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CHAPTER ONE


His hands stroked her tits gently. She quivered with excitement, and moisture oozed from the puffy gash of her cunt. She writhed against the sheets and moaned. "Steve… Steve… ooh, darling!" She saw her husband's rigid prick and reached out to touch it just as her dream dissolved into the sunny brilliance of the Oregon morning.
She was alone.
Sharon Wagner sat up in bed, and the covers fell away from her vibrant young body. Her boobs pressed voluptuously against the pink fabric of her nightgown, the rigid points of her nipples showing through.
She looked down at the mounds, which ached slightly as a result of the tantalizing dream, and placed her hands around them. As she fondled the pliant jugs slowly, she closed her eyes and tilted her head back. The long sweep of her reddish blonde hair shimmered in the morning light as her head moved from side to side.
She felt a faint warmth in her cunt.
It was sinful, she thought, to miss her husband's screwing as much as she did. She had told herself she should concentrate on the fine qualities of his character and the tender affection he held for her, and she was able to do this when she was awake. But when she slept, a more sensual part of her nature asserted itself and she dreamed she was in her husband's arms, submitting to his strong sexual drive. Her dreams always ended before Steve's rigid cock made contact with her box, leaving her intensely frustrated and lonely.
She got out of bed and entered the bathroom of her small apartment. She stood in front of the mirror, pulled off her shortie nightgown, and slipped out of the matching bikini pants. She stared into the mirror at her body and thought how badly in need of sex she was.
Though Sharon was twenty-two years old, her figure remained as youthful-looking as when she was seventeen. Her innocent, babyish face reinforced the juvenile image. Had she visited a high school, she could have mingled with the students without attracting any special attention besides that which her exceptional beauty always commanded.
She drew a hand lightly across the tips of her boobs, causing the full mounds to vibrate. Her hand continued downward to stroke her gently curved tummy. Her slender fingers glided through the reddish-blonde tendrils that adorned her cunt mound and touched the top of her slit.
She shivered.
God, I've got to stop this! she thought. It's sinful to carry on this way.
She turned and presented her lovely butt to the mirror as she bent and started running water in the tub. When the tub was full, she stepped into it and settled down. She washed herself slowly. There was no reason to rush. She had no place to go and, with Steve away, no one to care for.
She wished for the thousandth time that he would give up his survey job in the Alaskan interior and find something to do where she could be with him, even if it didn't pay as well. They could wait a little longer to buy and furnish the home they both wanted, she thought. After less than a year of marriage, it wasn't right that they should be separated.
If Steve had let her take a job, the separation would have been a bit more tolerable – at least she would have been kept busy. Also, her earnings would have helped them reach their goal sooner. But he was the sort of man who took great pride in his position as head of the household, and he wanted to feel that he was supporting her. He also had expressed some jealousy at the idea of letting her work in an office or store where other men would constantly be making plays for her.
"You're my wife, and your place is at home," he had told her sternly.
She was happy about his possessive and dominant attitude. But it was difficult just sitting around doing nothing while he was gone.
When she had finished bathing, she dried herself and strode naked into the bedroom. She selected a pair of pink nylon panties from a dresser drawer and put them on. She took out matching bra and laid it on the bed. Then she sat in front of her dressing-table mirror and began brushing her hair and applying her make-up.
She always wore her hair straight and long, because Steve liked it that way. Since he didn't like her to use much make-up, she applied it sparingly even when he was away. She had no thought of attracting anyone else. Steve was the only man she wanted – or would ever want, she believed.
As she stood up and turned to pick up her brassiere, her tits bobbed springily.
Bzzzzz!
The sound of the door buzzer gave her a start. It's probably just a salesman, she thought, but it could be something more important – maybe a special-delivery letter from Steve. She quickly grabbed a dress from the closet, slithered it over her body, and zipped it up as she moved hurriedly through the apartment, her full tits bouncing beneath the thin cloth.
Bzzzzz!
"Just a minute!" she called as she neared the door.
When she opened it, she received a happy surprise. Her younger brother stood there, grinning.
"Todd!" she squealed as she rushed into his arms. Her boobs flattened against his firm chest and her nipples pressed into him.
He put his arms around her tightly and rocked her back and forth. He continued to hold her even after she attempted to draw away. Laughing, he slid a hand down her back and patted her ass through her thin green dress and panties. Her plump butt bobbed resiliently against his hand.
Todd's prick tensed.
Leaving his suitcase outside, he swept his sister up in his arms and carried her across the living room.
"Todd, you devil!" she exclaimed, laughing. "For goodness sake, put me down!"
He bent and dropped her onto the sofa, causing her skirt to slip up and expose the lusciously tapered columns of her thighs.
She quickly pushed her skirt down. "Todd, what in the world are you doing here?"
"That's a long story," the blond, good-looking youth replied as he straightened up and looked at her. "Hey, you look great, baby!"
"Well, thanks. You look pretty good yourself. But how come you're not at college? The spring term isn't over yet, is it?"
"It is for me, I'm afraid. I, uh, got into a little trouble."
He turned and walked to the door to get his suitcase.
Sharon followed him. "What kind of trouble?"
He re-entered the apartment, carrying his bag, and closed the door behind him. "Hey, where's Steve? Is he still up there with the Eskimos?"
"Yes," she said with a sigh. "He's been gone four months now. He's got one more month before his first leave."
"That makes it kinda rough for you, I guess." Todd's blue eyes glinted oddly.
She looked away. "It's difficult for both of us."
"Well, you've got somebody to keep you company now. You don't mind if I stay here, do you, Sis?"
This gave her a little shock. She looked at her brother gravely. "Well, there's… only one bedroom and…"
"So I'll sleep on the sofa," he said with a grin. "Hey, it's sure great to see you!"
He swept her into his arms again, and his firm lips pressed hers, forcing them apart. He kissed her with more than brotherly warmth.
Sharon responded in a way that first surprised, and then shamed her. This was the first kiss she'd had in months, and she trembled as if it were Steve's mouth which was pressed to hers. As the significance of her sensual response occurred to her, she began to fight Todd, trying to push him away. But he didn't release her until he was ready then stood grinning as if he were extremely pleases with himself.
She attempted to regain her composure.
"Wh-What happened at school?" she asked. "You didn't tell me."
"Oh, that. Well, you know me, baby. I've always had an eye for chicks." He shrugged. "So I got one into trouble."
"Oh, Todd! No!"
"That isn't the worst of it. She was the dean's daughter."
Sharon gasped and put her hand to her mouth.
"The bitch had it coming," he said coldly. "Any girl who's too dumb to take the Pill deserves what she gets."
Sharon began to realize that her brother had changed during the seven or eight months since she had last seen him. Whether this was a result of going away to college or of his having reached the exalted age of nineteen, she didn't know. He had always been wild – getting into one scrape after another – but she didn't remember him ever being so callous about it. Of course, he was on his own now, away from home and parents, and she supposed that made quite a difference to a young man.
"Would you like a cup of coffee?" she asked. "Or how about breakfast? I haven't eaten yet."
"You stay in the sack pretty late, don't you?" His eyes twinkled strangely again.
"I did this morning," she replied with a blush. "I overslept." She had the uneasy feeling that he could tell by looking at her that she had been dreaming of Steve.
"Well, I've already eaten. But if you've got a beer in the refrigerator."
"Sorry, I haven't."
"You mean you don't drink when Steve's away?"
"Steve and I don't drink at all," she said primly. "Shit!" her brother said and laughed. She turned red. "Todd, shame on you! Don't talk like that."
"Oh, Sis, you're too much. You really are." She turned and walked into the small kitchen, and Todd followed her. "You can pour me some coffee if you want to."
"I'll have to make it first. I was just getting dressed when you arrived."
"Then that explains it."
"Explains what?" she asked as she removed the lid from the percolator.
"Why you aren't wearing a bra. You must've been naked when the buzzer rang."
Warmth came to her cheeks again. "How can you tell I'm not wearing a bra?" she asked as she spooned coffee into the basket.
"I could feel your nipples. And the way your tits spread against me – wow!"
She whirled around, her cheeks flushed. "Todd, I want you to stop using those obscene words!"
He blinked. "'Tits' isn't obscene. It's in the dictionary."
"Well, don't say it!"
As she turned away from him to put the percolator together, he remarked, "I don't remember you being so prudish."
"And I don't remember you being so, so…"
"Vulgar?"
"Yes. Vulgar."
He let his eyes sweep down her back to the full mounds of her ass. He inquired, "Doesn't Steve ever use words like that?"
"Of course not! At least, not to me."
"How do you talk when you're in bed? Do you say, 'Put your penis into my vagina, darling'?" He laughed.
She plugged in the percolator with an angry flourish. Her cheeks continued to glow. "Todd, I don't want to discuss sex with you. It isn't decent for brothers and sisters to talk about those things."
"Okay. Don't get ticked off."
"Just what are your plans?" she asked coolly, though her cheeks still felt warm.
"My plans? You mean, about school?"
She got down a box of dry cereal and a bowl. "That, and where you're going to live."
"I want to stay here in Portland. As for school, I don't dare go back. I'm just screwed, I guess, unless I can get into another college."
She frowned over his use of "screwed", but she supposed it fell into the category of common slang. Anyway, she thought, his problem was her main concern at the moment.
"Have you told Mother and Dad about your trouble?"
"You gotta be kidding."
"So they think you're still in school, huh?"
"I suppose."
"Isn't the dean likely to get in touch with them?" she asked as she stepped to the refrigerator and took out a carton of milk.
"Maybe. That's why I have to hide out for a while, until the stink blows over."
"But, Todd, you'll have to tell Mom and Dad where you are. They'll worry."
"Quit bugging me, will you?" he demanded sharply. Then he flashed her a quick grin, and his tone softened. "Things are bad enough without my big sister giving me hell besides."
"I'm sorry," she said in a small voice.
She proceeded to eat her breakfast. As soon as the coffee was ready, she poured it for Todd and herself.
They talked about old times in Klamath Falls and about Steve, whom Todd liked. But there was an undercurrent that troubled Sharon. Her brother seemed different, and the way he acted toward her made her nervous. He kept watching her with that strange glint in his eyes. This was the first time they had been alone together since she was married, and she felt uneasy.
After she had finished eating, they walked into the living room.
"This is a nice place," he said. "You and I can get along great here."
She looked directly at him and spoke in a serious tone. "Todd, I'd like to have you stay here. You know that. But don't you think you'd be more comfortable somewhere else, where you can have more… freedom?"
He grinned. "I figure I can have all the freedom I want right here. Anyway, I don't have any bread."
"I could help you out until you get a job."
"Hell, I don't want to take a job, Shari. I'm hoping to get into another college. If I can make it, I'll only be here until then – maybe a couple of weeks."
Sharon swallowed hard.
"Come on." He stepped over and drew her into a loose embrace. "You know you'd like to have me around."
He moved his hand slowly up and down her arm, and the caress made her skin tingle. He was big and handsome, not at all like the roughneck little boy she remembered. She began to get a giddy feeling as she stood close to him.
What's the matter with you? an inner voice demanded. He's your brother!
Panic seized her, and she pushed him away. He narrowed his eyes and studied her reaction, a grin playing along his firm, handsome lips.
"You're gonna let me stay, Shari. You want me to stay. I'll be good company."
"But, Todd…"
"No arguments now, or I'll take you across my knee and give you a spanking. I'm not your baby brother any more. I've grown up."
That certainly was true, she realized, and it accounted for the strange way she felt about having him there. But he was still her brother, whether a baby or a man, and she assured herself that there was no reason to feel uneasy in his presence. She believed she wouldn't have had such a crazy sensation if it weren't for the fact she was starved for Steve's cock.
"All right, Todd. You can stay."
He grinned broadly. "That's the girl! Hey, do you mind if I go in and take shower? I rode up here in the back of a truck."
"Go ahead," she told him. "Grab a towel from the closet." She pointed.
He gave her a wink and followed her instructions.
As she listened to the sound of the shower, she moved about the apartment, putting things in order. It would be good to have company, she decided. She didn't know anyone in Portland except for a couple of the other tenants in the apartment house, and she wasn't really close to them. She and Todd had grown up together, and they were of the same flesh and blood.
How silly of me, she thought, to be afraid of having him here! Oh, Steve, you'd better get back soon or I'm going to be a candidate for the loony bin.
The shower stopped running. She was dusting the TV set whim she heard the bathroom door open. She glanced up.
Todd entered the room with a towel wrapped around his waist. A few drops of water glistened on his manly chest. Again she felt a strange sensation as she looked at him.
"I forgot to get some clean clothes from my bag," he explained as he picked up the suitcase.
She watched him carry it to the sofa. As he put it down, it rubbed against his body, and the towel came undone. It dropped to the floor.
Sharon's eyes widened as she stared at her brother's nude body. She had a side view of his hose-like prick dangling in front of his pendulous balls. His cock was every bit as large as Steve's, perhaps larger.
Crimson suffused Sharon's cheeks, and she averted her eyes, her heart thumping.
"Hey, I'm sorry," Todd said with a laugh as he bent to pick up the towel.
He glanced at his sister and, though she was partially turned the other way, he could see the redness of her cheeks. Holding the towel around him, he walked over to her.
"You really dug that, didn't you?" he asked in an intimate tone.
"I did not!" she maintained vehemently, still facing away from him. "Now will you please take your clothes and go into the bedroom?"
Her body was filled with a mad emotion that she couldn't control. She suddenly felt very hot between her legs. Her nipples pricked up hard against the fabric of her dress.
Todd placed his hand on her back and quickly slid it down to caress her rounded butt. The feel of her, and the thought of what he wanted to do, sent blood rushing into his cock, congesting its tissues and causing the virile tool to lift. It pushed the towel forward.
Sharon twisted her body and attempted to slap his hand away. But he grabbed her around the butt with one hand and held her shoulder with the other. As he turned her into his embrace, the towel fell to the floor for the second time, and his hot prick stuck nakedly upward between their bellies.
Sharon's senses reeled as she felt the warm, rigid dick pulsating against her. She looked down and saw the head of his prick, which was rosy with desire. She kept thinking, This is your brother – little Todd! But her feelings were anything but sisterly toward him at the moment, and this fact aroused a rush of guilt which mingled with her desire.
The guilt became her dominant emotion, and she fought him.
"Todd, what's the matter with you?" she demanded as she struggled against his encircling arms. "We can't do this!"
"Sure we can, baby," he said. "You want to, I want to, and were grown up – so why shouldn't we?"
She was amazed by his attitude. He didn't sound like her brother at all. She was even more amazed by her own internal response, but she continued to struggle.
The matter had progressed too far for Todd to permit it to be stopped. Anyway, it was clear to him that she didn't want to stop it, regardless of what she said or did.
Since attaining manhood, he had come to view every young woman as a challenge. The fact that Sharon was his sister simply increased the challenge in this case. He vowed to bring her around, even if he had to use force to do it. He would make her admit she wanted him to fuck her, he thought, and that would give his ego a tremendous lift.
He swung her up into his arms and carried her into the bedroom. She thrashed about, but this didn't force him to put her down; it merely caused her skirt to slip up to her waist, uncovering her pink panties. His cock pushed up against her thinly clad buttcheeks, and this gave added excitement to them both.
"Todd, stop it!" she cried. "Oooh, please!"
But he laughed and continued towards the bed. He dropped her onto the mattress and her skirt billowed waist-high.
He fell to his knees beside her, his big prick bobbing lasciviously. She couldn't help but thrill at the sight of how huge and hard his rod was. But her shock and shame at what was happening remained paramount.
She tried to assure herself that Todd was only teasing her, that he had no intention of actually fucking her. Such a thing between a brother and a sister seemed unthinkable to her.
He kept laughing as he wrestled her into submission, his heavy dong whacking her thighs and hips as she struggled. Finally, she realized it was useless to fight as long as he held her this way, and she went limp, whining and panting.
He looked around for something with which to tie and gag her. The pillowcases seemed the only choice within reach. He grabbed a pillow, pulled the case from it, and rolled it into a thick rope.
Sharon could have slid away from him then, if she had reacted quickly enough. But what he was doing with the pillowcase puzzled her, and she watched it. By the time he had revealed his intention, it was too late for her to get away.
She was shocked when he pressed the improvised gag into her mouth. Excitement hammered through him as he pulled the pillowcase tight around the back of his sister's head.
Now she knew that he wasn't teasing; he obviously intended to screw her, as unbelievable as it seemed.
A terrible humiliation came over her. She kicked and struck at him as she cried and mumbled against the gag. But his vastly superior strength enabled him to hold her in place while he stripped the case off the other pillow.
He turned his struggling sister onto her stomach, and held her legs together, folding them over her butt. He managed to gather her arms close to her ankles, and he looped the pillowcase around her ankles and wrists. But he didn't draw them together tightly enough to hurt her. Though she could continue to writhe, she couldn't roll over or work her way off the bed.
He straightened up onto his knees. He was breathing hard, and his eyes glinted as he grinned down at her.
"There you are, baby," he said in a tense, husky voice. "How do you like that, huh?"
He watched her asscheeks vibrate erotically in her filmy pants, and his cock jerked higher. The tool now was so choked with blood that the cockhead had assumed monstrous size and was very red.
Clear lubricant oozed out the small hole at its tip and washed down the side of the shaft.
"You'll like this before I'm through with you," he promised. "I'll make you really groove on it! You're gonna love old Todd like you never did before!" he laughed.
Sharon was gripped by such terrible fear and shame that she felt she was going to faint. But this mercy was denied her. She remained conscious and stared wide-eyed over her shoulder, focusing on her brother's awesome prick.
His rod twitched and exuded another thick drop of moisture as he placed his hand on the seat of her panties and wobbled her bouncy butt back and forth. His balls were drawn up tautly at the base of his upthrust, quivering shaft.
His method of tying her was only a temporary expedient. Now he climbed off the bed and walked to the bureau, his prick remaining high and hard. He opened the top drawer, which contained her stockings and undies. He took out two pairs of nylons and carried them back to the bed.
Sharon watched his every movement. She continually made sounds against the gag, but they were muffled and inarticulate. She was sick with dread.
Kneeling beside her once more, he removed the bond from her wrist and ankles, then twisted her onto her back. She made another attempt to get away, but her arms and legs were momentarily numb from having been held in a cramped position, and they refused to function effectively.
It was an easy matter for him to extend one of her arms to a head post and tie it with a stocking. It became even simpler to tie it with a stocking. It became even simpler to tie the other arm to the opposite head post.
The circulation had returned to her legs by now, and she kicked vigorously. But with her arms tied to the bedposts, her movements were restricted, and Todd was able to avoid her thrashing legs.
His hard-on clung on as he watched her panty-sheathed hips bob and twist. The leg bands had pulled up between her buttcheeks, baring the undercurves of the plump, white mounds. A few cunt hairs had escaped along the edges of her panty crotch. These glistening tendrils were the same reddish-blonde shade as the hair on her head.
Todd decided that the time had come to remove her panties. Grinning pleasurably at the thought of the fun he had in store, he subdued her flailing legs, grasped the top of her panties with both hands, and slowly pulled them down.



CHAPTER TWO


Todd's first glimpse of his sister's pussy made his erect prick jerk convulsively, and he feared for a moment that it would go off. But it didn't.
He pulled the panties off Sharon's feet and tossed them aside. He leaned against one of her legs, holding it immobile against the bed, while he grasped the other and tied a stocking around its ankle. He extended that stocking to a lower corner of the bed and looped it securely around the frame. He wrenched her other leg towards the opposite corner of the bed and tied it in the same manner. Now she was spread wide open to his lustful gaze.
Sharon was horrified. She had never felt so humiliated. But the realization that her cunt was utterly exposed to her brother's eyes, plus the sight of his stalwart prick, sticking up fiercely from below his belly, gave rise to an erotic excitement which she couldn't control. Moisture erupted from the inside of her cunt. Todd grinned as he watched it dribble along her partially unfurled pussylips.
He leaned closer and placed his thumbs against the puffy outer cuntlips which were covered by downy, golden-red curls. As he spread the tender lips open wide, all her juicy inner pinkness became exposed. He saw her cute clit sticking up, below it the tiny vent of her urethra, then the deepening recess of her cunt hole which was rosy and inviting. His cock ached to sink into her snatch.
But there were other things to do with her first, he thought, and other things to see.
He moved around beside her and worked a hand underneath her back so he could lower the zipper on her dress. She stared up at him, wide-eyed. She was making no sound now, and she wasn't moving. She felt utterly helpless.
Her sense of degradation was overwhelming. Even in her wildest dreams, she hadn't imagined herself in a position like this. And the fact that Todd was the one who was forcing it upon her still seemed impossible – yet it was true.
Opening the zipper down the back of her dress permitted Todd to push the garment all the way up to her armpits, exposing her firm, shapely boobs. Her nipples stood like pink towers on small circular bases. Todd grinned as he brushed his hand across the rubbery nubs, causing her tits to quiver.
"Baby, you're really stacked!" he said.
She tried to speak against the gag, but it was useless. All she could do was moan.
Her gaze kept returning to his hard-on, which showed no sign of softening. In fact, the head seemed even huger, if that was possible, and was now completely covered by gleaming moisture.
He bent and snaked his tongue around one of her standing nipples. She shivered and tried to make herself believe that her response was due to revulsion. But she knew better. Excitement sizzled along her nerves. Her box was getting wetter by the minute, and the inner mouth of her cunt palpitated as it tried to stretch open wide.
Todd basketed her tits between his hands, shoving the satiny, resilient mounds together, and began to lick them all over. His restless tongue flogged the tingling nipples and slid wetly up and down the smooth, curved surfaces. After he had done this for a while, he clasped his warm, sucking lips around first one nipple, then the other, and drew at them for long, pleasurable moments, enhancing his own excitement as he built up Sharon's despite her wish not to respond.
Oooh, Steve. Steve! she thought. Why aren't you here with me?
She moaned another anguished but garbled protest against Todd's debasement of her, then let her eyes fall closed. His tongue was doing marvelous things to her tits as it glided back and forth, up and down, crossing and recrossing her hot, throbbing nipples. Again his lips clamped around one of the sensitive passion buds and sucked so delightfully that she was inundated by voluptuous sensations.
She writhed against the mattress, straining at her bonds. It was terribly humiliating to be spread out and tied, and to be treated as Todd was treating her, yet there was a perverse pleasure that flowed from it. Her cunt throbbed.
Todd kissed downward along her body. He licked at her smooth, quivering tummy as she wriggled. Then his hand passed over the tuft of hair on her cunt mound and dipped between her open thighs, stroking up and down on her soft, wet gash.
She tried desperately to blot out the thrills that cascaded through her. But it was no use – she wanted and needed what Todd was doing. She wished he weren't the instrument, but he was young and handsome and male, and the effect was almost the same as Steve would have aroused if he were with her.
Todd's stroking of her wet, unfurled cuntlips caused his fingers to sink into the meaty softness. The inquisitive tip of his middle finger found the way which led deep into her body. Soon that finger was gliding smoothly in and out, fucking her hot, molten hole.
Oh, no! Sharon thought. No!
But her body throbbed wildly. It wanted to reach for a deeper, wider penetration. It was only by exerting the greatest possible effort that she managed to keep her hips from bobbing against her brother's lewd and incestuous finger strokes.
His own excitement had now reached a pitch that demanded gratification without further delay Sharon's eyes widened still more as she watched him scramble between her thighs. Her skin burned where his turgid prick slapped against her as he settled himself. She stared up at his face, which was so familiar yet seemed strange now.
No… no… no! she thought. God, no!
But there was nothing she could do to stop him.
Emitting a short, animalistic growl, Todd pushed his cock down and nosed its tip into his sister's passionately flaring cunt. She moaned against the gag and strained at her bonds. He mustn't do this! she thought. He mustn't!
But he proceeded to glide his thick and marvelously rigid rod into her hole until she had absorbed its entire length. He held the shaft deeply within her cunt for a few moments, and she stared up at him. The presence of his prick in her twat felt exactly like it did with Steve but it wasn't Steve's face that was looking down at her.
She jammed her eyes closed and tried to shut out the feel of her brother as she had blocked out the sight. But when he began to stroke his big, strong cock within her snatch – pulling the tool back and thrusting it forward, up and down, out and in the magnificent pleasure of his fucking bombarded her brain, and she couldn't keep her own hips from moving.
Once the avalanche of her response had started, it continued of its own accord, building in force, until she was shrieking against the gag as her hot cunt drove up and down the slippery length of his shaft. The hair-covered lips of her twat ground themselves into the coarse tendrils at the base of his cock. His balls slapped rhythmically against her asshole.
"Steve… Steve… Steve…" she was saying into the gag, as she kept her eyes tightly closed in an effort to support the fantasy. But she knew this wasn't Steve who was fucking her. It was her brother. Her own brother!
He moved faster, grunting. The rapid pumping of his full, firm prick gave the nerve endings of her cunt and clitoris the complete measure of stimulation she had longed for ever since Steve had gone away. Though she kept trying to make her mind blank, her effort was foredoomed to failure, and she couldn't help surging toward a climax.
The release was magnificent – as good as she had ever experienced with Steve. It actually seemed better, because she had gone without satisfaction for so long and her need had become so intense.
She vibrated and moaned.
But then, as a blissful, warm relaxation came over her, Todd came. She felt his hot cum strike at the entrance of her womb, and this gave rise to a fresh wave of shock and shame.
His semen! she thought that if it makes me pregnant?
My God! Oh, my God!
She began to move anxiously against him, as if to throw him off. But this, of course, was impossible, since she was tied hand and foot. Her eyes blazed wildly. She made anguished sounds against the gag.
Todd grinned and backed off her.
"Hey, that was all right!" he said. "You were great. Steve's a lucky guy."
She kept trying to speak, but he couldn't make out any of the words.
"I'll take the gag off," he offered, "if you'll promise not to yell."
She nodded quickly.
He reached around to the back of her head as she raised herself from the pillow. He unknotted the gag and tossed it to the floor.
"Ooh, Todd… Todd!" she moaned, tears coming to her eyes now. "That was awful! Oh, it was a terrible thing to do! What if I get pregnant?"
He grinned. "Then old Steve will have himself a baby. But you enjoyed yourself, didn't you?"
"Let me up," she pleaded earnestly. "I've got to take a douche. If I do it right away, maybe I'll be safe."
"You won't try to run out, will you?"
"No, of course not! Just let me go to the bathroom."
He decided it was a good idea for her to take the douche. A baby would complicate things, he thought, particularly since it would be the product of incest and might therefore be abnormal. He presumed that she had a supply of the Pill, which she had been taking while Steve was at home, and he made a mental note to tell her to get back on them. But he didn't want to open that discussion just now; time was important if they were going to forestall the threat of pregnancy.
Immediately he proceeded to untie her, and she got shakily to her feet. Her dress fell back, covering her. Her brain was reeling, and her legs would hardly support he, at first, but she managed to make it to the bathroom. She closed the door behind her and readied the douche as quickly as she could.
She felt a sickening sense of guilt, because she believed she had done something unspeakably evil.
She had not only been untrue to Steve, but she'd fucked with her own brother. If she hadn't climaxed, she might have avoided most of the blame, in her own mind, on the ground that Todd had bound her and had forced her to accept his cock. But her physical enjoyment of the act had closed this moral escape hatch, and she had to face the full brunt of shame.
When she returned to the bedroom, he was stretched out on the bed, still naked. She didn't look at him at first. But she felt his eyes following her as she moved about, picking up her panties and the pillowcases he had used to bind and gag her.
"You dug it," he said. "Tell me you dug it."
"I thought it was terrible," she responded, "and I'll always hate you for doing it to me."
"Listen to her," he scoffed. "The little hypocrite! Well, I've got lots of time, Shari, and we're going to be together day and night. You'll admit the truth be fore long."
Finally she faced him. "I want you to get out of here," she said. "And the way I feel right now, I never want to see you again."
"Ha-ha," he said, smirking.
Her eyes swept down his nude, handsome form. She couldn't seem to keep her gaze from returning to his crotch. Now his prick was soft, and it seemed harmless, but she recalled how it had felt inside her cunt, and she shuddered, turning away.
"You've got some pills, haven't you?" he asked.
"What?"
"Some pills. Contraceptives. Have you got any?"
"Start taking them. Take one right now."
"I will not!" Her eyes blazed with defiance.
"Baby, you're pissing me off," he warned.
"Don't call me baby! And stop using those horrid words."
"Looks like I'm going to have to tie you up again."
"I won't let you," she declared, tensing herself and watching him warily. "I'll run."
"You'll have to run mighty fast."
She decided that he had gone mad. To her, there was no other explanation for his completely amoral attitude. It seemed clear that she would have to escape right away, if she was going to do it. She would have to run out of the apartment with nothing but the dress on her back. One of her friends in the building would give her refuge, she believed, and from their apartment she would be able to call the police.
But if she were to do that, the whole story would come out. Her parents would hear about it. Steve would find out, too. Oh God! she thought.
As Todd got off the bed, she backed up slowly, her eyes on him every second. She didn't know which would be worse to let him catch her again and fuck her like he had before, or call the police and create a sandal. It was a difficult decision, and she hesitated for a few seconds.
That slight delay took the decision out of her hands, for Todd lunged and caught her. He spun her around and tossed her onto the bed once more. Whimpering urgently, she tried to scramble away, but he was on her, holding her down and swinging astride her.
"Don't yell," he warned quickly, "or there'll be a bad scene. Think about it. You don't want people to come in here now."
It was true. She didn't want that. She realized at least that the scandal would be even worse than what was happening. But to think that her brother – her own brother – was treating her this way. That was almost too terrible for her mind to accept.
She stared fearfully at his crotch as he sat obscenely atop her. His prick curved forward, not hard but not completely soft, either. The hoselike, nozzled tool bore some drying traces of his sexual moisture and her own. The scent was strong in her nostrils, and it made her head light.
"I've got to get you over your high and mighty attitude, sister dear," he said. "You were always that way with me it home. You always knew best, and you bossed me around. Well, I'm the boss now, and I'm going to make you like it. The reason I can do that is because I've got what you need."
He took hold of his cock and waggled it lewdly.
She closed her eyes. "Ooh, no! Noooh! Nooooh!"
She felt him move, and she opened her eyes. She was shocked to see his crotch approaching her face, his prick shaking and bobbing, his balls quivering as they hung down. He shifted his knees to the outer sides of her arms, which placed her in complete submission. His sexual scent grew stronger. It's suffocating! she thought.
She turned her head away and tried to shut out the smell. But that was impossible. It seemed to permeate her being.
He laughed as he settled astride her neck, his cock and balls hanging above her chin.
Sharon had never engaged in oral sex with her husband. Steve had never suggested it to her, and she had never given it a serious thought. She had heard about cocksucking and cunt-lapping, of course, but had considered these practices perverted and filthy. Nice people simply didn't do that, she believed.
But now, suddenly, it seemed that Todd – her brother – was going to force such a practice upon her. This would be even worse than what he had done to her a little while ago. It would make her deathly ill, she believed.
"No… no… no!" she said, turning her head from side to side.
"What's the matter, Shari?" he asked with a chuckle. "Haven't you ever sucked a cock before?"
"Oooh, God!" she moaned.
"You mean you've never taken Steve's big old pecker into your mouth?"
Make him stop it! she prayed. And make him stop using those awful words! Let him treat me the way he used to, when we were living at home.
But it was clear that he resented the relationship they used to have and would never return to it. He was a different person now, she thought. A horrible person – and he expected her to treat him in a different and shocking way.
She knew it would do no good to appeal to him as her brother. There was no hope for her at all. She would have to submit to his lascivious demands, even if this ruined her, even if it made her ill.
Oh, Todd… Todd, she thought. How can you treat me like this?
He lowered himself slightly, bringing his balls to rest against her chin. His prick dangled close to her nose.
"You've got to make my cock hard, baby," he said in a tense voice, "so I can screw you again. You know you want that."
No no no she kept thinking.
"Come on, Shari," he added as he grasped his prick and rubbed the tip across her nostrils. "Take this nice old cock in your mouth."
She knew the terribly degrading moment had come.



CHAPTER THREE


Sharon didn't give in immediately to her brother's lewd demand. She flopped her head from side to side, making his cock and balls bounce against her nose and chin and cheeks. She kept her mouth firmly closed, her lips turned inward, and tried not to breathe. But she couldn't keep up this resistance for long and finally was forced to take a deep, dizzying breath of his sexual fragrance. In reality this was partially her own, since his prick still bore traces of her cunt juice as well as his sperm.
The giddy sensation reached all the way to her toes, and she couldn't help opening her mouth slightly to let out a ragged moan. Todd took quick advantage of the opportunity and worked the tip of his cock between her soft lips. However, her teeth prevented its further progress.
Her eyes popped open and she stared up at him. He gripped the sides of her head to hold her in position. As he grinned down, his blond hair falling partially in front of his youthful face, he shifted his hips slightly, causing his dick to waggle sideways between her lips.
For the first time in her life, she had the taste of cock. The flavor was strange and somewhat salty. Her stomach churned, but surprisingly enough sire didn't retch. Instead, she felt her saliva begin to flow.
She kept breathing in the scent of masculine sex, and the combined smell and taste gave rise to a peculiar desire within her. The feel of Todd's spongy cockhead, moving laterally between her lips, was oddly exciting, though she had assumed it would repel her. She even allowed her jaws to part slightly and her tongue to venture forward to tickle the tip of his cock.
This contact so aroused the youth that he growled, gripped her head harder, and drove his prick straight between her lips until the coronal ridge passed through the soft encircling gate, forcing his entire cockhead into her mouth.
She continued to stare up at him, and her eyes assumed a strangely bemused quality. She tightened her lips around the shaft of his prick and gave a little suck. From this, she derived a stronger burst of flavor. But there was more to the sucking than that. She also derived a psychological satisfaction which she couldn't understand but which was undeniably real.
Her brain began to spin lightly. There was a subtle buzzing in her ears. As Todd smiled, restraining his motions, happy to let her accustom herself in her own way to the pleasure of giving head, Sharon was surprised to find herself licking at the glans while she resumed sucking on the smooth knob.
Then something even more exciting began to happen to her as Todd's bulb swelled, becoming less resilient. The cockhead expanded quickly to all but fill her mouth, and the shaft behind it stiffened so that he had to shift forward. He leaned against the head of the bed, and his cock projected straight downward between her jaws.
She went slightly cross-eyed as she looked at it, so she closed her eyes again. She concentrated on sucking and licking his dick.
Her conscious mind became a blank. This was what she had wanted since the shocking episode with Todd had first begun, and now mercifully it had happened of its own accord. Her moral sense blanked out at the same time, and her world seemed to be composed only of the sensations of taste, smell and touch – sensations more, intensely stimulating than any she had experienced before.
Todd's cockhead was so huge it bunted against the roof of her mouth and crowded her tongue. But she still managed to move her tongue around it, licking the silken-smooth surface. His prick seemed to be exuding fluid, for she felt the need to swallow frequently and she couldn't believe she was generating all that moisture from her salivary glands. The flavor of his prick was no longer so strong, because she had washed it quite thoroughly by that time. However, enough of its natural taste and scent remained to provide considerable titillation. At the same time, there was another very male scent drifting to her from his balls.
"Hey, that's pretty great… baby," Todd said, breathing hard.
Suddenly he pulled back, removing his dick from her mouth with a pop. The long shaft sprang upright above her face, and she stared at it, rosy and gleaming with her saliva.
The spell was broken, and she thought of what an awful thing she had just done. It was doubly wicked, she believed, because she had done it with her own brother! She began to struggle, kicking and trying to wriggle from underneath Todd. She managed to raise her arms high enough to scratch him. However, he quickly settled down onto her chest, squashing her tits beneath his butt and hooking his legs around her arms to pin them in place.
He slapped her across the cheek, and she gasped.
"You'd better cut out the fighting," he said, "or you'll get it worse."
Tears came to her eyes, and she whined.
"I'm going to turn around now," he announced, "and take care of you while you're sucking me. But if you make any trouble, I'll stop and slap you. Understand?"
She didn't make a sound. Her large, wet eyes just stared up at him.
He turned and remounted her, facing her feet. This placed his hairy ass in full view of her. He backed up, until he was astride her face, then leaned forward onto his elbows. Horrified, she stared up into his crotch, where the hair was thick and his crack was parted to reveal the dark puckered dimple of his asshole.
She held her breath as he settled, plopping his balls against her nose. Looking back, he raised slightly, then grasped his prick and tilted it downward, pressing the cockhead to her lips.
"Suck it, baby," he commanded.
There really was nothing she could do but obey as he worked the bulbous dickhead between her lips once more and sank it fully into her mouth. His nuts settled down astride her nose. As he began to pump his hips in short, slow strokes, fucking her mouth with his wicked prick, his balls bounced lightly against her nose and closed eyelids.
Again she sank into an unthinking, amoral state which was dominated wholly by sensation. She sucked and licked at her brother's tasty cock, taking it all the way into the opening of her throat this time. She breathed in the slightly sweaty scent of his balls.
Todd bowed his head between her thighs, wrapping his arms around those firm, tapering columns, and touched his tongue to the humid, soft lips of her pussy. This sent a magnificent new sensation scorching through her, stimulating her to suck and lick his prick even more actively.
It was truly a multidimensional thrill that she felt. Todd's flickering tongue and browsing lips worked all over the folds of her gash and her erect, quivering clit while her lips guided avidly up and down his spit-slickened shaft. His cocktip surged into her mouth and throat as her tongue danced over the bulbous mass.
His licking of her pussy turned her on more intensely than Steve's limited foreplay ever had.
She became wildly excited. When Todd stopped and swung around to position himself between her legs, she didn't have to be forced to accept him this time.
With her eyes closed and her lips passionately parted, she lifted her hips to meet the impaling thrust of his stiff dong. He sank the long, hard tool deep within her hole, grunted with pleasure, and wrapped his arms around her.
"Now fuck me!" he commanded. "Really fuck me!"
She moved against him from the start, and the strokes of his prick in her rising and falling cunt brought intense pleasure to them both. She lifted her legs and crossed them at the small of his back, letting her heels ride his bobbing rump.
His cockhead stretched the walls of her cunt as it pumped up and down in the slick, clinging channel, touching bottom each time he thrust. His shaft pressed her clitoris, stroking it firmly. All her intimate nerve ends received the most exquisite stimulation, causing her to pant and moan with delight.
Again she surged to climax before he did, and she was baffled in wondrous warmth. All tension left her. As before, she didn't think about the risk of becoming pregnant, and he could have climaxed inside her cunt for the second time if he had so wished.
But he sat up and pulled out of her hole as soon as her climax had tapered off. He gave his red, wet prick several strokes by hand as it projected above her belly and she watched dazedly as his milk-white semen spurted forth to strike her tits and tummy. This was a new experience for her; she had never watched Steve's cock erupt.
Smiling at her, Todd wet his fingertips in the sperm, and placed them against her mouth. She let him smear the viscous fluid along her legs and between them. She tasted the slimy substance and found it surprisingly bland. It was something like the white of an egg.
"How do you feel now?" he asked, still smiling warmly.
"I… don't know."
"You'll figure it out," he said. "Next time I ask you to play, there won't be any argument."
"Oh no, Todd. We mustn't!"
He laughed and climbed off her.
He was very pleased with the progress he had made so far.
He remained in the apartment for the entire day, and he wouldn't allow her to go out. That was all right with Sharon, because she didn't feel like facing people, anyway. The shame of what she had done with her brother was like a weight around her neck. She wasn't able to shrug it off, because of the enjoyment she had derived. Though he had forced her to do those terrible things, she had to admit he had liked them.
She tried to avoid looking at Todd, and she spoke only when necessary. This made for a very strained atmosphere, but Todd didn't mind. He looked forward to that night and was confident that she would respond to him then.
Sharon tried not to think about what lay ahead she couldn't think about Steve, either. She went through the day feeling numb beneath her heavy load of guilt.
She prepared a dinner for Todd and herself, and afterwards they watched television. She kept her eyes trained on the screen and hardly said a thing. Todd continually glanced at her and smiled inwardly.
At a little after ten o'clock, he said, "Well, let's turn in."
"I'll get you a couple of blankets for the couch," she replied and stood up.
He rose and caught her arm as she passed him. "I'm not sleeping on the couch," he announced.
"Todd, please!" There was anguish in her eyes and voice.
"Quit being silly," he said with a grin, and drew her up against him.
Her full tits mashed against his chest, and her belly pressed his crotch. She felt an immediate surge of response. Oh, God, I'm so evil! she thought. But the self-condemnation didn't diminish her desire.
Todd pressed his lips to hers, and his eager tongue opened her mouth wide as it forced its way in. His tongue caressed the entire interior of her mouth, and his impudent hands caressed the globes of her bottom, rubbing and rolling them through her thin skirt and panties.
The heat rose within her, and her tongue began to flutter against his. After a while his tongue retreated back in to his own mouth and hers followed. He clamped his lips around the wet, quivering invader and sucked. This heightened his excitement and hers, as well. After he quit sucking her tongue and allowed it to withdraw, he thrust his tongue deeply into her mouth and she did the sucking.
His cock rose against her belly, and he lifted her skirt at the back so that he could caress her plump ass. Only her silky panties separated her firm buttcheeks from his hands.
She writhed against him. She sucked his tongue harder. Moisture broke from inside her cunt, and she felt very warm indeed.
By the time he terminated the kiss, she was ready to fuck. He walked her into the bedroom. Her eyes were downcast, but her vibrant young body hummed with anticipation of the sinful delights which were in store.
He said, "I want you to undress in front of me. But I'll take off my clothes first."
She offered no argument, but stood compliantly next to the bed as he removed his shirt, shoes, socks, trousers and shorts. His prick had relaxed somewhat, but it still curved forward, ready to snap to rigid erection at the first stimulus.
He folded back the covers and lay down on the sheet.
"Now take your clothes off slowly," he directed. "And pose for me while you do it. Show off your pretty body."
She moved forward numbly and began to unbutton her blouse. She avoided looking directly at him. The blouse slid away, revealing a snugly packed white brassiere.
She unfastened her skirt and let it down. She wore no slip or stockings – just her pink tailored briefs.
"Turn around," he instructed, and she did so.
He stared at the beauty of her ass, hugged by the shining panties. The thin nylon pulled tightly across her buttcheeks, and the faint shadow of her ass crack showed through.
"Take your bra off before you turn around," he said.
She reached behind her to unfasten the garment and allowed the straps to slide down her arms. She took the cups away from her full tits.
"Turn and pose for me," he instructed.
She felt shamed and embarrassed, but she was also sexually stimulated by the situation. There was a thrill about displaying herself brazenly to a man, even though that man was her brother. Perhaps the thrill was greater because he was her brother. She didn't know.
She turned slowly and showed him her bare tits.
He grinned, and she noticed that his cock was sticking straight up.
"Play with your jugs," he said lewdly. "Squeeze em and move 'em around."
The color was high in her cheeks, and her pulse pounded fiercely as she brought her hands up underneath her boobs, curling her fingers and thumbs around as much of the shapely flesh as she could hold. She squeezed the mounds gently and shifted them about. Her nipples grew stiffer and stuck out. They turned a deeper shade of pink.
"Bounce your tits on your hands," Todd said.
She closed her eyes and let her lips part moistly as she jiggled her titties up and down. Todd grasped his cock and stroked it slowly.
"Now take your pants off," he told her. "Turn the other way, and let me see your ass first."
She turned around. Her nerves tingled with excitement. The crotch band of her panties pressed moistly against her hot cunt.
She took hold of the elastic waist of her briefs and slowly let it down, turning the garment inside-out as it peeled away from her firm, shapely bottom. She bent slightly to draw the panties down her thighs, and her hair-covered cunt mound popped into view.
She stepped horn the panties and tossed them aside. She was sc worked up by now that she felt she was capable of doing anything without regret.
She turned to face Todd again.
"Spread your legs," he said.
She did so, and the fullness of her cuntlips became evident.
"Open your little box," he said, his voice turning husky. "Show it to me."
Trembling, she touched the lips of her pussy with her fingertips. She spread her puffy gash apart and exhibited the pink vestibule to him. Moisture dribbled along us meaty folds.
"Now come over here," he said.
She was ready. As she approached the bed, her nerves sang. Todd remained in the center of the mattress, and his limbs flung out so that he occupied the entire space. She stopped and stared down at him.
He grinned and pointed at his erect prick. "Suck my cock," he commanded.
She paused for only a moment, then climbed onto the bed, settling on her knees astride one of his legs. She bent forward, her, golden-red hair tumbling against his bare skin. Her hand encircled the base of his hard-on and pointed the big tool directly at her mouth.
He watched her lips part moistly as she approached the tip of his rod, then felt the incomparable thrill of having her warm mouth enclose his swollen cockhead. She began to suck and lick his palpitating prick.
To Sharon, it now seemed as if his manly shaft belonged in her mouth. She liked the feel of the slippery, round rod between her lips and the thick head forcing her jaws wide apart as it bunted her palate and forged into the opening of her throat. She liked the scent and taste of it. She enjoyed pumping her mouth up and down on the wicked dong.
She sucked his cock eagerly until he told her to stop.
"Now get on top of me," he ordered. "Ride me like a horse."
She swung astride him and fitted his gleaming wet cock into the flaring mouth of her cunt. The sensation was delicious as she slowly let herself down on him. His fat dick forged its way up her hole until its blunt end pressed her uterus.
He gave her some instructions about how to sit astride him and how to move. A passionate moan escaped her lips as he began to wind her cunt around his penetrating tool. She sat up straight, as he'd directed, and her hair hung down below her shoulders. Her boobs jiggled tautly as she rotated and bobbed her hips, her twat imparting a delightful massage to his upthrust, encircled pecker.
She stared down at her brother's flushed, smiling face. It still see med unthinkable that she was fucking him this way, enjoying it so intensely. But the truth was the truth. She closed her eyes, and this eased her torment while heightening the sensual pleasure of the forbidden fucking.
He raised his hands to her bobbing tits and let them quiver against his palms. Her nipples brushed him excitingly. He gave her titties a quick squeeze and slid his thumbs and forefingers out to her nipples. He pinched the rubbery protrusions and tugged at them, stretching her tits forward. Now he used her nipples as tiny handles to swing and jiggle her boobs.
She moaned again and swung her head, causing her long silken hair to whip about her shoulders.
Todd grasped her hands in his and let her lean against him as he drove his cock upward in a rapid tattoo. She caught a breath and whined sharply. She moved her lips rapidly against his.
Suddenly he stopped the frenzied action and folded his legs back beneath him. He sat up, pushing her back ward, and she fell over with him atop her. His prick had remained within her tightly clasping cunt, and now he resumed the furious fucking, driving his stiff rod into her snatch at a merry rate.
"Uh… uh… ooooh!" she said, and moved rapidly against him.
Her boobs shook and her mouth twisted passionately as he screwed her with everything he had. She climaxed, shaking and panting, her quivering ass suspended above the bed.
He barely managed to hold off his own climax.
Now he pulled out of her sopping hole and quickly scrambled forward, straddling her at the neck. His balls bounced against her chin, and his wet, wild-smelling prick stuck upward over her face.
He adjusted his position so that he could hover directly above her face, supporting himself on the headboard of the bed. Then he tilted his prick downward and pushed the slimy cockhead between her lips.
"Uuuunnnggh!" she said, taking his rod with a gulp.
He began to work his hips, and his slippery prick stroked up and down in the soft sucking circle of her pink lips. He fucked her mouth vigorously.
She breathed raggedly through her nose and gripped the cheeks of his ass. She squeezed his butt, her fingers pressing into the firm flesh, and she sucked wildly at his rapidly stroking cock.
She knew he was going to finish in her mouth this time, and she wanted him to do so, shocking as the idea seemed. At the moment she wasn't interested in ideas, or in morals. She wanted only to feel the magnificent gush of his jizz into her mouth and throat.
To hasten the moment, she sucked his shaft as strongly as she could, and her tongue lashed his huge, spongy glans as he pumped up and down in her mouth. Her brother's balls tumbled rhythmically against her chin, and she breathed in the raunchy scent of them. Lubricant seeped from his prick and mixed with her saliva, which she swallowed frequently.
Finally she felt his cock swell and quiver. She clamped her lips firmly around the stalk and bit into the spongy head with her teeth as she tongue-stroked the rounded end of the rod. She sucked fiercely.
She heard her brother groan, and suddenly her mouth was filled with his thick, warm sperm. The first gush nearly choked her, but she managed to gulp it down, her eyes watering. His cum kept spurting, and she continued to suck at his prick, because she wanted to empty the entire contents of his balls. Jet after jet of the slimy fluid flooded into her mouth. A small portion seeped out from around his stroking shaft, and it trickled down her chin. Watching his, Todd experienced a new ejaculatory spasm and wallowed in bliss as he pumped still more jism into his sister's sucking mouth.
She kept gulpng until she had swallowed all the cream he had. Only when his prick began to grow soft did she let the spongy head ooze out and flop away. Then she stuck out her tongue and swiped it over her chin as far as she could reach.
She gazed up at Todd, her eyes wide and a little glassy. "I love you," she said.
"Like a sister?"
"Like a lover," she told him.
He snuggled down beside her, and they kissed.



CHAPTER FOUR


Sharon's confession that she was in love with Todd reduced her sense of guilt. Theirs was an incestuous relationship and therefore sinful, she still believed, but it seemed equally clear that the choice of a love object – as opposed to a mere sex partner – was beyond a person's conscious control.
She began taking the Pill.
In the days that followed, she concentrated on doing everything possible to make Todd happy. She suffered from guilt only when she read the loving letters which came from her husband, and when she had to sit down and answer them. She didn't mention that Todd was staying with her.
She and Todd fucked frequently. She also took great delight in sucking him off.
One evening they went to a movie and held hands all through the show. But she could hardly wait to get home so they could go to bed together and work off their passionate feelings with a vigorous thrusting of their hips as his strong cock stroked inside her horny twat.
She introduced Todd to her friends in the apartment house and felt a pang of jealousy when one of the young wives flirted with him. After they returned to her apartment, she warned him not to have anything to do with the woman.
"Now, wait a minute, baby," he said. "You've got your husband, so I'm entitled to have somebody else, too, if I feel like it."
That hurt her. But she couldn't renounce her love for Steve, even though she was in love with Todd. This created a new conflict in her mind: How did a woman manage to love two men at the same time and be true to herself, as well?
Todd began going out alone during the day, and sometimes in the evening. Sharon imagined he was fooling around with other girls, and she suffered from the same kind of jealousy she was accustomed to feeling when she thought about Steve in that remote Alaskan town where, according to his letters, women were offered for sale. He repeatedly had assured her that he was being true, but she couldn't help having an occasional doubt. As for Todd he had come right out and told her that he felt he was entitled to have another girl.
One night when he was getting ready to go out, she raised a fuss. "Why don't you ever take me with you?" she demanded.
He looked at her closely, and the odd glint which she hadn't noticed since he first began trying to make her returned to his eyes.
"Okay," he said. "Sure. You got a sexy dress?"
There was a skimpy light-blue shirt she had worn a few times when she went out with Steve. It was quite short and had a way of clinging to the tips of her tits and the cheeks of her ass. She had always felt a little embarrassed in it, but she believed she would enjoy wearing it on a date with Todd.
"Wait here," she said with a happy smile, and went into the bedroom.
After closing the door behind her, she took off the plain skirt and blouse she had been wearing, and put on panty hose and the shirt. She posed in front of the mirror and was stimulated by the daring way in which the dress accentuated the pointed fullness of her tits and the provocative roundness of each buttcheek.
She returned to the living room and posed for Todd. His eyes glinted again.
"Turn around… slow," he said.
She turned for him, letting her asscheeks shift sensually.
"Heyyy, not bad," he commented. "What have you got under it?"
She faced him. "What?"
"What are you wearing under the dress?"
"Why, panty hose and briefs and a bra."
"Take 'em off."
She blinked. "What do you want me to do that for?"
"I just want you to. Go ahead – take off all your underwear. That'll make the dress look real far-out."
A shiver of illicit excitement went down her spine. "Todd, I can't do that! Look how short this dress is. And see how it clings to my breasts and my rear."
"Yeah. That's what I noticed, baby. You'll be outasight dancing with just that dress on."
She became more excited. But her resistance grew, as well. It would be just too much to exhibit herself so blatantly, she thought. She would feel terribly cheap.
"No, Todd, I won't do it."
He moved up to her. "Do you love me, baby?"
"You know I do," she replied softly.
"Then you'll do what I say. Take off your underwear."
"Todd, no! My breasts will bounce all over without a bra."
"That's just what I want to see, honey."
She became more flushed. "My nipples will show through the cloth."
"Right oh!" He chuckled.
"Todd, do you want me to feel like a prostitute?"
"Sure," he said, his eyes twinkling. "I want you to be a real bad girl tonight. I want you to shake your ass and titties and freak the guys right outa their heads."
Her blush deepened. "Darling, how can you talk that way?"
"Go on. Take off your undies. Or will I have to do it?"
She shivered again with excitement.
"At least let me wear my pants," she pleaded, her voice turning low and husky.
"No pants," he said. "Just your dress and shoes – nothing else."
"But it's so short! If I bend forward a little…" He laughed.
She decided to do what he said. Even if he wasn't serious about his threat to actually strip the underwear off her, she realized she wanted to shed it. She wanted to be daring tonight. She wanted to be bad!
"All right," she said huskily. "I'll take my undies off."
She returned to the bedroom and closed the door. Her fingers trembled with excitement as she lifted her skirt and stripped down her panty hose and briefs. She took them off along with her shoes, and then put the shoes back on.
She lowered the zipper at the back of her dress and let the top fall forward and slide off her arms.
The garment hung from her waist as she removed her bra. She looked in the mirror at her full tits sticking out erotically and quivering as she pulled the dress up. When she stretched to restore the zipper, the thin fabric of her shirt drew tautly across her boobs, making the nipples shockingly evident. She shivered again.
Her cheeks glowed with stimulation when she returned to the living room. She had never gone without panties before, and her butt and pussy felt wickedly unclothed. She derived a giddy sensation when she walked, her thighs and asscheeks scissoring nakedly. Her tits vibrated without restraint, and the dress fabric tickled her sensitive nipples.
Todd looked her over, then moved up close.
"Just want to make sure," he said, as he pinched a titty with one hand while he reached under her skirt with the other and felt her bare ass.
A wild thrill went through Sharon. She blushed more strongly.
"God, I feel so loose!" she said, her voice trembling.
"That's how I want you to feel," he replied. "Come on. Let's go."
As she walked in front of him to the door, he admired the shifting of her round, quivery buttcheeks with the clingy dress rippling across them. He couldn't resist the temptation to slap her luscious ass. The blow made a sharp, fleshy sound, and her butt bounced sensually.
"Ow!" she shrieked. Frowning provocatively, she rubbed the cheeks of her fanny.
Todd's prick pushed forward against his pants. It was a good thing the corridor was deserted when they stepped out of her apartment.
He took her to a rock-music club which he had been frequenting alone dining recent evening. He knew several of the young people who were there that night.
Sharon felt like a lamb walking into a den of wolves as she entered the place. The young men ogled her blatantly, and she could almost see the saliva dripping from their lips. The girls who were present gave her green-tinged stares.
Todd nodded several hello's and steered his sister to a table near the center of the room. A long-haired combo was laying down an acid beat which was amplified so loudly that it seemed to shake the walls. Colored lights played across the scene.
Since the place catered to teenagers as well as young adults, it wasn't licensed to serve liquor. Todd ordered Cokes at a dollar each and paid for them with some money he had gotten from Sharon.
The guys that he knew began to drift over to his table, and he introduced them to his sister, emphasizing the sibling relationship… The eager studs grinned and tried to make time with her. She felt flushed with excitement. When they took turns inviting her to dance, she went out with them to the crowded floor, and she could feel their eyes on her thin, clingy dress as her tits bounced and her ass wiggled to the hard-rock beat.
One of the young men asked her to leave the place with him. Though stimulated, she shrugged the suggestion off. However, when they returned to the table she had been sharing with Todd, she found that her brother was gone.
She glanced around the room and spotted him dancing with a cute young brunette. She felt a twinge of jealousy.
"Mind if I keep you company while your brother's out making it?" the long-haired boy, whose name was Andy, asked.
"Okay," Sharon said. They sat down together.
He had positioned his chair very close to hers, but she forgot him for the moment as she stared across the room at her brother and the other girl. She couldn't help but notice, also, that she was still getting admiring glances from most of the males in the room. She crossed her legs, and her mini-dress slid high on her smooth, bare thighs.
She wondered giddily whether the guys seated across from her could see some wisps of pussy hair between her legs. The possibility excited her, and from the way the boys kept staring, she began to believe it was probable.
Suddenly a shock jolted her as Andy placed his hand on her thigh. She looked down at his hand and was about to push it away. But then she thought, If Todd can play ground and make me jealous, I can do the same to him! She let Andy keep his hand on her leg.
Ever so slowly, as the rock rhythm pounded and her young companion smiled warmly at her, he worked his fingers up her thigh, pushing her skirt along. The hem slid all the way to the point where her other thigh began to cross over the one he was caressing. The juxtaposition of the two tapering columns concealed the tuft of hair on her cunt mound, but, with her skirt that high, she knew the hair between her legs was visible beneath her raised thigh and that the boys who sat across from her could see it. She became more excited.
She had never felt so recklessly wicked, and she enjoyed the sensation immensely. The innocent puritan she had been was gone.
Aware of the show she was putting on, she slowly uncrossed her legs, exposing her fluffy muff to Andy's hot eyes. She unabashedly kept her knees parted slightly so the guys in front of her could see between her thighs.
Andy's eager hand touched her cunt mound and a sharp thrill stabbed through her. She caught her breath. The horny youth wasted no time in gliding his fingers down the plushy folds of her gash until his hand was deeply wedged between her legs.
Her passion heightened to the point where she felt she might climax right there – in that crowded room. Her heart thudded in time with the drums on the bandstand. Nearly everyone in the place, including the musicians, stared at her.
Andy's lascivious fingertips opened the moist, warm cove of her pussy, and one finger glided obscenely into the channel of her cunt. It stroked in and out, brushing across her erect clitoris.
Suddenly she gasped and came, jerking against the seat of her chair as Andy finger-fucked her in plain view of everyone.
The colored lights swam before her eyes, and the room seemed to tilt. The exotic music pounded its beat into her very soul. She saw a roomful of shocked, excited faces turned her way. They all seemed to run together, separate, and run together again. Finally she closed her eyes.
Todd's arrival back at the table caused Andy to withdraw his hand. But Todd had seen what had happened, and was grinning broadly.
Andy left the table to rejoin his other friends. But after a little while he returned and took Todd aside, where they talked privately. The other young men kept watching Sharon, but none of them approached. The conference between Andy and Todd broke up, and Todd returned to the table.
"Hey, you've really spaced out the guys," Todd told his sister. "They want to have a party with you."
"A p-party?" Her senses were still in a whirl, and she felt very hot. She was sopping wet between her legs. "What do you mean?"
"You know," he said. "A gang-bang. They want to take you someplace and take turns fucking you."
A lightning like charge bolted down her spine, and her pussy gushed a fresh burst of moisture. For a moment, she couldn't speak.
"I told 'em I had no objections," Todd went on, shocking her even more intensely. "Andy's going to arrange it."
She began to shake. "No, Todd! Oh, God no!"
"Why not, baby? You know you'll dig it." He began to run his fingertips lightly up and down her thigh.
She slapped his hand away. "Take me home!" she demanded.
"Come on now," he coaxed. "Let's have a ball, okay?"
She got up from the table and blindly pushed her way through the crowded room towards an exit. Her eyes were glazed, and her legs felt as if they would crumple beneath her at any moment.
Young men made lewd remarks as she passed, and she felt hands grabbing at her tits and ass. One guy actually reached up underneath her mini-dress and corkscrewed a finger at her cunt, but she slapped at his arm and twisted away before he could achieve entry.
Finally she was out of the place. Todd was right behind her, and ran up to grasp her by the arm.
"What the hell's the matter?" he asked. "You were having a great time. Why'd you get up and leave?"
"Todd, I hate you!" she declared. "Why did you take me to that awful place and make me dress this way? Why did you want the other guys to have me?"
"I'm proud of you, baby. I wanted everybody to see how sharp you look and what you can do."
"You don't love me. You don't!" she accused as she broke into tears and ran away from him.
He followed, grabbed her arm, and held it firmly as they walked towards her apartment house a few blocks away.
"So you don't think I love you, huh?" he asked. "Well, I'm going to show you how I feel. And I'm going to prove to you that you still love me."
He backed her into an open space between, a couple of buildings and embraced her passionately, crushing her boobs against him. As his mouth captured hers and his tongue speared between her lips, he pulled the back of her dress up and filled his hands with her smooth, round asscheeks.
She went into a sensual swirl. She couldn't resist him. Her tongue returned his fluttering tongue strokes, and she ground her belly against his rising prick.
His hands rolled and patted her bare ass. He even stuck a finger between the satiny mounds and tickled her tingling bung. New moisture seeped from her cunt and dribbled down between her thighs.
I'm so evil! she thought. But there seemed nothing she could do about it. She was as she was. Todd had turned her into a shameless wanton.
If he had taken her back to the night club now, she would have agreed to the gang-bang, she thought. She would have taken on every young buck in the room while Todd stood and watched it all!
But the time for that had passed. The other had something different, though equally shocking, in mind.
Standing only a few steps from the sidewalk and in view of passing traffic, if anyone chose to glance their way, Todd unzipped his sister's dress and lowered the front of it. He squeezed her tits between his thumbs and fingers, lifting them and causing the erect nipples to jut even farther forward. He bowed his head and went from nipple to nipple, licking and sucking the delightful, rubbery buds.
"Ooh, darling… darling… that feels so gooood!" Sharon moaned.
Cars passed. There were footsteps on the sidewalk. She kept her eyes closed and concentrated on the wonderful sensations that her brother's lips and tongue imparted.
She reached forward to caress his crotch and found a monstrous hardness inside his pants. Working blindly, she unzipped his fly and reached inside to draw his aroused prick out through the opening of his jockey shorts. She stroked his cock as it stuck out of his pants, angling upward.
As he fucked and chewed at a titty, he reached under her dress and drove one, then two fingers into the slippery wet mouth of her cunt. He frigged his fingers in and out of her hot hole.
Finally he raised his head and told her, "Now prove you love, me, baby. Get dawn and, suck me off."
"Ooh, yesss… yessss!" Sharon sighed as she unhesitatingly dropped to her knees in front of him.
He turned slightly so his profile was presented to the street. That meant Sharon had to present her profile to the passing traffic when she bent and capped her mouth around the bulging head of his cock. She stroked her tongue against the sensitive underside of the glans and across its equally sensitive tip as she bobbed her head, gliding her encircling lips up and down his rigid shaft.
Her golden-red hair flashed in the diffused glow of a nearby street light. Her bare tits cascaded forward and quivered with her cocksucking motions.
Todd rocked back and forth on the balls of his feet, fucking his prick in and out of his sister's mouth. She sucked harder.
"Go, Goddamn it!" he growled as the hot juice bubbled in his balls. "Suck my fucking pecker!"
He drove the big rod right into her throat, and she loved it. She wished he could somehow reach her stomach with his huge prick! The taste and smell were delightful, as was the feel of the thick shaft stroking between her lips while his fat cockhead throbbed between her tongue and palate. She had gotten so she enjoyed sucking Todd's prick as much as she enjoyed having him stroke it in her cunt. The mental satisfaction which she derived from the cocksucking was particularly intense. She didn't understand it, but the fact was undeniable.
Striving for a climax, Todd fucked her mouth with short, fast strokes. Her tongue and lips ached, as did the muscles in her throat, from the prolonged sucking. But she would soon receive her reward. She was as anxious as Todd for the ejaculation to occur.
Finally he moaned and jammed his great prickhead into her throat, neatly choking her. His balls released the hot sperm into the tube of his quivering rod and spurted it directly into her gullet. Every drop of the thick, slimy fluid slid down to her stomach as she continued gulping and lapping on his shaft with her lips, teeth and tongue.
In the middle of the deluge, she thrilled to her second orgasm of the night – and neither time, surprisingly, had there been any contact between her cunt and a cock.
After Todd's passion was fully spent, she let his dick slide away. She rose shakily to her feet.
He grinned at her and said, "Okay, baby, let's go home."
She fastened her dress while he stuffed his cock into his pants and zipped up.
She felt a mild burst of shame as they stepped out to the sidewalk, and he glanced around to see if anyone was watching them. The street was deserted at the moment, but she was sure she had been seen sucking him off. It only stood to reason that someone had glanced that way in passing. Perhaps they had even stopped and watched.
This thought at once shamed and stimulated her.
As soon as she and Todd reached her apartment, she began tearing at his clothes.
"Do you love me, baby?" he demanded, laughing. "Better say you love me or I won't give you what you want."
"I love you, I love you!" she declared passionately as she fell to her knees in front of him for the second time to suck his cock to renewed erection.
When she had given him a splendid hard-on, she grasped him by the hands and drew him down to the floor with her. She quickly slithered out of her dress and swung astride him.
"Oh, how I love to fuck!" he exclaimed as she impaled her cunt on his bone-hard shaft.
She immediately began bouncing up and down at a rapid rate, swinging her head and making her tits leap wildly about. He just lay there, smiling up at her, and let her do all the work.
"Ooh, that's ooh… sooo good!" she cried. "Do you feel it? Damn! Oooh, shit!"
She climaxed just as his hot sperm geysered up and gushed into her quaking cunt.



CHAPTER FIVE


Two days later Todd received an answer from a college to which he had written seeking admission.
"They've accepted me," he announced. "That gets me off the hook."
Sharon suddenly felt desolate. "You mean you're leaving?"
"Got to, baby," he said with a grin. "But you'll be all right. Steve's getting home in about a week, isn't he?"
Todd winked. "Now you'll really know how to treat him. Hell, he ought to thank me for teaching you how to swing."
Her brother's reference to Steve and their relationship sharpened the conflict that had been building up in her mind. She was anxious to have her husband return home, but she didn't know how she would be able to face him. And she wondered if his lovemaking would seem too mild after the frenzied times she'd had with Todd.
Another question bothered her: Would Steve somehow find out that she had been carrying on while he was away?
She regretted having gone to the night club with Todd and having behaved so scandalously. What if she and. Steve were to run into one of those guys from the club sometime when they went out together?
Aside from these troubling questions, she hated to lose Todd's company.
His company? she thought. Don't be silly, girl! It's his fucking that you're going to miss. And the luscious taste of his big, stiff cock! Be honest with yourself, at least.
Todd immediately packed his things. He asked Sharon to draw some money out of the bank to cover his traveling expenses and admittance fees at the new college.
"I'll call Mom and Dad as soon as I get set," he said. "After that, they'll pick up the tab."
"Are you sure?" Sharon asked. "They're probably angry with you for not keeping in touch with them."
"I'll snow 'em with some kind of a story," he said. "I'm good at that," he added with a grin.
She decided that her younger brother had turned into a very bad man. But she loved him in spite of it – or maybe because of it. Perhaps Steve was too good for her, she speculated. This brought on a new wave of doubt and guilt.
But she didn't feel guilty about sex any more; only about two-timing Steve and screwing with her own brother. Those were real sins, she thought, any way one looked at them – whether love was involved or not. The love she felt for Todd made the sins bearable, but it didn't make them right.
She bid her brother a tearful good-bye at the bus station and returned home to her lonely apartment. She didn't know how she had tolerated it during the long, dreary months before Todd had arrived.
That night she tossed and turned restlessly. Her mind dwelled on delightful memories of what she and Todd had done during the nights they had spent in that bed – sucking and screwing, sleeping for a while, then waking up to suck or screw again. Though the memories were delightful in themselves, they were tormenting now.
Her stiff nipples ached for the touch of Todd's lips, and her pussy burned in anticipation of his stroking fingertips or deep-reaching, rigid prick. She scissored her thighs together in an effort to ease the torture, but this only heightened her stimulation.
Finally she had no choice but to toss off the covers and spread her legs so that she could run her own fingertips up and down her moist, tingling slit. More blood coursed into the cuntlips, and they pushed outward of their own accord, inviting her to stick her fingers inside.
She did so, starting with one slender digit, then adding a second. Together they weren't as thick as Todd's cock – and certainly not as long – but they gave her a limited measure of satisfaction as she stroked them slowly in and out of her hole, rubbing her clit each time.
She panted and writhed.
Erotic pictures flashed in her mind. She saw Todd's standing prick, and jammed a couple of fingers into her mouth while she kept diddling her pussy with her other hand. She imagined that Todd was fucking her at both places at once – impossible as that would have been. But in her mind the practical difficulties were bridged, and she wholeheartedly enjoyed the vivid fantasy.
Then suddenly, in the midst of her reverie, she chided herself for thinking about Todd when her husband was about to come home. Why couldn't she imagine it was Steve who was with her? She asked herself.
This produced more problems, and the erotic pleasure faded. Steve would never, never let her suck his prick, she feared. He undoubtedly regarded that as a sinful perversion, just as she had. They had never even dared discuss such practices.
Oh God, she wondered desperately, what am I going to do?
She gradually settled back into the fantasy, placing Steve in Todd's place – but only with respect to her cunt. That was the only part of her Steve had ever, or would ever fuck, she believed. She stroked two fingers in and out of her hot, slippery hole, imagining that they were Steve's rod, and her pleasure began to build once more.
She moved her fingers faster. She panted and moaned. Her pussy bobbed against the penetrating strokes of her hand.
"Ooh… ooh…" she moaned. "Steve… ooh, darling… baby… oh, screw me, screw me!"
No! she thought. I mustn't say that! If he ever heard me use a word like "screw" or "fuck", he'd be shocked!
Again she lost her grip on the comet of desire, and lay motionless on the mattress. She sadly removed her fingers from her very wet twat and raised them curiously to her face.
She sniffed them. The odor was like that of Todd's prick when she had sucked it after it had been inside her cunt.
She slipped her wet fingers into her mouth and tasted them. Aaaah, she thought, that's good! She sucked them completely clean.
Talk about a pervert! she thought. Now I'm eating myself just the way late Todd.
But she didn't let this trouble her. She had more important problems on her mind, and they all centered on her relationship with Steve. She loved him, and she wanted to spend the rest of her life with him. She hoped they would have a home soon and he would settle down to a job nearby so that they could raise a family. But she would have to find a way to get the satisfaction from him that she now needed. She knew she wouldn't be content with the dull, straight sex they had shared before he went away.
Perhaps I can draw him out somehow, she speculated. He must be curious about other kinds of sex. Maybe he even done some of the other things with other girls, but he's afraid I would be shocked if he tried them with me. I have to help him realize that isn't so, without actually letting him know I've had the experience.
Oh, wow! she thought. That's going to be tough!
She gradually resumed diddling herself, imagining once more that it was Steve who was doing it. She pinched her nipples at the same time, going from one to the other. She stroked her fingers faster in her warm, frothing cunt.
Finally she came.
Though it wasn't a very satisfying climax, it at least permitted her to fall asleep.
The next morning Sharon received a letter from Steve.
"Well, baby, I'll be home in four days," he wrote, "so don't forget to start taking the Pill."
Good old square, practical Steve! she thought.
But the letter was loving, also. He wrote, "I can hardly wait to take you in my arms and smother you with kisses. You don't know how miserable I've been without you all these months!"
He had a month's leave, with pay, before he would have to return to Alaska for his next five-month stint as foreman of the survey crew. That was to be the last separation for Sharon and him, they both had hoped, but now Sharon began to think about persuading him not to go back at all.
But she had better wait and find out how they got along together, she decided, before she suggested anything. If there were problems, they might need another period of separation to get straightened out.
Still, she hoped and believed they would be able to make an adjustment. Somehow.
The next few days passed with agonizing slowness. Sharon was lonelier than ever. But at least she had something to look forward to.
She put the apartment in perfect order, making certain to eradicate every trace of Todd's presence. She went over her wardrobe with care and took pains to stock all the food items that Steve enjoyed.
She talked to her friends in the building and cautioned them not to mention to Steve that Todd had been there. "My husband and brother don't get along very well," she lied. "Steve would be angry if he knew Todd had been around." Her friends seemed to accept the explanation, and they agreed to cooperate.
On the day before Steve's arrival, Sharon had nothing to do but wait. She found herself wondering, as she had done many times before, just how he had passed his leisure time in Alaska. He'd had little to say on that subject in his letters, except to assure her repeatedly that he wasn't looking at any of the local women, practically all of whom were either prostitutes or primitive Eskimos.
But it didn't seem normal to Sharon for a man to go completely without sex for five months – even a man who loved his wife. In the past, she had wanted to believe Steve's declarations that he was living the life of a monk. But since her adventure with Todd, she almost wished her husband would admit he hadn't told her the truth. It would make her jealous to know he had been fooling around, she thought but it also would ease her guilt. And for him to come out and admit the truth to her, if indeed he had been unfaithful, would provide the basis for a new and franker relationship between them, she believed.
She had matured considerably during the last few weeks, and she wanted Steve to treat her as the grown-up woman she had become, instead of as the sweet, childish bride he had left behind.
Even so, she wouldn't dare tell him about Todd. That would have to remain her own secret forever – unless he somehow found out.
The time finally arrived for her to go to the airport to meet him. She was fluttery with eagerness, but there was more than a trace of apprehension and guilt mixed in. However, as soon as she saw her tall, handsome husband enter the waiting room, her negative feelings vanished – for the moment, at least – and she was filled with pure joy.
Steve Wagner was twenty-six years old, dark-haired, and slender. He hesitated, scanning the room hopefully. When he saw her hurrying towards him, his dark eyes lit up, and he grinned broadly. They rushed into each others arms.
Sharon thrilled to the strong, protective feeling of his anus around her. There seemed no question that here was where she belonged – in the embrace of the man she truly loved. His lips were warm and eager, and she returned the kiss with equal warmth. His tongue didn't enter her mouth, but she hadn't expected him to kiss her that way in public. Only occasionally had he ever given her a French kiss, even when they were in bed. She didn't use her tongue in the welcoming kiss, either.
After he released her and she stepped back a bit, he said happily, "Oh, baby, it's so good to see you! You look great!"
"So do you, darling," she replied, team of joy glistening in her eyes. "Come on – let's get out of here and go home, where we can really say hello to each other."
He knew what she meant, and her eagerness pleased him. But he had to pick up his luggage first, and he led the way to the baggage counter.
It happened that the service was fast that afternoon, and within a few minutes they were in a taxi, headed for their apartment house.
Again he drew her into his arms and they kissed. She felt a warm glow spread through her. She wanted him passionately. It was all she could do to keep from caressing him between the legs and inviting his intimate caress in return. But this would have shocked him, she knew, and she restrained herself.
The ride was a short one. Steve paid the cabby and carried his bags upstairs. He and Sharon had been chattering about Alaska, his work, and what she had been doing to pass the time while he was gone. But neither of them had mentioned sex. It was as if they were nonsexual creatures when they were apart.
"The old place looks just the same," he said as he entered the apartment.
"I bought a few new things," Sharon said, pointing to some bric-a-brac. But neither of them were interested in that at the moment.
He took her in his arms for the third time. Now they were free to melt together until, in short order, they would find themselves in bed and they would be truly one.
His warm lips opened hers, pressing and quivering urgently, stimulating Sharon to flutter her tongue lightly against the tip of his. This was not too brazen, she thought, and yet it would signal him as to what she wanted. He took the cue and glided his moist tongue deep into her mouth. She wanted to suck on it passionately, but she resisted that impulse. Such suggestive actions were taboo.
It wasn't necessary for her to suck his tongue in order for him to derive a great deal of stimulation from the kiss. The fact that his tongue was in her mouth, her moist lips pressed to his, and her warm, cuddly form was against him was sufficient. His eager cock received the message and lifted against his wife's belly.
She felt his surging response, and this heightened her own excitement. She let her hips give a little twist, snuggling even closer to him.
Her mouth slid moistly off his, and she whispered into his ear. "Take me to bed, darling. I've missed you so!"
He lifted her and carried her into the bedroom. She gave him quick little kisses all around his mouth as she clung to his neck. He put her down on the bed.
He shrugged off the light jacket he was wearing and kicked off his shoes. He lay down on the bed beside her and rolled her into his arms. Again they kissed passionately, their tongues fluttering back and forth from her mouth to his.
Thanks to her encouragement earlier, there was more tongue action in their kisses today than ever before. This caused Sharon to wonder fleetingly whether her husbands lack of imagination in the past as a lover had been more her fault than his. Perhaps all he needed was for her to take the lead.
His hand moved restlessly over her pliant form as she lay on her side against him. He stroked her hip and tit and thigh. Eventually he moved his hand underneath her moderately long skirt and caressed her smooth, warm thighs above the tops of her stockings. He dared to venture even farther and stroked the nylon-clad curves other bottom.
"Undress me, darling," she murmured.
He was eager to comply.
He pushed her skirt up and admired the loveliness of her stockinged legs. Her cute pink panties, which were trimmed in white lace, clung to the warm roundness of her hips, her gently curved belly, and the ripeness of her pussy mound. He let his fingertips trail along her legs, then bent and kissed her moistly between a stocking top and the edge of her panties. Sharon was thrilled.
She wanted him to go all the way and kiss her pussy, as Todd had done, but she knew this was too much to expect from Steve. She wondered if he had ever kissed any woman's cunt.
He slowly peeled down her stockings, caressing her legs lovingly and planting little kisses along them. He removed her stockings and shoes.
He helped her sit up, and unfastened her dress. She raised her arms, and he lifted the garment over her head. Her bra was next to go, liberating her luscious tits.
Groaning with delight, he filled his hands with the shapely, resilient mounds and caressed them sensually.
"That feels so good," Sharon said. "Ooh, I love it!"
He bent and lifted one boob to his lips. He licked and sucked at the turgid nipple. Magnificent sensations radiated through her.
She reached out for his lap and found his cock very hard inside his pants. She squeezed and stroked his cramped erection through the material. She would have unzipped him and lifted out his pecker, but she feared, he would regard this as too forward.
It was frustrating to hold back, now that she was sexually liberated.
Steve gently eased her into a reclining position once more, and slipped her panties off. She shifted her legs apart and watched him dreamily through half-closed eyes as he looked at her alluring pussy.
"That's what I want," he said huskily. "Oh, God, that's what I want!"
He placed his hand on the soft, pouty cuntlips and wiggled them as he rubbed gently up and down. Her clit rose and tried to protrude into the open.
Play with it! she wanted to tell him. Tickle it with your finger. Get down and lick it! But she didn't say anything.
He leaned back and gazed at her lovingly as he began taking off his clothes. She watched him. The removal of his shirt revealed that he was wearing woolen long johns.
"Don't laugh," he said with a grin. "Where I've been, these long-handled things are a necessity."
She returned his smile. "Just get it off," she urged. She felt as if she were burning up. She didn't know how she would be able to wait for even another minute.
He struggled out of his trousers, then pulled off his socks. He unbuttoned the top of the long johns and pushed it down. She continued to watch him closely, her eyes narrowing as he pushed the woolen underwear down off his belly. Suddenly his aroused cock flipped out and locked into a rigid, upthrust erection.
"Oooh, Steve!" she exclaimed, and reached out to grasp his rod.
She stroked the stiff tool, gliding the foreskin up and down across the ridge of his glans. This caused his pink cockhead to alternately swell into view and recede. Her mouth watered, wanting to encompass this most masculine part of him and taste its intoxicating flavor. She wanted to find out if his prick tasted like Todd's. But she didn't dare go that far without some sign from him that it would be all right.
He struggled to work his legs out of the underwear and tossed the bulky garment aside.
Nude, and ready to prove his love for his beautiful young wife, he rose up on his knees. She let go of his dick and lay back, opening her legs wide for him.
"Come on, baby," she said. "Hurry! Ooh, I want you!"
"And I want you, angel," he replied as he climbed onto her.
She grasped his rigid cock again and tilted it down to the mouth of her cunt, which had flared open in excitement. As she felt his cockhead kiss her puffy gash, she responded with a tremendous surge of passion, and her hips lifted of their own accord to enclose his turgid rod at the exact moment of his thrust. He entered her hole deeply, and his thick cock throbbed in her moist, warm snatch.
"Oooooh!" she sighed. "That's wonderful! Ooh, you're so haaard!"
"I ought to be, angel. It's been a long time."
"Let's make up for it now," she panted. "Do me good!"
"Baby!"
He began to fuck her. His strokes were long and evenly paced, and his rigid shaft brushed her erect clitoris each time Sharon responded by grinding and bobbing her hips. She lifted her legs up over his back and clamped them against him for better leverage. She returned his screwing, thrust for thrust.
His magnificent dong gave her great pleasure as the thick head forged deep in her narrow channel, stretching the sensitive membranes of her cunt. Each time he bumped the bottom of her well, the moist, hair-encircled mouth of her pussy ground into the coarse hairs around the base of his prick. His nuts bounced against the tender dimple of her asshole.
He lay fully forward onto her, his chest bearing against her hard nipples. His pumping flanks brushed the inner surfaces of her thighs. She received exquisite titillation from each of these responsive zones, and her frenzy built quickly.
But even more wonderful than all the physical stimulation was the great sense of love and oneness which she felt, now that her own man was with her – was fucking her – at last.
"I love you, I love you!" she exclaimed passionately.
"I love you, too!" he said, and she knew he meant it.
His long cock moved more rapidly, but still with lengthy strokes penetrating deep into her cunt on every thrust. His stomach slapped against hers. She could hear the wet sounds of their sex organs fucking noisily together.
She gripped her husbands strong back, letting her fingernails dig in. She moved her hips more urgently as she drove her palpitating cunt in staccato fashion at his driving cock. He speeded up, shifting to short strokes.
She gasped, then moaned, and finally let out a sharp little cry as her orgasm blossomed warmly. Steve came moments later, and Sharon experienced an added wave of ecstatic vibrations as his warm jizz spurted deep inside her cud.
She hugged him tightly and kissed him around the face and neck. Then he caught her mouth with his, and their tongues stroked moistly.
A marvelous sense of release and completeness went through her. It was wonderful to have Steve home again at last! she thought.
But he had hardly rolled over to lie quietly beside her, his hand clasping hers, when the apprehensions and conflicts which had troubled her earlier were reborn. She had been forced to keep her guard up constantly while they were fucking, for fear she would say or do something that would offend Steve or make him suspicious. And there was a certain nagging dissatisfaction, now that her release was tapering off. She hadn't been fully at ease and free to express herself in the way she had wanted to. Also, she felt somewhat cheated because Steve hadn't made love to her more thoroughly. It had been the same old story – a quick joining of their sex organs as they lay face to face, and a frenzied movement to completion.
She now knew that there was more to sex than that. She wondered if Steve didn't know this also, and if he hadn't practiced the variations with someone at some time or other – perhaps even during the last five months.
She decided to try and find out.



CHAPTER SIX


"Tell me about Alaska," Sharon said that evening as she and Steve relaxed in their living room.
"It's quite a state," he replied, his eyes lighting up enthusiastically. "It's big. You really have a feeling of bigness when you're up there. And openness. You can travel for hundreds of miles between towns, and you can go all day without seeing another person. The scenery is great. But, man, is the weather cold!"
"I'll bet," she said. "Tell me about the little town you stayed in."
"Well, it wasn't a town, really. It was a base camp for all of us who were working on the oil-company project – the survey crews and engineers. The nearest town was seventy miles away."
"Did you go there often?"
"I went a few times."
"What did you do?"
Steve looked closely at his young wife.
She smiled disarmingly. "I want to know all about your life up there, darling. What you did for fun. You know."
"Well, there wasn't much fun," he said carefully. "You must have had some kind of recreation." He shrugged. "There was some gambling. I won a little, lost a little. I probably came out a few bucks ahead."
"Did you drink much?"
This question surprised Steve, because he and Sharon had never drunk together. He had never even taken a drink in her presence. She had given him the very clear impression when they first began going together that she didn't approve of alcohol, and he hadn't wanted to offend her.
"You know I don't drink," he said.
"Oh, come on," she chided gently. "Up there, with all those other men, living under rough conditions, you must've taken a few drinks. I wouldn't blame you."
"You wouldn't?"
"Of course not."
He hesitated for a moment, then said, "Well, I have to admit I did drink a little."
He watched for an adverse reaction but noted none. This pleased him, though he wondered what accounted for his wife's change of attitude on the subject. She used to be dead set against booze.
"They must have had some wild saloons in that town," she commented.
"Well, yes… they did." He continued to watch her closely, wondering what she was leading up to.
"Is that where the prostitutes worked?" she asked.
"What?"
"The prostitutes that you mentioned in one of your letters. Did they work in the saloons?"
"Some did. There were a couple of cat houses too."
She laughed. "Cat houses? Is that what you call them?"
"Mm-mmmm. Hey, what're you so curious about?" he asked with a grin.
"I just want to know what kind of place it was. Did you ever visit the cat houses?"
"So that's it!" he said with amusement. "You're trying to trap me into admitting I had something to do with another woman."
"I'm not tying to trap you at all," she said pleasantly. "But you were away from me for so long. You must've, well, needed someone."
He got up and walked over to the sofa where she was seated with her shoes off and her legs curled up underneath her. Grinning, he sat down at her side.
"I've got pretty good self-control," lie said, "except when you're around. Then I keep getting sexy thoughts." He ran his finger along her bare calf.
"Tell me about your sexy thoughts," she urged. "Well, I look at you and I want to do things."
"Such as… You know."
"Tell me," she urged, snuggling closer.
"You didn't use to dig sexy talk," he replied as he nuzzled her neck.
She felt encouraged to become bolder. She placed her hand in his lap.
"Heyyy…" he said.
"What's the matter?" she murmured, grazing his cheek with her moist lips. "That make you nervous?"
"You didn't use to come on so strong."
"I've been without you for a long time," she said as she began to caress his cock intimately through his pants.
His prick immediately responded.
"Oooh, that's what I like," she purred. "Come on – get hard for baby."
"Sharon!" he said in a slightly shocked but pleased whisper.
"Tell me more about Alaska," she coaxed.
"Well, I told you… it's, uh, cold and…" He was finding it difficult to talk as she caressed his stiff cock.
"Tell me about the warm things," she said as she continued to stroke his tool.
"You want me to talk about the… girls?"
"Yesss. Tell me about them." Her lips grazed his ear, and one of her tits was shoving against his arm. She kept fondling his privates, reaching deeper into the crotch of his trousers to caress his balls as well as his rod.
He continued to be amazed by the change that had taken place in his sweet little wife, and it stimulated him. But he kept his guard partially up.
Most of the guys fooled around, he said, finding it increasingly difficult to speak because of what she was doing.
"Were you with them?"
"Well… sometimes."
"Just what did they do?" she asked as she began to toy with the tab of his zipper.
He wondered if she actually intended to open his pants and take out his bare cock right there. She was acting as if that was what she had in mind. He became increasingly aroused and nervous.
"Well, tell me," she urged, still fiddling with his fly.
"Well, in the bars… they… uh… I mean, they danced with the girls… and…"
"Took them to bed?" she prompted, lowering his zipper an inch.
His throat began to feel very tight. His cock throbbed harder than ever.
"I… I guess."
"Did any of the girls in the saloons solicit you?"
"Well, sure. I mean, they approached all the men." His voice was turning hoarse.
"What did they say?" she asked, and slid his zipper down another inch or so.
"You really want to know? I mean, you want to know the exact words?"
"Yesss."
"Well, they… uh…" He cleared his throat. "They said, 'Hello, honey – do you want to fuck'?"
He held his breath for fear he had offended her badly. But she showed no adverse response. She just kept gazing warmly at his fly, and she slid his zipper a little lower.
"What did you tell them?" she asked.
"NO of course."
"Oh, come on…" As she snaked her hand into his pants and touched his bare prick the most wonderful thrill went through him, and he jumped. It was one thing just to go to bed and screw, as he and Sharon had done many times before he went away and as they had done just a few hours ago – but it was even more exciting, in a sense, to play at sex like this.
She was like a different girl. He couldn't understand it.
She daringly pulled his prick out of his pants and asked, "Didn't you give in just once? Didn't you ever take one of the bar girls to bed? Or did you go to a cat house?" She began to stroke the foreskin up and down on his bone-hard, thrusting rod.
"Do you want me to say I did?" he asked, dumfounded.
"Yes!"
"Okay," he blurted. "So I did it once."
"What did you do?" she asked, stroking his dick more vigorously.
"I screwed one of the bar girls," he admitted in desperation. "Oh, God, Shari, you're making me hot!"
He lost control of himself and pushed her onto her back on the sofa. As he pulled up her skirt, she gasped, then laughed. She kicked at him playfully when he tried to get a grip on the elastic of her panties.
She managed to wriggle around and prevent him from removing her pants by pulling him down beside her on the narrow sofa. They lay snuggled close together, her hand encircling his cock once more.
"Tell me what the girl did," she demanded hotly. "Tell me all of it, Steve."
"Oh, Shari, you don't want to know that. I wouldn't ever have done it except that I was so damned lonely for you."
"It's all right, baby," she said, nibbling at his face and stroking his hot rod. "I understand. Just tell me. I won't blame you for anything."
Even though she had him in a fever by this time, he continued to wonder what in the world had come over her. She had never been, like this before.
But he had already admitted his infidelity, and he was under such intense stimulation that he wanted to blurt out the rest of the daring tale, particularly since Sharon seemed so anxious to hear it.
"We… we went to the girl's room," he said, "and I paid her…"
"Go on." Sharon squeezed his prick, and it throbbed responsively.
"I, uh, took off my clothes." His voice was becoming very hoarse again.
"Were you like this," she asked huskily, "all stuck up and hard?" She tickled the head of his cock with her fingertips.
"Oooh, baby!" he moaned.
"Well, were you?"
"No. Not yet. Not until the girl did something to me."
Sharon's excitement took an upward surge. "What did she do, Steve?"
"She, uh… oh, you don't want me to tell you that!"
"I do!" she insisted. "Tell me." She began stroking his prick again.
"She, uh… well…" His inhibitions suddenly crumbled like a dam before a flood. "Goddammit, she sucked my cock!"
"She did?" Sharon asked, gazing at him with slack lips, her eyes suddenly misty.
"Yes. Prostitutes do that if you pay them for it."
"I'll bet lots of other girls do it, too," she said. "Lots of wives, even."
"Shari!" He writhed. She was driving him nearly out of his mind.
"Didn't you ever have another girl do that for you, Steve?"
"No, I… Yes! Oh, dammit, Shari, I don't know what to say!"
She stared down at his beautiful, upthrust prick which she was holding around the base. The foreskin was completely retracted from the pink, bulging glans. Clear moisture had seeped out of the hole at its tip and had washed down the side of the tool. The scent of his aroused maleness drifted up to her nostrils.
She asked softly, "Would you like me to suck your cock, darling?"
The turgid dong gave a spastic jerk, and for a moment he feared that it would go off.
"Oh, God, no!" he exclaimed in answer to her question.
"You wouldn't? Really?"
"You're too nice a girl."
The sweet, silly fool! she thought.
But she didn't give up. "I'd be willing to try it," she said. "Just how did the bar girt do it, darling? Did she just… lean down like this… and open her mouth… and…"
Shocked beyond words, he watched her bowler head to his upthrust cock and part her lovely pink lips. Then he felt the greatest thrill he had ever known as his sweet, "innocent" wife took the throbbing head of his prick into her mouth.
"Aaahhhh!" he moaned, gritting his teeth. He jammed his eyes tightly shut as she began to suck and lick at his pecker.
Don't go off! Oh God, don't go off! he commanded his cock desperately.
"Sharon… Sharon… ooh, please…!" he moaned.
She lifted her head and ran her tongue over her moist, slack lips. "What's the matter, baby? Wasn't it good? Didn't I do it right?"
"Ooh… it was… wonderful! But you mustn't!"
"Why not?" she asked with apparent innocence.
"It's fun."
She bowed her head and once more seized his pulsating cockhead in her mouth. Her tongue circled the sensitive knob and fluttered against its tip. She licked the underside of the glans. And all the time she sucked gently on the throbbing shaft.
This proved too much for Steve. He had been struggling to maintain control, but he suddenly realized he would be unable to do so. It was too late by that time to force Sharon to lift her head or even to shout a warning. All he could do was groan raspingly as his prick gave a jerk and his balls geysered up their hot, thick, sticky juice.
"Nooo… nooo… noooo," he moaned between gasps as his slime spurted into Sharon's mouth.
But she didn't respond with the shock he had expected. In fact, she sucked harder. He listened to the gurgling sounds she made and felt her throat muscles work as she greedily gobbled down his sperm. The thrill which he derived was beyond compare.
He felt a tremor pass through his wife's body, and she bit down on the spongy bulb of his prick just as he was completing his ejaculation. As difficult as it was to believe, she seemed to be having an orgasm herself.
Now she raised her head. Her eyes were glassier than ever, and she bore traces of his cum on her soft, slack lips. She cleaned them with her tongue and smiled in satisfaction.
"That was good," she murmured, and snuggled down next to him, contented as a cream-filled cat.
"I… I didn't mean to do that," he said.
"Shhh." She placed her finger across his lips.
He was still reeling in shock, both from his wife's amazing conduct and from the intense ejaculation which had shaken him to the tips of his toes. In desperately seeking an explanation for her changed attitude concerning sex, he concluded that she must have missed him so intensely and been so hungry for love while he was gone that her cocoon of sexual inhibitions had simply burst from the sheer pressure of her desire.
In one way he was extremely pleased, but he also was disillusioned. He had considered Sharon different from the girls he had known before he was married, and he had taken pride in that. Since she had come to him a virgin, he supposed he had only himself to blame for her change; he had left her alone too long, and then he had spoken too frankly about the girls in that rough Alaskan town.
She wriggled against him and kissed him along the throat and cheek. Her moist lips finally made their way to his mouth and he imagined, as he kissed her, that he could taste the flavor of his sperm.
"Let's go to bed," she said softly. "I want you to tell me more about what you did in Alaska."
"No. I don't want to."
"Ooh, Stevie, come on," she pleaded, once more bowing to his prick.
The organ now was flaccid, but her sucking mouth and stroking tongue quickly restored its hardness. Flushed with voluptuous sensation, Steve couldn't help but conclude that the advantages of having an uninhibited wife far outweighed whatever fancied benefit the other kind had to offer.
With his cock sticking out in front of him like the bowsprit of an old-fashioned sailing ship, Steve carried Sharon into the bedroom, anxious to further broaden her carnal education.
She felt marvelously exhilarated, for it appeared that she had a real husband after all – one who could satisfy her in every way. She didn't expect ever to yearn for Todd again. Their incestuous love, she believed, was a closed chapter of her life, and this conviction was as effective in easing her guilt as a visit to a father confessor would have been.
"Oh, I'm so happy!" she exclaimed to Steve, kissing him as she clung to his neck.
He carded her into the bedroom and placed her in the center of the bed.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Steve removed all his clothes, then lay down beside his wife. Her hand immediately encircled his prick, which was ropelike again but rather firm. Only a few strokes were required to restore the organ to thrusting stiffness.
"So tell me what the prostitute did after she sucked your cock," Sharon said, by way of recalling the subject they had been discussing earlier.
"She let me take her, of course," Steve reported.
"How did you take her, darling? Describe it to me."
"Well, I…" He slid his hand up Sharon's bare thighs, pushing her skirt in front of it. He petted her tummy through her thin nylon panties, and her flesh shivered erotically.
"J want to take you now," he said.
"Fuck me the way you fucked her," Sharon requested.
It thrilled Steve to hear his wife use that forbidden word, and his hard dick jerked in her warm, encircling grasp.
"I, uh, didn't really fuck her, I guess you could say." He pulled down the elastic top of Sharon's panties and bent to kiss her on the belly. "I sort of let her fuck me."
"What do you mean?" Sharon asked innocently.
"She got on top of me," he explained.
"Did you enjoy that, darling?" Sharon asked. "Do you like it when a woman gets on top of you?"
"Yes, it was… very good." He was having trouble with his speech again.
"I think I'll get on top of you this time," she said. "Hurry up and take off my panties."
He gave a little groan as he pulled her panties down, baring the delicate, golden-red tuft on her pussy mound, then the hair-lined lips of her cunt itself. "God, you're beautiful!" he exclaimed.
"More beautiful than the prostitute?"
"Much more."
"Was she a blonde or brunette?" Sharon asked as Steve removed the panties from her upraised feet.
"Half and half," he said.
Sharon giggled. "You mean the hair on her pussy wasn't the same color as the hair on her head?"
He groaned again and leaned closer to her lovely crotch. "How'd you learn a word like pussy?" he asked.
"Oh, I heard it somewhere. Girls know all those words, even they don't use them."
"I like you to use them," he said, "when we like this."
"And I like you to use them on me," she told him.
She certainly had changed, all right! Steve thought. He couldn't get over it.
He leaned closer to her adorable cunt, blew at it, and watched the silken hairs dance.
"Do you like my pussy?" Sharon asked.
"I love your pussy, darling," he said huskily. "It's the cutest pussy in the whole world!"
"Why don't you… kiss it?" He sat up and stared at her. She smiled.
"Well, I kissed you down there, didn't I?" she pointed out.
He didn't say anything. He was thinking. He had persuaded himself that her sucking of his cock had been on impulse, merely the result of a crazy urge that had come over her on the spur of the moment. But for her to come out and ask him to reciprocate by kissing her between the legs – that suggested premeditation or, at least, pre-knowledge. He hadn't said anything about kissing the Alaskan whore that way.
"What's the matter?" she asked when he continued to stare at her strangely. She was afraid that she had been too bold.
"How did you know about… kissing down there?" he asked her.
"All girls know about that, silly." She tried to treat the matter casually. "And most of them wish their men would do it."
"You never asked me to do it before."
"You never asked me to suck you, either," she said.
"I didn't want you to. I mean, I didn't think you should."
"But you enjoyed it. Oh, Steve, let's quit being silly with each other."
By now he was severely troubled. Sharon wasn't just different than she had been before: she was like another person altogether. How could she possibly have changed so much… unless…
No! Steve thought. I won't believe she's been unfaithful to me!
But if she had, he conjectured, that might explain why she hadn't gotten any when he had revealed his own infidelity.
"Darling come on," she coaxed, caressing him about the head and exerting a gentle downward pressure. "Treat me nice, hmmm?"
He had no objection to kissing her cunt. In fact, the idea appealed to him. But her knowledge of the act and her eagerness unnerved him. The possibility that she had been with another man kept haunting his mind.
No! I won't believe it! he told himself again.
There must be another explanation. She probably just heard about muff-diving like she said, and was curious to try it.
But why wasn't she ever curious before?
"Did you kiss the prostitute down there?" Sharon asked as he continued to hesitate.
"No!"
"Didn't she appeal to you that way?"
He lifted his head. "Goddammit, Sharon!"
"All right!" She closed her legs and scooted to the edge of the bed. "Don't do it. I don't care."
"I want to ask you something," he said, "and I want you to be as honest with me as I was with you. Will you agree?"
She knew what was coming and prepared herself. "Of course."
"Was there somebody else while I was gone?"
She seemed shocked. "Darling, how could you even think such a thing?" she asked, looking him right in the eyes.
She seemed to be telling the truth. Though he felt better, his suspicion wasn't completely laid to rest.
His cock had slumped during the last few minutes. Sharon noted this, and she reached out to clasp the softened tool in her hand again.
"That feels good," he admitted, smiling.
"Then don't be a meany," she said, giving him a quick kiss on the lips.
"I'm sorry I accused you," he said, rolling onto his side to face her.
They kissed, and he unfastened her dress. She helped him remove it and then he took off her brassiere.
Her full boobs stand restlessly as she settled onto her back. Her pink nipples lengthened.
"I love these," he told her, brushing his hands across her beautiful tits, causing them to wobble sensually.
"Did the prostitute have better ones?" she asked.
"No. Hers were skinny."
"Maybe mine are too fat."
"Yours are perfect!" he exclaimed as he quickly bowed his head to them.
He caressed her titties tenderly, causing the resilient mounds to shiver, and he chased her bobbing stiff nipples with his lips and tongue.
Sharon thrilled to the touch of his hand and to his nibbling and licking. Her nipples seemed to swell even larger. They felt as if they were about to burst.
His moist lips tugged at first one nipple, then the other, and her excitement increased. She reached out to grip his cock once more.
He had acquired a perfect new hard-on. She stroked the hard shaft lovingly as he sucked her tits.
"Go down on me, Steve," she begged. "Please go down on me!"
He was so aroused by this time that he couldn't refuse. But his suspicion about her heightened. She was just too anxious for him to lick her twat. As much as he hated to believe it, he could hardly avoid the conclusion that she had gotten her cunt lapped by somebody else.
He crossed under her near thigh and brought it to rest on his shoulder as he bent close to her gash. He held her other thigh against the bed and moved it as far from its twin as was comfortably possible. Her slit widened, and the pink inner folds were exposed. Those luscious cuntlips were moist with excitement.
He stuck out his tongue and swabbed it gently up one edge of her pussy mound, plastering her pussy hairs against the soft, pliant flesh.
"Oooooh!" Sharon moaned. She was beside herself with passion.
Steve licked down the other large cuntlip. Then, using his thumbs, he widened her succulent crack until her entire cunt was exposed. He lay his tongue into it and lapped very gently across her urethra and her clit, which tinged ecstatically in response.
"Steve! Ooh, angel!" she cried. "I love that!"
He continued to lick her clitoris, working round and round the hooded nubbin, then across it several times. Her hips bobbed spastically, making it difficult for him to remain on target. But she couldn't help herself. Steve's licking was even better than Todd's had been! she thought. He was a wonderful lover!
Finally he caught her clit between his moist, warm lips and sucked on the sensitive little lump of erectile tissue. She shrilled her delight.
Next he let his tongue glide fully into the mouth of her cunt, and rotated it in the soft, moist, enticingly scented hole. His suspicion that another man had recently driven his dick into that intimate receptacle created something of an aversion to the act, but he was determined to prolong the cunt-lapping to make certain she would be ready for the thrust of his cock.
Her pussy palpitated around his fucking tongue as rich moisture dribbled onto it and slid down his throat.
He kept stroking his tongue in and out of her cunt hole until she reached a frenzied pitch of arousal. Then he stopped the tongue-fucking and quickly crawled up beside her, flopping onto his back. She leaped astride him immediately.
"Oh God, ooh God," she panted, "I've got to have this!" She clutched his moist, throbbing cock and tilted it into her descending split.
She sat straight up and flexed her legs perfectly, not bearing down on him too hard, and imparted a magnificent massage to his prick. This gave further support to his suspicion about her. A woman who had never fucked this way – and Sharon had never before screwed like this with him – wouldn't likely have done it so well the first time, he thought.
He closed his eyes, refusing to look at her – though she was a provocative sight, with her full boobs bobbing and her hair swinging like some exotic horse's mane. He concentrated entirely on the voluptuous sensations she imparted to his prick as her cunt twisted and stroked around it. He began to drive his rod rhythmically up into her sloshy hole.
She let out little whining sounds as she humped faster and faster.
Finally she began to babble: "Ooh, darling… oooh… oooooh… God, that's good! Oooh, fuck me! FUCK MEEEE!!"
She came tumultuously, her hot cunt grasping his cock like a velvet-gloved hand, and he squirted upward into her womb again and again.
He was limp with satiation when his ejaculation finally stopped, and he lay motionless, his prick softening in her cuntal grip.
She lay forward against him, mashing her tits on his chest. She felt wonderfully satisfied. This had been a delightful evening – perhaps the greatest of her entire life.
There was, however, one slight note of apprehension. She wondered if he was still suspicious of her. She had been a bit too bold with him, she realized. Once they had gotten started with the oral lovemaking, it had been impossible for her to hold back.
He had no actual reason to suspect anything, she assured herself. At least, he couldn't prove anything against her. Still, she was sorry she hadn't been able to exercise more restraint.
But if she had exercised restraint, she wouldn't have had such a luscious time, and right now that seemed to be the most important thing.
"I love you," she said as she kissed him on the lips.
He returned the kiss, but without enthusiasm. And he didn't say anything.
He does suspect me, she concluded fearfully. What am I going to do?
Steve awakened during the night and brooded as he lay beside his sleeping wife. Incredible as it seemed, in view of the fact that she had always been so sweet and loving, it now appeared to him a virtual certainty that she had cheated on him while he was away.
He wondered who the man was and how the affair had come about. Sharon must have fancied herself in love with the guy, Steve thought, or she wouldn't have gotten mixed up with him. Steve still couldn't regard her as the sort who would play around casually.
He wanted to know all about it. He wanted to demand a full accounting from her. But she would only deny the whole thing, he realized. Without proof, he would be made to look like a fool, and he had too much pride to permit that.
He wondered whether she still had some feeling for the other man and whether she intended to see him again. Jealousy racked Steve's mind.
He sat up in bed and looked at Sharon, who was sleeping so peacefully. Now she seemed as sweet and "innocent" as ever. But he knew that wasn't so.
What a bittersweet homecoming this had been! he thought. He had discovered in his bride of less than one year a depth of passion which he hadn't dreamed she possessed. This would have given him cause for rejoicing, if it weren't for the fact, that another man had awakened that passion within her. Now Steve felt betrayed.
Tossing and turning, he remained awake for quite some time. When he finally went back to sleep, his dreams were troubled, mirroring the conflict and confusion in his conscious mind.
A wife was worth coming home to only if she was true, he believed. Otherwise she was no better than the whores he could have when he was away. And love was just a word unless she felt it for him alone.
The fact that he too, had been unfaithful was of no importance in his view. A different standard applied to men.
Sharon had been liberated from her Victorianism, but Steve was still firmly in the grip of his.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Sharon awakened first.
She sat up and looked at her sleeping husband – whiskers bristling from his cheeks, and his hair mussed. He wasn't exactly handsome now, but she loved him anyway. She loved him very much.
Moving cautiously, so as to avoid waking him yet, she lowered the covers from his body. He was lying on his back with his legs flung somewhat apart, and his cock and balls were fully displayed.
His prick was soft and lying sideways. It bore some slightly crusted remnants of the previous nights juicy fucking.
Sharon bent close to her husband's rod and blew gently. Her breath tickled him, and he stirred. But he didn't quite awaken.
She took hold of his cock and stroked the foreskin up and down several times, causing his pink glans to alternately surge into the open and disappear. This action brought a rush of blood flowing into his tool, and erection occurred even before he woke up. That surprised Sharon.
The stimulation did awaken him, however. He blinked, felt the pleasurable warmth which her hand had induced, and reached out for her. Then he remembered what he had concluded the previous evening and withdrew. He lay on his pillow and merely looked up at her, unsmiling and saying nothing.
She smiled. "Good morning, darling." She kept her hand around his stiff cock but didn't move it.
"Morning," he said finally.
"Sleep well?"
"Are you, uh, in the mood?" She smiled again, impishly.
"Not right now," he said, moving her hand away from his cock.
He might as well have slapped her across the face.
"But you've… you've got a hard-on," she told him.
"That's because I have to piss," he said, deciding there was no reason to restrict his language when he talked with her from now on. He wasn't interested in protecting her feeling in other ways, either.
His language didn't bother her, but his attitude certainly did.
"Go ahead and piss," she told him, her tone somewhat testy. "I'll wait for you."
He got out of bed and walked to the bathroom, his hard prick sticking out in front of him. As she watched him leave, she got the idea that he might remain in the bathroom to shower and shave, and she didn't want that. She needed him this morning, but even more importantly she wanted to get him over his suspicious pique. She felt that the way to accomplish this was to force herself on him, thereby demonstrating that she loved him and making him prove that he loved her in return.
She got out of bed and followed him, pushing open the bathroom door.
While Todd was living with her, she had watched him urinate once. She had been curious, and so she had watched. He hadn't minded. But now, when she moved up to Steve, he turned his back. He was bent a little forward, so that he could aim his straight prick down at the toilet, and his urine was striking the water with a loud, vigorous sound.
She started to move around in front of him, and again he shifted his position. His urine continued to flow briskly. Laughing, she jumped back and forth until finally he gave up trying to conceal himself, and she watched the completion of his urinating.
He milked his cock dry, and she watched that also. His tool was soft now, but it remained longer than when completely relaxed.
He glared at her. "Well, are you satisfied?"
She smiled. "That was, cute. But I won't be satisfied until after we get back into bed."
"I don't want to go back to bed," he said bluntly.
She realized that some drastic action was called for if she was going to bring him around, and she dropped to her knees in front of him.
Steve was shocked. He tried to push her away and to turn and leave the bathroom, but she grasped his ass and held on tightly, her fingertips sinking into his crack.
She tilted her head to the side and bent to catch the end of his prick in her mouth. His foreskin was down, and his glans felt funny with the hood around it. As she began to suck at the flaccid instrument and to tongue the softly ruffled lip of foreskin, she tasted not only a trace of last night's fucking but some very salty, strong drops of piss, as well.
Still, she enjoyed what she was doing and remained intent upon arousing him. Though he was repelled by her aggressiveness in sucking his cock right there in the bathroom and immediately after he had urinated, he nevertheless responded. His cockhead swelled in her mouth, and his foreskin began to retract. Her tongue pushed the covering the rest of the way back, and she sucked his naked, tasty glans.
His cock was sticking straight out and upward, and she didn't have to hold it any longer. This permitted her to slide her hand down and fondle his nuts while she glided her encircling lips up and down, up and down, on his slick, hard, knob-ended pole. He writhed on the balls of his feet and groaned. He began to jab his prick in and out of his wife's sucking mouth.
But she didn't want him to finish that way this time. She wanted a more active demonstration of desire on his part. He was going to have to prove that he really wanted her, in spite of his suspicions. Then gradually, she hoped, she would be able to convince him that those suspicions were groundless.
She quit sucking his cock and let it flip out of her mouth to stick up – hard, wet, and gleaming. She got to her feet.
"Come on, darling," she said, as she began leading him back to the bed.
He had to go along. Through it seemed to him she had turned into a whore, he wanted and needed her now.
She climbed onto the bed, and he got another surprise when she positioned herself on hands and knees. This was another position he had never used with her, and it therefore furnished further evidence of her infidelity while he was gone. But passion was ruling him now, and he eagerly dropped onto his knees behind her.
She bent fully forward until her boobs were pressed against the bed. This made her cunt excitingly available to him, and, as she moved her knees farther apart, her ass crack opened to reveal to him, for the first time, the cute puckered dimple of her bung.
She rotated her hips teasingly, and the entire erotic display moved round and round. "Come on, be my doggy, darling," she said, using an expression that Todd had taught her.
Steve's erection gave a jerk. Then he grasped the sturdy pole, wiggled closer, and stabbed his cockhead into the meaty swamp of her cunt.
She pushed backward, and her cunt actually seemed to gulp up his thrusting rod. He sank the bone-hard rod all the way into her hole, and her cushiony butt came to rest against his belly.
He placed his hands on her smooth, rounded hips. She resumed rotating them as he began to I pull and thrust, driving his prick in and out of her well-oiled hole.
It was great fucking! Steve thought.
If only he hadn't known what he knew about her, he would have considered himself in paradise. Coming home from the cold desolation of Alaska to this kind of intimate warmth was the dream of every man on his crew. And he had it right in his hands and around his pulsating, probing prick.
But it was a faithless cunt he was fucking.
Another mans cunt, he thought, though supposedly committed to him by marnage.
Resentment combined with his lust to drive his cock harder and faster. He draped himself over the back of his wife, and filled his hands with her soft, dangling tits as he screwed her viciously.
She loved the vigor of his assault, taking its ferocity as proof of his desire for her.
"Fuck me… fuck me!" she chanted. "Ooh, baby, keep fucking me haaard!"
He fucked her as hard as he could, driving his brutal prick up her slippery, snug channel, slamming his belly against her bouncy ass. Gasping, then moaning with bliss, she came. The spastic contractions of her pussy brought him along, and he blasted his hot sperm unto her cunt, his cock twitching and his balls emptying themselves ecstatically.
"Ooh, darling… darling… that was so wonderful!" she said, her knees sliding backward as she sank onto her belly.
Steve came to rest atop her, his prick still embedded in her cunt. He didn't say anything.
She moved forward, breaking their connection, then twisted onto her back to look up at him. "What's the matter?" she asked earnestly. "Why aren't you talking to me?"
"It's nothing," he said. But his tone and expression made clear the fact that it was something very important indeed.
"I love you," she said again, and added, "only you."
He asked, "Are you sure?"
"I'm positive," she said.
He wanted to believe her. But he could not. He pushed himself up onto his knees and backed off the bed.
"I'm gonna take a shower," he announced, and went into the bathroom.
Sharon's happiness vanished in the realization that her marriage was in serious trouble. She loved and wanted Steve; she felt certain that she wouldn't look at another man again, even Todd. But Steve evidently was so suspicious of her conduct while he was gone that he couldn't respond to her as he used to.
Or maybe he didn't like the idea of having a sexual liberated wife, she conjectured. Maybe he preferred her as she used to be – shocked by four-letter words and knowing only one way to have sex.
She didn't know what she was going to do to win him back. She couldn't go back to the way she was before he went to Alaska, and she wouldn't have done that if she could. As for getting him over his suspicion of her, perhaps time would help in that regard. But time could work against her, also.
What if, while he was brooding, he were to meet and fall for somebody else?
She doubled her fist and slammed it angrily against a pillow. Why did Steve have to be so damned square, she wondered, and why only with her? It was all right for those prostitutes in Alaska to do anything and everything – but when his sweet little wife behaved the same way, it aroused his suspicion and even his dislike for her.
He had enjoyed what he did, just the same. He had proved that. He didn't really know what was good for him or what he wanted, she concluded. But she had been the same way not long ago. Her only hope, it seemed, was that somehow he could be educated, as she had been.
She didn't know how or when it would happen, or whether their marriage would hang together that long. She lay back on the bed and felt like crying. What should have been one of the happiest times of her life had turned into a bitter experience.
During the ensuing days – and nights – Steve withdrew from her more and more. He frequently went out alone, and refused to tell her where he had been. One night he came home drunk. It was only then that she was able to get a good fucking from him, but afterwards he again accused her of being unfaithful, and demanded to know whether the other man had screwed her as well as he had just done.
She had cried herself to sleep.
The following morning, he was up and out of the apartment before she awakened. She feared at first that he had left her, but a quick investigation of the closet revealed that his clothes were still there.
She hoped he hadn't gene out to drink some more. Though she no longer had anything against liquor per se, she believed it could only make matters worse between Steve and herself. When he was drunk, he had consented to fuck her – but with hostility rather than love – and he'd made nasty accusations afterwards.
The fact that the nasty accusations were true didn't help her state of mind in the least.
Again she berated herself for ever having anything to do with Todd. But if she hadn't, she wouldn't have come out of her shell. She and Steve might have gotten along all right, but they would have been only half alive as far as sex was concerned.
She took a bath, got dressed, and prepared herself a light breakfast. She kept hoping Steve would return soon and she would be able to talk with him. But he had been unreachable for the last several days, and she had no reason to hope things would improve.
Toward midmorning, the door buzzer sounded.
At first, she thought, That's Steve! and leaped to answer the summons. But on her way to the door, she realized that he would have used his key and walked right in. She slowed down, and the buzzer sounded again before she reached the door.
She opened it and stared with shock, then alarm, at the person standing outside.
"Hello, Sis," Todd said with a grin. He walked in, carrying his suitcase. "Is Steve around?"
"Wh-What are you doing here?" she demanded.
He swung the door closed behind him. "Is Steve here or isn't he?"
No, he isn't, Sharon said. Not now.
"But he's back from Alaska, right? I mean, you were expecting him in a few days when I left."
"Yes, he's back from Alaska. Todd, why aren't you at school?"
He walked to the sofa and sat down. "That was a bad scene," he said. "When they wrote for my credits, they got a bad report on me. The complete shit. I should've known that would happen."
"So they kicked you out?"
"Yeah." He grinned. "Looks like I'm back on your hands again."
"Oh, no!" she said vehemently. "You can't stay here. Not this time."
"Come on, baby."
"No! And that's final, Todd."
"I won't let anything slip to Steve," he promised. "I'll sleep here on the sofa, and you two lovebirds can have your privacy in the bedroom."
"That wouldn't work," she said. "And, anyway, we're not exactly lovebirds anymore."
Todd seemed surprised. "What's the matter? I figured you and Steve would groove pretty good after he came back – I mean, with you knowing all you know about sex now." He winked.
"That's just the trouble. I came on too strong and made Steve suspicious. He's sure I was making it with someone while he was gone."
Todd seemed alarmed. "Does he know I was here?"
"Are you crazy? Do you think I would tell him that?"
He relaxed. "Then don't sweat it, baby. He'll get over his snit. Just keep showin' him a good time. Do all the things I taught you."
"Oh, shut up!" she said. "And get out of here. He's liable to be back any minute."
A sly look came over Todd's face. "I think I'll wait and talk with him. Steve and I have always gotten along pretty good. I bet he'll agree to let me stay."
"Todd, don't ask him. Ooh, please!"
"What's the matter? Don't you think I can keep my mouth shut about its?" His expression changed. "Or is it that you don't trust yourself with me around? Is that the hang-up, baby?"
She tensed herself. "Todd, are you going to get out of here, or will I have to call the police?"
He laughed. "Don't hype me, honey. Calling the police is something you won't ever do. That would kick up a big fuss, and the truth would be sure to come out then."
She was afraid he was right. The situation seemed hopeless.
She decided to appeal to Todd as her brother. She sat down on the sofa beside him and looked him earnestly in the eyes.
"Todd, if we ever meant, anything to each other – as brother and sister, I mean – please do this for me. Get out of here and don't come back."
"How about what we meant to each other the last time I was here? Doesn't that count for anything any more?"
"I just want to forget that," she said miserably.
"Well, I don't. I dug it. And you dug it, too, regardless of what you want to think now. Come here, baby." He reached for her.
"No, Todd… noo!" she exclaimed as she tried to struggle to her feet.
But he was all over her, holding her against the sofa with the pressure of his body as he grasped a boob with one hand and positioned her face with the other. He kissed her, forcing open her lips, and his tongue jammed into her mouth.
Her brain went into a dizzying whirl. I can't let him do this! she thought. If Steve were to walk in now, it would be awful!
But Todd's kiss turned her on so strongly that her resistance melted. She didn't have Steve – really have him – any more, but she could have Todd. And she wanted him.
Her tongue stirred against his, and she relaxed in his arms. His hand slid down to her thighs, and he began pushing her dress up.
She tore her mouth free. "We'll have to hurry," she gasped. "We can't let Steve catch us."
"Then we'll do it the quick way," he said, his fingertips already stroking her warm, soft pussy through the crotchband of her nylon briefs. "Open my pants."
"Ooh, Todd. Todd…"
She struggled with his zipper and finally got it down. She reached into his pants, grasped his cock, and hauled it out. It immediately locked into a rock-hard erection, sticking up from his lap like a rocket on a launching pad.
Sharon bent and capped her mouth over the bald pink knob. She began to suck and lick at his happily pulsating cockhead.
He fingered her panty crotch aside and wiggled his way between the already moist and puffy lips of her cunt. He tickled her hot little clitoris, making it hard, as she gave head to him passionately. The sucking circle of her lips pumped up and down, up and down, on his hard, throbbing cock. His glans rode the velvet, wet trough of her tongue and forged into her throat each time she went all the way down.
"Pull out my balls!" he said huskily. "Play with them!"
She dug into his pants, and brought out his balls. She held the big nuts in her hand, fondling and squeezing them gently, as she kept gliding her mouth up and down on his rod.
Todd worked his entire hand into her panties. He poked his middle finger at her asshole while his first finger went up her cunt and his thumb rubbed her hard, slippery clit. She writhed and breathed heatedly through her nose. She moaned against her mouthful of cock.
"Suck it, baby!" he growled, driving his stiff dick upward into her mouth and throat. "Oh shit, what a cocksucker my sister is!"
His middle finger broke through the circular ring of little muscles and glided into her ass. He stroked both fingers in and out of her at the same tempo while he continued massaging her clit. She had never experienced such intense stimulation. That finger up her asshole was terrific! she thought.
She began to cum, and just then he let go, spurting his load of sperm into her throat. She gulped fiercely, her eyes watering, as she clamped her lips hard around the shaft of his prick and lapped her tongue against its head. Her hips jerked on the sofa as both her cunt and asshole contracted spastically on the fingers which were stuck up into them. Her warm, thick cunt juice cascaded down into his palm.
His quivering prick kept geysering into her throat and she drank all his sperm. Still she kept sucking on the tool until it became soft. Then she let it wiggle out of her mouth like a snake, and she sat up. She gasped for breath, her eyes a little glassy and her mouth wet with his slime.
He withdrew his hand from her pants.
"Wasn't that worth it, baby?" he asked.
"Yesss. Ooh, yesss!"
"Now I'll go into tilt john while you pull yourself together. Friend hubby is apt to be here any minute."
He grinned and got up to walk to the bathroom, his prick bobbing from his fly. She pushed her skirt down and leaned back on the sofa.
She hadn't believed that anything could happen so fast and be as good as that quickie session with Todd. There was no doubt now that he would be staying with Steve and her. The only question was whether she could stay away from him while Steve was around.
Oh, why do I have to be such a pig? she thought. But underneath she believed she wasn't really to blame. If Steve would only be good to her, and quit being so damned narrow-minded, she wouldn't have any need for Todd.
She trembled with apprehension as she thought about the days that lay ahead.



CHAPTER NINE


It was afternoon when Steve returned. When he opened the door and saw Todd seated with Sharon in the living room, his eyes lit up and he gave his young brother-in-law a wide grin.
"Well, look who's here!" he exclaimed. "How the hell are you, Todd?"
He stuck his hand out, and Todd eagerly jumped up to clasp it. "It's good to see you, Steve! Hey, how are those Eskimo broads? I hear their husbands lend them out to house guests."
"Don't believe everything you hear," Steve advised. "Say, shouldn't you be in school this time of year?"
"Yeah, I should. But I have a little trouble and I'm temporarily expelled."
Steve gave a whistle. "Gee, that's too bad."
"I know. Man, it's a bummer!"
Sharon hadn't said anything. She just glanced tensely back and forth from her brother to her husband, hoping that all would go well. But she felt a sickening certainty that something would happen to reveal her involvement with Todd.
Steve, who had stocked some beer in the refrigerator, offered a can to Todd.
"I thought you and Shari didn't drink," the young man said.
Steve looked at him closely. "What gave you that idea?"
Sharon held her breath, but her brother recovered deftly. "I just assumed it, I guess. I mean, you're both kind of conservative in your habits."
"Well, I don't think a beer is exactly demoralizing," Steve said as he walked into the kitchen to fetch the refreshments.
Todd threw a wink at Sharon and followed her husband into the kitchen.
She remained on pins and needles. This was going to be a painful time, she knew, regardless of what happened.
Steve and Todd brought the beers into the living room, and the three sat down to have a drink and talk about old times. Steve gave no hint of the tension that existed between Sharon and himself as they all chatted. But he made no loving gestures toward her, either. Todd noticed this.
When he got around to asking Steve if he could stay with Sharon and him for a while, the other man's response was an immediate "yes".
"We'd be glad to have you," he said, "If you don't mind bunking en the sofa."
"That's fine," Todd said, glancing at Sharon.
She averted her eyes. Steve noticed her peculiar response and wondered what was the matter with her.
Sharon remained tense for the rest of the day, fearing that at any time something might be said which would reveal the truth about Todd and herself. But the time passed uneventfully.
Even so, she decided that night to have a talk with her husband and try to persuade him to ask Todd to leave. She waited until Todd had retired in the living room and she and Steve were in the bedroom together, starting to take off their clothes.
She had removed her dress and was wearing a short half slip and bra. Steve had taken off his shirt, shoes and socks.
He picked up his robe and pajamas and was about to step into the bathroom to complete undressing when she stopped him.
"I don't believe it's going to work out with Todd here," she said.
He looked at her strangely. "Why not? Todd and I have always gotten along well."
"But this is a small apartment and…" She found that she didn't know what else to say.
"And what?" Steve asked.
"I just don't think it will work out," she repeated lamely.
"For God's sake, Sharon, he's your own brother! You ought to like having him here."
"Well, I don't – especially since we're having trouble as it is."
What does he have to do with that?
"Nothing," she said quickly. "But there's a certain amount of tension."
"I'm not tense," he told her, turning again towards the bathroom. "It's just that we don't have the marriage we used to have – and that sure as hell isn't my fault."
She felt like crying.
While he was in the bathroom, she took off her slip and bra. He returned from the bathroom in his robe and pajamas and found her in just a pair of yellow panties. He couldn't help ogling her tits for a few moments, but then he forced himself to glance away.
She kept walking back and forth, busying herself with inconsequential things. But actually she was trying to attract him. This worked to a certain extent. His eyes kept returning to her jutting boobs, which quivered enticingly as she moved. He also stared at her bouncy ass in her thin silken panties.
He wanted a piece that night, but he kept thinking, she isn't all mine. She also belonged to somebody else, and maybe she still does.
Finally she removed her panties, showing him the fine bunch of fluff on her pussy mound. He turned the other way and removed his robe. He climbed into bed.
As she went into the bathroom to start the water running in the tub, he tuned off the lamp next to his side of the bed. He hoped to be able to fall asleep before she came back.
However, this proved impossible. He kept thinking about her and what had happened to their lives. He blamed himself, in a way, for leaving her alone for so long. But she could have tried a little harder to remain true to him. She would have, he believed, if she had loved him as much as she said she did.
She returned naked from her bath and climbed into bed beside him. He didn't speak or move, but she knew he wasn't asleep. She reached down under the covers and across to the crotch of his pajamas. She fondled his privates through the cloth.
Steve tried not to respond, but again he couldn't help himself. Now that Sharon knew all the tricks for arousing a man, she was even more irresistible than before, when she had been merely beautiful and sweet. He rolled over and faced her.
"Send Todd away," she said. "Please, darling – we need a chance to be alone, to get to know each other again."
Steve couldn't understand her attitude. "You send him away if you don't want him here. He's your brother."
"Oooh, Steve…"
He wrapped his hands around her tits and bent to lick at the nipples, which were hard and jutting. He clamped his lips around one of the lovely stems and sucked.
Again she climbed onto her fluffy cloud and began to soar. Her hands fluttered up around her husband's head and began to push him down. He went a ways, licking into her sweet little belly button and browsing over the smooth flesh below.
But as soon as his chin touched her fluff, he stopped and lifted his head.
She reached for his cock, gasped the firm column, and began to stroke her encircling hand up and down on it.
"Lie on your back, honey," she said, her voice soft and husky.
"No," he said. "I just want to fuck you."
She sighed and lay back. He climbed atop her, still wearing his pajamas, his prick sticking out through the fly.
He probed with the end of his tool in her nest of hair and soft flesh folds. He found the mouth of her cunt; however, it wasn't quite ready to receive his prick yet. He hadn't taken nearly enough time with her, and he hadn't let her do the preliminary things with him that she liked to do.
Still, he pushed, forcing his way into her nearly dry cunt. There was discomfort, and she gasped. His thick cock forced open the narrow walls of her twat, and the intense friction quickly gave her the stimulation that she needed in order for her juices to flow. After several strokes, her snatch was well lubricated, and she began rising eagerly to his fucking thrusts.
She lifted her legs and crossed them over his back. She pushed her pussy vigorously down the length of his rod. He moved faster, stroking his stiff dick into her hole.
She panted and writhed.
In… in… came his penetrating thrusts, pummeling her, shaking her, driving her to the heights of frenzy as she moaned and gasped and let out little squeals. She felt his big balls shaking as they struck her crotch. His belly slammed noisily against hers. His coarse crotch hair ground into the softer growth on her mound.
She moved ardently against him, pulling against his back with her crossed legs, rasping his shoulders with her hands and letting her nails dig into him through his pajamas.
"Ooh, fuck me… fuck me!" she cried. "Oooh, daaaarling! Lover!" She was about to cum. "Todd!" she squealed.
The shock of heating her utter her brother's name at such a time went through Steve like a paralyzing electric charge. It would have stopped him from achieving a climax except for the fact that he had already reached that point. His cum gushed, but he was in such a state of distressed confusion that he derived practically no pleasure from the release.
He quickly pulled out of her cunt and backed off.
Sharon realized what she had done immediately after the word had come out. Now she looked at her husband anxiously. She didn't know what to say.
"You called Todd's name," he accused. "You were thinking about him while I was screwing you!"
"No, I wasn't," she said desperately. "It was just that we were talking about him before. That must have made me say it."
"Bullshit!"
"Darling, it didn't mean anything," she said, sitting up and trying to embrace him.
"It may have meant a lot," he replied bitterly, twisting away from her. He backed off the bed. "You're mixed up, Sharon."
He went into the bathroom, and she lay back miserably. She asked herself why she had done such a stupid thing. The only answer seemed to be that she had been so afraid Steve would find out about Todd and her that her anxiety had caused her to reveal the truth.
But then she thought, I only mentioned Todd's name – that's all. That didn't really prove anything. I've got to keep hold of myself I can't admit anything, no matter what Steve suspects.
Still, she knew that relations between them had been made even worse than before. Oh, why did Todd have to come back?
Since he had no reason to believe, that Todd had visited Sharon while he was gone, Steve's tentative conclusion was that his wife had a suppressed desire for her younger brother and that this perhaps had driven hex to have relations with another man – maybe a very young man – during his absence. He didn't blame Todd. He began to regard his wife as sick.
When he returned to the bedroom, she tried to talk with him, but he refused to lay down and turned away from her.
She went to the bathroom and, when she returned, found that he had turned out the other lamp. She lay down and stared into the darkness, fretting over the condition of her life. A long time passed before she fell asleep.
The next day Todd suggested that they have a party to celebrate Steve's return from Alaska. "I know a great bunch that lives around here," he said.
Sharon held her breath.
"I thought you were a stranger in Portland," Steve said.
"No, I've gotten up here a few times," Todd replied smoothly. "Once I gave Sharon a jingle – right, Sis?"
"Y-Yes, that's right," she said.
"Mostly, though, I was with these other people and…"
"I understand, Todd," she told him, grateful for an opportunity to downplay their relationship in front of Steve. "Why waste time on your sister when there are chicks to play with him?"
He ginned. "Well, that's about right."
Steve listened to the exchange and glanced back and forth, wondering.
"So, what do you say we have a little bash here tonight?" Todd asked. "Nothing big. You know – just a few kids."
"Sounds like fun," Steve said.
Sharon didn't reply. The idea seemed dangerous to her. She made a mental note to ask Todd, as soon as she could speak to him alone, not to invite any of the people who had seen the two of them together in that night club.
But he left the apartment before she had a chance to speak to him privately.
She worried for the remainder of the day.



CHAPTER TEN


Young people arrived for the party singly and in pairs until the Wagner's small apartment had far more people in it than had ever been there before. The beer and booze, which Steve had stocked for the occasion, flowed freely. But not all the guests were drinkers; some preferred to smoke the homemade cigarettes which they had brought with them. Soon the pungent smell of pot filled the air, rivaling the loud rock music in its assault on the senses.
Sharon drank more heavily than she ever had before. She found that the alcohol dulled both her anxiety and frustration while it let her enjoy the strange, wild crowd and their uninhibited ways.
It was impossible to count the number of people present because they kept arriving and leaving. Some of the young men were long-haired; others were neatly trimmed. Their clothes ran the game from Edwardian suits to jeans and T-shirts. The girls offered even greater variety with their miniskirts, maxiskirts, pantsuits and hot pants.
Everyone was packed in tightly, with hardly enough room to change position, let alone to dance. Still, there was dancing going on.
Steve seemed to enjoy himself Sharon noted that the girls were paying a good deal of attention to him. Her brother remained close to her most of the time, fending off the other guys.
Somebody handed Todd a joint, and he lit up.
"What is that?" Sharon asked him over the din.
"Take a puff and find out," he told her, holding the joint up to her mouth.
But she turned away. "I don't smoke," she said firmly.
"This isn't just plain smoking," he said.
"I still don't want any."
She took another sip from her glass. Her head was pleasantly light by this time. Todd drew deeply on the marijuana cigarette, held the smoke in his lungs for a long time, then slowly let it out. He smiled.
Steve likewise had refused some offers of pot and was sticking to bourbon on the rocks. He noted that Todd was staying close to Sharon, and this prompted further wondering on his part. But his thoughts were vague and continually interrupted by conversation's sights and sounds.
By far the most pleasant interruptions were provided by a pretty young brunette named Barbara. She had said she was a "very good friend" of Todd's, but her interest seemed to be in Steve tonight. Feeling as he did – slightly high, resentful of Sharon, and frustrated by the present state of his marriage – he responded positively to Barbara's attentions.
After a while she said, "My sports cars right outside. Why don't we split this scene and go for a drive?"
He grinned at her. "I can't do that. I'm the host."
"Shit, that doesn't make any difference," she said. "Everybody knows where the booze is. And two less people in this room would be a break for the others."
He glanced at Sharon and saw Todd moving close to her, along with a couple of other guys.
"Okay, let's go," he said with a touch of bitterness. "I could use some fresh air."
Barbara's little red Triumph speeded them through the sparse late evening traffic. Steve watched the girl's long hair blowing in the wind and her pink lips, always moist and smiling. Suddenly he wanted to fuck her with a ferocity that surprised him.
She swerved the car to a stop in front of an apartment building. "Here's where I live," she announced, and watched closely to see what his response, would be.
"Have you got a party going, too?" he asked.
She laughed throatily. "Not yet. But in a few minutes… who knows?" She reached across and took his hand.
His prick tensed and threatened to stand straight up.
"Are you inviting me in?" he asked.
"In is the word," she said, lowering her shadowed eyelids.
Buoyed by a surge of happy anticipation, he jumped out of the car. She alighted and rounded the front of the small machine to meet him on the sidewalk. She snuggled into his arms, and they kissed.
Her tongue immediately entered his mouth. Groaning and pulling her more tightly against him, he stroked his tongue next to hers. He breathed in the delicate scent of her perfume and felt the quiver of her unharnessed tits through her blouse and his thin shirt.
Now his cock did straighten out. She felt it and twisted her belly responsively.
She broke the kiss and leaned back so that she could look him in the eyes, but they didn't relinquish their embrace.
"Peels like you're interested," she said in a low, sexy drawl.
"Let's go upstairs," he answered huskily.
Since the street and apartment house foyer were deserted, his hard-on didn't embarrass him. But it was uncomfortable walking with that stiffness in his pants. Barbara didn't draw attention to it. Right now she was only interested in getting into her apartment, as he was.
As soon as they had entered the attractive little place and the door had closed behind them, she came into his arms again. This time her tongue was out even before their ups touched, and she licked moistly across the outside of his mouth. He responded by protruding his own tongue, and they kissed that way for a while – with their tongues only – before finally their lips met and sealed warmly.
His hands moved up and down her back as they breathed through their noses and kept the tongue-thrashing kiss going, their saliva's mingling to form a singe sweet elixir of lust.
She slowly pulled up the back of her miniskirt and placed his hands on her pertly rounded ass, stroking the firm globes through her snug-fitting panty hose. His cock, which had lapsed on the way up to her apartment, once more rose, and she worked a hand between their bodies so that she could stroke the aggressive hardness through his trousers.
She tore her mouth from his, panting. "You're fast starting," she said. "That's what I like. A guy ought to be fast to start and slow to finish."
"I feel like taking all nigh I with you," he said.
She smiled, took him by the hand, and led him into the bedroom. She didn't turn on any lights. The glow which entered from the living room was sufficient.
"Let me undress you," he requested huskily.
"That's fine," she said, "as long as I get the same privilege."
That pleased him, and, after giving her a quick kiss on the lips, he happily began unwrapping his present.
The suspense wasn't long lasting, because Barbara wore only three articles of clothing in addition to her shoes. Steve's removal of her blouse exposed her firm, conical knockers. He twiddled their tips to make her nipples very tall and stiff, then bent and swiped his wet tongue across one of the sensitive points. She sucked in her breath.
After unfastening her skirt, he pushed it down. He squatted in front of her and took the skirt off her legs. Finally he pulled down her panty hose, baring her thick, dark pussy bush. Perfume rose to his nostrils from the inner slopes of her thighs as she lifted first one leg, then the other, and he peeled the clingy panty hose off her feet.
She stood nude in front of him, smiling down, her elflike face framed by her long black hair and her bangs. "See anything you like?" she drawled. "I see everything I like," he declared, and buried his open mouth in her soft, furry muff.
Since this wasn't his wife and her reputation and moral character were no concern of his, he wanted to do everything with her and have her do everything with him in return. He wasn't a square when he was away from Sharon.
He felt a nagging sense of guilt in the back of his mind, because he knew he shouldn't be in another girl's apartment, undressing her, and getting ready to fuck her. But Sharon had cheated on him, he reminded himself, and therefore he was entitled to strike back at her in this way. Anyway, he was a husband and she was a wife – that, to his mind, made a great deal of difference.
Barbara caressed his head and parted her legs in a wide-open stance, encouraging him to do whatever he liked as he knelt in front of her. What he wanted to do – and did – was to drive his tongue through the thicket of her pussy curls into the top of her juicy slit and on down, to where her cuntlips got thicker and there was much more juice between them. She had turned on quickly, as he had. His prick pounded in the prison of his pants as he licked and chewed at the soft, moist, erotically scented petals of her twat.
Finally he stood up. Her eyes were a little gassy, and she seemed unsteady on her feet. He had the impression that she wanted to lie down right away and spread her legs.
But she had asked for the privilege of undressing him, and she was determined to follow through on that. She hurriedly began opening the buttons down the front of his shin.
When she had the shirt open, she bent her head, as he had done with her, and licked across his nipples. This gave him an unexpected thrill. Not many girls took the trouble to lick a man's "tits", but it could be a rewarding experience for the male, as Steve discovered.
Barbara caught some of his chest hairs between her teeth and tugged at them, growling softly. He liked that also.
"Tigress," he told her, and tousled her hair.
She dropped to her knees in front of him and proceeded to take off his shoes and shocks. As she worked, she deliberately brushed her face across the protrusion of his pants front. Then, after his feet were bare, she gave him another unexpected bit of excitement by kissing his cock through, his pants and seizing the cramped column between her teeth.
"Oh slut, take my pants off!" he blurted.
She quickly unfastened his belt, opened the top of his trousers, and stripped the garment down. His boxer shorts came next, and she left both articles wound around his legs as she gave her full attention to the long, hard prick which had sprung forward as his shorts slid away.
Barbara didn't take his cock into her mouth immediately. She was an accomplished cocksucker, and she loved nothing better than the feel of a big thick prickhead and bony shaft between her jaws. But she knew that a man appreciated a certain amount of licking up and down his dick, as well, and over his hanging, wrinkled ball sac. She wanted to give Steve that pleasure.
She began by retracting his foreskin and holding his prick with a finger and thumb at its base. This wasn't to keep it up, because Steve had a bone-hard, soaring erection, but she wished to hold the shaft steady so that her tongue could achieve the maximum voluptuous effect. She licked gently all over the head of his cock, underneath it, and around the back of the head, in the sensitive groove just behind his coronal ridge.
His pecker jerked with excitement. He groaned and ran his hands through the girl's hair.
Now she fluttered her tongue along his column, moistening and tickling it exquisitely from head to base. Finally she held it straight up against his belly and began licking once more at its tip. She worked her tongue slowly down the underside of his cock until she reached his sac of nuts.
She didn't stop, but continued on down, buffeting his balls with her wagging tongue. Then she pinched the loose skin between a thumb and finger, lifting the sac so that she could lick its entire underside.
By now his excitement had reached such a state that his head felt light and giddy.
But there was more stimulation to come. Much more.
Barbara opened her mouth and took first one ball, then the other, into her moist oral cavity. She bathed his balls in her saliva and sucked on them gently. Her tongue agitated the sensitive masses just enough to stimulate him to the maximum bearable degree, but not so much as to cause him discomfort.
Finally she let his nuts tumble free and worked her way up the shaft of his prick once more, this time tongue-stroking it harder. By the time she arrived at the head of his cock, her tongue turned into an instrument of exquisitely pleasurable torture as it lashed briskly at his peckerhead, bouncing his whole big prick back and forth.
And to cap the climax of this little phase of their lovemaking, Barbara quickly slid her lips down over his fat, drooling glans and gave the large knob several head-jerking sucks before releasing it and letting it bob up and down as it pulsated, almost ready to blow.
"Ooh, baby, that's too much!" Steve groaned. "Wow, you really know how to do it!"
She chuckled softly and got to her feet.
"Do you think you can do me as well?" she asked, looking him right in the eyes.
"I'm sure as hell going to try," he promised, his voice hoarse from the tension that was coursing through every fiber of his being.
She lay down on the bed and steepled her knees, spreading them wide apart. This opened up her gash and, even though the light in the room was dim, he could make out all the intimate features of her cunt.
With his eyes trained on the enticing display and his stiff cock proving his continued interest, he sprawled on the bed in front of her open crotch. First he took a deep breath of the exciting combination of perfume and fresh, sweet cunt. Then he moved in, his tongue already extended and dribbling its desire for the luscious feast.
He thought that he could never behave quite this aggressively and uninhibitedly with Sharon, and he felt somehow that it wasn't right for her to behave in such a manner with him. Even if he had taught her about it himself – and he'd had several months during which to do so before he went away – it still wouldn't have seemed proper to his Victorian oriented mind.
But for him to behave this way with a whore, or with a casual pickup like Barbara – why not? They didn't count. They were just bodies and lips and tongues for him to use. Just sluts.
A wife was a wife and a slut was a slut.
But what an attractive, warm, and lovable slut Barbara was! he mused.
He took hold of the firm, full undersides of her thighs and held them in place, wide apart, as he brought his mouth up against the moist, soft, rosy, hair-encircled meat of her box. She sighed pleasurably as he began to lick the sensitive, excitement-puffed folds. His probing tongue wigged them all about. This released more of her delightful natural fragrance. Her glands dribbled more profusely, sending drops of rich, thick cunt juice down onto his tongue, from where it rolled dawn his throat and into his stomach.
The longer he licked her pussy, the more excited and committed to the act he became. Barbara breathed heavily and writhed with intense pleasure against his tonguing. This gave him further stimulation.
He centered his attentions on her hooded clitoris, which was hard as a pearl in its soft, fleshy setting. He lapped at the nubbin with his tongue, and she cooed as her clitoris quivered responsively. Finally he stroked his tongue fully into her cunt, plugging her hot hole with its wet, wiggly length. She bumped spastically against his face, showering him with her intimate moisture from the tip of his nose to his chin.
He sat up, swiped his hand across his wet face, and smiled at her.
"Let's sixty-nine for a while," she said.
"I've heard of that," he told her, "but I've never done it."
"Let me show you," she offered.
She helped him position himself on his side, and she reversed herself to lie facing him, with her head next to his erect prick. Then she opened her legs, draping one around his head. He snuggled into her sweet, succulent crotch while she gripped the shaft of hard meat that projected upward from his hairy loins. She put the thick, rounded end of his dong into her mouth while he began licking along her pussy.
The overall sensation was delightful. While he was giving her pleasure, and breathing in and tasting her womanly essence, she slowly and lovingly sucked his cock, gliding her encircling lips up and down, up and down, on the spit-slick pole and taking his glands into the depths of her mouth and throat.
This time instead of his nose bunting her hard pussy mound and rubbing against her thick hair, it fitted neatly between the soft, springy cheeks of her bottom. There was a very subtle difference in the scent which he derived, also, as his nostrils sniffed very close to her clean but nonetheless slightly aromatic asshole.
Feeling as he did now, so loose and free with this delightful young woman who had given, and was giving, him great pleasure, this faint added scent furnished added stimulation. He licked and sucked at her hot, wet cunt and gloried in the pleasure of it.
And all this time the head of his cock was in her mouth, being alternately drawn deep into the narrow opening of her throat and being released backward on her wet, soft tongue as her encircling lips sucked at his dick and she bathed it in her warm, slippery saliva.
He hadn't believed that he could last this long, but Barbara had guided the lovemaking with great skill, building his endurance as she gave him greater and greater pleasure.
When the time finally arrived for him to screw her, she chose the way in which this would be done, also. She had him lie flat on his back while she mounted him, facing his feet.
This was another new experience for Steve. He found the position very delightful, because, as Barbara leaned forward, he could watch the merging of their sex organs – his thrusting, hard cock gliding into her soft, oozing, hair-encircled cunt mouth.
He continued to watch, and she looked down below her belly, watching also, as she slowly lifted and lowered her hips, causing his cock to stroke in and out, up and down, through her avid slit. His shaft alternately appeared, gleaming wet with her juice, then disappeared completely inside her hole as she sat down on his balls. He watched her winking asshole, also, as her white butt twisted.
As she fucked him slowly and deliberately, this position furnished a treat for his eyes as well as for his tactile sense. She was well served, also, because by remaining bent forward she derived the maximum possible contact between her sensitive clitoris and his long, hard shaft. Her passion quickly built to the point where she had to speed up her fucking motions.
Steve was ready, and he grunted rhythmically with great delight as he jabbed his hot cock upward into her gliding, swirling cunt. She screwed him ever faster, gasping, then shrieking.
He let out a howl of joy as he came, spasming blissfully and shooting his cream into her gulping, clutching snatch.
He knew, by the time it was over, that he had been well and truly fucked. Barbara, young though she was, had beaten the Alaskan whores at their specialty.
In the Wagner's apartment, the party was tapering off. Most of the guests had departed, but one of the late arrivals had proved to be the most interesting of all.
He was a bearded young man in colorful attire, who had a Great Dane with him. He had been out walking his dog, he said, when he had met some people who had just left the party. They had laughingly suggested that he go on up, and that was what he had done.
Sharon, who was quite drunk by that time, petted the huge, handsome animal and even got down on her knees to nuzzle him.
Todd watched, grinning. He was loaded on pot.
The stranger asked him if he had a joint to spare, and Todd found one. The young man lit up and relaxed.
A couple was seated on the sofa soul-kissing, the boy's hand moving slowly between the girl's bare thighs. A girl in hot pants stood next to the record player, trying to decide which album to put on next. The bearded man eyed her satin-clad ass as she dragged on his joint of Acapulco gold.
"I wonder where Stevie is," Sharon slurred as she stood up and turned to Todd.
"Out fucking some babe, most likely," he replied in a casual tone.
"You don't… think he's really doing that, do you?" she asked, blinking her glassy eyes.
"Sure I do, honey. And so do you. But we don't give a slit, because we've got each other. Come on, Shari baby… sister dear… let's go into the bedroom and have us a ball!"
"No, Todd… ooh, nooo…" she said plaintively.
"Oh, yes!" he insisted, and swung her up in his arms, her skirt sliding back to her lap.
The bearded man on the couch stared at her panty-sheathed ass and acquired a hard-on. As Todd and Sharon disappeared into the bedroom he got up and walked over to the young blonde in hot pants. He moved up behind her, pressing the lump in his jeans against the crack between her satin-clad buttcheeks.
She looked over her shoulder at him and smiled. "Well, who're you, man?" she asked.
"A lonely traveler," he said, "looking for a place to hole up in."
She leaned close and whispered drunkenly in his ear. "I've got a hole that isn't busy." She giggled.
He drew her down to the floor, next to his dog.
"Ooh noooh, Todd, don't fuck me," Sharon pleaded as he put her down on the bed. "Don't fuck me, please!"
"You know you want it, baby," he said as he stood next to the bed and began to strip his clothes off. "That little cunt of yours is burning."
"But it's not right, Todd! You're my brother and…"
"That never stopped us before," he said, dropping his pants.
He wore no shorts, and his large cock sprang out to hang well forward of his ball. If it hadn't been for all the pot he had smoked, it would have been straight by that time. But he knew that just a little tickling – or the sucking of Sharon's sweet lips – would do the job.
He was fairly confident that Steve wouldn't be back for a while, because he had seen him leave with Barbara. When Barbara took a man to her pad, Todd knew from experience, he was in for a long, hard highly pleasurable session.
Sharon stared at her brother's prick and knew it was what she wanted. She would have preferred Steve's, and Steve's only, if she could have had it whenever she wailed, as she wanted, and in a loving way. But Steve was a narrow-minded, suspicious bastard who didn't love her any more, she drunkenly believed. And Todd, though he might be a bastard and probably didn't love her either, at least knew how to make a warm-blooded young girl happy.
By the time he was nude, she was ready to receive him, and she wrapped her arms around him when he lay down on the bed. In her drink-befuddled state, she didn't think about what might happen if she were to arrive home and catch them together. She only thought of Steve as the man who didn't want her and Todd, her brother, as the one who did.
He slid a hand up underneath her skirt and petted the silk-cuddled curves of her bottom. The tip of his middle finger stroked the slit of her pussy through her pants. As she kissed him hotly, he pulled her panty crotch aside and did first one, then two fingers into her already moist and open cunt.
Her tongue fucked his mouth in the same rhythm his fingers applied to her hot, hair-fringed hole. His other hand slid from underneath her and grasped a full, springy tit. But since she wore a brassiere, he wasn't able to gain the degree of response from the titty that he desired.
He pulled his mouth off hers. "Come on," he growled, "I want to undress you."
She lay back and let him have his way as her head spun giddily. Todd pulled, her dress up and over her head, leaving her in bra and panties. He rolled her onto her belly and unhooked the bra. He looked at her ass in the pink, silken briefs and brought his hand down hard across both buttcheeks, making a loud sound and causing her asscheeks to wobble erotically.
"Ooowwwww!" she wailed. "What'd you do that for?"
"Just cause I felt like it," he said, pulling her pants down. "But don't worry – I'll kiss it and make it well."
He bent and planted a wet, licking kiss on the fullness of each quivering, soft, smooth buttock.
That felt good to Sharon. She had never gotten her ass kissed before.
Todd rolled her onto her back and pulled her panties the rest of the way along her legs, lifting her legs in the air. As he removed the pants from her feet and her legs fell back, they flopped wide open.
"Baby, you've got the prettiest cunt in captivity," Todd said as he bent to press his sucking lips against it.
He speared the soft, moist petals with his tongue, and Sharon squealed softly. Todd stroked his tongue in and out and across her hard clitoris, and she writhed, grinding her fresh, young twat against his face.
She didn't think of him as her brother now. He was just an uninhibited young man who wanted her and was willing to give her what she needed.
He crawled forward and straddled her neck, letting his big balls plop against her chin. His cock swung, half-hard, above her face, trailing a stung of gleaming clear lubricant from us tip. She grasped the firm rod and tilted its head down to her lips as he adjusted his position slightly.
She began to suck his cock with noisy, greedy slurps.
The couple who had been finger-fucking on the sofa in the other room had left the apartment by this time. Now the only guests who remained were the bearded man and the blonde in the hot pants – or, rather, the blonde who had worn the hot pants. She was nude now.
The man, also nude, lay on his back on the rug while the girl sat astride him, twisting and pumping her cunt up and down on his upthrust shaft.
She didn't pay any attention to the animal. In fact, she didn't know he was there, until he unfurled his long, red tongue and began to swipe it up and down her ass crack and ever the edge of her twat, licking at his master's cock also.
Just then the outer door of the apartment opened, and Barbara entered with Steve following behind.
"Well, look what's happening here!" she said.
The blonde girl and bearded man looked at her but continued fucking. She didn't mind being watched by people.
Steve glanced around. "Where are Sharon and Todd?"
Barbara looked pointedly at the closed bedroom door.
Suddenly everything clicked into place in Steve's mind, and he only required the confirmation which lay behind the door. He strode across the room and flung the door open.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


The sight of Todd straddling Sharon's neck and stroking his stiff prick in and out of her mouth burned itself into Steve's brain. He stood for a moment and just stared at the fantastically lewd spectacle of his wife blowing her own brother's prick.
Suddenly rage overcame Steve, and he rushed into the room.
Todd saw him and quickly pulled back, jerking his cock out of Sharon's sucking mouth. She opened her eyes and stared drunkenly up at her husband. She gasped.
Todd backed off the bed. He forced a grin. "We were just kidding around, Steve," he said. "We both got kind've high and…"
Steve moved up to the younger man and threw a punch with lightning speed. It connected with the point of Todd's chin and toppled him. He dropped onto his butt on the floor and passed out.
Sharon, sick with fear and the realization of what Steve had seen, scooted backward on the bed so that her spine was pressed against the headboard. Her mouth and eyes were open wide as she stared at her husband. He turned towards her.
"No, Steve… ooh God, no… please don't!" she cried, fearing that he might kill her.
He had a right to do so, she thought. She had betrayed him terribly, and she had betrayed herself as well, by getting sexually involved with her brother.
Steve had never felt such hatred for another human being. Yet even so, he couldn't ignore Sharon's beauty or the appeal she still held for him. He wanted her, even as he hated her. His interlude with Barbara, satisfying as it had been at the time, didn't lessen his desire for Sharon now.
He stared at his wife's open thighs – at the soft, hair-encircled cunt which beckoned him moistly – and his prick began to harden in his pants. But he couldn't just fuck her and forgive her for everything. He would have to punish her – make her suffer as she had made him suffer. Then he would walk out, he tentatively decided.
The couple from the other room, who had finished their fuck by this time, crowded into the doorway to see what was going on. Barbara stood next to Steve, fearing what he was about to do with his wife.
"Take it easy, okay?" she said, clutching his arm. "Don't do something you'll be sorry for."
"I won't be sorry," he insisted. "But she will," he added, glaring at Sharon.
"Ooh, Steve… nooo!" she wailed again.
He lunged and grasped her by an arm, pulling her towards him. But she managed to roll over and started to scramble off the bed.
He stared at her luscious bare ass, twisting and quivering, and suddenly he knew what he was going to do to her. By God, he would do it right now! he thought.
His cock turned bolt-hard in his pants.
He dropped onto the bed partially atop his wife, pinning her down. She gasped, then whimpered. She tried to struggle out from under him, but that was no use.
He unzipped his pants and pulled out his big long dick. He stripped the foreskin off the pink, swollen head.
Sharon, gazing fearfully over her shoulder, saw this and stopped struggling. He just going to fuck me, she thought. Far from representing punishment, this pleased her.
She lifted her hips invitingly and pressed her chest against the mattress.
"Do it to me, darling," she pleaded as she waggled her ass at him. Her knees were positioned well apart, and her cunt was completely exposed.
But he was staring at her ass crack and at the pinkish brown dimple that nestled between her white, satiny buns. Make her suffer! Was the thought that dominated his enraged mind.
Barbara, the bearded man, and the blonde girl watched tensely, saying nothing. Todd remained unconscious on the floor.
"This is for being a cheat!" Steve told his wife, and spat on his finger. He rubbed the saliva on the head of his cock.
"But I want you to take me, darling," she said. "I'll never cheat on you again."
"And this is for cheating with your own Goddamned brother!" Steve added, spitting on his fingers again. This time he rubbed the saliva into the crack of Sharon's ass, swabbing it into her bung.
She finally realized, through the alcoholic fog in her brain, what her husband intended to do.
"No!" she exclaimed as she tried to move forward. But her head was against the headboard of the bed, and she couldn't get away.
Steve jammed the head of his cock in between her buttcheeks, pushing it against her tight little shitter.
"Nooooh!" she cried again. "You'll kill meeee! Ooh, God! Somebody stop him!"
But no one made a move to help her.
The bearded man and the blonde had their arms around each other's waists, and she was stroking his cock as they watched the erotic spectacle on the bed. Barbara just stared, wide-eyed.
Steve applied greater pressure with his prick, twisting the tip of the wicked tool against the small ring of muscles that guarded his wife's rectum. She let out another cry, for he was beginning to hurt her. But she was even more fearful of the hurt which was yet to cum.
Steve pushed and twisted harder. He jammed his cock against his wife's bung with all his might. Suddenly the resistance of her muscles gave way, and the thick head of his prick popped into Sharon's asshole.
She felt as if someone had pointed a blowtorch up her rear, and she shrieked loudly. Blinding pain enveloped her. Steve showed her no mercy, but kept pushing and grinding his vicious prick, forcing it up her narrow spasming rectum. Sharon's pain increased. She began to lose consciousness.
But then, after Steve had driven most of his cock up her butt and was holding it there, pulsating inside her ass, a miraculous change in her attitude began to take place. His invasion of her asshole still hurt, but with less intensity, and in a peculiar way the pain began to give her pleasure.
She knew she had wronged her husband, and wronged nature itself by her involvement with Todd, and she had really wanted to be punished for this, though she hadn't been conscious of the desire. Now she was getting her punishment, and it was good! she thought. In addition to that, Steve was proving himself to be the dominant, uninhibited male that she had wanted and needed.
Though tears streamed down her cheeks and her ass still felt as if it were on fire, she moaned, "Darling… darling! Ooh fuck it, fuck it!"
Steve growled, baring his teeth. He began stroking his prick in and out of his wife's hot, tight, spastically contracting asshole. His rod sank deeper and deeper into her bowels. He smacked his crotch rhythmically against her springy butt.
She moaned from the strange mixture of pleasure-pain which consumed her, and gradually she began to grind her ass against his deep-probing thrusts. She pushed backward to absorb even more of his dong into her fire-ravaged butt.
Her passionate response surprised him – and it displeased him, also. His purpose had been to make her suffer, and here she was enjoying what he was doing to her.
He fucked her ass harder.
"Oh… oh… oh!" she said as she bumped against his brutally impaling cock.
It felt wonderful to get fucked like that! she thought. Her soul was being cleansed in a bath of fire, and she would be a good person when it was over. She knew she would.
Sharon's asshole was so tight and it was clutching so excitedly around his pumping prick that Steve couldn't prolong the screwing to the extent that he had wished to.
He became so excited that he had to let go. His dick jerked in the warm, encircling embrace of her hung, then spewed its spurts of thick, warm cum into her bowels.
She vibrated blissfully and moaned as she came. Steve pulled out of her ass and backed off the bed. He wasn't yet satisfied that she'd had the punishment she needed. As he was fucking her ass, he had gotten another idea – one that was really far-out but which appealed to his angry, resentful mood.
He headed for the living room, brushing past the bearded man and the blonde who were standing in the door, playing with each other's genitals. Sharon had heard her husband's remark, but she was in such a dazed state that his words hadn't gotten through to her immediately. When they did, she gasped, and scrambled off the bed.
Barbara watched her head for the bathroom and she followed, preventing Sharon from closing the door.
"I can understand that you want to clean up a little after that cornholing," she said, "and that's okay. But don't get any ideas about locking yourself in here."
"But you heard what Steve said," Sharon exclaimed in anguish, as she pushed the hair away from her tear-filled eyes.
"So?" Barbara didn't bat an eyelash. "You enjoyed the other. You'll enjoy this, too."
"I did not enjoy… It…"
Sharon found it impossible to complete the statement, because the other woman's eyes were calling her a liar.
He quickly fell atop her and drove his prick into her still-quivering cunt.
"Baby… baby…" he groaned as he fucked her.
Todd got up and searched for his clothes.
The blonde and the bearded man sank to the floor and went into an erotic sixty-nine. Barbara glanced hopefully at Todd.
"You don't have to put your clothes on right away, do you?" he asked.
"Damned right, I do!" he said. "I've been here long enough."
"Where are you going?"
"I don't know yet. But I know I've got to get out of here."
Steve and Sharon paid no attention to what was going on around them. They had each other now, and they felt a mutual oneness that they hadn't known before. As they fucked blissfully, the rest of the world could have disappeared, for all they cared.
Later that night, when they were alone and lying quietly in bed, Sharon told Steve how she felt.
"I enjoyed what happened," she said. "I really enjoyed it, as strange as that sounds."
"Because you thought you needed the punishment?" he asked, taking her hand.
"Partly that. But mostly because it was you doing those things to me. You must have changed your ideas about sex, or you wouldn't have done them."
"Yeah, I've changed, I guess. I believe I'm ready to accept you now, the way you are. No. Accept isn't the right word. What I mean to say is I'm prepared to appreciate you."
"Darling…" She snuggled close to him, and they kissed.
"I was pretty narrow-minded before. But that business with your brother – that was too much."
"I'll never let Todd touch me again," she promised. "Anyway, he's gone."
"I wonder where he'll go? All I can say is, he sure as hell needs something to settle him down."
"Lover?" she asked softly.
"Yes, hon?"
"Would you be very angry if I asked, to do something for you? Something that would please me – and you, too, I hope?"
"What's that?"
"I'd like to suck your cock, Steve," she said softly.
"And I'd like you to do it, darling," he replied.
They kissed again, then she quickly pushed the covers off him and slid lower on the bed. Moonlight was streaming in through the windows, furnishing all the illumination they needed.
Sharon placed her hand on her husband's cock and balls, and began to fondle his relaxed privates gently. Though he had exerted himself a great deal that night already, new power flowed into his loins, and his prick stiffened to stand rigidly erect.
He had bathed before coming to bed, and his dick exuded only the fresh odor of his maleness as she leaned close to it. She encircled the shaft with her thumb and forefinger and slid the foreskin back away from his inflated glans. She blew gently at the tip of the cock, then stuck out her tongue and began to lick the smooth, rounded head.
Steve writhed blissfully as his beautiful young wife tongued his glans. She lapped gently against the underside of the knob, then worked slowly around the ridge. She fluttered her tongue teasingly against the very lip of his prick, and a drop of clear moisture came out to roll back on her tongue and down her throat.
Now she licked and nibbled along the entire length of his prick and proceeded to pay loving attention to his balls. She sucked at them individually and licked the wrinkled, hairy sac all over. She lifted the sac and licked underneath it.
This act was giving her a great deal of pleasure, not only because of the physical sensations involved, but because of the supplication which it indicated. He was her absolute master – he had proved that earlier tonight – and she was, by this act of humility, begging for his love and kind treatment. She was putting herself completely in to do with as he wished. And she knew he would love her without inhibition from now on.
As she licked and sucked at the soft skin surrounding his nuts, she had an urge to go even farther. She must never hold back with him, she decided, just as she expected him never to hold back with her.
"Turn over, darling," she whispered as she raised her head.
He rolled onto his stomach.
She stroked the firm, hair-strewn mounds of his butt and the backs of his thighs. Gradually he eased his legs apart. She climbed between them and positioned herself on her knees.
As a sweet surge of excitement mounted within her, she took hold of his buttocks and pinched them so that they separated. She looked at the dark, hairy furrow between, and particularly at the puckered depression of his asshole.
She leaned closer and blew into the dimple of his ass. He writhed and moaned pleasurably.
Now she stuck out her tongue once more and lowered her face until it was pressed directly between his buttocks. She licked at his tingling asshole, deriving a keen sense of enjoyment from this most humbling of all acts.
As her passion increased, she pressed the tip of her tongue against his bung and wormed it moistly into his ass. She clamped her wet lips around the asshole and sucked as she stroked her tongue slowly in and out… in and out.
She tongued his ass in this manner for a long time, until he became wild with lust, then she let him roll over and she took his immense throbbing cockhead into her warm, loving mouth.
She sucked his cock with intense ardor, pumping her head briskly up and down. His glans rode the velvety length of her lapping tongue, surging into her throat and bunting the roof of her mouth. Her teeth scraped his shaft, and her lips sucked unceasingly.
Finally Steve could hold back no longer, and his cock gushed into Sharon's sucking mouth and throat. She drank the thick, bland-tasting cream, loving it because it was his.
He knew now what her needs were, and he resolved to tend to them thoroughly for as long as he remained at home. But what about after he left for Alaska to serve his next five-month stint? he wondered.
The one thing he didn't want to have happen was for Todd to come messing around again. The next morning, without discussing it with Sharon, he put in a call to Barbara. That afternoon she came over, catching Sharon at home alone, as Steve had planned.
Sharon was surprised to see the other girl – and not too happy about it either, because Steve had been out with her the night before. But Barbara had proved, also, that she had an understanding of Sharon's needs. Now she quickly convinced Sharon that she wanted to be her friend.
"Steve doesn't mean anything to me," she said frankly as they had coffee together. "He's a great guy, and I like him, but I certainly wouldn't try to take him away from you. Anyhow, I'm pretty sure I couldn't do that even if I wanted to."
"I hope that's right," Sharon replied with equal frankness.
"You can bet on it. You're the only woman he wants. Of course, that's not to say that he may not screw around a bit when he's up in Alaska. Boys will be boys, you know." Barbara smiled.
"That's where they have the advantage, I guess," Sharon observed.
"I wouldn't say that," Barbara replied thoughtfully. "There are ways for lonely wives to be taken care of, also – that is, if they know the right people and if they have a good understanding with their husbands…"
"What are you getting at?" Sharon asked.
"Just this – I could, well, arrange to have you meet a few guys while Steve's gone. Not the wild sort who were at the party last night, but some good, clean young studs. Guys who like to fuck instead of drink and blow pot. Know what I mean?"
Sharon believed she knew. But she was afraid Steve wouldn't approve. After all, she thought, she had pledged to be true to him from now on.
Barbara continued. "Some of these guys are barely into their twenties. You see, I have a younger brother, too, just like you have. But my brother, Rick, is only eighteen years old." Her eyes narrowed slightly as she went on. "He's introduced me to a number of his friends."
The thought of screwing a real young man – someone even younger than Todd – thrilled Sharon. But at the same time, she didn't want to do anything that Steve would disapprove of.
"I'm afraid that's out, Barbara," she said regretfully. "Thanks just the same."
"What's the matter? Are you afraid hubby wouldn't like it?"
"That's just what I'm afraid of," Sharon admitted.
"Well, you might be wrong about that," Barbara said. "Why don't you discuss it with Steve and find out?"
"I wouldn't dare!"
Barbara smiled. "I thought you two had a perfect understanding now. That means you ought to be able to talk about anything and everything. Take my advice and discuss it with Steve tonight. He won't be angry – I guarantee it."
Sharon wondered how the other girl could be so positive about this. But she gave Barbara a great deal of credit for her sexual know-how, and the thought of having some young boys to entertain her while Steve was gone was very appealing.
"All right," she finally agreed. "I'll take it up with Steve and let you know."
Sharon waited until they were in bed together that evening and the lights were out.
She said, "You know, I'll expect you to have some sex when you go up North again. I realize that a man can't get along without women for five months."
"How about a young woman getting along without men for that length of time?" Steve asked, taking her hand. "That can be just as difficult."
"Yes, it can be," she admitted.
He continued. "So I'm willing to give you as much freedom as you're giving me."
"Really, darling?" she asked happily.
"Of course. Just one condition – stay away from Todd."
"He won't be back here again, I'm pretty sure," she said.
Now she had something to think abut, and to look forward to. But for the next couple of weeks, Steve would still be with her, and that was the time that was really important to both of them.
So as not to lose a moment, she rolled into his arms.
"I love you, darling, very much," she murmured as she took hold of his cock.
"I love you, too," he told her.
Several quick strokes of her hand on his prick were all that was required to put him into a condition of thrusting readiness. He slid towards the foot of the bed and readied her twat with his tongue. Then she swung astride him and took his virile prickshaft up into her throbbing cunt.
As they began to fuck, she knew that all was well with the world. She had, she fervently believed, the closest thing to a perfect marriage that had ever existed on God's green earth.



CHAPTER TWELVE


On the nightstand, next to her bed, lay a letter from Steve. It told about his work on the oil-company project, and also described frankly his activities during his latest trip to town. But most important, it assured her of his love and said he was counting the weeks he could be with her a gain.
"I hope well never he separated after that," the letter continued. "But in the meantime, don't be lonely. Enjoy yourself – and you know what I mean. Maybe you can even learn a few new things that we can try after I get home."
She was carrying out his advice at that very moment.
With her in the bedroom, were two young men – a boy named Paul, who had just turned eighteen, and another named Roger, who was perhaps a year older.
They were remarkably virile young lovers. Their cocks were seemingly tireless, capable of renewed erection time after time. And they cooperated well together to give Sharon the attention that she needed during the long, lonely days while Steve was away.
They had been dropping by the apartment most every day, after school. It was that time of day now, and they had just taken their clothes off Sharon was lying in the center of the bed while Paul knelt next to her legs and Roger sat astride her neck.
Roger's balls were rubbing gently against her chin as she licked them, and his long, eager prick was sticking up above her face.
Paul was stroking the satiny inner surfaces of her thighs as he gazed warmly at her beautiful, blonde-haired cunt. His fingertips stole to the moist slit in her golden-red forest, and gently piled her tender flesh folds apart. He bent and touched her inner pinkness with his tongue.
Roger, meanwhile, moved backward slightly so that he could tilt his prick down to her waiting lips. She gave it a couple of loving swipes with her tongue, then took the handsome dong into her mouth. She closed her eyes and sucked blissfully while she fondled his nuts with her hand.
Paul was giving her great pleasure by licking back and forth across her hard, tingling clitoris. Now he circled that sensitive nubbin with his tongue tip, going round and round it, and pressing the fleshy hood away from the hard, slick little nut. He clamped his moist lips around this center of her sexual desire and sucked.
Delightful sensations flooded Sharon's brain, and she sucked Roger's prick all the harder, tonguing it good, and working her encircling lips against his bone-hard, quivering shaft.
When he had first begun coming to see her, his resistance to this kind of stimulation hadn't been very strong, and he had flooded her mouth with his fresh, youthful cum shortly after she started to suck his pecker each time. But gradually his staying power had improved, until now he was able to withstand a vigorous treatment by her lips and tongue for ten, fifteen, or sometimes even twenty minutes before he erupted.
That was quite enough time to permit Paul to condition her cunt to a flooded state of readiness. Her little hole was now opening and closing pulsating, mutely begging for the insertion of his prick. She was extremely well oiled, with both her own natural lubricant and Paul's saliva. She wanted him to fuck her.
A quick bobbing of her hips gave him the sign, and he mounted her between the legs. By working his knees well forward and placing her thighs across his, he was able to sit straight up and hold her firm butt in his hands. A twist of his hips fitted the end of his pecker into her open curt. He gave one push, and his rod glided all the way into her, his balls plopping against her asshole.
As Roger lay draped over her face, gently stroking his hard cock up and down in the soft, pink circle of her lips, Paul fucked her hot cunt slowly. He used lengthy strokes, evenly spaced, just as she had taught him to d. He squeezed her resilient asscheeks in his hands, wiggling her hips as he pumped in and out of her slick, clasping cunt.
She thought fleetingly of Steve and hoped that he was having as much fun as she was. This fun brought them closer together because it eased their frustrations when they were physically apart and eliminated any thoughts of resentment.
She wrapped her legs around Paul's slender form and pulled him even deeper into her hole each time he drove his long cock home. She loved the way his balls tickled her asshole.
She bobbed her head rhythmically on the pillow, taking Roger's prick deeper and deeper into her mouth and throat. Her tongue stripped his shaft. Her teeth scraped against it. She held his hot balls in her hand and jiggled them gently, which helped to bring him along.
Very soon he was bobbing his prick briskly up and down in her mouth, and Paul was fucking her cunt with unrestrained ardor. Her entire body throbbed with delight as she got fucked at both ends at once. Undulating waves passed through her, from hips to head, as she strove to give both young men all the stimulation she could possibly impart.
Finally, at the very same instant, both her young lovers climaxed. Roger's thick, tasty cream flooded her mouth and throat while Paul hosed the inside of her pussy with his strong, deep-reaching spurts. She climaxed, also, and bliss reigned supreme.
But at this moment of orgasm she was thinking of Steve and wishing that he alone were with her. There was nothing, after all, that could truly fake the place of his love.
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