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So naughty niece





CHAPTER ONE


Sondra Weldon felt her pulse quicken as the front door opened and she saw her Uncle Philip standing before her. He seemed more handsome and attractive than ever.
"I was in the neighborhood," the blonde teenager chirped. "Thought I'd drop by. Am I interrupting anything?"
It was a Saturday, and he was home alone, as far as she knew, but it never hurt to ask.
"Not a thing," Philip said. He was in his late thirties, casually dressed. And while he wasn't in a bad mood, he did appear a little down.
Philip stepped aside and let her in. Sondra was a very pretty girl with a slender curvy body and shapely tits stretching her snug pullover. Her skirt ended just above the knee, hinting at tanned, tennis-strengthened legs. She moved with a light step and a sassy roll to her jutting young ass.
Sondra turned to him and saw his gaze skip away from her ass. She supposed that guys just couldn't help looking.
"How have you been?" the bright-faced girl asked. "Okay?"
"Okay," he said indifferently.
"I haven't had, a chance to tell you how sorry I am about you and Aunt Cheryl breaking up."
Philip rolled a shoulder. "It happens, I guess."
"Not to my favorite uncle," she said, and gave him a hug. She held her arms about him, holding herself close.
He chuckled affectionately and returned the hug and the lingering embrace. "Nice to know I still have friends."
"And more, if you want it."
"What?"
Sondra looked up at him. "You heard me." Sondra turned and walked a slow couple of steps to a living room couch. Facing Philip again, she leaned her ass against the back of the couch, sliding her hands out to either side. She relaxed her body so that her tit, pouted high on her chest. It was a tempting pose, subtle but clear, matching her facial expression.
"And you know exactly what I mean," she said in a quiet friendly voice.
"I believe I do know. But I don't believe it."
"I can understand that," Sondra said. "It took some getting used to when I first realized I wanted you. As you can see, I did it."
"I-I never knew."
"Well, I've been hiding it. But when you and Cheryl broke up, it didn't seem necessary anymore."
"Didn't seem necessary? I'm your uncle."
"Only by marriage. You're a man, I'm a woman."
"An awfully young woman. Hell, a girl!"
"Wanna bet?"
He didn't have an answer for that. "I've been around," Sondra said. "I know a thing or two. And I'm not a girl to kiss and tell."
"Good."
"I heard you and Mom talking the other night, and I know you're tired of that. I know you're lonely. And I get the feeling you could use a little female attention. Or maybe just a good, hot fuck?"
The way he was now was no longer indifferent. Sondra wasn't sure what it was, though.
"Do you want me to spank your ass and send you home to Mommy?" he asked.
Her lips spread in a faint smile. Her eyes went shiny with the light of a wicked idea. Slowly, she turned. She bent forward and leaned on an elbow on the back of the couch. She grasped the back of her skirt at the hem and peeled it up and over the crescents of her flawless ass.
"All right," Sondra said easily. "Spank me!" Philip stared. He didn't know which way to turn, what to say, anything.
"Well, don't just stand there," Sondra said lightly, temptingly. "I've got all afternoon, but why waste any of it?"
She saw his gaze linger on her ass. She swayed it for him, pinched the elastic of her panties and pulled the seat into the deep cleft of her exposing most of each jutting asscheek.
He wavered and drew a deep breath. He moved forward. She looked at the front of his pants, between his thighs, and saw the suggestion of a swelling prick. So she'd been right. He could use some pussy action. She had made her move at just the right time.
She'd known it would be easy, if she could get the timing right. She had a good body, a great face, knew her way around, and she was afraid to go the extra step to really act a man's attention. If it was a man she really wanted.
Aunt Cheryl had married Philip only six years before, so it wasn't as if he'd been around forever. She had hardly ever thought of him as family. And with his looks, charm and maturity, it was only a matter of time before he became the prime focus of Sondra's erotic thoughts.
Philip drew near. Her body sewed his presence and she felt it quicken her pulse. Her desire became laced with excitement ant it played like fire over her tit-points, down to her pussy and between her asscheeks and thighs.
Philip reached across and cupped a hand on the saucy roundness of her asscheek. He caress her, though he did it a shade timidly.
"That's a funny kind of spanking," she said, deliberately dropping the word uncle.
It didn't seem to apply anymore, if it ever did. "Changed my mind," he murmured. "Maybe I'll let you stay for a while. If you promise to be good."
"Oh, I'll be good," she said. "I'll be very good. I'll do anything you say."
With his free arm, Philip hooked Sondra under her body and lifted her upright, drawing her against him. He held her close, groping her ass as he gazed down into her expectant eyes. Clearly his inhibitions were dropping by the wayside, no doubt encouraged by her unflinching, unwavering attitude.
"You really want it, don't you?" he said. "Gonna give it to me?" she asked.
"Bold little bitch. How did you get to be so bad?"
"Oh, I picked up a little here, a little there…"
"I hope you meant what you said, about not kissing and telling."
"It doesn't stop with kissing either," she said, wrapping her arms around his neck and draping herself down the front of his body.
"Forbidden fruit. You're making me dizzy."
"Wanna lie down?"
"You'd love that, wouldn't you?"
"I would. Anything you want to do, I'm for it. Anything, Phil…"
She felt him pull her tighter against his body, and he gave her a kiss that seemed to claim every part of her body as his very own. She shuddered with an inner warmth and lifted her girlish tongue against his virile probe. She felt his remarkably gentle, stroking response and quivered with anticipation of more.
"Nnnnn!" she groaned, barely containing her excitement. "Let's get to the lie down!"
"Don't you wanna get naked first?"
"Of course. Right here in the living room?"
"Maybe not. It's Saturday and you never know who might come snooping around."
"Right. I'm not your only niece, after all." In a quick, smooth motion, Philip bent and scooped Sondra up in his arms and started for the stairs.
"My hero!" Sondra gasped, and squirmed closer. She had fantasized about this moment, never picturing it quite like this, of course, but close.
For a long time, she had thought it would never happen. Aunt Cheryl was a stunner, and Sondra just couldn't imagine him having eyes for anyone else. On top of that, Cheryl was her mother's sister, blood kin and all of that, and Sondra couldn't picture herself hurting Cheryl or her mom. But then the spilt had happened and made it a whole new world, Philip chose a guest bedroom for them. At the time, Sondra assumed it was because it was the closest to the top of the stairs. Philip dropped her onto the wide bed and stood over her, then began unbuttoning his shirt.
Sondra had already kicked her sneakers off. Now she sat up to wriggle out of her pullover. That done, she lay back. She was braless, the mounds of her tits on display for Philip's consuming gaze. He stared as he continued undressing.
Sondra loosened her skirt, lifted her ass and pushed it from her hips. She folded her legs up as she whisked the skirt off. She then let her tanned, tapered thighs part and unfold, stopping with her thighs at right angles with her curved body. She pulled the white material of her panties up tight on her cunt, outlining its provocative fullness.
"I'm saving the fun part for you," she said.
"You do know your way around," he said, stepping out of his pants. His cock was a thick coil in his briefs, until he whipped them down and it bobbed outward, straightening and straining toward her. Her eyes did not miss his prick, or the rest of his lean shape.
"Mmmmm!" she moaned. "I don't think I'll have any problems with you, stud!"
"Likewise, beautiful," he said, and she tingled with delight.
It was going so well. Like a dream. Philip took hold of her near ankle and lifted her lower leg, sliding his ass in under it. He draped her muscled thigh over his lap and leaned over her, one elbow digging in her rib cage.
His expression seemed to turn serious as he gazed down at her coned-up tits, her very pretty face, then her tits again. "Are you sure it's what you want, Sondra?"
"Yes," she whispered. "I don't know what I'm doing. All of a sudden I've gone crazy, lost my mind."
"I like it."
"What I'm saying is, I need someone. Now. I-I can't make any promises."
She touched a loving hand to his soft-haired head. "Take me!"
His attention returned to the twin, sculptured swells of her tits. First he brushed a light, nimble hand over and around them. Gently he squeezed into her pliant flesh, enclosing her tits with caresses she had never experienced before. Sondra watched intently as Philip lowered his mouth to her tits. His broad tongue came out and started to lick at the incredible smoothness of her flesh with a gentleness that surprised and thrilled her. His skills had been honed to a fine edge, and Sondra knew she was in for something fantastic.
Her pulse pounded through her body. The heat of her rushing system rose like a fever. She wanted more, and more. She wanted cock. She wanted to fuck. Wanted to do it all. Sondra grinned from ear to ear with carnal delight and squirmed restlessly on the bed.
He was kissing her tits now. Her nipples lifted up and out, seeking attention. He gave it to them, first with more kisses and then with soft, short sucks that sent flickering sparks to her pussy and on into her clit.
Her knees lifted into the air to either side of his shoulders. They wanted to pull farther back in complete surrender. Her pussy yearned to give way to his prick. Or his fingers. Or his tongue.
Philip lifted his head from her stiffened nipples and played his open, free hand over the front of her writhing body. He showed an understanding smile.
"You're so sexy," she said breathily. "You're not gonna tease me to death, are you?"
"Got a better idea?"
"Take my panties off and let's see what you can come up with."
Philip pushed himself away from her and sat upright. Sondra's knees went back toward her shoulders, and she lifted her feet into the air, letting them come closer together.
Her uncle hooked a finger on each side of her panties and pulled. The garment slid from her ass and were swept up and off her long, exquisitely shaped legs.
Dropping her panties, Philip slid open hands down Sondra's raised legs. As he reached her knees, she drew them back over her body. His hands traveled her thighs to her ass and cupped the perfect ass cheeks.
With her uncle kneading her asscheeks, Sondra let her legs spread and her feet return to the bedding. Thighs spread wide, her privates were on unabashed display for him. By then, she couldn't have played it coy for a million dollars.
"Oh wow, are you getting me hot!" she cried. "I don't have an ounce of shame left! I hope I don't shock you too badly!"
"Not even close," he assured. "This is just the way I like it."
"Wide-open and wicked, huh? I'll remember that."
Philip pulled his hands from her ass. He held one to the outside of her thigh as he used the other on her cunt. At first he combed his fingers into the pert thatch of her cunthair, massaging the soft mound it grew out of.
Shortly, his fingers slid from her cunt mound. The tip of his middle finger traced down the line of her fuck-slit, brushing over the edges of her inner cuntlips. They were visible between the fatter and lightly haired outer folds, and they were shiny with feminine lotions as well.
Sondra rolled her hips. With her face daintily flushed, she waited eagerly for what he was sure to do next.
Seemingly incapable of disappointing her, Philip twisted his hand palm-up and started digging his fingertip into the lower section of her cunt. He probed deeper into the soft-lipped, firm-tunneled slickness of her aroused cunt. He sank his finger in all the way and twirled it against her streaming pussy lining.
"Ohhhhh! I love it!" Sondra cried excitedly.
"I think you've found something I like!"
"Fine young pussy," Philip said, appearing slightly but genuinely amazed. "I'd forgotten how sweet it could feel."
Sondra continued moving her hips against the motion of his revolving finger, thrilling to the constant grinding sensations within her percolating pussy. "I've never come on a guys finger before. I'll bet you could make it happen for me."
"Is that what you want?"
"I want to do it all!"
"Okay, sweet-stuff, let's see if I can. As it happens, I used to be pretty good at this."
Philip fucked his twirling finger into her increasingly fiery cunt. Then he was holding it inside her, grinding and scraping as he worked his raised thumb-tip on her thrilled clit.
"Damn!" Sondra gasped. "This is really getting to me! Oh wow, I can't believe it!"
Squirming on the bed, she brought both hands to her achy tits and groped lewdly at them. The rich excitement of that fired her want, kicking her hips into more feverish motion. She hunched her pussy at his finger with quick, firm strokes, at the same time ramming her little clit against the pad of his thumb.
"Uhhhh, ooohhhh, uuunnhhh, you make me so bad!" she whimpered. "God, look at what a slut you're turning me into!"
Philip jiggled his hand with maddening quickness, and Sondra rocked into her climax. The surge of happiness lifted through her somewhat unexpectedly, momentarily knocking the wind out of her. With torrents of release washing her system, she thrashed about on the bed, fighting for air and some thread of sanity to hold onto.
Philip fucked her with two fingers as she calmed, working, out the last spasms of her climax. She went limp before him, spent and satisfied – temporarily. Sondra just smiled at him.
"I'm gonna give you a real treat now," he said.
"Okay, but I'm not sure I deserve it."
"Sure you do," he said. "You're here, aren't you?"
It pleased Sondra no end to hear him say it, to know that she was good for him and that he appreciated her. There were still no guarantees, she knew, but they had gotten pretty far.
The tingling young blonde watched in fascination and pleasure as Philip stretched out belly down on the bed and bowed his head to her spread cunt. He inhaled her sweet scent and tasted her spilled pussyjuice, then gave herself over to pleasing her cunt.
He licked wetness from her outer pussy, the licked into the folds of flesh. He worked from just above her asshole up to the top of her fuckslit, going over her three or four times. Every time he closed in on her clit, she grew hotter.
It was hard for her to believe that she could be getting excited again so soon after coming like she had.



CHAPTER TWO


"Ooohhh," Sondra said as Philip's tongue continued to scrape her sensitive cunt. "You're so good to me."
"Mmmmm!" he moaned in response. Sondra's insides quaked and her thighs shivered as Philip washed his tongue down over her pussy again. He dug between the incredible smoothness of her asscheeks with his tongue.
Effortlessly he found the puckered pink knot of her asshole and ground the tip of his tongue against it. Sondra had never experienced such a perverse pleasure, and the jolts of excitement from it took her breath away. She giggled out loud in sheer delight.
With Sondra writhing freely before him, Philip swept his tongue back up to the flowing heat of her cunt. His wriggling tongue flirted up between her parted pussylips and burrowed into the tasty sponginess of her pussy.
"Mmm, nnn, mmmmm!" Philip moaned hungrily as he chewed at her aroused privates. "Sweet pussy – so fresh – tastes like hot honey! Love it! So fantastic!"
Sondra was thrilled to the core as be drew her swollen cuntflesh into his mouth and sucked on it. He stabbed his tongue in deep and scooped out her running juices, provoking her pussy to a boiling sort of erotic wrath.
"Good," Sondra said. "Real good. Ooh, it's such a turn-on when you do me like this."
It felt as if his mouth was simply fastened to her pussy. He fairly gobbled at her, expertly drawing out more of her fuckjuices, more sugary sensations, building her climax layer upon layer. She found herself wrapping her thighs around his head and lifting her feverish cunt to his mouth.
"Mmmmm, mmmmmm, mm!" Philip moaned over and over into her avidly responding pussy.
Sondra cried out with glee and bucked her cunt lewdly against his mouth. He was making her dizzy with need, making her think she'd never had her pussy sucked before.
"Don't stop," she said in a strained voice. "Let me come like this. Tongue me off and I'll let you do anything. Shit, I'll do anything. Please, don't stop!"
Sondra's uncle played her pussy the way some guys could play music. He was amazing. She felt sensations and emotions she hadn't felt before. Her need for relief was a burning ache inside her, more demanding and consuming than ever before.
Panting, gasping and whining, her lithe young body twisting and thrashing on the bed, she didn't hold anything back. Neither did Philip, who seemed to be seeking her climax as devotedly as she was. His generosity overwhelmed her.
Mashing her clit with his lips and teeth, Philip ran his tongue around and around in her cunt entrance and popped Sondra's pent-up climax wide open. It swept through her in searing waves, knocking her senseless for long, lost moments. His skilled mouth-work left her a quivering, quaking mass of human flesh, not knowing how much more she could take but wanting it all.
"Oooohhh, noooo!" she whimpered. "This can't be happening! It's too good to be true!"
"Flatterer," Philip murmured calmly. He licked up off of her cunt onto the haired mound, continued to work into the soft thatch with his broad tongue. Sondra found it pleasantly soothing and irresistible. She stretched out fully, her legs curling around his shoulders.
Presently Philip started to shift himself upwards on the bed, threading his way up between her legs while licking over her body.
"You're such a fine young filly," he murmured to her.
"Finer than Cheryl?" Sondra couldn't resist asking.
"In some ways," he said. He was trailing his tongue-tip in figure-eights around her tits and Sondra watched him. She ran her fingers through his hair.
"Well, I don't understand it," she said.
"Understand what?"
"How she could walk out on you. Or let you get away. Or do you save your sexy secrets for young things like me?"
He stopped amusing himself, and her, on her tits and lifted his head. "You may find this hard to believe, but there's more to making a marriage work than good fucking."
"Frankly, Phil, that sounds unlikely," he chuckled. "We just needed some time away from each other, that's all."
"Does that mean you plan to get back together?"
He grew more sober. "Hard to say just now. I might be willing to try, if she would."
"Even if you've got me?" Sondra asked, hoping it sounded light.
Philip showed amusement again. "That may be something to think about."
Sondra wrapped her arms around his neck. "Think later. Right now, let's do something."
"My sentiments exactly."
"Yes, baby, and you're nice and wet too. Sexy as hell."
Sondra gave a delighted squirm and placed her hands on his hips, reaching between her thighs. She pulled him down.
Philip groaned again and let himself rest where he was, soaking in the lush clasp of her teenaged pussy.
"Pretty good fit," Sondra said, her voice close to shaking with cock-lust. "I think this is gonna be extra good."
"I can't wait!"
Philip bent his strong arms and lowered to her, kissing her sweetly and fully on the mouth. "Complaining?"
"Not yet," she said.
Philip showed his enjoyment. "Impudent little bitch. We'll see how sassy you are after I've fucked the shit out of you."
"You talk a good game," she said, having fun all the way. "Let's see what you can do."
"You asked for it," Philip said. Then, lifting onto straight arms again and making a few other minor adjustments of his body, he drew carefully out of her snug, steamy cunt.
The scrape of his rigid cock inflamed Sondra's inner tissues as he retreated. Her pussy closed in before his retreating cockmeat, but she was left with a needy, hollowed-out feeling, an ache that would be there until he filled her up again.
Sondra wriggled against the confinements of her position, already seeking ways to move with him, to fuck with him, and add to their mutual pleasure. She found that she could hunch her ass a little and move up to meet his slow, penetrating slides of cock. But what really seemed to get to Philip was when she worked her ass from side to side and around in circles.
"Lively little ass," Philip said. "I like it. I like participation."
"I know you do, stud. I just wish I was smoother. Had more finesse, you know?"
"I'm not disappointed," he said reassuringly, continuing to fuck her pussy. "And you don't have to impress me. I'm already impressed."
Sondra reached up and clasped her hands behind Philip's neck. He came down again with another kiss, bending her almost double. She had never felt more dominated, or more at the mercy of a cock. At the same time, she had never been in better care, had never felt more intimately joined with a man and, oddest of all, she had never felt more liberated. It was as if, until now, she had only been playing at fucking.
Sondra closed her eyes and savored the thrills of fucking, the sure, swift prod of his prick jolting her cunt, the in and out grating of his cock, the grinding of his hot fuckpole inside her tight-fitting pussy. And the fingers of sensation reaching out from her cunt, clutching at her insides, taking hold of her with its spreading excitement.
"Uuuggghhh, oh God!" Sondra gasped. "Ohhh, this is getting to me!"
She spun her pert ass in a tight circle, whisking her crotch against his balls, her clit against the press of his cockhair.
"Me too, hot stuff," Philip said, and it showed. No longer was he lazing his rigid prickshaft in and out. He was pumping now, fucking his cockhead home into her pussy with every push of his manly ass.
"Uuunnhhh, uuunnhhh, unnhhh!" Sondra groaned for long moments.
She rocked her pelvis, meeting and pulling away from his continuous motions. For variety, she would twist her tingling ass in provocative circles, churning his cock within the fiery tightness of her fuck-tunnel.
"Wild, sweet thing…" he gasped. "Ohhhh, yeaaaahhhh, yeeaaahh, you're a good fuck! A real good fuck!"
Sondra beamed. "Pretty good yourself. Does it have to end?"
"Not yet."
"I want to keep fucking. I want to really enjoy this."
"Hang on to your hat. When we're done, you're gonna know you've been fucked."
Feeling playful again, Sondra took her hands from the back of his head and slid them between their bodies. "Wouldn't you prefer it if I held onto my tits?"
Smiling with guilty pleasure, Philip straightened his arms and gazed down as Sondra slid open fingers onto the pushed-up hills of her round tits. She palmed her pretty tits closer together and dug her fingers into the creamy smoothness of their skin.
"It feels so good when I touch them," she said. "But when you're watching like you are now, it's a whole new thrill. Amazing."
Philip kept on fucking, a bit slower. "I'd like to play with them myself when I'm not too busy."
Unable to contain her delight, Sondra rolled her tits on her chest, squeezing and kneading the packed fullness of each tit to hers and Philip's mutual pleasure. It was another first for her, playing with her tits in front of a guy. She felt she could do anything with him.
The surges of Philip's hips gained intensity, no doubt from the provocation of Sondra groping her good-sized tits. He seemed like a tireless fucker, clearly loving the stroke, stroke, stroking of it, the clasps of her aroused cunt and her squeals of delight. She could certainly understand it, rejoicing in the torrid fun as she liked to do herself.
His cock was doing a steady dance inside her cunt and Sondra caught onto it as best she could. Smoothly, they pumped their fuck organs together, helping one another's climax. Sondra got over most of her feelings of inadequacy as she witnessed Philip begin to huff and puff with passion.
"Unnnhhh, it's coming!" Sondra whined heatedly. "Oh God, I'm gonna come again!"
"I'm with you," Philip breathed. "I'm with you!"
He busily fucked in and out of her fiery fuckhole. The two of them were on fire.
"Oohhhh, ohhhh, ooowwww, God, fuck me!"
Sondra whimpered with terrible need. Her head was whipping from side to side, her body twisting spasmodically.
Philip's head rolled back, his eyes closed and his mouth open. His hips jack-hammered Sondra's melting cunt with his chisel-hard cockshaft.
Sondra felt explosions of sensations go off in her clit. Her cunt fluttered and her thighs shook. Her toes curled. A chain of explosions went off in succession, reaching deeper into her cunt and finally setting off a big one, and another inside of that, and another.
She was coming hard, and somehow, through the searing blasts of relief, she became aware of Philip coming with her. His stroking cock was bucking and bolting, cementing her pulsing core with gobs of thick spunk. He was pouring it into her, coming like crazy and crazy for more.
The mad, out-of-control nature of their fucking passed out of their bodies and they calmed. Philip worked his softening prick in and out of her shivering cunt as if to prime their senses back into functioning.
Drenched with tingling pleasure, Sondra felt weak and spent. She felt so fucked-out it almost hurt, but she groaned with disappointment that it was over.
Philip brushed her heels from his shoulders and let her legs unfold. She wrapped them instinctively around his body and held him inside her tight grasp. She hugged him with her arms and welcomed a soulful kiss onto her mouth.
She sighed deeply. "Now that was fucking!"
"I'll say. I haven't gone like that in years."
"Can we do it again? We've gotta do it again!"
"Something tells me you mean in the next five minutes."
"Well, sometime. Soon."
"You gotta be careful with us older men. You could burn us out in no time."
"I don't think I have to worry too much about that," she said, not taker in by his teasing. "But I'll give you a chance to rest up if you want."
"Thanks."
"Will you be home tomorrow?"
"I suppose, but ease up a minute. I told you I can't make any promises. I still have a wife, you know, despite appearances, and if she decides she wants to start over…"
"You'll take her back."
"And leave you behind. I don't want you getting stuck on me. I don't want you to get hurt, and I sure don't want to be the one to hurt you."
"Have you talked to her lately?" Sondra asked.
"No."
"SO you don't know what she's feeling."
"Not right now, no."
"Call her up. Ask her. Find out." He looked reluctant. "It's too soon."
"Is that the real reason."
"What else?"
"Maybe you're afraid she'll tell you to get lost."
Sondra drew a breath.
"Why don't I go have a talk with her?" she asked.
"You?"
"I could see how she is – feel her out. See where she really stands right now. How 'bout it?"
"You'd spy for me?" Philip asked her.
"Sure," Sondra replied. "Maybe I'll hear something I'll like."
Philip drew a breath and let it out, looking contemplative. "Well, if you want to visit your aunt, I don't see how I can stop you." Sondra squirmed under her uncle's body. "Now we're getting somewhere," she said.



CHAPTER THREE


"It's sweet of you to come and see me, Sondra," Cheryl said. "So nice to spend time with someone who isn't just feeling sorry for me."
"I figured you'd have had it with the sympathy bit," Sondra said.
The two women were sitting an the balcony of Cheryl's apartment – borrowed from a friend who would be out of town for the next couple of months. It was only a couple of days after Sondra's hot fuck with Philip.
"You got that right," Cheryl said. She was the younger sister of Sondra's mother, only recently having turned thirty. She was brown haired, stylish and very pretty, as all the women in the family were. She had an even better body than Sondra, though. Chestier, and noticeably so.
"I wasn't sure you didn't want to be alone though," Sondra said.
"I don't. I'm glad you're here."
Sondra gave a wide smile and wriggled in her chair. "Maybe we can make a habit of it."
"Maybe."
"Should be good for you. I do know how to have fun, you know."
"And I don't?"
"Well, gee, you've been married for ages. I was afraid you'd forgotten how."
Cheryl laughed softly. "You're cute, you are."
"Been getting any?"
"Any what?"
"Fun, of course. Action. Cock."
Cheryl had come of age during a liberated time. She wasn't shocked by the girl's language.
"Been looking?"
"Not really."
"Boy, Cheryl, you need my help after all. Don't you see? This is your chance to get out and kick up your heels. Take advantage."
"Easy for you to say," Cheryl said. "What's the matter? Still stuck on Uncle Philip?"
"I don't know. Maybe I'm just not used to him not being around. To the old rules not applying anymore."
Their chairs were close together. Sondra reached over and closed a sympathetic hand on Cheryl's where it rested on the arm of her chair. Cheryl looked at her niece and smiled.
Sondra held the gaze for a long moment. She leaned closer to her aunt. "Wanna mess around?"
Cheryl gasped, more in surprise than shock. The smiling expression didn't leave her face.
"I told you I know how to have fun," Sondra said.
"More than I realized."
"Ever gone down on a girl?" Sondra asked. "It's wild. Ever had it done to you?"
"I thought you liked boys."
"I do. But when there aren't any around – we could go look for some if you don't want to stay here."
"I don't plan on going anywhere."
"Then we'll stay here, the two of us."
"That's not exactly what I meant either."
"You must have thought about girls – I think we all do at one time or another. What about you and my mom? Did you ever play with each other when you were younger?"
"Never mind."
"You did," Sondra said with delight. "I love it. Oh, let's do it. Let's play with our cunts. It'll be just like old times for you."
Cheryl shook her head with a kind of disbelief. "You're just like your mother, you little-bitch!"
Sondra grinned. "Come here."
"What for?"
"You know what for, bitch." An almost invisible tremor went though Cheryl. Sondra recognized it as surrender. She knew because she had felt it herself a few times, when she'd been taken by older, wiser girls.
There was a pause, then Cheryl said, "Could we – could we go inside before we start anything, at least?"
"Okay, but I think you're getting conservative in your old age."
"I'll spank you sore if you're not careful."
"Everybody says that to me lately," Sondra said, sounding like she couldn't figure it out.
She got to her feet and Cheryl joined her. Still holding hands, they went into the living room, through the curtained but otherwise open doorway. The bedroom was on the far side of the room, but as they drifted past the couch, they came to a stop, as if simultaneously realizing they didn't need a bed.
"No kidding," Cheryl said as they faced one another. "You've done this before?"
"Uh-huh."
"Your mother would never forgive me for corrupting you."
"You're much, much too late. I promise," Sondra said, leaning closer as she spoke, her voice getting quieter. Her tit-mounds nudged into her aunt's and she pressed her soft mouth to Cheryl's lips. At Sondra's insistence, the kiss became intimate in a hurry. Their tongues touched and erotic sensations cascaded through their voluptuous bodies.
Sondra felt a swell of triumph as well. Not just from seducing her aunt, an older woman, a cock-lover to boot, but also from accomplishing what she had set out to do. Once Cheryl got turned on to the variety of pleasures that were waiting for a woman on the loose, she would hardly give Philip a second thought. Sondra would have him to herself.
Cheryl and Sondra softened against one another as their kiss played on. Their coiled tongues languished together in the captivating warmth of their mouths. The firm mounds of their tits made for a rich, cushiony feeling between their bodies.
Cheryl's initial shyness fell away and she probed her niece's vibrant mouth with a flirtatious tongue. It had been some years, but she was no stranger to girl-kissing. She hadn't lost any of her taste for it, either.
Sondra trembled as it hit home just what a treat she was in for. Before, even though the girls had been older, it was hard to forget that they were still teenagers. Cheryl was a full grown woman, and undoubtedly could show Sondra a few things.
The young blonde had come not sure of what she would have to do to steer Cheryl away from Philip. Right now she couldn't have thought up anything more pleasurable than seduction.
Her girl-hunger rising with every thickening pulse-beat, Sondra pressed her hands against the outer swells of her aunt's tits. Cheryl leaned her hips and tummy into Sondra's and tilted her upper body back, and Sondra slid open fingers onto the cloth-covered juts of the woman's tits.
"Big, sexy tits," Sondra said with horny snarl, squeezing into the pliant and apparently braless cones. "Play with them much?"
"I prefer to let others do it," Cheryl said. "Nnnnnnn!" Sondra moaned, licking her lips in anticipation. "Let's get them out in the open!"
Cheryl offered not a hint of resistance as her lusting niece peeled her pink top up over her proudly protruding tit-cones. Sondra's eyes flared at first sight of the nicely formed tits. Incredibly smooth, and as firm as her own despite the considerable age difference.
"Terrific," Sondra said with a trace of awe. "You'd really like me to play with them far you?"
Cheryl nodded. "I don't mind a little fun myself, you know."
"I do now," Sondra said. She was running her hand over and under her tits with a light touch. "Oh wow, these are rally good? It's gonna be an honor and a privilege to please them!"
"Mind if I sit down first? My knees are getting a little shaky, you sweet thing."
"Mine too."
They sat on the plush couch. Cheryl lifted her top the rest of the way off and lounged back on cushions.
Sondra twisted to face her, one hand digging into the far side of Cheryl. Leaning over her aunt, Sondra nuzzled against the woman's neck, kissed over her throat, then moved into her upper chest with feather-soft licks. She felt an affectionate hand stroke into her blonde hair, and a seemingly unbreakable erotic intimacy formed between the two females.
The slopes of Cheryl's tits began high on her chest and seemed to go on forever before Sondra reached the first pulpy pink peak of a nipple. She circled the stiffening stump of flesh and moved her tongue tip over it. She trailed up to the other nipple and ran a ring round that one too.
Sondra kissed her way into the canyon between the fat-coned tits and licked and smooched all over the silky inner curves. It was all so exciting that she had to fight to control, herself, to keep some order and finesse in her approach. As much as she was tempted to, she couldn't just dive in and do everything at once.
Sondra lifted her head and shook it, tossing her loose hair in a show of lust and delight. She gazed down at the mouth-watering sight of her aunt's tits and fought the urge to bite ravenously into them.
The nipples were erect, and they drew her attention. They were thick, rosy in color and just aching for direct contact. Sondra wondered what she was waiting for.
"Mmmmmm, that gets me hot," Cheryl said as her niece's mouth settled around one of her sweetly wanting tit-points. "Just suck on me and watch my panties get wet!"
Sondra liked that idea, and applied her first suck to Cheryl's nipples. Her touch was gentle but insistent, squeezing with his lips as she applied suction and lifted her head. She turned her head this way and that as far as she could, plucking at each of Cheryl's nipples from almost every angle.
Cheryl's previously calm body became more animated under Sondra's caresses. Her spine and her thighs pressed together to her pussy. Her shoulders rocked and gently, pushing her tits at her niece's mouth and pulling away at just the right moments.
Sondra enjoyed the participation, the feeling that Cheryl was joining in the fun. It was so much better when the sex-play was a cooperative thing. It seemed to double the enjoyment.
Sondra was prompted to take things a little farther. Taking her hand from Cheryl's far side, she reached down to pull the woman's pleated skirt back over her thighs and hips.
Easing her hand between the smooth thighs, she sliced upward. Cheryl's legs parted and stayed that way, with enough room for Sondra to turn her hand and fit her fingers flat on the crotch of her aunt's panties, which was exactly what the girl did.
Continuing to suck Cheryl's magnificent tits, Sondra slid her pressing fingers up and down on her aunt's panty-covered twat. She felt a damp heat emanating through the satiny material and she stroked faster, sucked harder.
Cheryl's face was a mask of pure enjoyment. "I really go for that finger action too!" she gasped. "You're on the right track with me, kid."
Sondra's hand was almost trembling as Cheryl's cunt. Perfume and the sharper aroma of hot cunt were invading her senses. Her own pussy was getting excited too, but as long as she had a lively female to take care of, Sondra could put her needs on hold.
The young blonde sucked in a whole mouthful of tit and lifted her head, causing the packed flesh to spring loose with a lewd smack. Sondra went back for more, at the same time sweeping her hand under Cheryl's panties and down onto the swollen, moist outer folds of her pussy.
"Mmmmmmm, delicious!" Sondra moaned. "I'm gonna gobble you up!"
Cheryl laughed with a throaty softness and sighed. "I've missed this. I've missed a lot lately. Nnnnnn, shit, good to be back in the swing of things!"
Cheryl's words were music to Sondra's ears. They made her all the more passionate and intent on showing Cheryl a good time. Maybe Cheryl was older, but Sondra knew a few things.
Sondra slid to her knees on the carpeted floor. She moved between Cheryl's knees, her hands going up the outsides of the woman's thighs. She gripped the sides of the juiced panties and pulled, virtually yanking them from Cheryl's ass and crotch. She swept them down to Cheryl's ankles and off.
Cheryl's thighs spread wide, her swollen cunt opening like a flower before the glassy-eyed girl. The outer cuntlips were lightly haired and firm. The inner lips were thicker than Sondra was used to. They seemed to have gotten muscular with use.
Sondra crouched lower and reached for the woman's cunt from either side. With her fingertips, she drew Cheryl's cunt farther open, revealing more of the pussylips, the fuckslit between them, the hot pink flesh above that and the ridge of clit-flesh topping everything off like a rare delicacy. Cheryl's cunt was glossy with wetness and hot with lust. The sight and smells fired Sondra's wanton young mind and body.
"Are you throbbing yet?" Sondra asked in a murmuring voice, staring intently into the lewd splendor of her aunt's fiery cunt.
"Pulsing! Why don't you slide your tongue in and feel it for yourself."
"You'd love that, wouldn't you, you slut?"
"So would you, bitch!"
Holding Cheryl's cunt open with her fingertips, Sondra leaned in closer and closer, stretching it out to make her sexy aunt burn with want and anticipation. Finally she stuck her tongue straight out and touched it to Cheryl's pussy.
She didn't slip inside, as Cheryl might have expected. Instead she teased the tip up and down on the drooling pussy, venturing up to the rigidity of her clit. Sondra circled the quivery girl-cock as she had Cheryl's nipples not long before. The memory stirred Cheryl's body and system and she undulated erotically before Sondra.
To tease Cheryl further, Sondra approached the woman's cunthole with a fingertip. She fucked it in all the way with, one motion and twirled it in a wide arc. She fluttered the end of her tongue against Cheryl's sensitive clit.
"Nnnnnnn!" Cheryl moaned. "Ooohhhh, you are a bitch! A clever, teasing little bitch!"
"You're loving it, too, aren't you?"
Cheryl laughed in a drunk-sounding way. "No comment!"
Sondra closed her lips on the spike of Cheryl's clit and sucked at it as she busily fucked her finger in and out of the woman's shivery, grasping cunt. She was wet through and through with rich, funky fuck juice that ultimately got the better of Sondra.
The blonde babe pulled her finger out and stretched Cheryl's pussy wide. She fit the oval of her lips onto the steaming, softly pulsing cunt and slowly extended her pointy tongue. She reached into Cheryl's fuck-tunnel with it, slicing deep.
The heat, the funky taste, the slickness, the lewd intimacy and the beauty of Cheryl's writhing body, all combined to make Sondra's head spin. She stuck her tongue out farther, wishing she could push her whole head up into Cheryl's fiery cunt.
"Aaaggghh!" Cheryl gasped excitedly. Her knees kicked, her thighs straining against Sondra's spread-out arms. Her tits rolled on her rocking upper body. "Oooohhh, ooohhh, oh wow! Wow!"
Sondra moved her mouth in circles, grinding her lips against Cheryl's outer cunt and her tongue against the more responsive inner portions. When that ceased to be enough for her, she reached up and closed her hands on Cheryl's wanting tits.
Cheryl gasped hotly. Legs free now, they lifted and folded in the air, her pussy tilting up into perfect line, with Sondra's mouth.
Sondra squeezed Cheryl's tits, pulled at them and milked thrill after thrill out of them into the woman's increasingly fevered body. She used her tongue with stabbing motions, darting into Cheryl's hot pussy with quick sureness.
"Uuuuuuhghh, uuunnnhhh, mmmm. God!" Cheryl moaned and groaned before Sondra. She was spinning deliriously, her face twisting from the potent passions.
Suddenly her stomach area lurched upward. Her spine went straight then curved again and held as if in a tight, tight grip. A harsh whine escaped her panting mouth and she went into a series of spasms that showed the intensity of her climax.
Sondra stayed with her aunt, her mouth glued to the throbbing cunt as she rode out the storm. She shuddered hotly. She went all tingly in anticipation of the climax that was sure to be pulled out of her before long.



CHAPTER FOUR


"Now," Sondra murmured upon lifting her head from between Cheryl's thighs, "was that fun or wasn't it?"
"Dreamy. You really pulled one out of me. I was really shooting for a while there."
"I know. Tasty." Sondra brazenly licked her lips.
"You sweet thing. I'll bet you're pretty horny by now."
"God yes," Sondra said. "My clit is burning for you."
"I don't think I can move. Looks like you're gonna have to climb up here and sit on my face."
Sondra jumped to her feet. "Love it!"
One piece after the other, her clothes came sliding off. In what seemed like no time at all, she was naked and moving toward her ant.
Cheryl squirmed to one side a little, placing her head on a cushion in a corner of the couch. Sondra placed one knee on the padded arm, the other knee on the low back, and draped her pussy and ass over her aunt's flushed face.
"Mmmmmm, pretty!" Cheryl moaned, taking in the view of her niece's spread crotch. "Very nice!"
"Lick me!" Sondra gasped wantonly. Her lust was sharper than she had realized and now that she was on the brink of getting some attention, it was even worse. "Oh please, eat my pussy before I burn up!"
Cheryl made low, gurgling sounds as she lifted her tongue out and began teasing the tip back and forth in the slit of the girl's hot pussy then Sondra breathed a sigh of relief, Cheryl let her tongue wander out to either side of the cum-zone. She caressed the smoothness of Sondra's inner thighs.
Sondra gave her ass an abrupt, impatient shake and said, "Oh, please do my pussy for me! Save the fine stuff for later! Get in my pussy and go, beautiful!"
"That horny, huh?" Cheryl asked. "Well, okay!"
Sondra drew her hands up onto her tits and squeezed preliminary thrills from them, almost frantic to answer the fiery needs clawing at her system. Then she felt her aunt's tongue search into the ridges and hollows of her pussy and she trembled with relief.
"Oh good!" Sondra gasped. "Good! Ohhh, I can't believe how much I want it!"
Between the dainty passes of her tongue, Cheryl applied warm kisses to Sondra's fuckhole. The warm press of her lips went all over the swollen outer folds and up and down the open fuckslit.
She went up to the top of the slit one more time, then extended her tongue into it and lifted the tip. She found Sondra's puffed-up clit with it and, digging in, she flicked outward. Again and again she dug her probe into her niece's upper folds of cunt and whisked the tip against the stiff clit.
Sondra shuddered over her aunt's face. The thrills shooting out from her clit were pure excitement. They were quickly gobbled up by her prowling need, but Cheryl kept drawing out more. A lewd frenzy was going on in Sondra's cunt. Sondra tossed her head and wailed with glee and flexed her fingers hard on her tits.
"Oohhh yummy," the young blonde enthused. "You're doing it for me, now! Really doing it! Oh wow, I'm gonna come like crazy!"
"You don't know how crazy," Cheryl said. Continuing to tongue her niece's clit, she sneaked a finger up past her chin and into Sondra's cunt. She fucked it deep inside, as Sondra had done, but instead of twirling her finger, she pumped it rapidly in and out.
Sondra's body twisted hard against the sudden surge of raw stimulation, almost knocking her off balance. Her hips lurched and writhed, seeming to be frying to fight off the overwhelming assault. But then her system adjusted, and her hips started to move with Cheryl's actions instead of trying to fend them off.
The lithe, chesty blonde shivered and shook on the end of her aunt's tongue and hand. She thought that this had to be the pinnacle of stimulation for girl-girl action. But Cheryl, she soon found out, had a surprise in store for her.
The finger slid from her cunt, and before Sondra could miss it, she felt the tip fucking into the pink knot of her asshole.
Sondra gasped.
"God, Cheryl," she said breathlessly. "You're not really gonna…"
The slicked finger was fucking into Sondra's virgin asshole. Her ass gave a defensive twitch against the penetration, but a wickedly fun sensation reached out to calm her resistance. Sondra felt herself becoming more and more receptive.
"Oh yes!" Sondra gasped elatedly. "Yes, I want it! God I want it! Ooooooh, mmmmmm, oh lover, slide that finger up my ass! Get it in!"
Cheryl laughed into Sondra's cunt as she kept on licking and kissing at it. She pushed her finger in deeper and probed Sondra's ass-tunnel to the hilt.
Sondra felt screamingly good. Cheryl was working her tongue into her pussy now, and the double penetration was doubling the excitement that had come before. Sondra could barely believe what was happening to her.
Slow tongue-dives into her cunt and the press of a full lip on her clit made her shiver hotly. The lurid, in and out motions in her whole made her quake with impending climax. Everything was so delicious that she couldn't stand it. Her body couldn't take it.
"Ooohhh, oooohhhh, ooowwww!" she panted lustily. "Almost – almost…"
Suddenly, finally, the hidden mother-lode of her excitement was broken open and she was consumed by the gushing, surging energies of orgasm. Her legs jerked and her ass-muscles flexed. Her insides were like running fire. The hard pulses of her clit became dizzying throbs in her cunt.
Her orgasm was a long time in coming. Her ass and pussy and tits were having too good a time. But Cheryl's sucking mouth was there to keep things moving, and finally Sondra felt the intensity subside and a tingly warmth seep into her sated system.
Sondra slid her knees out from under and lay down on Cheryl's upper body. The young blonde nuzzled against Cheryl's neck and just relaxed, unable to do anything else.
Cheryl ran open hands down Sondra's back and palmed the girl's asscheeks. Sondra sighed contentedly and squirmed, bedding their tits more comfortably together.
"Let's do it some more," Sondra said sighingly.
"You're a greedy one!" Cheryl groaned. "You don't want to?"
Cheryl smiled guiltily. "Yes, I do." Sondra managed to lift her head and she gazed into her aunt's liquid eyes.
"Seems tome I must have hit on something," she said. "I mean, you're not doing this just to humor me."
"So?"
"So I'm glad to see it. I hated you being all cooped up and feeling sorry for yourself. And everybody feeling sorry for you."
"Really?"
"Why not?"
"I thought maybe you were just out for kicks or something."
"That goes without saying," Sondra said, and they bath laughed. "But this is more than a kick. This is sweet."
"I know."
"But shit, I hope we're not gonna get stuck on each other."
"Would that be so terrible?"
"It might be inconvenient. Why? Is it something you'd go for?"
"Oh," Cheryl said, "I don't know. Maybe I should be thinking about avoiding entanglements these days."
"I'll get around to showing you. How about a little warm-up first?"
"I could go for that. Gonna go down on me again?"
"Let's take it easy this time. I'll bet finger play could give us both what we need."
"Maybe," Sondra said. "Being the horny sluts we seem to be."
"Oh, we are," Cheryl said. "We are!" They laughed together, noses and foreheads almost touching. Sondra gave her aunt a kiss on the lips and Cheryl reciprocated.
Their clasping hands separated. Cheryl reached for the satin smoothness of her niece's tits and Sondra's hand settled on the splendor of Cheryl's chest.
"Goddamn!" Cheryl gasped. "I just love having my tits played with!"
"And your pussy. I remember. I'll always remember everything about this day, Cheryl."
"Me too."
They kissed again with warm affection and squirmed closer together. Cheryl arched her body and pushed her tits up against Sondra's. She looked down and watched as she twisted her upper body from side to side, brushing her jutting tit-meat over Sondra's.
Sondra joined in the girlish fun, wagging her tits against those of her aunt. They giggled at their wickedness, at their unabashed delight in each other's body, and at each other.
Cheryl caught her niece with another kiss and returned her caressing hand to the girl's pouting tits. Sondra flicked her tongue into Cheryl's wet mouth.
Cheryl had been right. Sondra was turning on to the simple stimulation's, and Cheryl was getting hornier by the minute as well.
Sondra's hand went from one jutting tit to the other and back again. She started squeezing at the base and went right up to the tip, pinching the stiffened nipple with a provocative little twist. Cheryl was mimicking her actions down to the last detail.
Their heads and mouths were poised for kissing as they played on and on. Their tongues frolicked in and out of one another's mouth.
Taking the lead, Cheryl swept her hand down Sondra's body and onto her waiting cunt. For a brief while they brushed their fingers lightly over each other's inner thighs.
They continued kissing and resumed pushing their tits together. The pleasure just scorned to flow for them, sweeping them along into another world. Whatever inhibitions they might have had were forgotten.
Cheryl fit a cupping hand on Sondra's cunt. The soft folds were swollen and made a soft mound under her fingers. Sondra found Cheryl's cunt in the same aroused condition and she felt the kick of forbidden pleasure as she stroked the pouty softness.
Feeling the first trembles of her rising lust, Cheryl ran the tip of a finger up and down the dainty opening of her niece's pussy. Responding in kind, Sondra felt wetness in her aunt's fuckslit and sensed a terrific heat emanating from within the aroused female fuckflesh.
Sondra drew her legs up farther to spread them wider, hoping Cheryl would take it as a hint. The woman did, and as her cunt opened wider, Sondra ran her fingertip up to the area of her auntie's clit.
"Uuunnnhhh!" Sondra gasped, her body undulating and her hand revolving busily. "Oh God, this is so sexy! Never mind the fuck, I can come like this!"
"You don't know what you're talking yourself out of," Cheryl said, getting a little breathless herself.
"Shit!" Sondra groaned, torn between the pleasure and a delay for something potentially better. "Maybe you better show me, if it's that good!"
"It is, and you're gonna get it right now." Surrendering, Sondra lowered her shoulders flat on the bed. She kept her legs apart, both knees in the air now. Looking down past the stiff peaks of her tits, she saw Cheryl get up on her knees.
Her face flushed a hot pink and, showing a wolfish look, Cheryl grasped Sondra's ankles and lifted them, forced the girl's thighs back. The woman let Sondra's heels rest on her shoulders as she lifted herself into a squatting position.
Cheryl leaned forward, planting her hands to either side of Sondra's shoulders. She moved her feet up to either side of the girl's ass, her pussy sliding neatly into place onto Sondra's up-turned and totally vulnerable cunt.
Sondra shuddered. Pussylips to pussylips, their hot and watering cunts were suddenly joined in the most perverse kiss Sondra had ever known. The girl wailed her pleasure and delight. She threw her head back and squealed out loud.
Cheryl held herself relatively still for a moment, languishing on Sondra's outer cunt.
She smiled down at the excited teen with satisfaction and woman-lust, enjoying the kid's responses and itching for more.
Stretching from the waist up, Sondra met her aunt's horny gaze and smiled back. "You're a lecherous old thing deep down, aren't you?"
"You're no timid virgin yourself. I wonder if it runs in the family."
"Sorry this didn't happen sooner? I am!"
"A little. But I'm sure we can make up for any lost time."
"Mmmmmm, I like that idea!" Sondra moaned, and a warmer glint came into her eyes. "Gonna fuck me now?"
"Uh-huh."
"I feel so good just lying here naked under you that I almost feel guilty asking for it."
"This is my treat, and you've got it coming!"
"If you insist," Sondra said, barely containing her delight and anticipation.
Balancing on her toes and fingers, Cheryl began to move her pussy back and forth on Sondra's upturned cunt. Her motions were short and easy. The sensuous, grinding contact put fire into their almost-touching clits and sent shimmering excitement up their fuck-tunnel.
Sondra basked in the excitement of being languidly pussy-fucked for a time, then felt compelled to return some of the rich fun. She raised her trembling hands to the curved-out cones of her aunt's tits and softly milked at them.
Cheryl shuddered with wanton pleasure and wagged her sexy ass against Sondra's. Her pussy moved and ground into the swollen softness of the girl's heated cunt. The tips of their clits actually touched, and fiery sensations sparked off in all directions.
"Damn!" Sondra gasped. "This is good, and it's gonna happen for me fast!"
"Me too," Cheryl said in a throaty voice. Her head was rolling on her slender neck. She wiggled her ass again with erotic intent and pushed her tits at Sondra's groping hands.
Sondra was moving her hips in circles, grating her pussy against Cheryl's with an ever increasing urgency. Their cunts were slick and moved against each other with ease. Their fucking was down and dirty.
Sondra had to fight for every breath of air. Fucking and tit-squeezing took more and more of her energy. Above her, Cheryl's beautiful face contorted with bawdy expressions of "Malone".
"Come baby!" Sondra moaned in a fragile voice. "Come with me! Come all over my throbbing pussy!"
"Uuunnnhhh, uuunnnhhh, ooohhh, yeaaahhh!" Cheryl exclaimed.
They fucked at one another with a raw intensity, and then they could feel one another getting off. Elation filled them as the hard, quick pangs of climax were broken loose and, heads thrown back, their wild cries mixed together and filled the room with their orgasmic joy.



CHAPTER FIVE


On Wednesday, Sondra waited until Philip had time to get home from work before she tried to call him. He answered on the second ring.
"Can I come over?" she asked. "I have something to tell you."
"What?"
"It's about Cheryl."
He then said okay.
He was working on a drink when she got there. Perhaps he had anticipated that he might need it. They sat together on the couch.
"I went to see Cheryl the other day," Sondra said.
"And?"
"Well, all I can say is she seems pretty well adjusted to the way things are. I wanted to get together with her again, just to make sure, but when I called her this afternoon, she said she was going out tonight."
Without looking at Sondra, Philip sipped his drink. He held a portion in his mouth for a moment, then swallowed. "Alone?"
"She didn't say. Or wouldn't. I'm sorry, Phil, I know you had hopes…"
"Yes," he said. "I did."
"On the other hand," she said, leaning closer to him, "you've still got me."
He looked at her somewhat undecidedly.
"You're not gonna play, hard to get, are you?" she asked teasingly.
"God knows I should."
"Let me take care of you. I can do it, you know. Make you feel real good. Like new."
"There are other things to consider."
"Not from where I sit," Sondra said easily. "It wouldn't exactly be a first time for time, remember?"
Sondra eased up to the edge of the seat. In her next motion, she lowered onto her knees on the floor. She drew his knees wider apart and moved between them. Not once did her impudent, challenging, daring, enticing stare leave Philip's face.
"Let me take care of you," she said in a whisper. "I want to." With both hands, she reached for the top of his fly. "Watch me take care of you."
She lowered her ass back toward her heels, crouching between his thighs. Her face just above his crotch, her eyes lowering to it, she opened his pants and reached into his shorts. Her motions were slow, seductive, treating him gingerly, like a stallion that might bolt.
She found his cock wit one hand and drew the rubbery tube out into the open. Smiling, she gave it a squeeze of hello, then gripped it and lifted, giving it a preliminary stretch.
"Watch me take care of you," she said again, in a murmuring tone this time. "You, your cock – your gorgeous cock!"
Sondra leaned forward and parted her lips. Holding his prick in her hand, she rubbed the tip around in the velvet oval of her lips. It was a slow tease, tantalizing, and his cockmeat began to swell in response.
Sondra smiled again, enjoying herself and feeling a fresh twinge of triumph. She had won her uncle over once again, and no doubt this would be the last time she would have to.
She slid her tongue out and held it against the underside of his expanding cockhead. She wiped from side to side a few times, then looked at his face.
"Feel like fighting it?" she asked knowingly. "It's a bit late for that," he said, and finished off his drink.
"The only thing to do now is enjoy it, right?"
"Looks that way."
"And you're going to enjoy it, I promise." As if to demonstrate, she pulled the opening of his briefs down to expose his balls, then pulled them out into the open. Her other hand jacking at his prick, she dipped her tongue out onto his balls and started to softly wash over the cum-filled nuggets.
Philip squirmed, sliding his ass forward a little, spreading his knees wider and tilting his balls up and out. He set his empty glass aside and started to idly touch at her hair and pretty face.
After passing the end of her tongue all over his balls at least twice, Sondra tilted her head and faced his cock from close in. She opened her hand and ran her tongue up the smooth underside of his thickening, lengthening cockshaft.
If her attempts to please him appeared especially heartfelt, it was because she was trying to console him at the same time. He had just lost his wife – perhaps not permanently, but he didn't know that then. Sondra wanted him to feel better, to see that, like she had said, he still had her, and that she was nothing to sneeze at.
Sondra continued passing her tongue up the length of his rising prick. For variety, she used a fluttering caress as she lifted her mouth to his cocktip. Her eyes watched his every surge of growth.
"I'm really whipping you into shape, aren't I?" she asked between licks.
"Fixing me right up," he said, and she noticed how his attitude had brightened. His cock was coming along and the rest of him was following close behind.
Sondra couldn't help but feel a surge of pride, and of power. It wasn't everyone who could do what she could do, let alone do it as effectively. She began to wonder if there was anything she couldn't do, or anyone she couldn't fuck.
The rubbery texture of his cock was being replaced by a definite rigidity. Running her lips and stabbing tongue up to the tip, Sondra spotted a drop of clear, anticipatory cum on his pisshole. Instantly she leaned his cock forward and licked the tantalizing taste into her mouth. His cockshaft offered resistance to her pulling hand as she showed her delight.
"Good cock," she moaned. "Really fine prick you have here, Uncle Phil! Too bad you've been hiding it from me."
"Wicked little twitch," he said, gazing down at her with a fondness that made her quiver.
"I wanna make you feel real good," she said.
"You're doing it."
"I wanna make you come in my mouth."
"Are you sure?"
"I've wanted it for years. I've wanted your cock so bad – your juice, everything! I'm gonna do it now! I'm gonna suck you off!"
She shifted her ass up off her heels, digging both elbows into the seat of the couch to either side of his hips. His cock stood upright on its own, and Sondra was staring straight down at the thick, manly prick.
Sondra opened her mouth to engulf the rigid cock-rod. She lowered slowly, deliberately, onto the flared, purple prickknob, tantalizing Philip with the spectacle of her taking in his prick.
Closing her lips around the top of the cock, just below the ridge, she sucked down with one inch lurches. It was the first time she was sucking her uncle's cock, and she wanted to savor every moment, as well as give him something to remember.
Bit by bit she took Philip's cockmeat into her mouth and then, with one more lurch, into her throat. She squeezed the cockhead into the opening and moved her head from side to side to grind the sensitive cock in the tight confines.
"Gawhhhhh!" Philip groaned chokingly. "I can't believe what you're doing to me!"
"Mmmmmmmm!" she moaned in reply, making her mouth rise on his pounding hard-on, but clinging to it with a penetrating want.
Philip's legs trembled on either side of her as she effortlessly mouthed his hard cock. Even her angelic face, it was not hard to see that she was girl gone slutty in her desire for cock action.
"You're amazing," Philip said to her, his hands going to rest on her shoulders. "Fantastic cocksucking! How old did you say you were?"
Sondra couldn't help stalling, her lips pulling away from Philip's cockshaft. Her throat gurgling with laughing sounds, she scraped her teeth up on the top side of his horny prick. She felt it swell with lust in response.
Sondra continued deep-throating her uncle's cock with a smooth-flowing rhythm. After playing with herself, sucking cock was the first sexual activity she had learned. And for over a year, sucking was all she did. She had learned a lot.
She swept her mouth up his cock once more and pulled free of it with a juicy smacking sound. His prick swung back toward his belly, then rolled around upright in the air. It was red all over, glassy with saliva and pulsing and puffing with excitement. Sondra got a little dizzy just looking at it.
"Good cock!" she gasped. "Real good cock!"
Wanting it all the more, she moved her mouth back onto the erect cock and sucked down. She inhaled prick and pulled herself back to inhale it all over again.
She caught the signs of her sucking getting to him. His legs couldn't seem to keep still. His upper body was squirming. His hands were trembling.
"My hero," she said, pushing herself to her feet.
He stood too, catching her hand and leading her to the stairs. It figured he would want to go upstairs, she thought. Not that she minded. He had a reputation to worry about, and she had a secret to protect.
They passed the door to the guest bedroom this time. He led her straight to the master bedroom.
Philip started to undress, but Sondra took a moment. She was looking around the room, and at the bed. It was hers now. Not Cheryl's. It took a little getting used to, but already she liked it.
Starting to get out of her clothes, she looked at Philip. Without any self-consciousness, as naturally as if they were lovers, he whisked his shorts down and stepped out of them. Naked, he came toward her.
Looking at him, being with him, Sondra saw how comfortable he felt with her, and she felt just as comfortable with him. Especially when naked. And she thought this might be what it was like to be married. So open, so natural, so mature.
Sondra stepped out of her panties and stood up and then Philip was close in front of her. His hands slid around to her ass and drew her body up against his. She threw her slender arms around his neck and pulled herself closer, her tits swelling out on his chest, her tummy flat on his.
His arms went around her, and she couldn't get over how she seemed to belong in his embrace.
They kissed, and Sondra drew his tongue into her mouth and sucked on it. He pulled her even closer. Then she gave him her tongue and felt his eager response.
They lay down together on the bed, kissing continually. Philip rolled onto his back, sweeping Sondra up on top. She draped herself over his body and legs like a blanket, then sucked wantonly at his tongue.
It must have stirred something in him, because the next thing she knew he was rolling over again, putting her underneath. He caught her tongue in a hot kiss and pressed his weight down on her to hold her still. Being held still with so many feelings and urges running through her system left Sondra momentarily breathless.
Philip shifted off to one side, but stayed close, holding his body against her while propped up on an elbow.
"Having a nice time?" he asked.
"Very!"
He drew his hand up from her hip and let it wander over the front of her body, exploring and getting acquainted.
"I can't believe how grown-up you are!" he murmured. "It seems like only yesterday you were a gangly kid who wouldn't know a cock if it was taken out and shook at her!"
"Don't be too sure," Sondra said, and saw him chuckle. "I hope I'm not making you feel too old."
"I should feel old. But I feel young. I haven't felt this horny in ten years."
Pleased, Sondra wriggled closer and reached for his cock. She flexed her fingers on the swelling, rubbery prick.
"Keep that up and you're gonna make a mess," Philip said to her.
"I'll clean it up."
"That's sweet, but I've already got a cleaning lady."
"What don't you have?"
"A wife, apparently."
"Forget her. I keep telling you, you've got me."
"And you're a peach. But it takes a while for seven years of marriage to wear off. Even if it did get rocky at times."
Sondra came up onto her elbow. She curved her hips in against Philip's and tucked his cock between her thighs, against the heat and softness of her cunt. She trailed her hand lightly up his side and over his shoulder, to the back of his neck. She combed her fingertips gently into his hair.
"Forget that bitch," she said. "Kiss me! Suck my tits! Fuck me!"
As she spoke, she inched closer, her voice becoming more hushed and more insistent. She squeezed his cock with her thighs. She pushed the burning points of her tits into his chest. She swept her provocative tongue over his lips.
"I'm yours!" she whispered. "Take me!"
And then his arm was around her waist and he was holding her close, kissing her hard and taking her.



CHAPTER SIX


Philip and Sondra saw each other as often as they could. Usually they were confined to one odd night during the week and at least once on the weekend. There were exceptions.
One day, Philip arranged a motel rendezvous near where he worked. It was on his lunch hour, so things were kind of rushed at the start. But once they got into the bed, one thing led to another and he didn't get back to work until two.
They had fingered and sucked and fucked up a storm together, and it was their best fuck session ever. It seemed that they could do no wrong with each other.
Sondra tried to keep tabs on Cheryl. Her lusty aunt appeared pretty intent on living it up which pleased Sondra. Once or twice the two of them got together for a lesbian romp, and was that fun. Each time, Sondra would walk away from it promising herself to do it more often, but she'd soon find herself back in Philip's arms.
Always before going over to her uncle's house, Sondra would call ahead to make sure the coast was clear. She did it for him.
She called on Thursday afternoon and noted the vague discomfort in Philip's voice as he said, "Ah, Sondra, listen, about our plans…"
"Uh-oh," she said. "Sounds like I'm about to be stood up."
"Yes, I'm afraid so."
"I'll need one good reason, please."
There was a long pause. Finally he said, "I heard from Cheryl today. She wants to meet on neutral ground for a talk. Tonight."
Sondra was stunned. "But, that can't be…"
"Why not?"
"I mean, she didn't say anything to me about this."
"Why would she?"
"I-I thought we were friends."
"Oh. Well, maybe she hadn't, made her mind up when she last saw you. Anyway, she asked, and I agreed."
"I see," Sondra said stiffly.
"I have to do that much," he explained. "After what she did? After what she's been doing?"
"She's done less than I have," he said. "Anyway, there's no guarantee this meeting will result in anything."
Sondra didn't say anything. She knew otherwise. She could detect the hope in his voice.
"Are you okay?" he asked after her prolonged silence.
"Fine."
"I'll talk to you," he said, and that was that. He hung up.
Sondra tried not to be furious. She'd known all along that he harbored feelings for Cheryl. She tried not to be hurt.
The more she thought on it, the more hopeful she became. She hadn't lost him yet, not even a little bit, and she wasn't going to.
She got herself over to her uncle's house right away, formulating a plan of action as she went. He was pulling on a tie when he opened the door. He showed surprise when he saw her standing that.
Sondra went forward, casing by him with an air of mystery about her. He shut the door and turned to her.
"What are you doing here?" he asked.
She gave him a sly smile and started up the stairs. Perplexed, he followed.
"Sondra," he said, "I don't have time for games."
Sondra continued on to the master bedroom. Going to the bed, she draped herself across it. She was wearing a mini-skirt and a sleeveless pullover, and her body was on provocative display. Philip faced her from halfway between the door and the bed, his tie hanging down his chest.
"Before you go running off to kiss Cheryl's ass," she said lightly, "I wanted to get something straight between us."
She smiled sweetly at he double meaning and at Philip's mildly exasperated response to it.
"I don't think you're gonna find it that easy to give me up," Sondra said. "You can take her back, but do you really think you won't want me? You think you won't want it? When she's sucking on your cock, who will you be thinking of?"
She undulated provocatively on the bed. He looked at her soberly. She could tell she had struck a nerve. More like a fear. He was worrying about just what she was asking him.
Encouraged, she lay down and stretched out, her arms over her head, putting herself on display to full effect. Her curves, her jutting tits, her angelic face and her wanton eyes all sparked illicit memories and lurid temptations.
"You shouldn't have fucked me in this bed," Sondra said. "Sure you wanna share it with her now?"
He stared.
"That is, if she wants to come home. That is, if you want her to."
She rolled onto her side and stretched out temptingly before him.
"Do you want her to?" she asked sweetly.
He looked away.
"Shit!" he muttered.
"Good thing I acted fast," Sondra said. "Imagine being confronted with all this after the big reunion."
"You're a little bitch, you know that?"
"Hey, I'm just the messenger, Uncle Phil," Sondra said. "Besides, I'm beginning to think it's one of the reasons you love me, me being a bitch."
"That's what you are."
"Yeah, I'm bad," she admitted. "Real bad. You should have spanked my ass when you had the chance."
That gave her an idea. She rolled onto her stomach. She reached back with her free hand and gasped the hem of her short skirt and started pulling it up over the checks of her ass. They were bare.
"Wanna spank it now?" she asked him. "Or do you wanna fuck it?"
His eyes jumped from her gorgeous ass to her glinting eyes. He was looking to see if she meant it.
Sondra wasn't sure why she hadn't suggested assfucking to him before. She had tried it, and liked it, and the two of them had done just about everything else. Maybe in the back of her mind she had thought to save it for a special occasion.
"Huh, baby?" Sondra asked, teasing her slender hand in and out of the deep crack of her jutting ass and over her smooth, cushiony asscheeks. "Do you wanna spank my ass, or fuck it?"
Philip licked his lips, his eyes returning to her provocative, enticing ass. There for the taking. He shook his head slowly.
Sondra smiled.
Philip whipped the tie from his neck and dropped it to the floor. He turned on his heel and walked into the bathroom that adjoined the bedroom and came back with a small jar. He dropped the Vaseline onto the bed in front of Sondra.
"If we're gonna do this, we might as well do it right," he said, starting to unbutton his shirt.
"I always knew you were a gentleman," Sondra said with an honest smile.
"I'm weak. I'm a fool."
"You're what I want, stud," she said.
"Get those clothes off."
"So much for being weak!"
Rollins onto her back, she loosened her skirt and took it off. She then wriggled out of her skirt and lay there naked before him.
Her nipples were rising, her tits tingling. She felt slickness in her pussy, then a twitch near her clit. And there was a giddy feeling of anticipation in her shitchute.
On a more emotional level, there was triumph again. She had won another round. Maybe, just maybe, the final round. This was pretty close to asking him to choose between her and Cheryl.
Sondra's open hands played slowly up and down the front of her body as she watched Philip undress. A funny feeling came over her. The sensation that this was how it would be if they were husband and wife. He was committed to fucking her and she was committed to being fucked. In the ass. And anywhere else he wanted. With each other, they felt free to do anything. Truly they belonged together. Sometimes she was afraid she was only imagining it, but it was real.
"How do you want me?" she asked.
"Let me count the ways."
"How?"
"Get up on your hands and knees. But you've gotta do something for me first."
Sondra rolled onto her knees in front of him. "What?"
He thumbed his shorts down, showing off his stiffening cock. "Whip me into shape. You want it in a hurry, don't you?"
"A big hurry," she said, leaning forward. She lowered her face to his prick and scooped it into her wanton young mouth.
As she sucked, Philip worked his shorts the rest of the way down and stepped out of them. His hands went to her shoulders and slid slowly down her back. He bent forward to cup her asscheeks with his fingers. Kneading the meaty crescents, he stretched them wide apart.
Sondra felt him take his hands away from her ass presently. She kept on sucking his cock, running the wet warmth of her mouth back and forth on it from one end to the other. She drew stiffness into his cockshaft in a steady stream.
She heard the small jar of lube being opened and sensed Philip leaning forward again. She curved her spine to stick her ass out. Perched on folded legs, she reached back with both hands to pull her asscheeks apart. And she kept on moving her mouth to and fro on the thickening sexiness of her uncle's prick.
Philip sought Sondra's asshole with a greased fingertip and found it. He smeared Vaseline on her pink shitter, then took another dab from the jar and poked his digit inside. He twirled his fingertip against the muscle of her assring, massaging it loose. Then he fucked deeper into her tight shitchute.
Sondra took Philip's cock into the squeeze of her throat and backed off slowly. She withdrew from his meaty column of prick with heartfelt suction, his thickness holding her lips spread and made a wide circle.
With Philip's finger up her ass and lewdly softening her inner resistance, she took her hands from her asscheeks and fished around on the bed for the Vaseline. She found it where he had dropped it.
Holding his cockhead in her mouth and whisking her tongue all over it, she took a two fingered portion of lube from the jaw and started to spread it on his cockshaft. First along the top, then underneath, then all over as she wrapped her hand around the extended cockshaft and jacked back and forth on it with twisting motions.
With seeming reluctance, she pulled her mouth from his pulsing hard-on and drew her greased hand up onto the cockhead. She spread lubrication up to the leaking pricktip.
On her own, she turned away. With Philip's plunging finger still in her whole, she shifted around to face away from him. She lifted her ass into the air, her knees at the edge of the mattress. Her face was down on the bedding, her hands reaching way up and gripping the sheets. "Will this do?"
"Perfect," he said.
Her asshole was vulnerable and waiting. Sondra was tingling through and through with want and expectation. She was poised for prick, braced for it.
"Oh God, it feels terrific!" she groaned. "As good as I dreamed it would! Oohhh, nnnnn, fuck me with that greased cock!"
He fucked in deep, and she shook her ass as he pulled out. They continued working together like that, finding a rhythm, riding with it, then shifting to something fresh. Through it all, Sondra yelped and yipped with sheer animal joy.
"I'm gonna come in you!" Philip gasped. "Gonna came in your ass!"
"Do it!" she cried. "God, do it! I'm with you! I'm right there!"
Her insides were choking for the sweet wash of his jizz, grabbing far the magic moment that would make it happen.
Sondra gasped, went stiff, then was swept into the middle of a roaring climax. Her cunt spasmed, her asshole clamped down hard, and the quick pounding sensations lifted through her with a terrible intensity. She was coming and coming, and didn't see how it could ever stop.
Into it all came the torrid gushes of Philip's spunk. His cock flexed and pumped and spewed his jism into her ass depths.
They fucked at one another until there was nothing left. Then they toppled forward and lay together on the bed, calming and regaining strength and awareness.
"Shit!" Philip gasped. "I've still got a date."
"Call her. Tell her to fuck off!"
"I should see her. Explain."
"Gonna tell her about me?"
"Not in so many words. I don't know what I'm gonna tell her."
"Should I be here when you get back?"
"That might be nice."



CHAPTER SEVEN


Philip had a quick shower, got dressed and left. Sondra took a long shower, put on one of his shirts and went down to the kitchen for something to eat.
She wandered through the house, not snooping as much as just seeing what it had to offer. Philip's den was of particular interest to her. Sitting in the chair behind his desk, she wondered if she wasn't in love with him. Whatever it was, it was a nice feeling.
She watched television for a while, glancing frequently at the clock. It was only getting around to nine, but Philip had been gone for hours. Finally she heard his key in the lock.
Sondra bounded up to her uncle, throwing her arms around him and draping herself from his shoulders. She greeted him further with a forceful kiss.
"How did it go?" she asked, feeling his hands slide down to grip the globes of her ass.
Philip sighed. "How shall I put it? It went – fruitfully."
"Sounds promising."
"I don't think we have much to worry about."
"Sounds even better," she said, holding herself close. "I called my folks. They're not expecting me until morning."
"Took a chance there, didn't you?"
"I had faith in you coming home alone."
"You'll be taking me for granted next."
"Wanna bet?"
He grinned. "Let's go upstairs. There's something I've been wanting to try."
"My kinda guy," Sondra said. She shifted around to his side and they walked up the stairs. For the first time, and somewhat unexpectedly, Sondra felt content. Obviously Philip and Cheryl had come to a parting of the ways. She could have him to herself. She had him to herself.
They entered the bedroom.
"Ever been tied up?" he asked her.
"No," she said, her eyes brightening at the prospect.
Philip looked at her, loosening his tie. In anticipation, Sondra removed her shirt and stood naked before him.
"Now I know why men wear ties," she said.
"Lie down on the bed."
Sondra stretched out on her back along one side of the wide bed. She lifted both arms over her head and, with Philip standing over her, she let them be tied to the headboard.
He didn't stop there. He went and got another tie and ran it from one of her ankles to the short leg at the foot of the bed. He stood then and slowly undressed.
Sondra squirmed with rising excitement. "What are you going to do?" she asked.
"Have my way with you," he said simply.
"I'm looking forward to it."
"Me you?"
"Of course."
He smiled down at her. There was something mysterious about it, she thought, but she couldn't figure out what. He was up to more than he was letting on.
Philip stepped out of his shorts and stood upright, naked. Looking her over, he started to fondle his cock.
She had never watched a man make himself hard before. It stirred something perverse inside Sondra, and she squirmed on the bed.
Her bonds came into play then, restraining her, and she got her first taste of what it was going to be like with them on, with Philip having his way with her. The teenager grinned.
Philip walked around to the other side of the bed, stroking his hardening cockmeat. He came onto the bed, then knelt before her.
Continuing to pump his prick with one hand, he touched the other one to the front of her body. He moved it lightly ova her tits, down to her thighs, back to her belly, then toward her cunt. He stroked lightly into her cuntbush, concentrating on her soft pussy mound.
Sondra began to want mow. She tried to bend her leg so she could shift toward him, but the restraining tie stopped her. She tried to tilt her pussy up and out to his lightly caressing hand, but he held back. She moaned. "Do you want something?" he asked. "You know I do."
"What do you want?"
"I want you to play with my pussy. Finger me, lick me, I don't care!"
"What about my cock? Don't you want to play with my cock?"
"Yes! Anything! I want it all!"
"Do you always get what you want?"
"Oh don't tease me," she cried softly. "Play with me! Let me play with you!"
"You didn't answer. Do you always get what you want?"
"Yes, now finger me!"
"How do you get what you want?"
"What?"
"You heard me."
She looked at that mysterious expression in his eyes and wasn't sure she liked it.
"What are you getting at?" she asked, writhing against her bonds.
"I've got a surprise for you," he said. "Another one?"
"Don't go away," he said, and pushed himself from the bed. She watched, both perplexed and mildly astonished, as he walked out of the room.
"What-what are you going to do?" Sondra asked, looking from her aunt to her uncle.
"We were afraid you wouldn't be as sorry as you could be," Cheryl said. "We're going to teach you a lesson."
"But I am sorry!" Sondra cried.
"Sorry for what you did, or sorry you got caught?" Philip asked.
Sondra paused, uncertain, and that pause gave her away. She was sorry she had gotten caught. That was all.
"We thought so," Philip said.
"What're you gonna do to me?"
"You'll see," Cheryl said. "But if you want a hint, we're gonna do to you what you did to us."
Sondra didn't know what Cheryl meant, and she wasn't sure she wanted to find out.
Philip and Cheryl moved onto the bed. Philip moved ahead of his wife, crawling up alongside Sondra. Each of them seemed to have specific designs on her, as if they'd worked it all out in advance.
Sondra felt her free leg being drawn aside by her aunt. Drawn aside and held aside. The bed shifted and Cheryl settled stomach-down between Sondra's legs. Sondra felt the woman's delicate, steamy breath on her crotch.
Philip was nuzzling Sondra's bunched together tits. Crouching to one side, he softly and lovingly kissing at her tits.
Sondra felt Cheryl kissing at her cunt and the thoughts in her mind gave way to the first shudder of excitement. She stopped caring what Philip and Cheryl were up to. It was starting to feel too good to resist.
Cheryl's tongue tip came out and she moved it up and down in her niece's fuckslit. Sondra pulled her free leg up and back, holding it against Philip, and tilted her pussy up and out in offering to the lush brunette's mouth.
Philip's tongue appeared then and started to rove over Sondra's peaked tits. Coming to a stiffening nipple, he wagged his tongue tip from side to side against the far and near portions, then flicked to and fro on the untouched parts.
The pulpy pink flesh of Sondra's nipples swelled and got stiff one after the other under Philip's sexy caresses. It was getting awfully hard to believe that he meant anything bad for her. Sondra stretched and lifted her tits to his face.
Cheryl was working her tongue with flicking motions now. She wiped her probe outward from the increasingly steamy center-slit. She was massaging the thin line open, and as the outer cuntlips puffed up, it was pulled open, revealing the eagerly waiting inner pink pussy.
Philip was biting into Sondra's tits with his lips, and it was screamingly good. Her tits were obviously scrumptious to him, and she was glad he was enjoying them so fully and openly.
"You guys are getting me hot," Sondra said in a thickening voice. "I mean real hot."
Her hands and ankle pulled against the bindings and she gasped with horniness and frustration.
Neither Cheryl nor Philip answered her directly. They just went on doing what they were doing.
Sondra had never dared to entertain the notion of a threesome involving her and Philip and Cheryl. The impossibility of it ever coming to pass ruled it out. But here it was, happening. Not quite the way she might have imagined it, but then again, not too outrageously different.
Her two most favorite people in the world, she thought. What a thrill to have them attending to her needs. What an honor and a privilege. It was heaven. She'd wanted them both, and now she had them.
It was Philip who initiated the first change in the horny action. Pulling his mouth from Sondra's worked-over tits, he threw a straddling leg over her upper body. He sat with half his weight on Sondra's tits.
His cock was hard and sticking out over her face. But the real kick was having his ass pressing down on her tits. It was new for Sondra, a down-right funky pleasure that touched a raunchy streak in her soul.
Philip ran a hand over his hard cock and grinned down at her. "Wanna suck it?"
He didn't seem to be teasing.
"Yes! Yes, please put it in my mouth!"
Philip pushed down on the top of his cock and Sondra lifted her head, opening her mouth. She took his cockhead past her lips, and as she lifted higher, more and more of his prick-shaft was taken inside.
It was a new style of cocksucking for her, and it took some getting used to, but Sondra caught on swiftly. Her head bobbed with increasing ease as she pistoned her hot mouth on her uncle's extended hard-on.
Things really got to be fun when he started rocking his ass to and fro on her tits. Forward to drive his cock into her mouth, back to pull away, all the while rolling her sweet tits under his manly asscheeks. Good dirty fun for all Cheryl wasn't exactly slouching either, although it was sometimes hard to tell just what she was trying to accomplish. For a time, she flicked her tongue at Sondra's streaming cunt. Then she lifted her head clear and proceeded to probe Sondra's inner tissues with one or two fingers. Then she went for some sucking action.
But she wasn't too concerned about any of it. More than anything, she seemed to be idly amusing herself. Sondra was turning on to the caresses, but Cheryl didn't, seem to want to make her come.
Needing a breather, Sondra took her mouth from Philip's glossy red cock and dropped her head back onto the bed. He reached down and massaged the back of her neck as she caught her breath and she smiled up at him in a kind of daze.
"This is so much fun," she said.
"Enjoy it while it lasts."
"What does that mean?"
Sondra tried to understand where all this was leading. It was truly baffling.
"Suck me some more," Philip said to her. "Maybe I'll let you drink my cum."
"Maybe?" she asked, lifting her tongue out to lick at his smooth underside.
He smiled and slid his hands to the back of her head and lifted it. Her mouth came open and avidly sought his pulsing prick.
Sondra could feel her pussy throbbing. Cheryl was good, even with her easy-going approach today. The young blonde was getting some good shivers in her fuckhole, some real sexy tingles shooting off from her clit.
Sondra tried to hunch her pussy at the nibbling lips and flirting tongue of her aunt, tried to spark something that would really go somewhere. But Cheryl held back, and Sondra heard a soft laugh. Cheryl was only toying with her.
Then even that stopped. With her head bobbing on her uncle's cock, Sondra sensed a shift of weight on the mattress, and soon Cheryl appeared alongside Philip. The woman lowered onto an elbow, pulling herself up even with Sondra.
She leaned her head in, her eyes focused on Sondra's slurping lips and her husband's hard cock. She slid a caressing hand up the front of his body.
"He's quite a prize, isn't he?" Cheryl asked. "Mmmmm." Sondra moaned into his delicious prick.
"I don't suppose I can blame you for wanting him all to yourself," Cheryl said. "Then again, wanting and taking are two different things."
Sondra backed off of Philip's cock and lay her head down again. She exhaled heavily and turned her face to Cheryl, "You are mad at me."
Cheryl smiled. "You'll see."
The woman's eyes remained on Philip's prick, fascinated by it. Her hand came down onto the hard-on and, with a loose grasp, slid out to the knobby end. She stroked it with ease.
"You like this cock, don't you?" Cheryl murmured.
"Mmmmmmmmm!"
"Like making it come. Like feeling it come. You want it all the time, don't you?"
"Yes!"
"You want it to fuck you. You want to fuck it."
"Yes!"
"You'd really miss not being able to have it, wouldn't you?"
Sondra didn't want to answer. She was beginning to get a glimmer of understanding of what was going on, and she didn't like it.
Cheryl pressed her for an answer, and Sondra whispered, "Yes!"
Aroused as she was, it was a pretty emphatic yes. She would go crazy not having Philip or his cock to play with. And now Cheryl knew that. And that made Sondra afraid.
"You'd do anything to keep it, wouldn't you?" Cheryl went on. "Anything to have it in your mouth, or your cunt, or your an."
Knowing she had little choice, Sondra said, "Yes!"
Cheryl smiled and, before Sondra's very eyes, leaned in and took Philip's cock between her lips and sucked down to the very root of his prickmeat. Sondra could see how it fulfilled the woman to have her husband's cock inside her mouth and throat, and she felt Philip shudder with enjoyment too.
Cheryl sucked back on Philip's hard-on with sensuous washes of her loving mouth. Then she licked her saliva from the cockhead and went down on him again. Puffing free with a juicy slurp, Cheryl lowered her eyes to Sondra.
"I'm gonna let you lick his balls," Cheryl said.
As if acting on cue, Philip shifted forward, off of Sondra's tits and up so that his balls all over her mouth. Sondra swept her tongue up and around his dangling sac. She licked his balls and drew them into her mouth. She was only too happy to settle for this much contact with him.
Then she looked up, saw Cheryl sucking Philip's cock and thought otherwise. She wanted all of him, just like she always had.
Cheryl was toying with her again. First giving Sondra his cock, then his balls, and soon, nothing at all. She was making Sondra want Philip with every inch of her body, and then she was taking him away.
Sondra lifted her mouth and took Philip's balls into a tight squeeze. She wanted to show him how much she wanted him, to make him swat Cheryl aside and take her bat. She couldn't give him up.
But he was puffing away, being drawn away by Cheryl, and Sondra couldn't hold on without hurting him. His balls popped free of her mouth and Philip and Cheryl moved away from her, together.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Cheryl and Philip knelt facing each other on one side of the bed.
Sondra couldn't bear to watch, but she couldn't help it either. She whimpered helplessly when she wasn't trying to pull her hands free. What she would do if she got loose wasn't clear in her mind, but she was trying.
Cheryl and Philip wrapped their arms around one another and kissed soulfully. Philip swept his hands down onto the creamy smooth juts of Cheryl's asscheeks and kneaded the packed flesh with a lewd appreciation.
Sondra grew furious. What a cruel trick they had played on her. Whit an unfair punishment. She hadn't left either of them high and dry. She hadn't left them with nothing.
"Let me loose!" she gasped.
Cheryl and Philip both looked at her, and Philip said, "Not yet?"
"What do you want from me? You want me to say I'm sorry?"
"That would be nice," Cheryl said. "If you could make yourself mean it. Mostly, we just want you to lie there and suffer. Feel something of the loss you almost cost Philip and me."
Sondra looked to Philip, but now that he knew the real truth about her, he didn't have sympathy to offer. In fact, he appeared to be enjoying the sight of her all trussed up and powerless.
Cheryl and Philip resumed kissing, ignoring Sondra, but not for one minute forgetting that she was there. Everything they did was for her benefit, or suffering. They were going to enjoy themselves and rub Sondra's face in it, in not being able to participate, in never being able to again.
"I wanna finish sucking your cock," Cheryl said to Philip.
"Mmmmm, and I want your pussy! It's been too long for me, beautiful!"
"Just lie back. I'll give you a refresher course."
Philip lowered onto his ass and stretched his legs out to either side of Cheryl. He lay back, away from Sondra's view. Cheryl turned around and positioned herself astride him. She dropped onto both elbows and lowered her ass and crotch to his face.
Sondra watched, no more than two feet away from her aunt's flushing face. She was trying to figure out something to do, something to say.
Philip's heavy prick was lying back over his cockhair and lower stomach, looking like it was taking a short rest. As if not to disturb it, Cheryl bowed her head between his legs and slid her tongue out onto his swollen balls.
Philip had been waiting for it, and he groaned his pleasure. "Nnnnn, you haven't lost a thing!"
She wriggled her lower body, partly in enjoyment and partly in invitation. Philip accepted, sweeping the flat of his tongue up over the dangling folds of her cunt.
Cheryl gave a soft, girlish laugh of delight and busily flicked her tongue against his balls. She showed her skills and her caring and affection, and the thick log of Philip's prick rose toward her throat.
Sondra burned with jealousy at seeing Cheryl have such an effect on Philip. She'd wanted to be the only one for him. Had thought she could be. Now she knew otherwise.
She wasn't surprised, once she thought about it. She had been told that Cheryl and Philip's problems hadn't been sexual.
Cheryl's whisking tongue moved back over the top of Philip's ball-sac. It swept over the base of his cock as she pulled her head completely from between his legs.
Her own crotch pressed lower, ultimately pressing onto Philip's mouth. It made it easier for him to gobble into her, removing the neck strain as it did, and he took full advantage.
"Mmmm, mmm, mmmmm!" he moaned into his wife's cunt, his jaws and lips and tongue all working in raunchy unison and drawing groans of response from Cheryl's mouth.
At first, Sondra thought they were only doing it to torment her, but that notion passed. It sounded too sincere to be simple play-acting.
Cheryl thumbed her husband's cock at the base and stood the throbbing prick upright. She paused a moment, just looking at it, taking in the rich, virile beauty of the red cock from her point of view directly above.
Then, as if she simply had to have it in her mouth, Cheryl spread her lips and bobbed her head onto the powerful hard-on. The oval of her lips swept down all the way to the base with one smooth motion.
Smoother than me, Sondra thought. But then, she's had more practice.
It still amazed Sondra that Cheryl had called Philip. She'd thought her aunt was really enjoying her new life.
Cheryl worked her mouth up and down on Philip's prick with true devotion. Sucking noises escaped her mouth.
Slurpy sounds were coming from where Philip was working as well. His tongue was diving into the fiery opening of her pussy, drilling for her intimate juices. The fuckjuices rolled out for him and he sucked them into his mouth. He palmed her wide ass as if trying to squeeze out more of her tasty cunt-honey.
There were no words between the two. They kissed each other too well. Knew the responses and what they meant, and knew just what area to concentrate on to slow things down or speed up the excitement. They communicated by caress and response. They didn't need words.
Philip took time out from his cunt-sucking to move his tongue on her clit with heavy, quick, circular motions. Cheryl gasped laughingly and cooed knowingly, wise to what he was up to. She wrapped a hand around his cock and jerked him off quickly. They were agreeing that it was time for a come.
Thoroughly enjoying themselves, Cheryl and Philip attacked each other's fuck-parts. Sheer enjoyment was written all over their faces as they avidly sought one another's climax. Their bodies swain against each other on the bed, their passions reaching a fever pitch.
Cheryl aimed her husband's cock at her open mouth, and Sondra watched in fascination as the first streams of his cum came jetting forth. Cheryl closed her lips on the spasming end of his prick and swallowed. Her hand continued pumping up and down on his climaxing prickmeat.
Rising to meet Philip's orgasm was Cheryl's own. Her cries were muffled by his cock and his cum, but the intensity of her release was apparent in her spuming, convulsing body.
Sondra shivered deep down, knowing just how it felt. She was envious. Not jealous, as she'd first thought.
Philip lapped at the outer folds of Cheryl's pussy as she shuddered with orgasm. Reciprocating, the curvy woman affectionately chewed and sucked at his shrinking prickmeat. The last liquids were drawn out and the last shudders of total pleasure drifted away. But there was the pleasure of just being intimate with one another.
For long minutes, Sondra felt forgotten. But then Cheryl's eyes came to her. The woman looked pleased but Sondra was concerned, unsatisfied. There was more in store for the blonde babe.
Cheryl rolled off of Philip to the far side. He lifted onto his elbows and she twisted around, kiss his cuntjuice-smeared lips. She paused to lick at them.
"I want to go home," Sondra said.
Philip and Cheryl looked at her.
"In due time," Cheryl said.
"God, what how?"
"We'll think of something."
"I never want to speak to you again! Isn't that enough for you?"
"Not quite," Cheryl said, "is it, darling?"
"Nope!" Philip smiled.
"Double-crosser!" Sondra gasped.
"I had a good teacher," he said, looking straight at her.
Sondra turned her eyes away.
"Go on then," she said. "Have your fun! Get your jollies! See if I care!"
"Well, you heard her, darling," Cheryl said. "Shall we fuck?"
"Love to, but as you can see, I'm not quite prepared."
"Remember how I used to fix that?"
"Remember? I'm dreaming of it."
Cheryl shifted around. She lay down on her back, parallel with Sondra. She spread her legs wide, and Philip moved into a fuck position between them.
Curiosity getting the better of her, Sondra's attention turned to the couple. She couldn't resist the possibility of learning some new sensual secret.
Cheryl's feet lifted into the air as she drew her legs farther back to either side of her husband. She reached dawn between their bodies one hand grasping his limp cock and the other prying open her cunt.
With gentle fingers and knowing hands, she tucked Philip's cock into her fuck-tunnel. She set his limp prick in a straight line with her inner cunt, starting right at the base.
That accomplished, Philip dropped onto both elbows over her. Cheryl's legs lifted higher, her knees angling back to his shoulders. She drew his tongue into her mouth in a succulent kin. Her open hands moved down his back.
Sondra's eyes followed them. She had no way of knowing what Cheryl planned to do.
Cheryl spread her hands on Philip's asscheeks and dug her fingers in. She pulled his ass forward, making him push against her cunt. When she let go, he remained still, his mouth still glued to hers.
Cheryl extended the tip of a middle finger and touched it to the small of his back. She slowly slid it forward toward the crack of her husband's ass.
Sondra watched the tip of the finger, and then the finger itself disappeared into Philip's deep asscrack and she swallowed, anticipating what would happen next.
Cheryl probed at the tight ring of Philip's asshole. His knees parted. She curled her finger and pushed the tip in. It pushed past his resisting assring and entered his asshole. She pushed on, fucking her finger into his shitchute as thoroughly as hiss cock was embedded in her cunt.
Philip groaned and Cheryl moaned, and as they continued kissing, they shared a wicked pin. Philip's body undulated and she squirmed under him.
"I just felt a surge," Philip said to her. "I felt it too. You just got bigger."
"Good stuff, huh?"
"It was always good, lover."
"Yeah! It was!"
Cheryl cocked her head to one side. "Better than Sondra?"
"Oh, you're cruel," Philip said, and kissed her to shut her up.
Sondra felt entranced. She was watching Cheryl's hand moving, working her finger in and out and around inside Philip's shitter. The way he was squirming, and the way. Cheryl was moaning and twisting under him, he had to be getting hard. It was a neat trick.
She wondered what else she could have learned from her aunt if things hadn't turned out the way they had. What sex tricks? They could have been really good friends, Sondra thought now. And lovers.
"Oooooh!" Cheryl moaned wantonly. "That was a good one! You grew almost an inch that time! Or a foot! It's holding me back!"
"You're so tight!"
"Just trying to keep you from giving too much, too soon," she said.
Philip rocked his hips from side to side above her upturned ass, shifting his cockmeat for greater comfort inside the steamy clasp of her cunt. "I'll give you too much, too soon," he said playfully, and Cheryl rolled her head back with a soft, gurgling laugh.
"Oh God!" Cheryl gasped. "I do believe you're ready to fuck!"
"Gonna leave your finger in my ass while I get started?" he asked.
"I wouldn't want you to stall."
Grinning with her, Philip hoisted his ass and thrust forward. Holding her legs back and up, Cheryl rotated her hips to grate his cock inside her with more friction. She held her finger deep in his ass and fucked him with short, quick strokes.
"Nnnnhhhh!" she gasped, taking her finger from his asshole. "I better take it easy with you!"
"I guess I missed your cunt," he said. Lifting his ass higher and higher; he fucked her with his hot, hard prick.
"Nnnnnn, and I missed your cock!" she groaned. "And your fucking! You've kept in shape, haven't you?"
Then he lifted himself onto straight arms and drove his arched body at her with tireless enthusiasm. Cheryl gasped for breath and her head rolled dizzily.
Envy lifted through Sondra again. It was making her so horny too, watching like she was. She pressed her thighs together and tried to squeeze thrills out, of her clit. She ached to be with them. Being clit off was torture.
Sondra tore her eyes away, wondering why she was torturing herself by watching. She was only helping them make her suffer.
But the increasingly enthusiastic fucking went on, with Philip's hips slapping down on his wife's ass and his cock fucking into the depths of her fiery cunt.
Groaning sounds rasped out of Cheryl's throat. And Philip was starting to sound like a rutting animal. Sondra tried not to listen, but couldn't fend it off. She wanted to cry with frustration and loss.
Cheryl's raised heels started to kick, her legs flexing tautly. Her whole body was spuming as climax seized her fevered mind. And above her, Philip's head was pulling back, a look of total rapture on his face as he fucked out the surging energy of his own orgasm.
Sondra turned eyes to them again and watched them go soft together. They nuzzled and kissed, and finally Philip shifted off to lie on his back.
Cheryl rolled limply toward Sondra, pulled herself up on the bed and loosened the tic holding the girl's wrists in place. Then she slid down to untie her niece's ankle.
"Now Sondra," she said, sitting up, "I want you to go home and think about what happened here. If you come to any conclusions, let me know."
With a sunken heart, Sondra pushed herself from the bed. She picked up her clothes and went out, not looking, back.



CHAPTER NINE


Sondra was sure that her aunt's invitation had been sincere. Somewhere along the line, it had come to Sondra that Cheryl still cared for her or could care again, if Sondra proved worthy.
Still, it took some exertion for Sondra to walk up to Cheryl's door and ring the bell. It took further effort to keep from running before the call was answered. Then Cheryl was standing before her, and the only thing to do was go ahead. Go for broke.
"The other night. I'm still not clear on it, but were you trying to show me how I'd made you feel by trying to steal Philip? I mean, were you trying to make me feel the loss you would have felt?"
"Not just me. Philip too."
"By cutting you off from each other, permanently, I would have made you feel as frustrated and hurt and angry and lonely as you made me feel that night?"
"Well Cheryl," Sondra said, "I guess you did teach me a lesson. I did some bad things."
"Yes, you did."
"I know."
"Can we – can we be friends again?"
"Yes. I think we can." Brightening, Sondra turned to her aunt.
"Really?"
"Sure. Why not? You seem to have grown a little, and we're, even."
"I'm so glad," Sondra said. "For a while there I was afraid I wasn't gonna have anybody!"
"Poor kid. You're really having it rough, aren't you?"
"Seems that way."
"C'mere. I'll give you a hug."
Eagerly, Sondra slid her ass in alongside her aunt and let a comforting arm encircle her shoulders. It was good not to be alone anymore, to be forgiven and to have earned it. Sondra rested against Cheryl's body in the warm embrace.
"Cheryl?"
"Mmmm?"
"You're gonna think I'm terrible, but is friends all we can be?"
"You're right, you are terrible. But fun."
Sondra lifted her chin and met her aunt's gaze. "Does that mean…"
"I wouldn't mind a little fucking? Yes, dear, that's exactly what it moans."
"Hot damn!" Sondra exclaimed. "This gets better all the time!"
"Surprised?"
"A little."
"Well, hell, like I said, we're even. And Philip and I never were that mad at you. We almost thought it was kind of funny, the way you handled us."
Cheryl laughed her soft laugh and gave Sondra an affectionate squeeze. She moved her free hand to Sondra's bare knee and flirted her fingertips under the girl's short skirt.
"I did have fun," Cheryl said. "But the only real fun I had was with you, and Philip."
"I know how that feels," Sondra said. She moved a hand to her aunt's near leg and up underneath the woman's looser-fitting skirt.
"Oh shit!" Cheryl murmured in a burst of enthusiasm. "Let's play!"
She gasped Sondra's skirt and peeled it back from the girl's thighs.
Giggling, Sondra pulled her aunt's skirt up and, despite Cheryl's having taken the lead, slid her hand under the woman's panties.
Tilting their crotches out, Cheryl and Sondra twisted their upper bodies around together and started to kiss. Soft lip caresses at first, then flirting with their delicate tongues, then soulful kisses that locked them together, fun sensations reaching way down inside to stir things up.
Working blind, they easily found one another's clit-button. They rolled each other's girl-cock by the tip, frequently pinching the protective flesh in against it to spark more good, sexy feelings.
"You hot little thing!" Cheryl murmured. "I've been itching to get my hands on you again!"
"Does Philip know about that?" Sondra asked teasingly.
"Still looking to make trouble, kid?"
Sondra showed her usual sweet smile. "Who? Me?"
They laughed it off and resumed kissing, toying with one another's pussy. Then Sondra lifted her hand to Cheryl's blouse and started undoing the buttons.
"Mmmmm, yeahhhh." Cheryl moaned. "Let's both get our tits in on the fun."
She grabbed at Sondra's tight T-shirt and peeled it up the girl's body, exposing her jutting, braless tits.
"Are those things still growing?" Cheryl asked. "They keep looking better and better."
"Not as good as yours, yet," Sondra said, pushing and pulling Cheryl's blouse open.
Slouching lower on the couch, each reached a hand across to play with the other's tits. They brushed over and under and around with light, one-handed caresses. Cheryl was the first to try a milking motion, but Sondra followed suit, and they teased repeatedly up to their rising nipples. Sondra giggled with the delight of discovery.
"The fun's going all the way to my pussy!"
"Me too." Cheryl gasped. "Let's lose the panties, okay?"
Together they rocked their panties from their hips, drew their legs up and pushed the flimsy undies off. Sondra lowered her legs first, and when she did, Cheryl draped her inside leg over Sondra's knee, and they sat with their thighs nicely spread, their tits out in the open.
In a natural way, their hands fell to their own inner thighs and they caressed themselves for a brief moment. Their eyes were on each other, however, and neither needed to be told of the voluptuous feminine beauty that each had to offer.
"I wanna gobble you up," Sondra said.
"I'm with you. Let's make it a two-way thing. Right here on the couch."
"Try and hold me back," Sondra said.
She sat up and doffed her T-shirt. She slid over and lay down on the open seat of the couch. In front of her, Cheryl was taking off her blouse. The woman stood for a moment and dropped her skirt to her ankles.
Sondra's insides tightened at the sight of her naked aunt. She didn't think she would ever get used to the long creamy thighs, the sexily rounded ass, the sleek body with its thrusty titties, or the gorgeous face. As turn-ons went, Cheryl was made to order.
Sondra stretched as Cheryl's eyes came to her naked body. She saw the effect that she had on her aunt. Cheryl licked her lips and stepped forward in front of the couch. She did a turn and lifted a straddling leg over Sondra's shoulders.
Looking at the sweet ass and tempting crotch above her face, Sondra instinctively parted her legs and pulled them up. Cheryl bowed forward at the waist, her elbows digging into the seat of the couch and her full tits bedding themselves on Sondra's lower body.
Sondra was still looking when a soft, wet finger started rolling her clit. She placed open hands on her aunt's wide ass and slowly slid her fingertips in and down to the hanging folds of Cheryl's pussy. Reaching the outer cuntlips, she pressed in and pulled them away from each other.
The steamy slit of Cheryl's pussy came open, revealing the moist inner pink.
The finger on her clit was feeling better by the heartbeat, spurring Sondra to further action. She scooped into Cheryl's cunt and licked out a mind-fogging taste of percolating pussy.
There was a squirm of response from Cheryl, and then Sondra felt a warm, wet tongue tip replace the finger on her pussy.
With total fascination, Cheryl and Sondra explored the ridges and hollows of one another's warming pussy. The old pleasure-secrets were there to be found and exploited. The rich inner juices were itching to flow.
Their tongues moved in a kind of dancing ritual, fluttering up and down, whisking from side to side and slithering in and out of the fiery fuckslits. Stimulation led to more stimulation.
Sondra turned on fast, and the feelings went deep. She and Cheryl had a truly special chemistry between them. It could have been natural, or it could have come from the caring each felt for the other, or it could have been both. But it was there, and it was grand.
The constant building of their climaxes was heavenly. Their needs reached deeper and deeper. Their giving was total. They were utterly devoted to each other's pleasure.
Sondra tingled fiercely all over as her climax kicked loose. The sudden throbbing of her release was sharper and richer than she could ever remember, and she seemed able to enjoy it on levels she hadn't known were there.
Cheryl's pulsing cunt was gushing and gushing. Sondra wanted to drown in the luscious cuntjuice.
"You mean it?" Sondra asked, just to make sure. "You want to go for a threesome?"
Cheryl nodded.
"If only I'd known that at the beginning," Sondra said with a lamenting tone.
"Don't feel bad. Everything's working out. Besides, at the beginning, I might not have gone for the idea."
"How come?"
"I needed a little loosening up first."
"So everything really is working out for the best," Sondra said. "Neat!"
Their free hands found each other and clasped warmly.
"How long until Philip gets home?" Sondra asked.
Cheryl laughed. "Eager, aren't you?"
"Better get used to it, I guess."
"I have. I like it!"
"What're we gonna do until he gets here?"
"You decide."
"Hmmmmmm – didn't you say something before about fucking?"
"I sure did. And I'd like nothing more."
"This time I get on top," Sondra said brightly.
They got up off the couch. Following Cheryl's lead, Sondra picked up her discarded clothing. Starting near the front door, they started a trail of clothes that led upstairs to the master bedroom. The last item was Sondra's pink panties, dropped in the middle of the open doorway. From there, both women scampered onto the bed.
They wrestled around for a time, one catching the other in holds that they kept managing to wriggle out of. It was fun, and stimulating in a sexy way. The tussling began to get serious as Sondra's fuck-lust rose and Cheryl chose to play it cool, fending off her lewd advances.
Eventually, Sondra managed to get her long legs between Cheryl's. After that it was relatively easy to catch the woman's wrists and pin them to the bedding. Up on straight arms, her tummy and cunt mound on Cheryl's, Sondra caught her breath.
"I was afraid this would never happen again," the girl said.
"It was a close call, I guess."
"Do you really forgive me? I've been so shifty!"
"I'm letting you fuck me, I'm giving you my husband, aren't you ever satisfied?"
Sondra smiled sweetly in response. Sweetly, and guiltily.
Sondra wriggled with a horny restlessness and took some of her weight onto her knees. Cheryl's legs pulled up and apart to either side and the woman's cunt tilted up against Sondra's cunt mound.
"Nnnnn, gonna fuck me now, sweet stuff?" Cheryl murmured.
"You know it!" Sondra shot back.
"I'm full of neat tricks."
"Don't I know it! When you put your finger in Philip's ass the other flight to help him get hard – wow!"
"Stick with me kid. I'll make a real woman out of you."
"I'm gonna make putty out of you," Sondra said. "Starting right now."
Sondra started to work her pelvis, tilting it to and fro to rub her sexy cunt mound against her aunt's pussy. The padded pressure and illicit friction brought a moan from the woman's mouth.
Sondra shook herself in excitement, rubbing her cunt on Cheryl's. "Oh yeah, yeah, I love to fuck! Never knew how much!"
Cheryl dug her heels in and lifted her spread cunt against her niece's grinding pussy.
"You're good at it, too!" the woman gasped. "I'm getting dizzy already?"
Thoroughly enjoying herself, and Cheryl's twitchy, hot responses, Sondra rocked her hips and wiggled her ass with hard fuck-motions. The friction was working magic on her pussy, but for now the real fun was in just doing it.
Too wound up to enjoy just one position, Sondra tried for another. She pushed one of Cheryl's legs down flat on the bed and straddled it. She lifted the other leg into the air and hooked the heel on her shoulder. She pushed her pussy up against Cheryl's, leaned back on a straight arm and started grinding.
She had more freedom of movement this way and it was more comfortable. Sondra cut loose, rubbing her fiery pussy up and down, from side to side and in hard, grinding circles.
"Unnnhhh, I'm getting there!" Cheryl whimpered. "Oh God, what good fucking!"
She bucked and rolled her hips, squishing her pussy against Sondra's, the lurid contact inflaming both females to a fever pitch.
Sondra whipped Cheryl with her pussy. The pleasure was biting its peak.
Sondra's head rolled back and she cried out desperately, hot stings of climax bolting through her system. Her body shook and quaked. Joined with Sondra at the pussy, Cheryl went sailing into her own climax.
Together they surrendered to the sweetness of orgasm, then came down together, a soggy tangle of arms and legs and tits and pussies.



CHAPTER TEN


Cheryl and Sondra had recuperated nicely and had even freshened up by the time Philip appeared in the doorway. Sondra spotted him first and bounded from the bed, throwing her arms around his shoulders.
"Hello Phil," she said. "Surprised to see me?"
"I thought I recognized the clothes," he said in a welcoming voice, obviously glad to see her. He looked over to his wife, who was sitting up on the bed. "Been waiting for me?"
"You might say that."
"Been keeping yourselves occupied too, I take it."
"Of course," Sondra said.
The next thing she knew, Philip was scooping her up into his arms and carrying her to the bed. He dropped her next to his wife.
He pulled at his tie, starting to undress. A look of expectation crossed Sondra's face.
By the time Philip stepped out of his shorts, Cheryl and Sondra were in the mood for anything. They hardly knew where to begin.
Fortunately, there was no hurry. Philip crawled onto the bed and twisted around to settle on his back between them. He lifted an arm around the shoulders of each female and pulled them both down. They plastered themselves to his sides and nuzzled at his face.
"Now this is something to come home to after a long, hard day at the office," he said.
Cheryl tested his cock with a squeezing hand. "You do feel a little long and hard."
He reached his hands down to their asses and rubbed their smooth, jutting asscheeks with sure affection.
"Let's get something going," he said. "All of a sudden I feel like I can go all night."
"Then what's the rush?" Sondra asked.
He gave her a playful slap on the ass. "Little twitch! You're as ready as I am!"
"You just relax for a little while," Cheryl said to him. "Let Sondra and me get things cooking."
"My pleasure!"
Cheryl looked to Sondra, gleam in her eyes, and started to undulate her way down the side of her husband's body. Sondra followed her lead, and together they slid on down until their faces were even with his crotch.
Cheryl still had her hand on Philip's prick. His cock had grown farther, though it was still rubbery-looking. The cockhead seemed full sized, a fat knob sitting a little top-heavy atop his thickening cockshaft.
"Looks delicious, doesn't it?"
Cheryl tilted her hand and pointed Philip's cock is the direction of her niece.
"You go first."
"Are you sure?"
"I'll get my share, don't you worry!"
Grinning with delight, Sondra wriggled and leaned in over her uncle's hip. Her mouth opened, her pink tongue coming out. She did the flat of her tongue onto the smoothness of his cockhead, turned her head from side to side a few times, then centered his prick and took it into her mouth, all the way to her throat.
Her lips closed in on the swelling prick, and she actually felt it grow inside the warm, wet grasp of her mouth. It almost took her breath away. She sucked up and off and showed a lewd grin.
"We've got a live one here, honey!" Sondra gasped.
"I know it," Cheryl said. She pulled Philip's cock in her direction and placed her mouth on it.
Sondra watched and felt a sudden rise of her own need. It was all so much different from the last time she had watched Cheryl and Philip together. So much better.
There wasn't even envy this time. And certainly not jealousy. All Sondra felt was the urge to share, not just Philip and Cheryl, but herself as well. Giving was the order of the day. Total giving.
Cheryl gave Philip a few expert sucks, then turned his cock back over to Sondra. Sucking down on it, Sondra found that his prick had reached full size.
Sondra ran her clinging mouth up and downs on the cock-spike a few more times, then let Cheryl have her turn. Not content to watch, Sondra twisted her head and went for his balls. Philip's balls were hotter than she remembered. They seemed to fill her mouth up fuller, and she could taste the bubbling, hot jizz pent up inside them. She passed her soft tongue over and under and around them, then sucked them sweetly.
Cheryl and Sondra took turns, alternating from cocksucking to ball-sucking. They weren't attacking Philip exactly, more like just showing him a nice time and making it last.
It was a turn-on for each of them as well. Sucking prick alone was enough to do that, but with two of them there they could also watch. And the illicitness of the group itself made them horny.
Presently, Cheryl stole a look at her husband. "Hey stud, wanna came now or you wanna wait?"
"I want this to go on forever! You're making me feel so good!"
"Double-suck a guy and he won't let you quit," she said to Sondra.
"Why don't we call the shots?" Sondra asked.
"Oh no!" Philip groaned. "I'm doomed."
"I like the way you think, cutie," Cheryl said. "Why don't you call the first one?"
"Nnnnnn!" Sondra moaned. "Could I?"
"You bet."
"God," Sondra said, "I'd sure like to sit on his face for a while."
"Terrific! I'll get in some fucking while you're having your fun!"
Sondra seemed to spring into action, crawling up beside Philip and swinging around to throw a straddling leg over his head and shoulders. She saw Cheryl get up onto her knees and move astride her husband's hips and cock.
Philip's hands slid up the sides of Sondra's body and finally reached her tits. He closed in on them and pulled her down, drawing her spread pussy to his mouth.
Watching, Cheryl saw flashes of his red tongue as he began to lick at Sondra's pussy. The sight made her quiver, and prodded her into action.
Philip's cock was standing upright below her crotch. Cheryl parted her cuntfolds with her fingers and lowered her body. The knob of his cockhead entered her fiery pussy. She pressed down, squeezing cockmeat up into her cunt.
Sondra was feasting her eyes on the erotic sight of her aunt taking in Philip's prick. Coupled with the sexy strokes of her uncle's tongue, the young blonde shivered with erotic delight.
Philip had plenty of reason to lose control, but he was taking it easy on Sondra's cunt. He was licking steadily at her outer cunt, each glide of his tongue scraping over a major portion of her pussylips.
The curls of Cheryl's cunthair meshed with Philip's as she sank to his balls on his cockshaft. Her upper body moved and twisted, forcing his cock and her cunt together.
"Nnnnnn!" the woman moaned. "I think I got the best of this arrangement!"
"I'm not complaining," Sondra said, her face flushing. "That's some sexy tongue he's got!"
"Don't I know it! Have fun, cutie! I intend to!"
Eager to get on with it, Cheryl slid up on Philip's hard-on. Her hands were open on his chest. Her body was curved, her tits jutting out.
Watching their slow rise and fall, Sondra felt her hands being drawn to the coned-out tits of her horny cunt. She first touched them lightly, fingertips only, stroking to and fro on the smooth slopes.
Cheryl grinned, showing her pleasure. With a cock in her pussy, a sensitive pair of hands playing with her tits, she was having it good.
Cheryl leaned forward, and Sondra went ahead to meet her. Cheryl gave her niece a kind of appreciation and it was returned in kind. Sweet feelings were going from one body to the other and around again. They all wished it could go on forever.
But Sondra was getting hornier by the minute. She was pressing her pussy hard at Philip's mouth, demanding more. He responded by flicking his sharp tongue into her fuckhole, and that only made her want more.
Cheryl's actions were becoming more frenzied as well. She was pumping herself on her husband's cock and pushing her tits at Sondra's clenching fingers.
"It's too soon," she said lamentingly, her face twisting with lust. "Shit, let's make it last some more! Let's trade!"
For a second, Sondra didn't want to. Philip's mouth was working erotic wonders on her pussy and body, and she didn't want to break it off. But then she thought it might be a real kick to change thrills in mid-stream. And despite her need to come, she did want the fun to go on a while longer. She wanted to milk every possible ounce of pleasure out of every go-around with her aunt and uncle.
"Okay!" Sondra gasped. "Let me at that cock!"
Cheryl dismounted to one side and Sondra moved off to the other.
Cheryl straddled him to keep him down.
Sondra knelt astride her uncle's mid-section, her insides churning with eagerness. Philip's cock was up and as hard as ever. She flicked the pricktip into her pussy channel without laying a hand on it.
Philip's cock stretched her out and filled her up as she took it deep. Her quivering inner flesh burned with excitement at the lurid contact. After being licked to such heights, fucking was like a whole new feeling.
Cheryl shuddered visibly at the first contact of Philip's tongue on her fevered cunt. Obviously the change from cock to tongue had a good effect on her. She missed the deep strokes of prick, but licking had its compensations.
Sondra squealed with delight and started bouncing her ass on Philip's hips. Her tits bobbled and jiggled around on her chest, appearing to rejoice in the pure pleasure of the moment.
Cheryl was in a celebratory mood as well. She was wagging her shoulders and shaking her tits around while squirming on her husband's grinding mouth. She and Sondra could have been dancing with one another, dancing to a raw, lively, throbbing beat that they could feel in their cunts.
"Wiiiilllddd!" Sondra cried out in a squealing voice, fucking and grinding an the heat of Philip's cock. "I'm gonna come! Gonna make it come!"
"Go for it!" Cheryl cheered her on. "I'm an fire too! I'll be with you?"
Sondra got both feet under her and moved her ass into high gear. Her wide-spread asscheeks whipped up and down and tossed pertly from side to side as she fucked her tight cunt on Philip's cock.
And Cheryl was equally tortured with passion. She was writhing out of control on Philip's tonguing, sucking mouth, getting whipped to a frenzy of arousal.
Sondra's hands lifted from Philip's body and clasped with Cheryl's hands, and they held onto each other that way as their orgasms threatened to break wide open.
"I could get used to this!" Philip murmured. "You'll get the chance?" Cheryl said. "But you'll have to go easy on me. Too much of this action and I won't last a month."
"I think we'll all have to take it easy," Sondra said.
"I think we'll all feel better after we've had something to eat," Cheryl said.
Cheryl and Sondra pushed themselves from the bed and padded from the room without bothering to put anything on.
Sondra called home to inform her mother that she would be eating at Cheryl's. She added that she wouldn't be home until late.
"Too bad you can't adopt me," Sondra said to Cheryl after hanging up the receiver. "Then I wouldn't have to think about leaving at all."
They got busy preparing some leftovers and a fresh salad.
Cheryl noticed a trail of her husband's cum inching down the inside of one of her niece's thighs and said, "I could use an appetizer."
Cheryl knelt before her niece. Sondra, standing with her back to the corner of the counter and lifted a foot. The streak of jizz down her thigh was presented to her aunt's mouth.
Cheryl leaned in. She licked at the bottom of the cum-streak, backed off to take aim at the next inch or so, and bit by bit lapped her, way up to Sondra's cum-smeared pussy.
Sondra giggled with a simple delight as her auntie licked directly at her fuzzy pussy. The end of Cheryl's tongue was intent on getting into the fuckhole, and Sondra helped things along by reaching down and stretching her cuntfolds apart with two fingers.
Spunk oozed from her pussy. Cheryl took it onto her tongue and smacked her lips. She pressed them to Sondra's inner cunt and sucked at the hole. Then she scooped inside with her tongue and scraped and scrubbed out the rest of Philip's pussy-flavored jism.
Philip came into the kitchen just as Cheryl finished. Seeing his niece with her legs parted and his wife kneeling between them, he said, "Sneaking thrills behind my back already, huh?"
"Wanna take over?" Cheryl asked.
"You bet," he said, coming around the table.
Cheryl backed out of the way and stood up as Philip knelt and moved to his niece's cunt.
It had been licked clean and was all glossy and pink, just waiting for attention.
Humming a tune to herself, Cheryl went about setting the table, checking on the meal and readying everything. She tried to avoid looking at what Philip was up to.
Philip was happily fluttering his tongue up and down on the ridges and hollows of Sondra's pussy. He was teasing into the center-slit, stabbing at her fuckhole and flicking at her sweetly stinging clit.
"Nnnnn, mmmmmm, uuunnhh!" Sondra whimpered delicately, gripping the edge of the counter. With her eyes closed and her head lolling back, she was drifting to a high peak of excitement, swept higher and higher by the motions of her uncle's tongue.
The tone of her voice soon became strained. He was really going at her, determined to make her come again. He knew just what to do, and he didn't pull any punches.
Sondra's pretty face, twisted with fierce pleasure and she cried out to the heavens as her orgasm popped loose and lifted into her system with bold, sensation-filled surges. In seconds, they went higher and higher, claiming all of her with a terrific pleasure, a total fulfillment.
As if knowing when she couldn't take anymore, her climax subsided. She went fluttering and flickering into her after-come, and she gasped at the pleasure. She ran her fingers through Philip's hair as he licked comfortingly at her burning pussy.
"Tune for dinner, you two," Cheryl said. Sondra and Philip exchanged loving glances and then a kiss as he stood, and they moved together toward the table. Sondra knew that Cheryl hadn't been able to come up with anything for dessert, but it didn't matter. Sondra would take care of that herself.
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