching cunt. She went on into the den bathroom, stepping over the dog who lay at its threshold.
"I've got to go see Trixie. You're gonna love her. And you're gonna love living in San Francisco, too, when the three of us move down there. It won't be long. Another week. Just till Fatso's money comes through. Yes, we're going to have such a good life from now on. And once she gets used to you, Trixie and you will get along just fine."
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