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Tempting daddy





CHAPTER ONE


Leslie Groten, sweet, always smiling, considered pretty by everyone, was almost sixteen years old when she and her divorced father, James, but twenty-four years older than she, arrived to live permanently in New York City.
Their last month in Chicago had been a tragic one indeed. Leslie's mother had lost the expensive court case, but she'd also won more alimony than she expected. At the same time she lost custody of Leslie and even visiting rights could be opted by James Groten.
The marriage of James Groten and his wife, Suzanne, had been heading for the proverbial rocks for the past four years. It was typical of many modern-day marriages where the wife was too young, too inexperienced, continued because of the 'child', and then wearying of this kind of life, threw in the towel. Suzanne began dating other men, having one affair after another, and finally, as it always happens, James Groten discovered his wife's infidelity.
The long, struggling interval of their separating and finally divorcing commenced. During this interval, there was much upheaval in their Chicago home. There were hundreds of endless squabbles, each with its particular nuisance value. There were strong arguments, bitter quarrels and some fist fights between James and one of his wife's suitors. Finally this all ended and James literally fled the city of Chicago, Leslie's hand in his as they flew to New York to begin a new life.
Leslie had few misgivings about living with her father. She liked Jim, as she called him. Sometimes she called him Jimbo, and at other times, softly and cuddly, she called him Daddy, but only when they were alone. Out in the streets or in public places, she always called him Jimbo, and this made her feel very grown up.
Leslie really liked her father. He was young looking. He had a lot of spirit, not like many of the other girls' dads. She could have fun with him. She could run around in panties and bra in front of him. She could even come into the bathroom when he was sitting on the john.
Until only last year she was still taking showers with him. And the thing that got in the way of this was Leslie's mother. She had a thousand moral opinions about the behavior of everyone except herself.
"She's a grown-up young lady now, James. Can't you recognize that? She's no longer a little girl. Her body's filling out. It's not right for you both to be naked together in the shower."
So, that ended all the fun they would have. But it was more than just showering together that caused Leslie to love her father. He was always kind to her, understanding and sympathetic. He never forced her to do things. He told her the whys and the wherefores about things, and let her make up her own mind, make her own decisions.
In school Leslie was a bright student. She was always very ladylike and well behaved. She did her homework promptly every night. She kept ahead of her class. It always pleased her to hand her report card to her father, and win his rich smile as a reward for her efforts.
James Groten was also interested in her growth, Leslie always felt. He often helped her select her clothing, especially her blouses and now her hot pants and sometimes even her boots and her shoes. Suzanne had never had the time for Leslie and although this often hurt Leslie, she soon got quite used to it and began to love being independent of her mother – as few other girls were.
As she and Jimbo sat side by side in the jet, she suddenly leaned over and kissed his ear. This abrupt gesture shocked him, and he almost spilled the cocktail he was holding in his hand.
"Hey," he grinned, "give me some warning, huh?"
"I love you, old Jimbo!"
"And I love you, old Leszie."
She frowned at him. "Don't call me Leszie, call me Leslie, because you know what a lezzie is, doncha?"
"Of course," he smiled, "it's about the only thing your mother isn't, right?"
They laughed together.
It took about a week in a small residential hotel before they finally found a suitable apartment. Furnishing it the way they both liked was fun. Leslie had her own cute little room. There was also a large bedroom, two bathrooms, a roomy kitchen and a front living room. There were plenty of closets and one very large, walk-in one. Gramercy Park was a lovely, carefully kept neighborhood in New York City, and when they moved in, every sign pointed to a pleasant experience.
At the end of the second week James Groten was prepared to continue his analysis work in the New York office of his company; Leslie was prepared to enter a New York City high school, known as Washington Irving.
As it happened, to the delight of them both, Jimbo's office was but three blocks away from the new apartment and Leslie's high school was less.
"We can both come home for lunch, Daddy," she said to him. They were alone, rearranging furniture and doing the necessary things one does after moving into a new place.
"Why should we do that, darling?"
"To save money, you dope!"
"You're the dope!" he exclaimed, rearranging a vase in the living room. "We have all the money we need now, and that includes the green I've got to send to your mother's lawyers."
James Groten went on to explain to his young, attractive daughter, wearing only a loose, almost transparent housecoat over her shimmering, youthful nakedness, that in the future they'd have only the best. The new analytical job he was taking over required some travel. For this he would be paid extra. The job also allowed him freedom to perform "outside" analytical jobs, and since the firm for which he worked was one of the most prestigious in the city, the mere fact that he belonged to it could make his "outside" services more valuable and much more rewarding financially.
"Then why don't we send me to a private school?"
He knew she didn't really want that. "If I thought you could learn more, I would, but until you leave high school, there's no need, darling." He paused. "But if you feel strongly about it at mid-term, we can have a talk, and you know I'll go along with you, don't you?"
She flew into his arms. "Oh, Daddy, I adore you! I don't know any daughter in this whole world who has a beautiful father like you."
"As you," he corrected.
"As you are, Daddy," she agreed, hugging him, realizing how good his manly chest felt against her ripe, swollen breasts so free and so naked under her robe. Leslie was very proud of her breasts. In the last months they had grown tremendously from the little round apples they had been. Her nipples now got hard and not only from being chilly. Her aureoles surrounding her pink nipples were just a shade darker, petal pink and so pretty. She loved to examine them in her mirror, cupping and caressing their ripe fullness, viewing the delicious curves and admiring how firm they were, how they'd bounce lusciously on her chest and inside her blouse or dress when she wasn't wearing her dreadful brassieres.
"You know, Daddy," she said, pulling away from him, and crossing the room to plop down on the brand new couch, "that reminds me. I had a question to ask you, if you don't mind?"
"Ask your question."
"Do I have to wear a bra here in New York City? I mean, Daddy, before it gets too cold?"
He looked over at her. Her robe had fallen open and he could see her milky white thighs and just the suggestion of her curly brown pussy hair. Indeed, Leslie was a growing young girl! There was no doubt about that! No doubt at all! He looked away. He licked his lips.
His seeming hesitation annoyed her. "Oh, Daddy, please say I don't have to wear one. Please! All the other girls here don't wear them, and I don't want to be all that straight!"
"Leslie," he said. He turned and smiled at her. She was really wrought up. "Leslie, I didn't say you had to wear a brassiere, did I?"
She grinned and bit her lip. "No," she answered, lowering her eyes. "You mean, I don't…?"
"See, you must always let something end, let someone finish what he's saying, what he's thinking – before jumping in foolishly."
"I'm sorry."
"My answer is this. You don't have to wear a bra anytime you don't want to wear one. Even in the winter. Buy yourself some warm sweaters and you won't have to use a brassiere even then."
She leaped up from the couch and flew into his open arms. She kissed his face, his lips, his ears. She hugged his head and roughhoused with him, then she pushed him away. A bright blush swept across her face. She bit the inside of her cheek. She wanted to giggle, but she held it back. She quickly changed the subject and went into the kitchen to make lunch.
A shiver shot through her young body as she stood in front of the cupboard. She shook herself like a dog shakes off water. She couldn't believe it! But she was sure! And it was funny, too.
When she had embraced Jimbo, she thought she felt it and when she roughhoused with him, she was almost positive!
Jimbo's prick was stiff!
Alone now in the living room, James Groten smiled to himself. His hand fell to his crotch. Christ, he had completely forgotten himself! He wondered if Leslie had felt his erect penis inside his trousers. He distinctly remembered brushing against her, his prick in direct contact with her thigh, and once, even with her belly.
He made himself a mental memorandum to be more careful in the future. "Lunch ready?" he called out and headed for the sparkling new kitchen.



CHAPTER TWO


After a pleasant, very talky lunch, Leslie took a long hot shower. She washed her hair and then, inside her room with the door half closed, she lay naked on her new bed. She rigged up the hair dryer and lay there thinking.
She briefly remembered a time back in Chicago, long before Jimbo found out about Suzanne. She had been awakened by a nightmare and, stumbling into the bathroom for some water, she'd passed her parents' room. They were fucking; all the lights were on. Leslie saw her father's powerful penis surging deep in and out of her mother's silky-haired pussy.
Like any kid, she'd been fascinated. She loved the noises Jimbo's thick hot prick was making as it glided so swiftly and so fluidly in and out of her mother's hole. Suzanne had her knees raised up high, her toes wiggling. Her hands gripped her father's buttocks and she was urging him to fuck her deeper and more vigorously.
Leslie could remember her words, and now, lying on her own bed, hundreds of miles away from her mother, she felt what her mother must have been feeling inside her own warm, moist vagina.
The remembered image of her father's enormous prick as it pounded and made her mother's body shake and quiver, swam before her eyes as the lay there. Before she knew it, she was playing with her pussy, her fingers squirming all around until her thumb and index finger found her clitoris.
She moaned at the first touch and straightened out her long, naked legs, then drew her knees up to her breasts and began to fingerfuck her hole with steady in-and-out motions of her fingers until she felt the blood rushing up to her head, making her feverish as her orgasm began to stir inside her weaving body.
Her mother had been moaning and humping back, thrusting her body and arching her back as Jimbo thrust in and out of her. When Jimbo threw her mother's legs up over his naked, broad shoulders, Leslie caught a long glimpse of her mother's pussy, the hair all wet, the meaty flesh of her pussy lips covered with a white sticky-looking cream. She even saw her mother's little asshole.
Then the whole scene became too much for young Leslie. She felt as if she were peeing, standing right there in the carpeted hallway. She had crept swiftly back into her room and tumbled into bed, forgetting all about the glass of water and the dreadful nightmare. She fell to sleep quickly.
Sitting up in bed now, she rearranged the hair dryer. She thought about having a cigarette, but then remembered that Jimbo let her smoke anywhere, but not in bed, so she chased this wish from her thoughts as quickly as she did the images of her father and her mother that one and only night she'd seen them having sex. It wasn't something she really liked to think about too much these days.
Her pussy would get so hot and she'd just have to hide somewhere and play with it until she had her bursting orgasm. She'd feel weak all over, her throat would go suddenly dry, and her pussy would leak.
She lay down again. She wondered what her father was doing now for sex. Oh, to be sure, she knew that men needed women's naked bodies just as much as women, and even girls, she imagined, needed boys' hard cocks to play with and to poke up inside their hairy holes. Well, she thought to herself, enjoying the warm air blowing from the dryer, she guessed Daddy could take care of himself where this was concerned.
But it was still strange about him getting an erection out there in the living room. Something must have excited him. Her fingers rubbed over her breasts and then her nipples. These erected immediately. She pinched them gently and then thumbed them. She loved the quick, alive sensations she'd feel. Now she squeezed her breasts and massaged them. Using her fingernails, she scratched all over the sloping curves of her succulent breasts before finally cupping them harshly and rolling them all around. This amused her and she suddenly sat up.
She swung her naked legs over the side of the bed and stood up. In front of the mirror she stretched her gorgeous body. She looked more naked than naked! She pressed against the mirror, her full, ripe breasts now flattened against the glass. She rubbed and slid from side to side, sometimes watching the motions of her fleshy ripe globes, at other times staring into the reflection of her soft blue-green eyes. She loved her face. The older she grew, the prettier it became. Her teeth were almost perfect. In one cheek there was a provocative dimple; in the other, none. Her lips were ideal for kissing. She kissed the reflection in the mirror and shuddered, when she stuck her tongue out and it came into contact with the cold.
Back on the bed she lay down. So, she thought, if Daddy did have a woman to touch, to feel up, to kiss all over and look at, and one he would put his prick up into, then he must be okay. It did worry her a little. It wasn't really fair to Daddy not to have a woman. Mother had so many men, and Leslie hated her secretly for this, having known all the while that she was cheating on husband at least three times in one week.
Leslie disengaged the blower from the dryer. She aimed the warm, steady heat all over her face, then over her neck, finally down over her breasts. The mouth of the hairdryer had a rubber edge. She lowered it so that it fit directly over her nipple and the aureole. The warmth felt great. She began to move the blower all around and was soon heating one nipple and then the other.
It was inevitable she should think of applying the warm caressing heat on her beautiful crotch. She did this and began squirming. Then she spread open her pussy lips, not at all surprised to discover they were already damp and moist. She nudged the mouth of the blower into her cunt. Oh, how good and sexy this felt!
For some while she played with the blower. She turned it up and the heat almost burned her tender pussy and her nipples. She put it under her arms. She put it down over her toes, then up her legs, to her thighs and finally back into her pussy. She loved how hot it felt when she'd raise one leg up in the air, exposing her asshole and feeling the hot air rushing all over her anus.
What a wonderful sex toy, she thought. Then, euphorically happy, she changed her mood and leaped out of bed. She put the dryer carefully back into its new box and then she brushed out her long brown hair until it shone.
But if Daddy didn't have a girl, then what? Maybe he didn't! Maybe that was why he got hard before. Maybe he was hard all the time. Now she was sure he had an erection. She wondered if it had grown any since the last time she'd seen it. Then it'd been fat and thick and so long she couldn't believe it. Oh, how it glistened and shone when he shoved it up into her mother's hungry pussy.
Sometime later today she would come right out and ask him if he had a girl. Nothing wrong with that!
Leslie, still naked, went out into the kitchen, her young breasts bouncing prettily, her long hair flowing down softly on her bare shoulders. She stood in front of the open refrigerator debating what she wanted to drink.
"Leslie," her father called from the master bedroom. In here James Groten had set up a miniature "office" in one corner. All the while Leslie had been in her room, she'd heard his typewriter clacking.
"Yes, Daddy?"
"See that wine in there? The red stuff?"
"Want me to give you some?"
"You're a very bright girl," he laughed facetiously.
"All right… all right!" Leslie answered, but then her question had been a foolish one. She opened the bottle. "Can I have a little, too?"
"As much as you need," was his response. This was another thing about Jimbo that she just adored. He never forbade her things like wine, cigarettes, late hours, even loud music… as long as she didn't insult anyone, invade their privacy or act stupid. What other girl in her group back in Chicago could say the same? Not one!
Balancing two wine glasses, she padded on bare feet down the narrow corridor leading to her father's room. She did not have one single thought about her body being so ravishingly naked. She was completely oblivious to the seductive motions of her breasts, to the enchantment of her snowy white thighs and the exciting sensuality of her curly pubic hair, an impossibly neat and beautifully defined triangle.
Being extra careful not to spill the wine, she inched up to his desk. His back was to her. She put the glasses down. Jimbo was concentrating and had hardly heard her enter. Then he stopped typing. He turned to thank her.
This was the first time he noticed her sexually bet he said nothing. She sat down on the end of his bed. She crossed her naked legs naturally, this gesture having the effect of obscuring her delightful crotch. Her long hair fell down over her naked breasts, but her nipples peeped through. They were erect, and Leslie was suddenly terribly conscious of this fact.
"Well, Jimbo, here's to us all moved in, huh?"
He faced her. He had to shift and disguise his hardening penis. No, he wasn't embarrassed. If anything, he was absolutely, totally surprised at his physical reaction.
"Yes, darling, here's to us, brand new, together. Here's to a new life. Here's to better grades in school! Here's to happiness… for you, for me, and for the rest of this foolish world!"
They drank together, their eyes smiling across the rims of their wine glasses.
"Daddy, I got a personal question…"
He interrupted her: "I have a personal question."
"Daddy, I'll take it over again. Sorry. I have a personal question. You don't have to answer."
"Ask!" He smiled. He drank from his glass. The wine was tangy, strong, expensive.
"It's personal," she warned.
"Ask!"
"Do you have a girlfriend here in New York?"
"Nope."
"Play to find one for yourself?"
"Yep!"
"Okay then, Daddy," she hesitated, "I want to know this… I want to know… it's important."
He saw she didn't want to go on. "What's wrong, darling?" he asked. He put down his glass and went to her. He sat down on the edge of the bed close to her. He put his arms around her naked shoulders. He saw just the suggestion of a tear in her pretty eyes.
"Daddy, I mean, Jimbo, until you find one, a girlfriend, do you think I could… I mean… that I could kind of… well, you know, be close to you? Oh, I don't mean like a wife or a girlfriend, but you know, maybe hold you when you get lonely, or scratch your back or you know things like that, huh?"
He sensed what she was driving at.
"Darling," he replied, kissing her dampening eyes as they looked up into his face, "you're my best and only girlfriend. I love you. Yes. You can do anything you wish. Just remember our rules."
"Then I can still run around naked if I want to… and you, too, when we're alone here at home, not like back in Chicago?"
"We can even take showers again together, darling, if we want to."
Leslie squealed with delight! "And sometimes if I get lonely all the way down the hall, can I crawl up in with you, Daddy?"
"Anytime, sweetheart," he answered. He got up and returned to his desk.
It wasn't until he heard her go into her room and turn on her favorite Rolling Stone album that he stopped to think over the significance of what his daughter had said.
Young girls were strange creatures! And Leslie among the strangest. Sometimes she was so exquisitely desirable as a female he wished she belonged to another father. At other times he was so boyish she embarrassed him.
He remembered his early erection, no doubt stimulated by the sight of her half-exposed pussy hair while she'd been sitting on the couch, her pert nipples protruding through the almost transparent material of her robe.
Well, he decided, returning to his typewriter, being totally naked would be a hell of a lot less seductive and sexually arousing then being half naked.
He thought little more about the subject and returned to his work.



CHAPTER THREE


In the lives of most of us the first day in a new school can be filled with horror, repulsion and even bring on acute vomiting.
Then some of us are blessed. The homeroom teacher is an exquisite treasure of feminine loveliness. We have the best room in the whole school. It's even on the ground floor so there are no steps to climb and it doesn't require the brains of an engineer to escape out of one of the rear classroom windows in springtime when that curious fever strikes the school masses.
Such was the case of Leslie Groten. The homeroom teacher was a charming, extremely good-looking middle-aged man named Mr. Spire. He was gray at the temples. His aquiline nose was sheer perfection. His hands and fingers were delicate, and his physique was that of a natural athlete. Leslie beamed when she presented her schedule card to him.
"Well, my dear," Mr. Spire began, "I've heard some excellent reports about you. Tell me, is the fire still burning?" He laughed and Leslie loved the teensy wrinkles in the corners of his gray eyes.
"Seriously, my dear Leslie, I'm hoping you'll enjoy us here in the East. We are quite different, you know. More sophisticated!" He grinned. "But seriously, we do take a different view of things, and you'll begin to notice this after several weeks. In fact, we are less sophisticated than any community in the entire country. We are meaner, tougher, more indifferent, more independent and more obnoxious!"
"You make it sound just wonderful," Leslie joked.
Mr. Spire liked the young girl. She had spirit! And, something else, he noticed, allowing his eyes to scurry over her voluptuous figure as she stood by his desk. She had adorable breasts, nestling warmly and firmly under her expensive woolen sweater. She was wearing a plaid miniskirt and, he imagined, pantyhose. Her sleek leather boots were obviously costly and they flattered her shapely legs. She had firm rounded thighs and under the silky nylon of her sheer pantyhose, he imagined her flesh to be snowy, milky white and flawless.
Her complexion was as pure as the driven snow. He loved her pretty eyes and he could see the pools of sensual passion eddying and rippling deep inside their stunning blueness.
"Yes, Leslie, we'll have some fun together, and I know we'll get along."
"I know we will, too," Leslie answered. Smiling prettily, she shook his proffered hand and sat down in one of the unusually comfortable desk-chairs in the second row.
Trained by her father to be prompt, Leslie was usually more than prompt. In this case she was at least fifteen minutes early. Only she and Mr. Spire were in the classroom for about ten minutes before the first student ambled in. It was during this interval that Leslie inadvertently seduced Mr. Spire.
She really didn't mean it!
We've all heard stories about wanton young girls sitting with their skirts up in class just so the lecherous teacher could drool as he jerked off his cock behind the safety of his desk. I guess they do happen from time to time, young girls needing better grades, exhibiting their secret charms in the hopes the teacher will be kind to them when he affixes his grade to their test papers.
This case was slightly different.
Mr. Spire had a habit many of his students laughed at. And Mr. Spire was always amused himself at their laughter. The habit was this.
The subject he taught was biology. This meant that he spent a great deal of time up front drawing diagrams on the blackboards facing the class.
Two of these blackboards contained semi-permanent diagrams and illustrations, but from time to time these would need changes. To change them, Mr. Spire would reach up high and erase, then reaching up again, either transcribe data or insert new material into the erased areas.
This constant shifting invariably pulled his shirttails out of his pants. In a one hour class, this happened at least four times.
The way Mr. Spire elected to put his shirttails back where they belonged was unusual. Most men would simply push the shirt back down inside, but not Mr. Spire. As casually as if he were scratching his chin, he would zip down his fly. Inside would go his hand. He would grip the tails of his shirt and tug them down from the inside to where they belonged. Then, never looking down during the entire procedure, he would promptly zip back up and never even interrupt his lecture.
So this is what happened. Leslie sat alone in the large classroom. Mr. Spire was erasing the blackboard and inserting new diagrams and biological formulae. Out came his shirttails. Finished, he brushed the chalk from his hands and standing slightly facing Leslie, and completely oblivious to her presence, zipped down his fly, put his hand in, tugged down his unruly shirt and then zipped up. This took a matter of seconds but…
He caught his shirt in the zipper! It was only one-third the way up to the top when it caught. Mr. Spire turned his back to Leslie and sighed with exasperation. This wasn't the first time this had happened to him.
He struggled with it, trying not to tear the shirt or break the zipper. He was having no success. He looked at Leslie, a look of helplessness. She grinned.
"Is it caught?" she asked.
"Yes, and it's embarrassing," he said, grimacing. Mr. Spire hated irritating trifles and this was one of them. He kept fighting the zipper but it refused to budge.
"Could I help?" Leslie asked. She had to giggle.
Mr. Spire smiled. "This is some experience to have the first day in class with a new teacher, isn't it, Miss Groten?"
"I guess so," she laughed. "Come over here and see what I can do. This happened once to my father and I fixed his."
"Good, then just think of me as your father," the handsome biology teacher laughed. He stood before her. Leslie saw he was actually blushing.
Leslie examined the scene. The shirt was definitely caught between two irregular zipper teeth. She saw right away that there was no fixing it. She said as much.
"That's a final diagnosis?" he asked.
"Yes, Mr. Spire." She shook her head sadly. "The only remedy now is to pin it up and hope it doesn't gap open."
"Have you a pin, good doctor?"
Leslie laughed. She liked him, his sense of humor.
"Yes, if you'll just be patient!" she punned.
She found a safety pin in the bottom of her leather purse. And it was while pinning his fly closed that her fingers came into contact several distinct times with different parts of his penis.
When Leslie's fingers lingered (so it seemed to him) over the head of his sensitive prick, he had to grit his teeth to keep his prick from expressing itself naturally.
When Leslie's fingertips touched the base of his prick (so it seemed to him), there was almost nothing he could do to keep his prick from stretching from three inches to possibly four and a half.
Then Leslie's fingers brushed the length of his cock (so it seemed to him) and his prick erected. The huge bulge it made inside his pants testified to his erection. When it began to throb as her fingers patted the buttoned-up fly, he was sure that if she did one more thing, touched him once again, even lightly or casually, his prick would explode and shower the inside of his Jockey shorts with come.
You can imagine his immense sigh of relief when Leslie sat back to appraise her handiwork. "You can't even see the pin, Mr. Spire, and I guess that swelling will go down, huh?"
He laughed. So she knew!
"I see we're going to get along famously, Leslie."
"I hope so, Mr. Spire, and as far as that swelling is concerned," she said, her features serious, scratching her chin professionally as doctors do, "should it happen too often, I suggest that you drop into my office. No appointment necessary."
They laughed together.
"So, the erect penis is no stranger to you, Leslie?"
"Wrong! Wrong!" she said, smiling. "It's still a stranger to me… to my body, but I live alone with my father and he has a penis, believe it or not, and I know quite a lot about his."
"Sound like a most comfortable arrangement."
Leslie reflected a moment. "It is," she smiled. And, as she said this, one of her new classmates entered the room.
She was a trim little girl, Leslie noted. Nicely dressed. Small breasts but a lovely bottom and a narrow waist. She had hair down to her waist and it was sparkling clean. She also had an unusually pretty face, almost doll-like with a built-in smile.
Like Leslie, she was wearing brown riding boots and sheer pantyhose. Also a bright yellow miniskirt which fell just below her curvy buttocks. Leslie liked her right away.
The new girl spent a few minutes with the now-seated Mr. Spire. Again Leslie found him to be very good-looking and sexually attractive. She had touched his growing penis on purpose, wanting to see how he'd react, and she was pleased that he didn't try to take advantage of her. He had a nice long fat prick. She had even felt the heat of it through his trousers as she pinned the zipper for him.
Mr. Spire approached. "Leslie, may I present Miss Catherine Dorchester." He smiled. "Miss Dorchester, this is Miss Leslie Groten, but you can call her doctor. If you need any doctoring, just let her know," Mr. Spire joked and Leslie blushed prettily.
Cathy sat down next to Leslie and they started to chat immediately.



CHAPTER FOUR


James Groten's sixteen-year marriage to Leslie's mother had never been a truly happy union. Suzanne had all the instincts of a young wild animal in heat. She needed to be serviced sexually on a regular basis, and this perfunctory attitude about fornication dampened James' spirit more times than he liked to think about.
She would literally insist on being fucked three times each week, just as she consumed three meals each and every day of the week, slept eight or so hours every night and had one bowel movement every morning.
During the early years of their lives together when Leslie was small and required little personal attention, James had few, if any objections to his wife's rigid sexual requirements.
But, as time passed and Leslie was more or less on her own at seven and eight, the child often got in the way of sex, so to speak, and if James should miss an episode with his wife because of this, Suzanne became irritable and difficult to live with.
She would use his fucking defaults as a kind of weapon, often kiddingly threatening him with this or that, but deep down, believing that three fucks a week were her marital due and she could take a man to court if he failed to meet her demands.
When Leslie was twelve, James was thinking as he sat in his new office on Madison Avenue in one of New York's tallest skyscrapers, the two of them had a bitter argument one Saturday evening. Leslie had been gone all day and wasn't expected home until midnight. She was with one of the neighbors whom the Groten's trusted.
"Well, James, how do you feel?" No tenderness.
"Fine, I guess. You?"
"Like a little fucking."
She said this with the same tone she would use to tell him she could eat some cheese and crackers if he would get up and go into the kitchen and prepare the platter.
"I don't feel like it now, honey," he had answered.
"James!"
"Yes?" He looked up from the book he was reading. He had a lengthy report to prepare in the morning and this was required reading.
"You didn't fuck me all week, you know."
He knew.
"And, James, my period's due in a day or so, and I'd like it before then. You never take me when I'm bleeding anyway, so you'll have your usual five days of rest."
He hated the mechanics of it all.
"James…"
He didn't look up this time. She scowled at him. She left the room and entered their bedroom. He heard her undressing, then showering, then dressing. She went out the front door briskly, slamming it and shattering the deep silence of the suburban night.
When Leslie was dropped off safe and sound from her all day outing at exactly midnight, Suzanne had still to come home. It was seven in the morning when she finally marched in.
James had waited for her all night and he'd drunk himself into a delirium of hate, self-torture, self-pity, jealousy and finally, a rage he found difficult to control. When she came in, she brushed by him haughtily.
"Late for work, James?" He hated her when she was snotty.
He finished his coffee and left the apartment. He drove to the station, grabbed the commuter train and instead of going into the city, got off on a way stop. Here he found a tavern open early in the morning. He sat for hours drinking, then he took the train back home.
"Half-day today, James?"
She struggled as he slapped her. His hand rained blows on her face. He had never struck her before. He finally sat down and said he was sorry, but she flew at him with foul words and accusations. Then she spelled out her numerous infidelities, torturing and hurting him.
From that day on until he flew with Leslie, they slept in separate beds and had as little to do with each other as necessary. The friction in the home was intense.
James Groten sighed now as he recalled the last days living with his wife. He was certain now that his love for her had been blown to bits and pieces, mostly by her admittedly hostile tirades and her open, blatant infidelity. It was tune to begin a new life!
He liked New York. There was a bustling excitement, people hurried differently, dressed more expensively. The chic young women in his office were twenty times more attractive and sexy than those back in Chicago – and much younger, he noted.
After the first few days in his new office, which he found quite to his taste – although the costly decor and the furniture astonished him – he had made several new friends among the staff. This included one Alice Duerr, a higher-echelon statistician. He guessed her age to be about twenty-nine, but she looked more like twenty-two.
Alice wore her hair down to her shoulders. She wore hot pants in the office. Her legs were long and lovely. Her breasts were magnificent. Large and unbrassiered, her gorgeous globes bounced and jiggled when she walked. Her nipples seemed to be always erect and often James found himself staring absently at them. Several times her glance met his and they both smiled, she sensing his appreciation and he expressing it, almost unconsciously running his tongue over his lips to moisten the dryness.
But his first real encounter with Alice Duerr was to happen his first Friday there. It was payday and as usual the staff took extra-long lunches. He met Miss Duerr in the bank line where he was waiting to deposit his check in his newly opened account.
"How do you like our little town, Mr. Groten?" she asked gaily. She was in line in front of him. He had been admiring her before he recognized her… Today she was wearing an expensive white satin blouse. It was tight across her massive breasts and emphasized every delicious curve. Her nipples were highlighted each time she'd move, the hardened buds pointing out lasciviously.
"Still getting used to it," he replied. They talked about generalities for a while, then before she stepped in front of the teller, she smiled at him.
"I want to invite you for a drink when you've finished."
"I'll be delighted," he answered. They agreed to meet at the bank's exit.
Finished with his business, James Groten smiled to himself contentedly. Financially, he was much better off than he'd been back in Chicago. He began to realize how expensive Suzanne was. Before, he'd never given it a thought!
He met Miss Duerr at the corner. "Sorry. Took me longer than I'd thought," he smiled at her. She put his arm in hers and started up the street.
"Where are we going, Miss Duerr?"
"Call me Alice, please. You can, call me Miss Duerr in the office, if you wish."
They passed several bars and James was mystified as to why they didn't enter one of them. After all, they didn't have that much free time on the expanded lunch hour.
"We're going to the company apartment," Alice said, as if in answer to his question. "The company rents a very nice pad up the street here for visiting clients and the VIP's when they stay over for one business reason or another," she laughed. "I kind of manage it. One of my extra duties," she explained.
He could feel the sloping curve of her breast bouncing gently against the side of his arm as she held onto him crossing the avenue. Soon they approached a lavish hi-rise apartment building.
"I found this place, and it's lovely. Company furnished it. I picked the stuff out. Always wanted to be an interior decorator and never a mathematician, but it turned out I was best at adding and subtracting."
"But not multiplying?" he joked.
She laughed. "No. No, I'm childless, even husbandless – now, that is. Divorced a whole year now."
The apartment was just as she described. Lavish! Many rooms and all beautifully furnished and decorated, a testimony to Alice Duerr's exquisite taste.
"We keep the booze under lock and key," she said. "All the execs have their own keys, and they must tell my secretary whenever a bottle's about used up." She nodded to Scotch and James smiled. She poured two and then held the glass under the ice cube maker inside the fridge and four cubes slipped into the glasses. Rather neat!
They sat on the couch together. Today Alice wasn't wearing her scandalous hot pants. Instead she wore a two-piece tight sheath dress which clung to her body, the satin blouse outlining every curve of her breasts, the skirt clinging to her luscious hips and especially to her full, rounded buttocks. He could see no outline of panties on her buttocks and this meant only one thing – no panties. He was altogether too conscious of the fact that under the shimmering satin blouse he'd first admired in the bank line, there was no brassiere. Now sitting close to her, half facing her, his eyes slid silently over her voluptuous form, pausing now and then to linger on her magnificent mounds, concentrating perhaps on her jutting nipples or merely sweeping over her entire, relaxed frame.
"It's such a relief to take a breather in here," she said softly, stretching her seductive body. James thrilled to the sight of her full ripe breasts pushing against the satiny material. "I come here often, James, just to be alone. Sometimes," she said, sitting up and bending over, James imagining what her large breasts looked like hanging down, "I come here alone. I take off my heels or my shoes. Sometimes I even strip all the way down. I make a couple of drinks for myself. Think about forbidden things. Then, after I've come to, I dress and return to the office." She smiled up at him. She'd removed her high heels. "I guess you find it mystifying why I tell you all this, huh?"
He laughed. "No, not especially."
"Then, you've guessed why I asked you to come here with me today?"
Without answering, James Groten slid off the couch. He sat on the thick rug at her stockinged feet. He began to massage her feet and her toes. She lay back. She closed her eyes. When he raised one foot up to his lips and pressed them against her petite toes, she let out a long, long sigh.
"How did you know I wanted that?"
"I knew."
He was kissing up to her knees, running his lips over her calves, then down to her ankles. He would raise one foot up after the other and kiss the soles of her feet, Alice giggling from time to time when he would tickle the bottoms of her feet with the tip of his tongue.
He started to kiss higher. He kept staring up at her beautiful face, her eyes closed dreamily, her lips parted in a tiny smile, her teeth shining in the soft afternoon light. It filtered in through the colorful drapes which remained closed, creating a romantic atmosphere in the comfortably furnished living room.
"What took you so long to ask me?" James whispered. His lips were kissing her knees. Then he moved her legs apart.
She looked down at him dreamily. "Do you like touching me, James?"
He grinned up at her. In answer, he ran his fingers up the sleek, nyloned insides of her bewitching thighs. Her lips closed and then opened in a slow, soft moan.
He pushed up her satin skirt, higher, higher still until the narrow white garter belt came into view, and then the snowy white flesh of her upper thighs. He bent his lips and kissed the warmth of her silky skin. She moaned again. As he ran his lips down over her nylons and then back up to her flesh, she shivered and trembled.
Her hands went to her breasts. She began to caress her breasts, her open palms enclosing them, her fingers moving over her pointed nipples. She squeezed her breasts as she glued her eyes to the man's bent head, as she listened to the kissing noises coming from his lips. She began to rotate her hips and then arch her back when she felt his warm breath coming even closer to the dark forest of curly pussy hair growing so abundantly between her soft, fleshy thighs.
"Are you going to kiss my cunt, James?"
He looked up. "Want me to?"
She raised one knee. She balanced her stockinged foot on the edge of the couch. She let the knee fall to one side, exposing her dark, mysterious pussy and the petal soft, pink-purple lips of her cunt.
"Want me to, Alice?"



CHAPTER FIVE


Alice's sudden vocal outburst startled James Groten. Each word out of her mouth was a command! He felt her hands on his head, then on the sides of his face as he buried his face between her open, warm thighs. Her pussy smelled heavenly. He brushed his lips over her curly black hair. Then he tongued the top of the triangle, then down along the edges until his tongue was now licking her thighs.
"James… kiss me there… ohooo, please! Kiss my cunt… my cunt… stop licking me… kiss my cunt, please ohoooooooo, pleassssssssseeeeeeee!!"
She was screaming! James could hardly believe that Alice Duerr was capable of even raising her voice above the throaty half-whisper he had begun to associate with her. But here she was screaming as he stuck his tongue up deep between her meaty, damp pussy lips. He caught her tender flesh between his teeth and bit her cunt lips gently. She howled, twisting and convulsing on the couch, pumping her cunt back into his face, squirming all over as he started to really lick and suck her hot pussy.
"Oh, James… ohoooooooo, God… ohooooooo, my cunt… ohoooooooo, my cunt my… cunt!"
It became more and more obvious to James Groten that Alice relished what he was doing to her. She cherished his sweeping tongue, his roaming lips and especially his nibbling teeth because every time he'd grip her clitoris between them, she would howl and wail and then whimper before she would open her mouth, her eyes rolling back in her head, and scream at the top of her lungs. "Suck, ohoooo, suck my cunt!Suck my c-unt!"
James chewed on her clitoris. Now her legs were spread wide apart. Now both feet were up on the edge of the couch as he slurped and licked and sucked her juices.
He backed up a bit on his knees and stared at her greedy cunt. Her juices coated her pussy lips and the curly black hairs were wet and matted from his saliva and her creamy excretions.
"You have a lovely cunt, Alice."
"Oh, James, eat it! Suck it!"
"It's beautiful."
"Suck it, James. Suck me!"
"Alice, it's sopping wet now. All gushy."
"Eat it, James. Lick it. Suck my cunt."
"Oh, Alice, it's hot too. It tastes so good."
He opened his mouth wide and swallowed in as much of her meaty cunt flesh as his mouth could hold.
Alice leaped up and cried out: "Chew it, darling.Chew it for me.Eat it… bite it… harder. hard – hard – harder, yessssssss, all of my cunt…all of my cunt!"
And with this Alice exploded. Her entire body convulsed. She thrust out her hips. She arched her back. Her fingers were squeezing her breasts. She was twisting her head back and forth. She was shaking all over as James persisted in gripping her cunt lips with his teeth. She writhed on the couch and finally let her long shapely legs fall down over his shoulders.
Alice sighed and let her head tumble to one side. She was breathing heavily. James stayed where he was. His face, especially his mouth, was coated with her juices. He licked his lips, staring up at her as she lay back with her eyes closed, her naked belly rising and, falling gently.
She sat up slowly. He helped her move her legs from his shoulders. He politely pulled down her skirt, hiding her naked loveliness, obscuring her beautiful black-haired pussy. She smiled at him tenderly.
"That was beautiful, James."
"Thank you, Alice. It was a pleasure."
She smiled softly. "James, did you know we were going to get this close, this intimate, so soon? Did you?"
He told her the truth. "No."
"I did. The moment I saw you come into our office." She grinned and reached out her arms. Her hands went to his face. She brought it up close to her own. She kissed his eyes, then his nose and finally his lips. "I knew from the moment you walked into that office, looking like such a little lost boy. You look so much younger than your age."
He had never thought about this. What was on his mind now was his impossibly hard erection. His prick was throbbing hot, his balls were loosening and then tightening, but he soon saw that she wasn't interested.
Even when he stood up and his prick poked out, bulging enormously inside his pants, she seemed to take no notice of it. He sat down next to her, not too close. He picked up his drink and sipped from it.
When she excused herself to go to the bathroom, he opened his fly. He released his cock. He teased it for a moment or so, then returned it to safety.
Alice came out of the bathroom. He could hear the toilet still flushing.
"I think it's about time we return, James. Don't you?"
He nodded. He was quite disappointed in one way; yet in another, he had somehow expected this of Alice. He couldn't explain just why, but he had. This was no time to ruminate about the mystery of women, their sensual philosophies. He nodded in agreement that they should leave.
James was just going through the door when he noticed a strange, muted light shining through one of the large picture mirrors on the walls of the apartment.
"That's an interesting effect, Alice. What is it?" he asked. She was digging in her purse for additional keys to lock the door.
"Oh, that?" She laughed. "That's a kind of secret. You have very sharp eyes, James, dear. That's a two-way mirror."
"Why's something like that necessary in here?"
"It's not really," she said delaying. Her eyes were caressing his face. She found him exceedingly handsome. "You see, one of our elder executives, that's Mr. Dearing, and you must keep this a tight secret. He comes here often in the late evenings. He's what you might call either a dirty old man or a practicing voyeur."
"This is an expensive setup," James Groten observed. And indeed it was. Through a complicated series of mirrored reflections it was possible for any one in the main living room – or the comfortably furnished breakfast nook in the cozy kitchen – to see directly into any one of the three bedrooms without any possibility of detection.
One had a choice, James saw, of flipping a secret light switch which activated different illuminated glows. These counteracted the lights on in any of the three bedrooms, giving a terrific sense of security to the bedroom's inhabitants and at the same time throwing a series of refracting shadows.
"See," said Alice, "if I sit down here at the kitchen table and I push this button on this cleverly disguised panel board, you can look into bedroom three. And so on with the others." She illustrated. "No one of the other company employees, the executives, of course, know about this except of course you now and myself."
James Groten was immensely interested.
"What goes on?" he wanted to know.
"Oh, James, can't you imagine a little?" She glanced at her watch. "You know something, darling," she whispered, "I don't really see any reason why we must return to the office this afternoon."
She paused awhile. Then she smiled. "Why don't we just phone up and give our excuses, unless, of course, you'll feel guilty." She brushed her hand over his cheek. "Would you?"
He touched her lovely firm breasts. She fondled his face, his lips, his nose; then she traced designs over his broad muscular shoulders.
"I don't think so. I really see no reason why we should return. There's also really no one to phone in to, or is there something I don't know?" he asked.
"You're right. Look, let's just get all relaxed all over again, okay? Then I'll tell you about Mr. Dearing and one of the company's best kept secrets."
Alice Duerr handed him the keys for the liquor cabinet. In moments both had fresh drinks.
"Let's go into the living room and sit on the couch together. I love it in there. It's so intimate, don't you think?" She smiled, touching the crotch of his trousers. She could feel his hardening penis. She noticed his quivering response. They kissed hotly.
"Well, where was I, darling? Oh, yes. Our elegant Mr. Dearing. Well, like all of us, he's got his sexual problems." Alice was caressing James' thickening prick as she spoke. She had raised up her skirt around her waist, baring her lovely long legs. She kicked off her high heels.
James slid his fingers between her warm thighs. Alice parted them gently for him. She smiled at her new office friend. He enchanted her and she was confident his response was as equally intense.
"One of Mr. Dearing's capricious needs is to watch other people petting, you know, stroking and playing around. He's not necessarily interested in seeing intercourse or any wild sex."
"Of course, James," she said, kissing him and now twirling his exposed penis between her warm fingers, "if someone or some two people in one of the bedrooms is doing something wild, I'm sure he's not going to look the other way."
"Does he confide this to you, Alice?"
"You might say that. You see, he needed me to authorize the two-way mirrors and he gave me a nice gift to keep the secret. The way I see it, it doesn't harm anyone else. As I said, no one else but you – and me – knows about it and I told you because I'm confident you will tell no one, James."
"You can trust me," he answered.
He put his drink down. He slid his body around and now as Alice spread her silky thighs wider apart, he was caressing the damp crotch of her tight nylon panties she'd slipped on after their initial lovemaking. As the moments passed, her crotch grew wetter and wetter. As she spoke, her eyes were often closed as his caresses grew more and more intimate.
"Oh, James, you're making my little slit all hot and so juicy all over again. God, I can't get enough of your wonderful fingers, you realize that?"
His penis was throbbing, leaping as her fingers stroked it, as she rubbed her thumb over the pounding hot tip of it, as she squeezed his shaft and ran her warm hand up and down.
"Go on, Alice, with the story. If you don't, I'll explode right in your fist."
"I'd love that, James," she moaned. Then she sat up. "So, okay, Mr. Dearing. Well, he has this woman friend. She's older, and very rich. But she's married. Her husband watches her like a hawk. The only place she can play around in private is right here, right over there in what we jokingly call Bedroom Number Martha. Her name's Martha, you see."
"I see." His fingers had crawled inside her panty crotch. Her pussy was soaking wet, warm.
"Well, Martha has a lover. I'm not sure if he's the family's chauffeur, the butler or the gardener, but he could be all. It's that kind of family. Socially, they are very prominent."
"Mr. Dearing is in love with Martha. You got that, James?" Alice Duerr was groaning now. Her fingers were down inside James Groten's pants and squeezing his testicles, caressing them hotly. She bent her lips to his ear. She whispered: "I love your hot cock and these balls. Oh, God, you've got such heavy, silky balls, you know that?"
James Groten didn't answer. Now he was taking down her panties, Alice helping him, raising her buttocks up as he slipped them down to her knees. Both saw the tiny crotch was soaking wet with her love juices.
"Well, where was I? Oh, yes, Dearing's in love. But in this very strange way. He demands, get that, he demands to see her make love to another person before he can get up, I mean, his prick. It's kind of little, James, but it's cute."
"You've seen his prick, Alice?" Now James Groten was very interested. She was writhing on the couch, her legs spread wide open, her lovely hairy pussy now totally naked. She would undulate her hips and then moan as her right hand covered his and urged his fingers to caress.
"Yes, I have, James. You see, that's all part of it, I mean, the mirrors, the secrecy of it all."
"Do you want me to suck you again, Alice… while you tell me the story? Would you like that?"
"Oh, James, need you ask? Oh, darling, your tongue up inside me again, oh, God, yes. I'd love it. I'm so hot. I'm so very hot, James!"
James Groten fell down on his knees. He then raised her legs up and placed them over his shoulders. He kissed the white insides of her perfect thighs. Her cunt smelled heavenly. Her coral lips were visible. So was her dainty asshole. He dipped his tongue into it.
She squealed, "I adore that. I just simply adore a tongue teasing my asshole, James. How did you know?"
As James Groten sucked, as he licked and teased with his tongue, as he rubbed his face in her hairy, meaty pussy, Alice strained against him and rubbed and squealed and undulated. A frenzied passion overwhelmed her again and again as she continued the story. Now and then she'd moan so deeply and then whimper as his tongue lashed her clitoris. She'd seem to be floating off.
"…well, you see, Martha's inside the bedroom. The chauffeur, or whoever he is, is undressing her. He kisses her armpits. He licks down her arms to her fingers. He takes down her nylons slowly. He leaves her shoes on. He rolls the nylons. Her legs are now naked. Mr. Dearing can see her panties. They're more like bloomers, you know, full and plenty of lace, lots of designs."
"He slowly starts to touch her thighs. She opens her legs, like mine are now, James… oh, James… your sweet tongue, how nicely it wiggles. Oh, I love that tongue!"
"Then the chauffeur starts to unbutton her blouse. She wears a large brassiere. Her breasts are huge and, for an older woman, they're nearly perfect. Slowly he takes off the shoulder straps of her brassiere. She raises her arms up over her head. He buries his mouth in her armpits. She's all hairy. She doesn't shave there."
James Groten's prick was expanding and pounding. His hands were slithering up and playing with Alice's full breasts. His fingers were pinching her pointed nipples as she spoke.
"Then he pulls out one of her large breasts. Just one at a time. They're really heavy and he cups one with both hands. Her nipples are large and brown. He plays with her nipples. All this while she just stares right ahead. She never says anything. Then he takes elf her brassiere. She helps him."
James Groten interrupted her. "And you can sit here and watch all this?"
"Right here. Right where we are now, James."
"And where's Mr. Dearing all this time?"
"He's in the kitchen."
"Can he see you?"
"Nope. Only in the bedroom."
"But he knows you're in here, right?"
"Oh, of course, because that's half the deal, you understand. It's when the chauffeur finally gets her all undressed, and she insists that he kiss her entire body, that Mr. Dearing finally gets really hard and oh, James… he's so cute. You should see him… how he plays with his little thing and how he's always looking down at it and how he seems to be wishing it would grow as big and as thick as your wonderful prick is now. Oh, James…"
"Well, then about here, I disappear. I go into the second bedroom over there. I sit down on the bed. I push the button that lights up the window into Martha's bedroom. As I do this, the chauffeur is just about ready to go. He never takes his clothes off."
"Then, in comes Mr. Dearing. He comes through the panel in the closet. And she acts so surprised, it always makes me laugh."
"By now, he's really horny, hot… like I am, oh, James, your tongue… yes, deeper inside… oh, my God, James, stick it up and wiggle, oh, yesssss, like that! Oh, just imagine! Can you see them in there? His little prick, her huge, hairy hole, him getting down on his knees… the way you are. Then he licks and finally she just grabs his head and brings it right up between her fat thighs and then, James… then…"
"Then what?"
"He comes! He comes, James, oh, just like I am now, a real, long, ohoooooo, sleepy come… oh, God!"



CHAPTER SIX


That Friday evening after dinner, Leslie was bubbling over with happiness.
"Oh, Daddy, I'm just going to love it in school. I never believed I could have such a good time. I dig the teachers the most! Especially, Mr. Spire, and he's also my homeroom teacher."
She went on at length. During her story of her first day in school, she mentioned the scene with Mr. Spire, his shirttail caught in his zipper. But she did nothing about having felt his hot penis a couple of times, how long it was and how she'd even told Catherine Dorchester all about it. The two girls had giggled every time they'd look up to see the handsome biology teacher as he paraded in front of the class with his long pointer.
"It appears you've done rather well, darling," her father smiled. "A new girlfriend and a nice, good-looking teacher. What else could you need?"
"How did you do, Daddy?"
"Oh, so so."
"Anybody nice there at your stuffy office?"
"A couple, I suppose." He didn't think he should tell her about Alice Duerr. There were some things a man didn't tell his young daughter. But as he continued drinking his after-dinner coffee, he could still taste Alice's burning hot pussy, her creamy liquid. He could still feel the flesh of her hungry cunt inside his mouth.
"Daddy, you're daydreaming."
"Sorry, darling. Did you have something on your mind?"
"Yes. Yes. I have."
He looked over at her. She was snuggled up on the couch across the living room. After school she had changed her clothing. Now she wore a pair of very tight, very short, white hot pants that hugged her virgin pussy and enclosed her firm buttocks like a glove. On top, her sweater was open down to three buttons and he could easily see the delightful cleavage of her breasts. Her nipples were also visible. Her long hair covered her shoulders and she never looked prettier to him. Christ, was she going to be an attractive woman!
"Well, tell your old man."
"You're not my old man, because if you were, then I'd have to be your old lady, and you know what that means!" she laughed gaily.
"What does that mean, darling?"
"It means we would be… be fucking… each other!"
"LESLIE!!??"
She jumped up. "Oh, Daddy, I shocked you, didn't I?"
"To say the least. Even I don't use that word."
"Listen to me, old stuffy, in school we all use that word, but only when it means fornication, intercourse. For example, we never say I lost my fucking pen, something like that."
"Oh, I see. I understand," he said drily.
"Well, when a girl has a steady boy, the boy is her old man and the girl becomes his old lady, understand now?"
"Yes. Yes, I see. So, I'm not your old man, because… because… we're not, as you say not fucking, right?" He had to laugh despite himself.
"Right on!"
"Well, darling, old man or not, what's on your mind?"
She got up and came over and sat at the foot of the easy chair in which he was sitting. He could smell her sexy perfume. She put her head against his knee and her fingers began to play on his thigh. "Daddy, Catherine who I told you about…"
"…whom I told you about…"
"…Whom I told you about, well, can I ask her over for tomorrow? It'll be a good idea because we can do some of our homework together."
"Okay with me. Sure. Have her over. There's plenty of room here… plenty."
"And, Daddy, could she stay over until Sunday? You see," she hurried on, "her parents are separated too, and her mother… well, she's the older generation, you know, and she's a drag. Catherine doesn't have a father either."
"She can stay over." As he looked down at his daughter's shining hair, and felt the warmth of her body against his legs, he felt his penis shift slightly. From his position, he could look into the folds of her soft yellow sweater. He could see the lovely curves of her young breasts.
"Thanks, Daddy. I knew you'd agree." She got up slowly, using his knees as balance. She stood in front of him and stretched sensually. "I'm going to bed early, Jimbo, okay?"
"Okay," he replied and reached for his book.
As Leslie turned to enter her room, she waved bye to her father. "You know what, Daddy?"
"What, darling?"
"I kind of wish you were my old man… and I was your old lady." With this she raced laughingly into her room and closed the door behind her.



CHAPTER SEVEN


It wasn't until James Groten turned the last page of the book he was reading that Leslie's simple words and the thrill of her gay, teasing laughter smashed into his thoughts. Something unknown rumbled deep inside his body. He put the book down. He started to get up and sat down again.
Old lady. Old man.
In the kitchen he made himself a drink. Leslie had mopped the floor and all the kitchen chairs were turned up on the table. He sat up on the sink drain board.
He tried to condense his thinking. Why was he sexually aroused by Leslie? How many arguments did he need to convince him of moral error, moral wrong? None!
Going to the bathroom about twenty minutes later, he passed by Leslie's door. It was half open. She had the night light on. Her room was a collection of shadows. He paused. He saw her on the bed. Her back was turned. She was stark naked. He caught his breath.
Her knees were drawn up, close to her lovely breasts. He studied the contours of her bare feet, her toes, her ankles, up to her rounded buttocks, then up higher. His eyes caressed her smooth back, her bare shoulders, her flowing hair. He listened to her even breathing.
"Daddy."
James Groten flinched.
"Daddy?"
"Yes, Leslie. It's me."
"Oh, silly, I know it's you! Come here and sit on my bed for a minute. I just had a fabulous dream. I want to tell it to you."
Did he dare?
"Leslie, I was going to the bathroom."
"Go, Daddy, but come back, okay?"
"I'll be back, darling."
"Daddy… hurry."
James took a cold shower. Then he shaved, a most unusual gesture at this time of night. As he stared suspiciously into the cabinet mirror, his eyes found other eyes regarding him. The eyes began to speak to each other.
No…
Yes!
No…
Yes… yes.
Drums started beating… pounding.
No.
Maybe… hell… just go in there. Sit down. Do nothing.
No.
Why?
Danger!
What kind of danger? Really, what kind?
He was naked. He looked at his reflection in the mirror. At his penis. At his legs, down to his bare feet. At his face… into his eyes.
Go.
No.
GO!
…Okay!
Leslie was humming one of her little child tunes. She was happy. She knew Jimbo would come to her. She knew he would be all undressed. She knew this.
She pulled the sheet up over her naked body. She stretched. She wiggled her toes. She smiled in the semidarkness. She moved her hand down between her open thighs. She brushed her fingers over her hairy pussy. One finger sank in easily. She was wet. She introduced another finger. In deep. Deeper. She pushed in and out, her fingers sluicing through her pussy hole, in deeper, deeper, then out, curling, twisting, then spiraling in again, this time pumping… pumping, in and out, then out altogether.
She brought her fingers up to her mouth. She smelled them. Smells good. She licked the tips. Then she plunged her fingers into her mouth. She sucked on them. She liked her special taste.
"Daddy, hurry… oh, hurry… I'm waiting!" she whispered.
James splashed some after-shave lotion on his face. It smelled of lime. He touched his penis. It throbbed. He should have his head examined.
When he passed by her door on his way to the kitchen for another drink, he peeped in. He was barefoot and she didn't hear him. Her face was turned to the will. He saw her fingers fumbling under the sheet. He went quickly!
He made the drink. Did he dare?
No!
Yes! No!!
Yessssssssss!!
Old man… old lady.
Fucking.
The longer he thought about it, the more erect his prick became. He would gaze down at his hardening penis. It looked like a stranger's. But it was his! It was hardening. He sipped his drink and stared at his hard cock.
He touched it. His fingers curled around his cock. He began to play with it. How hard it was! How hot!
The eye of his prick leaked a silvery droplet of fluid. He observed it like a scientist. He tasted it, licking his fingers.
Suddenly, he could smell Alice Duerr's pussy.
"Daddy… are you coming to me?"
Her voice shocked him out of his reverie. He was masturbating. He let go of his hot prick. Again it appeared as a stranger to him. It wouldn't go away. He willed it to go away, but it refused. It throbbed. His testicles were expanding and contracting. He suddenly had a desire to emasculate himself. He shivered. He finished the drink in one gulp.
"Daddy…?"
He waited longer. He just couldn't go into her room with a hardon!
"In a minute," he said. His voice was an unexpected whisper.
"Daddy… are you thinking about me?"
"Yes."
"Daddy, I'm thinking about you."
James Groten cleared his throat. "Darling, don't you think it would be a good idea if you went to sleep?"
"I guess so… yes… I guess so."
"Good night, darling."
"Daddy… Daddy?"
"Yes?"
"Come and kiss me sweet dreams, okay?"
His penis was relaxing. "In a minute, dear."
"Daddy?"
He made a new drink for himself. "Daddy's not here, Leslie. Only Jimbo."
"Jimbo?"
"Yes?"
"Would you make me a whiskey sour?"
He made it. Just the way she liked. Just right. He was pleased with himself. He carried it in to her bedroom. She was still under the sheet.
"Hello, Jimbo!"
"Hello."
"Jimbo… Daddy… I'm lonely."
So was he.
"Jimbo, I love you."
She took the glass he handed her and drank from it. "I love you."
"I love you, Leslie."
"Jimbo…"
He swallowed hard. Why did he?
"Why, Jimbo?"
He began to answer but he found himself stuttering, "I… I… don't know… I…"
"Are you feeling sexy, Jimbo?"
Her thoughts were flooded with memories of Mr. Spire's cock. She fought back. "Daddy, I mean… Jimbo…" A long silence. "I am!"
She snuck her bare feet out from under the sheet. She wiggled her naked toes. "Daddy?"
She maneuvered her dancing toes. She scraped her toenails along his thigh. She kept her eyes closed. Her breasts seemed to ripen. She felt itchy all over. "Daddy!"
He held her ankle gently. He guided her foot down between his naked thighs. He guided her toes. They touched his phallus. She tickled his prick with her toes.
"Daddy, can I be your old lady?"
His prick exploded, all over her naked toes.



CHAPTER EIGHT


She just lay there, Leslie just lay there. A profound silence. She could feel her father's warm sperm trickling between her toes. She looked down at her feet. She reached with her fingers. She fondled her toes. She rubbed his creamy juice all over her toes.
"Daddy…"
James Groten was mortified!
His penis was still pumping. His hand was covered, coated with his thick sperm. He was shivering from head to toe. He never felt more naked or embarrassed.
"Daddy…?"
"Leslie…"
"Daddy, Jimbo, would you help me rub myself?"
"Yes."
"Rub me, Jimbo."
It began.
He worried briefly about her menstrual cycle, her fertility. Remembering, he dismissed danger. As he turned, Leslie opened her legs. Wide. She was lying across the bed, legs spread, arms under her head. Eyes open. Staring up at the ceiling.
"Rub me."
It began.
His wet fingers crawled over her pussy hair. He heard her moan softly. His fingertips combed her pussy hair. "I like that!"
His fingers scratched her cunt lips. He rubbed one finger all over her clitoris, up and down, over, around. Then he slid it into her cunt. She squealed.
He pushed it in and out. She was writhing on the bed, her bare feet up on the bed, her hands hanging down to her side, her mouth open, her eyes closed.
"Jimbo… ohoooooooooo, Jimbo, ohooooooo, Jimbo… your fingers… yesassassa, your fingers… oh… ohooo, ohoooooo, ooooooooh, Jimbo!"
INCEST!
He had gone too far! He couldn't help himself. He swiveled around on the rug. He faced her. He thought of Alice Duerr. He leaned toward Leslie. He raised her naked legs up. He placed them on his shoulders. He kissed her open cunt.
"Daddy!" she screamed.
He sucked her pussy. He took her tender flesh between his lips. He cherished it. He worked it. He licked all round, his tongue singing inside. Leslie was hissing through her teeth. Drawing in her breath, her body squirmed as he tongued her virgin cunt.
"Oh, JesssssUS!"
He began biting all around her inner thighs. He took her soft flesh between his teeth. He bit and she howled – in pleasure – and in pain.
"Daddy… Daddy… oh, God, oh help me… oh, I can't… please! Please! Please… oh, no! No! No!"
She had twisted out of his hands. She rolled over on her belly, squirming, rolling, twisting from side to side as her first orgasm ripped her half apart!
"Oh, Jimbo… oh, Jimbo… my God!"
"Crawl up on the bed higher, darling."
She moaned. "Oh, Jimbo… I feel… feel so very… very gooooodddd!"
James lay on the bed prone. His inflamed penis was pressed against the sheet. He petted her naked buttocks. Then he massaged them, squeezing her luscious ass cheeks with his fingers. He ran one finger down the crack of her ass and she squealed. "Oh, Jimbo, that tickles so good… it's soooooo nice, Jimbo. Do it again… again… yes… and again… oh, is that nice!"
She had spread her thighs wide open. The view of her virgin pussy from the rear, the lovely tender pinkish lips and the soft hair, was delicious. How wet she was! He could see her creamy fluids. The outer lips were like a pretty rose, glistening as if rain drops had fallen on it.
He fingered her pussy and she began moaning, a constant moaning and then a humming and finally a low hissing as his finger entered her. She began to move slowly on his penetrating finger.
"Oh, Jimbo… yessssss, that feels… oh, how good… it feels… so long and… ohoooooo, yesssss, yes! Jimbo!"
He pulled out his finger. He bent his head down. With his hands he pulled her buttocks wide apart. Her little brown asshole was exposed. He stuck his tongue into it and Leslie screamed.
"Oh, JIMBO!"
He smiled to himself and kept licking her delicious asshole. He licked all over her marvelous buttocks, kissing her outer and then her inner thighs. He sucked on her asshole and each time he would do this, Leslie would scream his name.
She started to wiggle her bottom, and then raise it up when his tongue would leave her asshole. She would look around to see where his head was and this was the time she saw his monstrous erection. The size of his enormous prick, so stiff and pulsating, stunned her. She caught her breath. Oh, God, what a prick!
He licked down her legs to her feet. He sucked her toes into his mouth. Leslie was giggling, squealing. His tongue was tickling her to death. He sucked all of her toes into his mouth, washing them with his tongue. Then he nipped her ankles as a puppy dog might do. Then he kissed all the way back up again until his tongue was once more stabbing into her asshole.
"Jimbo… Jimbo… I love what you're doing to me… I just love it… ohooooo, sooooo much. I love your tongue doing that… oh, do it… do it… suck me… Ilove being sucked… suck it… oh, Jimboyesssss, suck and suck, darling oh, yes!"
Her milky-white bottom was soon covered with saliva. Her asshole was shining in the light from his saliva. Each time he'd poke his tongue up into her asshole, holding her cheeks wide apart, she would sob and then grunt and begin the low hissing, a noise which aroused James. His prick had threatened to explode many times but each time he'd been able to control it much longer.
He was literally fucking the sheet, rubbing his cock vigorously, enjoying the wild, exciting sensations as he held Leslie's naked bottom and kissed her warm flesh and felt her writhing on the bed, her head twisting and that low, sensual, hissing sound escaping her open lips.
"Jimbo… ohooooooo, Jimbo… it's happening… it's going to happen again… oh, God… God… yessssss… aghhhhh, oh, no! Not… oh, here… now… now…God… God oh shit!"
His fingers stabbed in and out of her juicy cunt furiously! Her pussy was sopping wet. His fingers were drenched with her sticky cream. He loved the noise they made as he jabbed them in and out, twisting them when inside her hot cavern, zig-zagging in and out at the same time he was sucking on her asshole.
When the second orgasm struck Leslie, she enjoyed it much more than her first. This time her entire naked body trembled and she shivered from head to toe, her fists pounding the bed, her toes wiggling, her groin bumping up and down as the fingers drove her deeper and deeper into an ecstasy so passionate that she thought she would faint from the intense, vibrating thrills.
"Oh, enough… that's enough, Jimbo stop… stop, I'm going insane, Jimbo… pleaseeeeeee!"
Jimbo sat on the bed. His prick was strong and powerful. He had never known it to be so large, so fat and thick. Leslie turned her head and it was the first thing she saw. She reached out her hand, then she turned on her side and gripped his penis at the base, wrapping her fingers around it. Slowly, ever so tenderly, she began to masturbate his erect penis, her fingers sliding up and then down gently, then back up, her fingertips grazing over the head of his throbbing instrument.
"I want to kiss it for you, Jimbo."
He lay back on the bed, his thoughts a million miles away. He closed his eyes but opened them quickly. He raised up to see her mouth opening and then his penis gliding into it. He felt her hot mouth and then her tongue slipping all around the head of his cock.
And when she pulled off for a second to look down at his glistening prick, her hand massaging the base of it, James erupted. His prick exploded and spurted his hot sticky juice in jets all over her face and naked breasts. His prick pumped and pumped and Leslie stared at it, fascinated. It was a marvelous sight! Each spurt seemed more powerful. She couldn't believe so much come… and so thick… could shoot out of a prick.
She bent her head down, her eyes watching the white come oozing out of the eye of the prick. She stuck out her tongue. She tasted it and she liked the taste. She began to suck on his cock, taking it as far down her throat as she could. She sucked and sucked and swallowed what fluid continued to flow from his prick. Then she jerked his prick wildly, feeling exquisite sensations speed through her body.
He bent her face and rubbed his prick all over her cheeks, over her dripping chin, over her nose, which was coated with drops of come. Then she licked his prick dry and ran her fingers all over her face, wetting them with James' come. She licked her fingers one at a time as if she were licking cake icing. She loved the taste and the aroma of his come. She just loved it. She wished he had more of it to give to her… how she loved it… and him… her Jimbo. Her old man.



CHAPTER NINE


In his own bed, James Groten fell to sleep quickly. Before closing his eyes, he tried to remember when he had felt happier. He couldn't. What impressed him the most, as he briefly reviewed his exciting experience with Leslie, was the positive absence of any guilt. Her honesty and candor had contributed heavily to this, this remarkable sensation of well-being, without any tinge of artificial euphoria.
He had kissed her goodnight and they each sucked on the other's tongue until he had to break away, Leslie hugging his naked body close to hers, her hand stroking his limp penis, her fingers caressing it tenderly.
"I love your penis, Jimbo," she had said. "I adore it. I love the thick feel of it inside my mouth. It's so slippery on my tongue, and your juice is so thick and tastes so good. I loved when it shot all over my face. I loved the feel of your come oozing all over my nose."
She had fallen on her knees in front of him. She groped with her lips open for his penis and then she sucked it into her warm mouth, her tongue gliding all around it as he stood, hands on his hips, looking down at her flowing hair, at her lips as they worked and kissed, at her tongue darting down to lick his balls. The contact excited him as she jerked his penis up and down at the same time.
And now he slept like a baby. In her own room, Leslie was still awake. She felt wonderful. Her pussy was still itchy and so full of cream, she could feel her juices wetting the inside of her snowy thighs. She ran her finger between her flushed pussy lips and then inserted it up deep and began to shove it in and out the way her father had done. She experimented with two fingers, then three, probing and pushing them in and wiggling them around inside the way he had. She began to pant. With her other hand she squeezed her erect clitoris. Then she pinched it. She felt weak and then very strong. Passions began to race over her, through her, making her nipples itch and then even her asshole. (Oh, how she had loved Jimbo's tongue when it washed her asshole and tried to sneak inside!)
Leslie hadn't any idea sucking could be so wonderful!
She felt like having a cigarette. Slipping on her robe, she took the cigarette from her bureau and went into the kitchen to smoke it. She glanced at the electric clock and couldn't believe that it was only ten o'clock. How swiftly the time had flown during their lovemaking, and also, how much the whole affair seemed to have been in slow motion. She could still feel his tongue penetrating her moist pussy. She loved it when he bit on her thighs. She was positively ecstatic when he sucked her bare toes and licked all over her feet. Her little toes still felt tingly.
She lit the cigarette. Then she went, to the fridge and got out the bottle of wine they'd shared at dinner. It was still one-third full. She poured herself a glass. She sat down. She took off the robe. She loved being naked!
She pulled the telephone over. She dialed Catherine Dorchester's number. It rang three times.
"Hello?"
"This is Leslie, Catherine. Is it okay to call?"
"Sure, Mom's out, thank God," she sighed.
"Everything's okay for tomorrow, and we can have our sleepover, like I thought."
"Good," Catherine cried. "Tell me, did you get what you wanted? Did he fall for the old man and old lady bit?"
"I can't wait to tell you all about it," Leslie exclaimed. "Oh, I wish you could be here right now, this minute. I'm leaking all over the place."
As young girls will do, they chatted aimlessly, one subject crowding the other until at last Catherine's mother came home and she had to get off the telephone.
"Come as early as you can," Leslie said. She hung up. She finished the wine, her third cigarette and tumbled into bed.



CHAPTER TEN


When morning came James Groten awoke with a surging erection. His own virility was astonishing him. It also amused him. How long had it been since he'd been so horny? He stood naked in front of his mirror. What a monster that was poking up in the air from the pit of his body. He caressed his prick and it leaped at the touch of his fingers. This was the first piss hardon he'd had in ages.
He opened the door and headed for the bathroom down at the end of the hall. Passing Leslie's door he peeped in. She was sitting at her desk, an old-fashioned roll-top, studying. Her notebook lay open next to her right hand. She was so busily concentrating she didn't hear him. Using his rigid prick, he jokingly pushed her door open. She looked up and then down, her flashing eyes riveted to his enormous prick.
"Oh, my God!" she exclaimed.
She jumped up. She fell into her father's open arms. They embraced and hugged each other as if they'd not been together for years. His prick slid easily between her parted, naked thighs. She pressed her thighs tight together, squeezing his thick instrument against her sensitive flesh. She could feel the hot shaft as it brushed up against her pussy lips.
"Oh, Jesus!"' she exclaimed. "I love your prick, Jimbo. I love it!" she cried out.
He backed away from her. He lowered his head. His lips circled her nipple. He sucked it into his warm mouth. Leslie was squirming as she cupped her ripe breast and fed it to his devouring mouth.
Her hand grasped his penis. She began to jerk it, to stroke it harder and harder, faster and faster.
"Are you going to come, Jimbo? Are you? Are you?" she asked, her eyes wide, her lips parted, a wonderful sexual anguish sweeping over her trembling body as he continued sucking on one nipple, then the other.
"Yes… yesssss, if you keep pulling like that, yessss, oh, darling… Leslie… oh, darling, yessss. I'm going to… yessssss… yesssss!"
Leslie fell to her knees. She grasped his throbbing prick and jammed it into her mouth. As soon as she looked up at him, imploring him to come, his churning cock exploded inside her sucking mouth, spewing hot jets of rich come down her throat.
Leslie sucked his prick furiously. She was squeezing his hanging testicles, pinching them as his agonized prick showered the inside of her cheeks, her tongue and her teeth with thick hot sperm.
Leslie was almost choking as she swallowed, as she kept gulping, slurping on his fiery cock, sucking the vital juice out of his pounding penis. She was frantic as she sucked, moaning, gurgling, her lips smacking against his cock as it penetrated its full length down her throat.
She sucked and sucked until not a dribble remained in the thick, hot stem. Then she pulled away, smiling broadly, licking her lips, staring up at him with love and tenderness in her bright eyes.
"Oh, Jimbo, that was lovely… so lovely so beautiful, and so much… so much come… I love its taste. I do… I do… I do… I love it!"
In the bathroom while he urinated, Leslie kneeled on the floor and watched his hot piss steam and bubble into the toilet bowl. She guided his prick, aiming it as he streamed into the water, making it foam and bubble, Leslie fascinated by the sight and the erotic sounds.
When he was finished, she held his dwindling penis in her hand. She kissed it from the top to the base of the powerful staff. She licked the tip again and again, her eyes dancing as she looked up at him, at his strong naked body, then down to his masculine feet. She wrapped her long hair around his penis, drying off her saliva. Then she stood up. She swallowed and grinned.
"We're goofy, abnormal and all that stuffy I know, but, Jimbo, I love it. I love US!"
When he finished his shower, Leslie had his breakfast almost ready. She sat like a mistress, her naked body glowing, her nipples erect, her eyes smiling as she watched him eat the crisp bacon and the farm eggs.
"What a wonderful way to begin the day!" he sighed, reaching over to give her a forkful of egg. "I hardly know how to thank you, old lady!" he smiled.
"Do you like me as your old lady?"
"I love it. I'm your old man."
Before she finished cleaning up the kitchen, James Groten took his attache case and was on his way to the office. Even though it was Saturday, he had much work to do, plans to be made, a prospectus to be prepared. Unlike most men, he enjoyed his work.
"I'll see you for supper, honey," he had said, going out the door. Leslie grinned. She covered her pussy with her cupped palm and James laughed. "You can have some of this for an appetizer, Jimbo, okay?"
He laughed heartily and was gone. He felt lightheaded and extremely content.
Leslie returned to her studies.
About half an hour before she kind of expected her new friend, Catherine Dorchester, Leslie took a warm bath. When she dried the perfumed water from her stunning nakedness, she slipped into a pair of transparent panties. She admired her luxurious bush of curly dark brown pussy hair so perfectly visible through the sheer nylon. She loved the way the tight panties hugged her luscious buttocks and clung to her prominent mound, pinching her delicate pussy lips.
She sprayed one of her many perfume atomizers, and the seductive, nose-tingling aroma lay like a thin, second skin on her shimmering loveliness. She massaged the perfume into her ripe, succulent breasts. She sprayed her toes. Then she slipped into a brand new pale lavender cashmere sweater, so soft on her bare flesh. She pinched her pale pink nipples and watched them stiffen. She buttoned only the two bottom buttons of the expensive sweater, her exquisite breasts almost completely exposed.
"You look good enough to eat," she said to her reflection in the mirror…
She had just finished making her father's bed and straightening up his room when the doorbell rang. Her naked breasts jiggling merrily, she rushed to the door. She noticed how excited she was, even anxious. She wondered briefly if drinking her father's hot sperm was working like a kind of aphrodisiac. Could be, she smiled to herself and opened the door.
"Holy cow!" Catherine exclaimed, her eyes traveling swiftly and meaningfully over Leslie's half-naked body, lingering on her sloping breasts, falling down to stare at her mound of rich, curly pussy hair. "You look just delicious, honey!"
"Thank you."
"I mean it!"
"I know you do."
"I really do. Delicious. Yummy… yummy, I mean."
Leslie showed Catherine around the new apartment.
"It's dreamy, honey," Catherine smiled. "It's a real love nest!"
"Wait till I tell you… just wait!" Leslie cried, and it seemed as natural as apple pie that the two young girls should embrace. "Oh, do you smell delicious!"
Leslie held Catherine close. Then they kissed and the kiss ignited wild fires in both their young bodies. "Gosh… wow!"
"What can I put on that's sexy?" Catherine asked.
In Leslie's room, Catherine climbed out of her faded jeans. She took off her tailored shirt. "Take off your bra, darling," said Leslie.
"I know. Isn't it stupid? But Mom would fry me in oil if I went out of the house without one. She's so strict with me, she's impossible!"
Leslie gasped when she saw Catherine's naked breasts. They were so full and ripe, a bit larger than her own. Her nipples were brown and very tiny. She had a small birthmark on the sloping curve of her right breast. Leslie bent her head and kissed it. "Wow…wow! Wow!"
"Why don't you just put the shirt back on? Leave it open, okay? That's really sexy," Leslie giggled, sitting back on the bed, one knee raised, her pussy hair shining through the sheer nylon panties that hugged her crotch so intimately.
"I can't take my eyes off you, honey," Catherine sighed. "You're so beautiful!"
"And so are you."
"Not half as you…"
Wearing only the shirt, barefoot as was Leslie, the two of them went into the kitchen for a cigarette. Leslie opened another bottle of wine, struggling with the corkscrew.
They sat next to each other at the kitchen table. Here Leslie began her story of what had happened between she and her father. During the accounting, Catherine was stroking her own breasts, squeezing her nipples as she listened, her lips parted as Leslie described sucking Jimbo's cock.
"It's out of sight! Out of sight!" Catherine gasped.
As the wine began to take hold of the two delicious females, they felt their passion arising. Especially Leslie. She now sat closer to Catherine, her arm around the smaller girl's shoulder, their faces close.
"This is how I sucked his hot prick," Leslie said. She bent her head. She opened Catherine's shirt, exposing her snowy breasts. She licked her brown nipple, then swallowed it into her mouth, billowing her cheeks. She squeezed Catherine's exquisite breast and lapped the nipple rapidly.
"Like this… you like it… what I'm doing?"
"Oh, wow! I love it! Don't stop! Ohoooooo, I love your tongue! It's mad! Out of sight! Lick it. Yessss, lick and suck it… oh… GOD!"
Leslie raised her head. She petted Catherine's saliva-coated breast, teasing her nipple. "Let's go into the bedroom, honey. I'm horny… horny for you. Oh, am I!"



CHAPTER ELEVEN


Leslie threw herself down on the bed. She felt warm and cuddly. She could feel her delicious young breasts swelling. Her nipples were tingling. She moved over and made room for Catherine Dorchester.
"Oh, you smell so good!" Catherine exclaimed, putting her arms in back of her neck, stretching, her shirt opening all the way, exposing her naked breasts. She raised up her knees, then stretched again. This exercise had the effect of opening the bottom tails of the long shirt and revealing her soft, brown pussy hair, her lovely naked thighs.
"And you look good enough to eat," Leslie said, raising up on one elbow, her eyes caressing Catherine's glowing nakedness from her neck to her conical breasts, then lower, over her soft belly, circling around and then studying her beautifully defined patch of pussy hair growing so abundantly between her open thighs.
"So, know tell me all about it… everything… leave nothing out, honey," Catherine sighed, turning on her side to face Leslie.
"Well," Leslie began, and soon her fingers were caressing Catherine's bare titties as she talked on and on about she and her father, how he had gone down on her pussy, how thrilling it had been when he sucked on her exposed asshole. She told her how she had come and how his tongue whipped and teased, how his fingers probed and how he had sucked on her breasts until she was going insane with passion, one violent orgasm alter another sweeping over her trembling frame.
As she kept talking, Catherine had slid down lower on the bed. She had one hand inside Leslie's sheer nylon panties. Her fingers were curling Leslie's rich pussy hair. One finger would glide between Leslie's moist pussy lips and she would moan and open her thighs wider. Once Catherine slid a finger up in deep and Leslie screamed.
"Oh, honey… ohooooooooo, honey!"
Another time, and this happened while Leslie was spelling out the details of how her father had first licked her quivering pussy, Catherine was nursing on her breasts. Her lips covered the erect nipples, her teeth nibbling. Then her mouth opened really wide and Catherine swallowed her soft, snowy white breast. Leslie interrupted her story. She suddenly sat back. Then kneeling, she slipped her panties down to her knees.
"Oh, how beautiful!" Catherine had exclaimed.
Then Leslie crawled over Catherine and sat her bare buttocks down on Catherine's naked belly. Leslie began wiggling sensually, guiding Catherine's hands up so they could grasp her bouncing breasts, so Catherine's fingers could pinch and tease and squeeze her luscious flesh. She raised up and down slowly, loving the smacking noise of her naked buttocks as they struck Catherine's bare belly, and then up higher, on her breasts. As Leslie shifted up, higher and then higher until her gaping pussy was almost touching Catherine's chin, Catherine was still fondling and stroking Leslie's jiggling titties.
"This is just like riding a horse, honey," Leslie sighed, her breath coming faster. She loved the naked sensations, the smacking sound when her buttocks would smash down, and the tickling sensation when Catherine's pointy nipple would stab into her buttocks or the inside of her white thighs when Leslie would open her thighs wide and then place her hot, dampening pussy right over one of Catherine's breasts. She would squirm and ride on it vigorously, her cream coating the silky flesh of Catherine's breast, making her nipple glisten.
"Honey, stop a minute," said Catherine breathlessly. "Honey, kneel up just a bit higher yes, put your pussy right over my chin… oh, how lovely you smell, Leslie. I love how you smell, and your pussy's so pretty, so pink and fresh looking… oh, how pretty!" she sighed.
Then, before Leslie could react, Catherine plunged her open mouth right onto Leslie's hot crotch.
"Ohoooooo, Catherinnnnnneeeee, ohooooooo, yessssss, my oh my… my ohhhhhho!"
Catherine's eyes were dancing in her head. She used her tongue. She pointed it. She dived it between the luscious, moist pussy lips. They felt smooth on her darting tongue.
She used her lips. She kissed and licked. Then she opened her mouth really wide. Grasping Leslie by her hips, she pulled her crotch toward her perspiring face. She began to shove Leslie forward and backward gently, then more quickly as her tongue flashed and penetrated.
"Is this how he did it, honey… is this… is this how… he sucked your… your sweet pussy? Is this how… he jammed his tongue in? Ohooooooo, tell me… tell me, Leslie. Reach in back and stick your fingers up into me while while I suck you the way he… the way he sucked your cunt… ohoooooo, yessssssss. yessssssssss in deeper…put your fingers up harder… up deeper!!Oh my God, wiggle them, Leslie! Wiggle wig… wig… give it to me, Leslie, oh… wow… oh wow!"
Leslie was now sitting up on Catherine's face. Her upper body was twisted. As she rode her hot pussy all over Catherine's probing tongue, she used her left hand and fingers all over Catherine's yawning pussy, stabbing her fingers in, puffing them out, wiping Catherine's juices all over her own breasts, returning her fingers and fucking Catherine's cunt at the same time she felt her own pussy leaking profusely, able to see her rich shining juices coating Catherine's chin, her cheeks and her nose and mouth.
"Oh… you're making me come… Leslie! You're making me come! Yes! Yes! Oh, wow! Oh shit… ohooooo, Leslie…don't stop… stop… wow! Oh shit… ohoooooo, Leslie…don't stop… don't!Don't…ohooooo!"
Soon both girls were panting. Leslie was literally bouncing up and down as hard as she could. Her lovely breasts were jiggling and swaying from side to side as Catherine's tongue danced madly inside her pussy lips and her teeth gripped hold of her clitoris and bit it. Leslie was screaming and sweating, her hair flying all over, her eyes fluttering open and closed as she knew she was going to come, too.
This orgasm was different from any other she had experienced. It seemed to begin in her swollen breasts. Her nipples, as she squeezed them, actually pained her. She cupped her breasts and massaged them together as the fires built up in her vagina from Catherine's sucking of her fiery flesh.
Then Leslie felt a sharp series of pains in the small of her back. Suddenly her asshole felt hot and began to itch. She knew she was close to coming. With her left hand she began to rub her lower belly, staring down avidly at Catherine, her eyes riveted on her young friend's swirling tongue as it disappeared and then reappeared after being buried deep up her churning pussy.
She next felt a kind of cramp in her left foot, then a swift but pleasurable sensation run all through her. The next thing she knew, she was screaming, swearing and cursing, sobbing and then snorting and grunting as she fed her greedy, hungry pussy to Catherine's devouring mouth.
Then after but seconds, she topped off. She suddenly began an uncontrollable giggling. Then a kind of hysteria overwhelmed her and she lay there on her back, her brief nylon panties still down at her ankles, her pussy wet from her own rich juices and Catherine's saliva.
Both young girls finally lay quietly for the longest time. Finally, Leslie felt Catherine's hand on her thigh. She reached her own hand down. They clasped fingers and held on tightly, both feeling the other's warmth, both savoring what had happened to them so spontaneously.
Both were thinking how wonderful it had all been, how nothing really had been planned, how it all happened so suddenly, unexpectedly. What a fantastic, fabulous miracle they had met in the first place!
Had anyone told the other that they'd both be sharing this kind of pleasurable intimacy so soon, they would have called them insane.
As they lay there comfortably, both so conscious of the other's nakedness, Catherine was still able to taste Leslie's succulent pussy, still trying to tongue one of Leslie's pussy hairs from her back teeth. Catherine was still feeling Leslie's rushing fingers. Both girls felt a tremendous passion for the other. They gripped fingers tighter.
Then Catherine sat up. She felt a little dizzy. It was the wine in the kitchen, she remembered. She smiled down at Leslie. Leslie held her arms open, and Catherine fell into them. They kissed each other's lips tenderly. Catherine wrapped her arms around Leslie. Their naked breasts were now touching and each could feel the other's pointed nipples, the warmth of the other's curvy globes as they began to writhe together and kiss more deeply, their tongues fencing with each other's, Leslie's sucking on Catherine's tongue much the same way that Jimbo had sucked on hers.
Catherine crawled on top of Leslie. She sat up and then, bending, pulled Leslie's panties up tight into her magnificent crotch. Then she slid down and began to kiss the silky crotch of Leslie's panties, biting the sheer material and tugging on it, then pressing her mouth back down and slowly licking the silky crotch. Leslie opened her thighs and began to softly grind her pelvis, arching her back slightly, closing her eyes and just lying back, enjoying the immense intimacy of the scene.
"Roll over, honey… please… honey, roll over for me," Catherine asked softly. "I want to kiss your asshole the way your father did. Want me to do that for you, honey?"
"Ohooooooo, Catherine, yes. Yes… I want you to… to do that… yes… I do. Oh, honey. I do!"
She let Catherine turn her onto her belly.
"What a pretty bottom!" Catherine exclaimed. "It's beautiful! So pretty, honey."
Catherine lay down on the bed, her face close to Leslie's panty-clad buttocks. Through the sheer, almost transparent material, Catherine could see every curve of Leslie's magnificent ass cheeks, the sloping curves as they disappeared and became a part of her exquisite thighs, the hilly rise of her globes and then the flattening out at the base of her spine.
"I'm going to lick your ass through your panties first, honey… you'll like that. They're so tight on your pretty ass. It's obscene looking!"
"But it feels so good."
"I know," said Catherine and then Leslie felt her warm breath as Catherine blew it all over her bottom, bending her face and placing her mouth on Leslie's pussy that was almost naked, the narrow crotch of her panties buried between her luscious, dark brown pussy hair and surrounded by her tender pussy lips.
"My asshole, darling. Do it to my asshole… do it, please," Leslie moaned, squirming and rotating her hips. "Please, lick it. Kiss my asshole… please… please, Catherine…"



CHAPTER TWELVE


Ever since one summer camp experience when she was thirteen, Leslie Groten's need to fantasize began to occupy her more and more. It would demand her attention at the damnedest times and could literally consume her if the didn't pay attention.
Her father called these moods "wool gathering" and although he didn't know what caused or spawned them, he was forever cautioning his young, attractive daughter of the potential dangers involved.
"Now, darling, just suppose you're driving a car and you fall into one of these deep moods. You could crash."
"Daddy Jimbo, I'm not old enough to drive a car," was a common answer to any of his admonitions. Nothing her father warned her of could possibly occur, simply because she was not old enough! That was that!
Until this experience at camp…
Leslie was alone in one of the wooden dressing cabins down at the camp lake. She was a swimming counselor for the younger girls. She'd just finished what seemed to be a "forever" afternoon with these brats when their dining room counselor came along to take them back for their baths and dressing for supper.
Leslie was left alone. Now it was late afternoon. The sun was very warm. Ml day the dressing room had baked in the heat. All was quiet, serene. There was hardly a sound except the chirping of a bird or the singing of a cricket in the woods behind the dressing rooms down by the lake.
Leslie squirmed out of her bathing suit, a one-piece thing she hated but was prescribed by the stuffy camp managers. Once her young breasts were flushed free, she felt gloriously naked! Her fingers caressed them. She cupped her luscious virgin globes with both hands. She rubbed her breasts together, watching as the two pointed nipples touched erotically.
Slowly, as she teased her breasts, her breathing began to increase. She knew this was a sure sign of her falling into one of the "wool gathering" periods. She chased the warning thoughts of her father away.
What could possibly happen out here on the quiet lake in an empty dressing room? No one knew she was there. No one ever came down this far this late in the afternoon.
Who would have any reason to?
She shrugged out of the bathing suit altogether. Now she was stark naked and again that wonderful thrilling sense of freedom overwhelmed her. She wiggled her petite toes and then sat down. From her shoulder bag, she removed the camp's first-aid kit.
No one knew that in one of the six-ounce medicine bottles, she kept a personal supply of cognac. She had learned to like this stuff when her father once gave her a taste. Now she looked forward to sipping it, but only when she was alone and when she was naked. It added something dramatic and thrillingly exciting to her nudity.
She sat down on the hard wooden floor. She loved the feel of the hot boards on her bare buttocks. She sipped from the bottle, then spread her knees wide apart. She looked down at her lovely brown pussy hair, so curly and growing so beautifully to cover her delicious mound. She opened her lips and let a bit of cognac-flavored saliva fall to her pussy hairs.
She did this several times, each time after sipping from the bottle. Now her curly pussy hairs were quite moist; she could also feel the delicious burning sensation of the cognac on her tender pussy lips.
She loved to do this and as she did, she would daydream, go "wool gathering", and if the world had blown up before she finished with her erotic fantasy she wouldn't have heard it.
Now her fingers were dancing madly inside her juicy pussy lips. She rubbed and rubbed. She would squeeze her breasts together. She loved the nude feel of her inner arms against her ripe mounds. She was in seventh heaven, when suddenly -suddenly – she bolted up!
There in the doorway, standing in the hot afternoon sun, and completely naked, was Miss O'Brien, the statuesque chief counselor of the whole Camp Summerlake!
"And what is the meaning of this, Leslie?"
Miss Augusta O'Brien was in her early forties. She was impossibly strict and smiled only at the children's parents or visitors. She was a harsh taskmaster and although the campers respected her, they also feared her, especially the punishments meeted out for any infraction of the many camp rules.
Augusta O'Brien was a woman of little patience, the camp's judge, the camp's jury. She lived alone in the elaborate tree-house that served as the camp's headquarters.
"I'm sorry, Miss O'Brien." Leslie knew there was no point of lying. Miss O'Brien had probably been watching her for a long time.
"Do you realize the seriousness of what you were doing, Leslie? Playing with one's genitals is not only a sin, it's unhealthy – and you are to be punished!"
Leslie hung her head. She knew that the counselors never suffered the punishment or the deprivations the campers did, such as no dessert at meals. Miss O'Brien had no authority to use her hands on any camper, and Leslie well knew this.
But when Miss Augusta O'Brien's sense of smell was somehow brought into play in the next few seconds while Leslie hastily struggled back into her swimsuit, Leslie feared the very worst.
"This is whiskey, Leslie!" Miss O'Brien stood up, her legs astride. Her bare mound of pussy hair stood out prominently. Her large naked breasts were heaving as she stood there towering above the cringing Leslie.
In panic, Leslie grasped Miss O'Brien's naked knee. "Oh, please… please, Miss O'Brien, I can explain. I can if you'll let me. Please!"
Both of Leslie's hands were in contact with Augusta O'Brien's naked flesh. Leslie's face, tearstained, was upturned, her eyes staring between Miss O'Brien's pendulous breasts. They were beseeching Miss O'Brien to be less stern.
"Leslie, there is little to explain. You understand, I know, that playing with yourself down there, your vagina, even your breasts," she said, touching her own tentatively, "is definitely out of order on the camp's premises. Drinking whiskey, or whatever this stuff is, is a crime here at Camp Summerlake! Do I need to emphasize that, Leslie? You've been here two summers now and you know our rules are made to be obeyed and enforced."
Leslie's grip on Miss O'Brien's knees was stronger now. The crying young girl was hugging her face to Augusta O'Brien's naked thigh.
"Please, please, Miss O'Brien, don't throw me out. Please, don't telephone my mother. She'll kill me if she finds out! Please, I beg of you. I'll not do it anymore, I promise. I promise you with all my heart!" Leslie cried.
Leslie kneeled up when Miss O'Brien instructed her to. Now her face was directly opposite Miss O'Brien's lush pubic hair, a veritable forest of thick curly black hair forming a large triangle between her thick thighs.
Leslie's sobbing and crying was bordering on hysteria. "Leslie," said Miss O'Brien, "what would your father do to you if he found out?"
"He'd spank me so I couldn't stand up," she sobbed.
For the next few minutes Miss O'Brien seemed to relent. She lectured her young counselor, but as she did she kept staring at her young body, at her quivery breasts naked inside the loosely fitting top of the bathing suit because one shoulder strap had fallen down.
Then suddenly Miss O'Brien said, "Suppose I forgive you this time, Leslie? Do I have your sincere promise that you won't try to inflame your genitals anymore… the way you were doing?"
"Oh, yes, Miss O'Brien, I'll promise anything to you. Just please don't tell my parents. My mother…"
"Leslie, would you promise not to steal any more of this whiskey?" she asked, bringing the bottle up to her nose.
"Oh, yes. Yes… yes."
Miss O'Brien backed away. Leslie was still kneeling on the wooden boards. Miss O'Brien looked out the door at the limpid lake. Her eyes searched around. She saw no one. She came back into the dressing cabin. She closed the door behind her. Leslie saw she had her own bathing suit wrapped up in a towel.
"Now, Leslie, do you understand what I'm talking about… about irritating and inflaming your genitals?"
"Oh, yes, I think… I think I do, Miss O'Brien, but I'm not really hurting myself… in fact…"
"In fact, what?"
"Well," answered Leslie, lowering her eyes, "it's not a hurt feeling, really, so much as it's… it's a…"
"It's a what, Leslie?" Miss Augusta O'Brien's voice was growing more and more gentle. She stood quite close to the trembling girl, who was still down on her knees. Now she put her hands on the girl's naked shoulders. Then she ran her fingers up her neck to her face. She wiped the tears still flowing from Leslie Groten's soft eyes.
"Well, it's a kind of nice feeling, Miss O'Brien."
"Do you play with yourself down there often, Leslie?"
"No, not too often. Just now and then when I'm alone and able to be naked… like I was when you caught me, Miss O'Brien. Oh, I'm so sorry. Please. Please forgive me. You are going to forgive me, aren't you, Miss O'Brien? I'll promise never to do it again."
"Now just be quiet," said the older woman. She felt and had to admit a series of violent quakings simmering through her towering nakedness. Her breasts suddenly felt heavier. She was conscious of a tickling sensation in her thick-lipped vagina. Even her large brown nipples were beginning to sting and to stiffen naughtily.
"Just be quiet, Leslie."
Augusta O'Brien pressed the young girl's damp face closer to her naked, muscular belly. She could feel Leslie's wet tears on her skin, Leslie's warm breath just above her forest of thick pubic hair. She pressed the girl's face even closer and began to stroke her head and neck.
As for Leslie, with her face now pressed intimately close to Augusta O'Brien's belly, she was also feeling strange, delicious sensations flowing through her trembling body. She forced herself to stop crying. But each time Miss O'Brien would touch her neck or her shoulders with affection – something Leslie longed for desperately – she broke out into hot tears all over again.
She was still kneeling. Miss O'Brien took her arms and arranged them around her own waist. Now Leslie's fingers could feel the firm, warm skin of Miss O'Brien's body, the soft curve of her waist and, as her fingers fluttered, the sloping curve of her heavy buttocks.
"Leslie, I'll forgive you… but only if…"
Leslie looked up, her eyes wide, her lips parted. A warm glow of happiness, of deep gratitude, was beginning to sweep over her quivering frame.
"Oh, if… if what, Miss O'Brien? I'll do anything for you. Anything… ask me anything!"
Miss O'Brien closed her eyes. Then she opened them. She spread her legs apart slightly, gently. She pushed Leslie back a bit. "Leslie, show me what you touch when you play with yourself. Show me here," she said, patting her own hairy vagina.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN


In the two years that had slipped by so swiftly in young Leslie Groten's happy life, she was never to forget the intense, passionate thrills of that first afternoon with Miss O'Brien.
She would always remember how terribly afraid she had been, how terrified she was that she would be thrown out of Camp Summerlake, that her parents would know and she had no estimate of what punishment she would have received from them – had Miss O'Brien not changed her mind.
The experience also taught young Leslie that her "wool gathering" episodes weren't all that destructive or dangerous as her father kept reminding her. She would never regret one moment of that afternoon and the following gorgeous evenings in Miss O'Brien's private tree-house apartment high in the trees.
But she treasured that afternoon in the dressing room cabin – even though it started out so badly.
When Augusta O'Brien had first asked her to touch her between her thighs, Leslie's heart started pumping wildly. She felt all sweaty for some reason and very horny. She could smell the warmth of her own cunt and easily detected the aroma of the cognac that had dribbled between her young, coral-pink-pussy lips. She could still remember the lovely, slow-burning sensations.
Miss O'Brien was sitting down on her spread out towel. Leslie sat up close to her. For a long time the young girl looked into the older woman's eyes – and with a kind of loving affection Leslie had never before had an opportunity to display so honestly.
And Miss O'Brien was reciprocating. Her voice was soft, her manner calm and gentle – quite the opposite from those early moments when Leslie had been sobbing her poor heart out in fear of the punishment she was to receive.
"So that's the part you like to touch when you play with yourself down there, is that it, Leslie?"
"Oh, yes," the young girl had replied. "This is it. Just brushing your finger over it lightly gives me the wild shivers all over. It makes me feel all snuggly and warm, too."
Leslie's index finger was flipping lazily over Miss O'Brien's erecting clitoris. Her cunt was dampening as Leslie's finger played and wandered in the folds of bliss O'Brien's thick pussy lips. There was so much hair and it was so thick. It hid the purple thick lips and was growing moist as Leslie's finger teased.
"I like it, honey," moaned Miss O'Brien. "It really feels good."
"I told you it did," said the girl.
Now Miss O'Brien's thighs were farther apart. Both her knees were raised, and as Leslie played, she lay her head gently against Miss O'Brien's left knee. She was staring at Miss O'Brien's luscious, heavy breasts, at her dark nipples. Leslie could see them pointing and retreating as she stirred her finger through her juicy pussy lips.
"Do you ever stick your finger up inside, Leslie?" Miss O'Brien asked. Her breathing was increasing. Her eyes were opening, closing, even fluttering as she began to writhe gently in response to the tantalizing finger.
"I love to do that, too," Leslie replied, "but I usually lay back like this," she said. She demonstrated by lying back on the warm wooden boards.
"But not with your bathing suit on, dear?" Miss O'Brien questioned. Now her cunt was really vibrating. When the young girl withdrew her finger to lay back, Miss O'Brien felt an unaccustomed surging deep inside the vault of her famished vagina.
Years had passed since Miss O'Brien had fingered herself. She hadn't had a lover in as many years and had never once entertained any kind of lesbian relationship.
Even this, she told herself now, looking tenderly at the young girl, wasn't lesbianism. It was more like affection, kindness, tenderness.
"Oh, no. I love to be naked when I finger deep up inside. I love to play with my breasts and suck on my thumb at the same time. It makes me feel so good all over – and when I sip a little of the cognac, it almost drives me crazy," she explained.
"Don't you want to take off your suit, honey?" Miss O'Brien asked. "After all, you were naked when I came in… and I am, honey. It's all right. I'm sure."
Shortly Leslie Groten was naked. Miss O'Brien gasped when she lay back and opened her thighs wide. Leslie raised up one knee. "Look, watch. You'll see just howl do it, Miss O'Brien."
Miss O'Brien was panting. Her pussy cream was literally oozing out of her hot cunt, drenching the thick hairs surrounding the lips.
Miss O'Brien bent closer. She was staring now as Leslie inserted two fingers up inside her vagina. She saw her hand now caressing her breasts, rubbing her erect nipples. Leslie was sucking her thumb as she stabbed her two fingers in and out, slowly at first, then, as her passion began to flame, with more speed.
"Oh, honey," moaned Miss O'Brien. "You look just like an angel. Do you want me to touch you, too? Just like you did me, on your little clitoris?"
"If you want to, oh, yes. I'd like that. I know I would. It's never happened, but I just know I'd like you to touch it very, very much."
Miss O'Brien changed her position on the towel. She spread out on it on her belly. She was conscious of her heavy breasts squashing on the towel. Her nipples were so alive they were tingling.
She moved up closer. Now her face was an inch away from Leslie's delicious cunt. She was fascinated as the girl's fingers flew in and out. She stuck out her index finger and dragged it between the moist folds of the virgin cunt.
Leslie squealed in passion. "Oh, my goodness. Golly, that felt good! Do it again. Oh, that's really something, your finger doing what it's doing when I play up inside. It's marvelous, Miss O'Brien. Just marvelous!!"
Miss O'Brien rested her face on Leslie's undulating belly. How good and clean she smelled! She watched Leslie's fingers pinching her nipples, sucking so vigorously on her thumb. She was sowing more and more insane with a passion she had never known before this very minute.
She couldn't resist. She bent her head and took one of Leslie's nipples into her mouth. She sucked on it tenderly, then nibbled it with her teeth as the young girl squirmed and twisted, her fingers now working madly up inside her pounding virgin vagina.
"Oh, Miss O'Brien, it's heaven. It's heaven!" Leslie squealed, grinding her hips now and arching her back as Miss O'Brien's index finger scratched and caressed her inflamed clitoris.
"Honey," the older woman breathed. "Do you think it would feel different… if… if I – instead of doing this with my finger – if I tickled it down here, I mean, just with my tongue?"
Augusta O'Brien had a fantastic desire to kiss Leslie between her darling legs, to plant a hundred kisses on her warm thighs – to maybe lick the sleek white juices she could now see coating like a film all over Leslie's exposed pussy lips.
"Oh, I do. I do. I've even imagined that, Miss O'Brien. Oh, would you? Would you, maybe, do that… with your tongue, down there?"
"Oh, darling. Oh, my little darling," Miss O'Brien crooned. She shifted down. Leslie withdrew her fingers. They were covered with her love juices. Miss O'Brien took them to her lips. She smelled them. She stuck out her tongue. She licked the warm, juice-coated fingers, then sucked them into her mouth.
Leslie moaned. She was now rubbing her breasts, moaning and writhing, but when the felt Miss O'Brien's warm breath on her belly and then the touch of her mouth on her hot horny cunt, she screamed aloud. The noise echoed inside the sun-baked cabin dressing room.
"Oh!" Leslie screamed. "Oh, my God! It's crazy. It's crazy!!"
Now Miss O'Brien was sucking Leslie's tender cunt lips. She was kissing wildly, passionately. She would lick her tongue all over Leslie's trembling belly, then kiss her thighs, her fingers fondling and caressing Leslie's warm breasts. Then she would bury her face between the girl's open thighs and suck with all her strength.
Leslie was squirming all over the floor. She was moving across the wooden boards. Miss O'Brien, still on her belly, gripping Leslie's upthrust legs, was following her, her body now off the towel, her heavy breasts scraping across the rough wooden planks in the cabin.
In not too many more moments, Leslie's moans were turning into deep animal-like grunts. She was breathing through her open mouth. Her head was swaying from side to side. Her toes were wiggling. She was twisting and turning, almost as if she were trying to escape the furious tongue sucking.
"Oh, suck me. Oh, Miss… Miss O'Brien, your tongue! Oh, God… it's happening! Oh, now yes! Yes! Now, it's… oh golly!!"
So – that was the beginning.
And even as Leslie Groten lay quietly, Miss O'Brien's face was still close to her open pussy. She would breathe in Leslie's youthful odors. She would lick up over her belly. She would nibble on her delicious breasts. She would kiss her and when their tongues met for the first time, Miss O'Brien trembled.
The older woman loved kissing Leslie. She loved nursing on her nipples. She liked to run her wet tongue down her pretty legs. She adored kissing the young girl's little toes.
She would embrace her. She would hold her closely to her shivering naked body. She urged the younger girl to suck on her nipples as she did to her, to massage and rub her breasts together, to weigh them in her hands and then let them fall heavily before Leslie would grip one of her rubbery nipples between her teeth and chew on it as Miss O'Brien cried out for her to do.
Leslie would never forget that the sun was already sinking and there was a bright golden glow, a reflection in the quiet lake waters before they both put their bathing suits back on and took separate paths back to the camp.
And that evening, very late, was the first time that Leslie sneaked up into the treehouse and spent more delicious moments with her first female lover.
That entire summer was one of bliss and incredible happiness for young Leslie Groten.
And why all these memories were now flowing through Leslie Groten's thoughts was because of what her new friend Catherine had done to her only minutes ago.
She loved having her buttocks caressed, her skin licked, and especially her cute little asshole teased with the tip of a tongue.
It had been Miss O'Brien who had done it to her first – and it was to Miss O'Brien's twitching asshole and hungry hairy pussy that Leslie had first paid a kind of homage she associated with the imagined beauties of heaven itself.
Now it was Catherine's turn to have her asshole worshipped…



CHAPTER FOURTEEN


The atmosphere of a normally busy work day in a business office is so radically different from a quiet Saturday when the monstrous office buildings seem to be taking a breather. James Groten was delighted! There was not a sound to be heard as he sat behind his desk reading the outline for the new prospectus he was about to write.
Some thirty floors up in the clouds over the vast city he felt as though he had ascended into another world. From his window he could see the winding river in the distance. Taller buildings with their pointed spires grew up all around him. As his ears grew more and more accustomed to the profound silence, he could distinguish the faint ticking of the water cooler out in the corridor. Once he heard it gurgle, and for some reason, this amused him.
Then suddenly, abruptly, the caressing silence was shattered. He heard a door slam shut down at the far end of the corridor. The noise waves rushed with explosive force into his ears.
Someone had come in the office entrance foyer.
He heard the swift, evenly paced tap-tap of a woman's high heels coming down the corridor in his direction. He looked up.
"Good morning, Mr. Groten!"
It was Alice Duerr.
"You surprised, James?"
"How did you know I was here?" he smiled. He was really pleased to see her. She sat on the edge of his desk. The folds of her coat had opened and he could see a long expanse of sheer nylon pantyhose right up to the crotch of a brief pair of hot pants hugging her vagina, molding and outlining her hairy mound.
She lit a cigarette. "Called your house. Had something important to discuss with you." She dragged on the cigarette and exhaled. "Found you were here. Your little daughter has a lovely voice. Sounds bright!"
James thanked her for the compliment.
"I'm not disturbing you… too… much, am I?" she asked, a foxy grin in her deep eyes. She had a lovely face. She was wearing her long hair as a frame around it, and he was impressed.
"Nope… not too much," he grinned. "I did want to deliver this thing by early next week. It'll put us a month ahead, if you know what I mean."
"That's what I came to talk to you about. I would have phoned, but there's no way to reach any of the interior phones on weekends or holidays." She unbuttoned the top buttons on her suede coat. She slid it off her shoulders. He caught his breath. "So I just came on down. You're not the only one with a key," she laughed.
Her breasts, under an impossibly tight leather bolero vest which revealed more than it obscured, were positively fabulous! Her long arms were stark naked. The vest laced down the front and he had no difficulty in seeing the wonderful curves and the mysterious dark cleavage between her tantalizingly beautiful globes.
When she stood up and hung her coat up behind his on the office door, he caught his breath again. The hot pants hugged her rounded buttocks like a glove. The crack of her ass dividing her luscious bottom cheeks was unusually exaggerated, the soft initial curves of her swelling buttocks excitingly visible.
"I've never seen anything so sexy!" he exclaimed.
"Thank you, James. Believe it or not, I did it for you." She sat back down on the desk. This time she balanced her high-heeled foot on the edge of his chair. She was facing him. She hugged her knee up to her chin. She stared smilingly into his eyes.
"I think I treated you rather shabbily when we were in the apartment," she said softly. "I don't know what got into me, pushing you around like that. Forgive me, James, pretty please?"
As she leaned forward, he could smell her delicious perfume. He could see her flesh between the wide laces of the bolero vest. As she leaned to stub out her cigarette, only half smoked, he saw her left nipple. It was erect and full.
"I guess I forgive you, Alice."
She took another cigarette from an open pack on his desk. She bent forward as he lit it for her. Her long hair almost caught fire. They both laughed.
"Does my little costume arouse you, James?"
She stood and spun around on her tiptoes, thrusting her buttocks back at him, then bending half over, then giggling and standing up straight, throwing her bare shoulders back and thrusting out her massive breasts.
"Need you ask?"
She laughed. "Stand up. Let me see… if I do excite you."
"No."
"Oh, James… James, why you're embarrassed, aren't you?"
"So would you be," he grinned. His cock was fully erect, smothering inside his shorts, pressing up against his hairy stomach, almost reaching up to his belly button.
"Stand up. Let me see, you dirty young man!"
He felt his face blushing, his blood rushing up to his head. He felt sweat trickling in his armpits. But he stood up. Alice Duerr gasped.
"My God! Look at the size of that prick!"
Hearing the word prick in the office stunned his sensitive ears.
He blushed again.
"James," she said seductively, "want me to take it out for you, darling? Want me to? Want to walk around the office with your prick hanging out?"
"You're vulgar," he said, "but I love it." He stood in front of her. She kneeled. She looked up at his face. Her hand brushed over the front of his pants. Her fingers outlined his prick from the base to the tip. Then she bent her head and brushed her lips across his pants. His prick throbbed.
"James, I wanted to do this to you from the first time I laid eyes on you… believe that?"
Without waiting for him to answer, he watched her fingers unzip his fly. Then he felt her warm hand entering the fly. He felt her fingers searching for the opening of his underwear. Then she touched his bare prick. He felt a terrible churning in his balls. He began to quiver. When her fingers curled around his naked staff, he gritted his teeth.
All this while she was staring up at his face, watching his reactions as her fingers began to stroke and caress, as her fingernails crawled delightfully up and down. Her thumb snapped against the head of his prick.
"I'm going to take your prick out and look at it, James. Then… James…" she paused, still manipulating his prick, but lightly, "James, would you like me to… to kiss it for you… like how you kissed me… my cunt… back in the apartment?"
James Groten was groaning as she kept purring. Down on her knees, James could see the full swelling curves of her magnificent breasts. She was breathing more and more rapidly now. She looked up again.
"James, want me to suck it?"
She took it out of his pants. "Oh, James, look here. Look down here," she cried, holding it, her fingers curled around the staff, her hand moving gently from side to side. She blew hot breath all over the head of his cock.
"It's leaking, James. It wants to come, doesn't it? He wants to shoot, doesn't he?"
With this, she glanced up once more and then, opening her lips, glided his thick, hot prick into her mouth. She took all of his prick down her throat. Then she pulled back, coughing a little. Again she sucked his entire, shaft into her mouth. Then she pulled away again. Using her pink tongue, she began to flutter it from the top of his cock down to the hairy base. Finally she took it back into her sucking hot mouth and worked on it violently, jerking it with her one hand. Swaying it from side to side, she began pounding it against her cheeks, on her nose, up to her chin before she'd dive back onto his cock and he would see it vanish into her mouth.
He didn't know how much more of this he could take without coming. All his strength was now stored in his balls and they were pounding. When he felt her fingers squeeze his testicles, he gritted his teeth once more. But this gesture was useless!
He exploded right into her sucking mouth, his come spitting out furiously, bombarding the inside of her cheeks. It coated her teeth as she sucked furiously, her cheeks billowing, her eyes opening and closing and then staring wide as she felt his pounding cock quivering inside her mouth. She swallowed every gob of hot sticky ooze, almost gagging – until he stopped holding her head and stopped pumping into her face as if he were fucking her cunt.
For the longest while Alice Duerr kept his prick inside her mouth. Then she let it slip out. She held it tenderly. She kissed it all over. She kissed his balls as she held them in the palm of her right hand. Her tongue slashed his hairy testicles, then her lips nibbled at them while her fingers massaged his softening penis.
She stood up. He held her close. Her tongue went into his mouth. They kissed ravenously, Alice pinching his buttocks, her hands moving up and down his back as she pressed her massive breasts against his shirt.
"Well," she sighed, breaking away. "Now how did you like that?"
"I've got to sit down," he smiled. "I don't know what to say."
"Say thank you," she smiled back at him. She sat again on the edge of his desk. Again she put her high-heeled feet up on the edge of his swivel chair. She picked up the cigarette but it had gone out. He gave her another. He lit it for her. She dragged in deeply, her deep, penetrating eyes never leaving his.
"I was really thirsty, huh?" she laughed.
"And I was like a fountain. Unbelievable!"
"Well, James… now that that's over, maybe we can get down to a little business, huh?"
"You're too much… too much!" he laughed.
As they worked together efficiently, the time flew. They went out for lunch and hurried back, Alice's sexy outfit almost creating a panic in the small Italian restaurant.
At about three o'clock they were both pleasantly shocked to find that they'd finished the job.
They went into Alice's private office. She let him slide down her hot pants, then her sheer transparent pantyhose. She sat up on her desk. He sat in her chair. She raised her knees up over his shoulders. He buried his face in her hairy crotch and sucked her clitoris until she was writhing frantically, screaming and groaning.
"I want you to fuck me," she murmured. "I want your prick up my cunt, James."
"Come home with me," he said. "We can be alone there. I'll send the kids out to the movies, okay?"
"Yes. Yesssssss… yes! Suck me all over again! Suck my cunt… ohoooooo, James, eat my cunt… and then… then… ohoooooooo, then we'll go… we'll go to your place…"



CHAPTER FIFTEEN


Alice Duerr was amazed that James lived so close to the office. "It's a pleasant walk," he told her. They crossed the street arm in arm. "Thank you for sucking me so beautifully," she sighed, kissing his cheek. "I can't explain why, but I just knew you'd be good at it," she smiled, letting her arm fall, her hand glancing over his buttocks. James blushed slightly.
From the corner of his eye, he watched her as she walked close beside him. Her long hair bouncing, her breasts jiggling under her expensive suede coat. He loved the idea that she'd taken off her pantyhose, that she wore only her hotpanth, her moist cunt and delicious buttocks naked under the binding material.
"Do you think your daughter will like me?"
"I don't see why not." He didn't. But there was one thing… one thing only. Leslie just might possibly be jealous. In fact, he knew she would be if she thought he'd had sex with this marvelously attractive older woman who dressed so seductively, obviously terribly proud of her gorgeous breasts, her pointed nipples and especially her sensual regions below her cinched-in waist.
"Young girls are often very jealous of women already generating modes of and erotic torture he knew they had the space to spread such as I," she laughed gaily as they crossed Third Avenue and turned into Gramercy Park. "Oh, James," she blurted out suddenly, "this reminds me."
"Of what?" he asked, squeezing her arm. He was enjoying her company thoroughly. He could hardly wait until he'd shooed the children away and he could be alone with her on his own turf, so to speak.
His brain was seduction, capture she'd enjoy where out.
Alice smiled up at him. "Well, you know that group of computer experts who are coming in?"
"I've heard about them."
"Well, they're all Italians and the boss told me to make arrangements to take them to a reasonably good Italian restaurant their first night."
"So?"
"Well, there's one right here. It's off Gramercy Park, down on Irving Place. Let's drop in there first, okay? We'll have a drink while I study the menu. Then, if it's an okay place, I'm going to book the reservations. Might as well do it while I'm nearby, don't you think?"
James Groten agreed. The restaurant's name was La Mama and it was deserted except for the manager. This old man provided Alice with two different menus and vanished after putting a bottle of wine and two polished goblets down on the booth table.
If they needed him, he would be way in the back but he could hear them if they yelled out. If anyone knocked on the locked front door, they were to ignore it because the place was closed and didn't open until the dinner hour.
"So, we're quite alone," Alice smiled. Her hand fell to his thigh and as he poured the wine, she caressed up his leg till her fingertips found his hardening cock.
"Sometimes children Leslie's age can be very difficult where sexual jealousy is concerned," James said after having thought it over. He wondered if Alice knew anything about the intensity of children's passion – such as Leslie's. He wondered what her reaction would be to his current and developing sexual involvement with his young daughter.
"Oh, James, I'm sure she'll like me. I didn't say she wouldn't. But her jealousy is sure to be there unless she's an exceptional child – and I mean exceptional."
James thought Leslie was exceptional and he said so. He placed Alice's glass on the table. Then his hand slipped under the tablecloth and his fingers came into contact with her warm silky flesh. Alice parted her legs slightly and James was now petting and stroking the soft inside of her thighs. Alice was looking at him thoughtfully as she stroked and fondled his penis, still inside his trousers.
"Young girls, while we're on the subject, James, are strange where jealousy and sex is concerned. Take me, for example…"
"I'd take you anywhere," he laughed.
"I wish you would," she laughed back. "God, I'm getting horny all over again. Play with my cunt, James."
"Slide down your hot pants, Alice, down to your knees, okay?"
"Oh, James, just your asking me to do that makes me want to come all over your fingers."
She raised up, and in seconds his hand was caressing her bare bottom globes and sneaking between her thighs as she took down the hot pants and stepped out of them. Now she was naked from the waist down, the tablecloth protecting her from view had there been anyone watching – but there was no one.
"This is so sexy, sitting half-naked in a public restaurant. Oh, I love it! I love it, James. Put your fingers up inside my slit. It's so hot, James. So wet and hot, darling."
James Groten turned his body halfway. Now he was facing her. His right hand was caressing the top of her hare buttocks. His left hand was under the tablecloth. His fingers were squirming between her parted thighs. She was caressing her breasts lightly as she lay with her head thrown back. Her eyes were closed, in ecstasy. Her pink tongue kept flashing over her open lips. She was breathing deeply, writhing as his fingers worked her into a frenzy of passion.
"Oh, James, not too much, darling. Oh, I'll come, I'll come… if you keep jabbing your thumb in like that!"
"Okay, let's just talk then and you enjoy yourself, okay?"
"Yes, it's so nice and quiet in here. I kind of like this place." She looked up at him. They kissed silently. "Want me to tell you about myself when I was a young girl your daughter's age, James? I can illustrate what I mean what I think about jealousy."
"I'm interested. Go on."
"Well, when I was about fifteen, my father had remarried. My stepmother was a real beauty. My mother was nice and sweet but she was never beautiful. Until she died, my dad and she got along perfectly. Well, anyway…"
"I was jealous as all hell. I liked my stepmother for a while before they got married, but after that, I was so envious I could cry myself to sleep. Everything she did, I emulated. I was a real copycat, just so my father would take some notice of me, see?"
"Well, one day my stepmother had an emergency call to go back to Wisconsin, I don't remember the reason now, no death in the family, nothing like that, but it was an important reason."
"James, the minute she was gone, I started to seduce my own father. Can you believe that?"
James Groten nodded. Yes. He could believe that!
"Well, and this may shock you, I did everything I could imagine to get him excited. I was big enough to wear Donna's sexy clothes, that's my stepmother, and her high heels fit me – so did her bras. Indeed, I was very similar to her physically except I wasn't as mature as I am now," she smiled. She looked down at his hands as they were caressing her full ripe breasts. James had unraveled the thin leather thongs lashing her skimpy bolero jacket together and now her luscious globes were fully exposed. Her petal-soft flesh and her sharp pointed nipples responded as he caressed.
"Oh, James, your fingers feel so wonderfully deep up inside my cunt. Oh, God, this is utter bliss sitting here petting like this. My slit's so juicy, huh?"
"It's dripping, Alice."
"Is it hot up there deep inside, James?"
She let out a long breath. She stretched and again put her head on his shoulder. She continued: "Well, one day about a week before Donna was due back from Madison, Daddy and I were alone in the house. We had a one-day-a-week maid then and I knew my father was balling her. I never got a chance to watch, but I heard them fucking more than once. He didn't know this."
"She was supposed to come this Wednesday, but for some reason she couldn't make it. I saw how disappointed my father was. I felt sorry for him, but at the same time I was so hot to hug and kiss him, to feel his prick, to touch his balls, I was going out of my mind with frustration."
"That night I pretended to be ill. I complained about my lower, back hurting and a stomach ache at the same time. You can see what I was up to, huh, James?"
He laughed. Now his head was bent. He was taking turns sucking on each luscious breast. She had his cock out and, as she'd been talking, she was jerking it off slowly as she squirmed her naked buttocks on the leather seat.
"As usual, he took his shower. When he came out of the bathroom, I called him. Before getting undressed, I chewed-up a hot pepper, which always immediately raised my body temperature. This night it was perfect. I was actually sweating, but I was in no pain unless you can say that my cunt was in agony for somebody else's fingers – or, as I secretly hoped, my own father's handsome prick. James, don't you think I'm awful?" she asked.
"No, no, not at all. It's a devious way to go about it, but it's not that unheard of, I'm sure, Alice."
"Well, anyway… he came into my bedroom. I was wearing only my pale yellow panties. You could see right through them, my brown pussy hair, even the crease of my pussy lips, because they were such a tight fit in my crotch. They were at least half a size too small for me."
"I told him where my hurt was and asked if he didn't think a little massaging would make it go away. From the look in his eyes, James, I knew he suspected nothing!"
"He sat down on the bed next to me. I was covered with a light sheet. He took this down. I kicked it the rest of the way. I was on my belly."
"He told me I had a lovely behind, so curvy. I remember that. He patted it lightly. Then he began to massage the small of my back gently, going in lazy but firm circles up my back, then down to my buttocks. Each time his fingers would caress my buttocks I would squirm and sometimes moan as if it hurt more there than it did up higher."
"He didn't catch on at all. He began to rub my buttocks and I began to squirm and moan all the more. Then I opened my legs wider and I knew he'd find it difficult to resist. The next thing I knew I felt his fingers going between my ass cheeks and now I was moaning in sheer pleasure, believe me."
"I knew my cunt was getting soaking wet and I knew he could feel it as he rubbed. He also caressed my thighs and now and then he would lean over and kiss my shoulders. All the while he kept asking me if I was feeling any better and maybe I should take another couple of aspirins to knock down the fever."
"Well, when I slowly rolled over on my side, then onto my back, I knew I had him. He took one look at my swollen breasts and he couldn't resist. He ran his fingers over them lightly. He kept avoiding my eyes. His other hand was caressing my stomach. I kept opening and closing my legs. My cunt was soaking wet by this time, really gooey."
"I watched his eyes as they stared at my crotch. Like I said, you could see everything. The panties were now so tight up that every hair was visible and so were my pussy lips. My panties were so wet you could have wrung my pussy juices out of them."
"It was about here that I reached down for his hand and guided it right on top of my mound. He didn't resist one second. The next thing I knew, he was cupping my cunt, squeezing and massaging it. My legs were spread wide open, my one knee raised up. Oh, God, James, your fingerfucking me that way while I talk is driving me mad!"
"I want to fuck you so bad, Alice," James whispered as he speared three fingers in and out of her horny slit. "I can't wait till we get home and get rid of the kids."
"Maybe they'll want to stay, James."
This amused him. "Wouldn't that be something!"
"It sure would." She sat up in his arms. Now he was pinching her erect nipples. "James, is your daughter anywhere as sexy as you are, darling?"
Her question came as a sudden shock. Could he tell her about him and Leslie? Hell no!
"Is she, James? Did she ever try to seduce you? Like I did my father? You live all alone with her. You told me she's very pretty and almost completely mature, didn't you?"
He nodded but still couldn't bring himself to answer. He shifted slightly away from her as she continued to masturbate his throbbing penis.
"Come on, James. You can tell me, honestly you can. Tell me. Does she attract you at all? I knew all the time how interested my father was in me before he finally got up his courage to be honest with me and make love to me. Are you like that, James?"
"Suppose I admitted it?"
"I'd love you for it, for being honest. So few people are honest, it's perfectly disgusting, James. It is!"
He sighed. "Okay. I admit it then."
"That makes me feel two things."
"What?"
She smiled and gripped his balls with one hand as she kept stroking his prick with the other.
"Well, number one, it makes me hotter than all hell. And number two, James, it makes me feel so much closer to you. Almost as if we've known each other for years, darling."
Ten minutes later, Alice Duerr had informed the restaurant owner of her wishes and booked the reservations for the Italians coming from Rome.
Then they were on their way up Irving Place to Gramercy Park and James Groten's new apartment.



CHAPTER SIXTEEN


Inside the apartment, both Leslie and Catherine were fully dressed. They had showered the sweat off their bodies. They had dressed, each hardly able to keep from touching the other.
"But, and I mean it," said Leslie, frowning, "we've just got to get this homework done, and that's all there's to that."
Catherine's lips pouted. "Oh, I know. I really know, honey. It's just that… it's just that…"
"How well I know!" Leslie had cried, and both girls got down to the business of studying. After all, they both knew they had all night together. They could do anything they wanted. They had the freedom to smoke cigarettes, even drink – as long as they did these things moderately. Promising that each long, lingering kiss was the last, that each touch on the other's vagina and each delicate squeeze of the other's shimmering breasts and sensitive nipples was indeed the very last one, they finally found themselves spread out on the living room floor, using the coffee table as a desk. It was no real surprise to either one that they worked well together as a team, and that Mr. Spire, the biology teacher, would be pleased with their efforts.
This was their position when they heard the front door of the apartment opening. They looked up.
Alice Duerr was visibly shocked when she saw how old both girls were. From her brief telephone conversation with Leslie, she had thought she must be about twelve. She was totally surprised to see so mature a young girl and one so pretty. She recognized her instantly. Leslie looked a great deal like her father.
James Groten presented his daughter after Leslie introduced him to Catherine. Everyone exchanged cheerful hellos and it was James himself who encouraged both young girls to put away their homework, that they'd probably been working hard and industriously all day.
Leslie looked, at Catherine. They winked at one another. If he only knew how hard and industriously they'd been working!
When James took Alice's coat off, both girls nearly collapsed. But Alice was quick to explain that every now and then she felt like wearing something outrageous.
The young girls were ecstatic. They circled round and round, their eager eyes examining every naked inch of her exciting body.
"Oh, wow!" Catherine kept exclaiming. She whispered to Leslie: "You can even see her pussy hairs, see?"
Leslie smiled. As well as Catherine, she guessed that Alice was wearing absolutely nothing under her tight hot pants.
"Come and help me in the kitchen," James asked his daughter. The minute they were alone, Leslie flew into his arms. She kissed him. "Is she your new girlfriend, Daddy?"
"I'm Jimbo tonight."
"And I'm jealous… if she's your girlfriend."
"That's hardly necessary, Leslie," he said quite seriously. "She works with me in the office. It's something of a surprise. We have some business to discuss, and that's why I brought her… that is, asked her to come home here with me. Besides," he paused, handing her the bottle of Scotch, "from all appearances, she's going to be a good friend. And Leslie, darling, we need to make new friends. You have your Catherine, right?"
"Oh, I guess you're right, Daddy… Jimbo. But she's so sexy!"
He laughed. "I must agree. It was something of a shock to me too."
"She was in your office dressed like that?" Her young voice registered total disbelief.
"Yep, and believe it or not, we worked together the whole day, that is, the best part of it."
"Why… I mean, how could you work with something like that around you? Jimbo, she's lovely. What marvelous breasts! What a figure!"
James was making whisky sours. "Now you'd get on with Catherine? She's a very pretty young girl."
"Oh, so-so, I guess. We just studied."
He looked at her closely, but she didn't flinch and he somehow suspected something but decided to reserve his remarks. If and when Leslie was ready, she would say whatever she had to say. He could tell she was quite anxious about Alice Duerr.
There was a long, uncomfortable pause.
"Daddy, you're going to be mad at me."
He was shaking the concoction. "How come?"
"Oh, because…"
"Don't talk that way. Tell me right out. Why?"
"I'm sorry, but you're way or another. You see," averting her eyes, "I told… I told Catherine all about us."
He stood absolutely still.
"I'm sorry, Jimbo. It just came out."
"That wasn't wise, you know."
"I can… I mean, we can trust her, Daddy. Remember, she doesn't have a father. I like her. I liked her right away. She's told me loads of her own sex secrets."
Without looking at her, he began to arrange the glasses on the tray to take into the other room. Leslie saw that there were four glasses. This made her brighten. Jimbo couldn't be that upset or else he would have given Catherine and herself soda.
"Leslie, what we do here in the house… I mean, you and me, is strictly our business. The world's a crazy place. People always condemning other people, and especially where love… and sex is concerned. You must understand this. The world's not as free out that front door as it might be."
"You're right, Daddy…"
"If your friend, Catherine, should my even the slightest word to anyone at school, even slip somehow and say something to her mother, we'd both, you and me, be totally castigated. You understand what castigated means?"
"I understand."
"It's just too risky."
"Well, then, Daddy, are you saying we should be ashamed of what we did, you and me?"
"No. No, I'm not saying that. You don't understand me."
"I think I do, Jimbo." She got up and went to him. She hugged him from the back. She wrapped her arms around his chest. She kissed the hairs on the back of his neck. She rubbed her breasts all over his back. She pressed her crotch up tight against his buttocks. She wiggled. "I think I do, Jimbo. I just hope… you believe me. I promise to… to keep my mouth shut forever. But do you really think I've done wrong with Catherine? I don't. Daddy, I trust her. I really trust her, and I'll tell you why."
In the living room, Catherine and Alice Duerr were having a grand conversation. Neither of them could hear Leslie talking to her father. Both females were sitting on the couch. Alice had kicked off her heels. Catherine saw how pretty her feet and toes were. She could hardly take her eyes away from Alice's crotch. As the older woman sat there, one knee raised, listening to Catherine talk about herself, she noticed how often the pretty young girl's eyes caressed her naked thighs, how they seemed to penetrate right through the material of her hot pants.
Alice also noticed that Catherine was sighing more than was normal for a girl her age. She would squirm uncomfortably whenever Alice would casually touch her knee or place her hand on her shoulders for emphasis.
"What surprises me," Alice was saying softly, "is how close you seem to be to Leslie. It's hard to believe you've known each other for such a short time."
"It's like a miracle, I guess," Catherine answered. "Sometimes you just get along with a stranger right away. No waiting. No foolishness, and that's the way it's been with us, right from the beginning."
She wondered what Alice would think if she were to know how physically intimate she'd been with Leslie, how they'd made hot, sexy love to each other, how they could hardly keep their hands and lips away from each other. But she said nothing. She was anxious… really terribly anxious for Leslie to come back. She worried if anything was going wrong.
And, nothing was. On the contrary!
It hadn't taken Leslie more than five minutes to explain to James Groten precisely what had happened between herself and Catherine: how much both had enjoyed kissing and sucking each other, how they fingered each other into violent orgasms, how they felt so beautifully naked together and how they'd made this plan for she and Catherine to make love to him – because he didn't have a girlfriend.
"…and now you have one, boohoo!"
They laughed together. Jimbo fondled her buttocks and then opened her sweater and kissed all over her soft, warm breasts, finally sucking on her nipples while Leslie held his ears and kissed the top of his head.
"Well," said Jimbo at last, "you guessed right. Alice and I have played around, but that's all." He then told her about the scene in the apartment, and he was sorry that he'd kept it a secret from her. He also told her, Leslie sitting on his lap, facing him, her thighs spread, her fingers stroking his naked penis, all about the scene in the office.
James waited for her reaction. All she did was climb off his lap. She fell down on her knees and took his hot prick into her mouth. She looked up. "Jimbo, I'm still your old lady, no matter what! You understand?!"
He nodded. Then he stood up. He let her tuck his throbbing prick back inside his trousers. "Come on then, they'll both be wondering what's keeping us."
"Catherine will understand," she winked.
With James carrying the tray with the glasses and the mixer full of Scotch sours, they went down the corridor towards the living room.
Leslie stopped him. She turned her head. "Jimbo – look!"
The scene that met his eyes was fantastic!
Catherine Dorchester was stark naked! Alice Duerr's hot pants were down to her ankles. Both females were embracing and kissing passionately. Catherine was moaning deeply as Alice's long tapered fingers worked relentlessly deep up inside Catherine's naked, melting pussy…



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


While Leslie and her father were taking ever so long in the kitchen, Alice Duerr had plenty of time to indulge a strange and fierce compulsion. She found herself fatally attracted to young Catherine. She didn't want to believe it – not at all! No sooner had she sat next to her on the couch than she felt an inexplicable rumbling in the pit of her stomach. Then she noticed her large breasts were swelling up even larger, her nipples becoming more tender. But the most excruciating pleasure signals were in her cunt. Never before had her clitoris actually itched. She felt her pussy growing wetter and wetter. All of this occurred in the space of a very few minutes.
Suddenly a spark was ignited. Alice burst into a sensual flame that swept up over her body from her naked toes to the roots of her hair. She was literally vibrating. When their knees accidentally brushed together, Alice found herself trembling with passion, electrifying currents of a new and different ecstasy thrilling her body.
Their first kiss was pure magic! Alice couldn't resist touching Catherine's soft pink lips with the tip of her index finger. And when Catherine playfully bit it, Alice threw her naked arms around Catherine's shoulders. She hugged her close to her massive breasts.
And Catherine didn't resist! She felt as if she were in some kind of mysterious fog, a bit dizzy. When Alice's hand caressed her breasts, naked under the buttoned-up shirt, she began to squirm and quiver. Her breath was coming faster and faster! When Alice's fingers reached inside her blouse and grasped her soft, warm breast, her fingers massaging it, rubbing her delicate nipple, Catherine suddenly began kissing Alice's lips harder, inserting her pink tongue, Alice sucking on it. The two females were panting and whimpering together.
"Oh, what are we doing? What are we doing?" This was Catherine's voice. She began to murmur and stutter as Alice's mouth covered her lips. Now Catherine's tongue was licking all over Alice's warm face, sliding up over her nose, then down to the corners of her mouth. "What are we doing? What's happening to me?"
Alice comforted the trembling girl, whispering into her ear as she continued to stroke and fondle her thrilling young breasts. "It's all right, baby it's all right, honey. Just relax. Just relax. You're so beautiful. You're so lovely…"
Ever so slowly, ever so teasingly, Alice's fingers were unbuttoning Catherine's shirt. Catherine helped Alice slip it off and now the young girl was stark naked to the waist.
"They're going to come in… oh, stop… they'll be in… and catch us… they'll…"
"It's all right. Don't worry, honey. It'll be all right," Alice reassured her, now bending her head and brushing her open lips across Catherine's jutting nipples. Alice's tongue was caressing and licking, then her lips closing tightly over the precious young nipples, finally her teeth nipping them as Catherine moaned and began to sob as the sensations from Alice's tongue circulated through her breasts, making her nipples sting and itch.
The next thing Catherine realized was that Alice was opening her blue jeans. She felt her fingers slipping down inside over her naked belly. When the fingertips touched the top of her pussy, and then slipped down lower between her delicate pussy ups to graze over her clitoris, Catherine let out a little scream.
"Ohooooooooo, my clitoris… yessssssss. Oh, Alice… Alice… your fingers… your fingers aghhhhhhhhh, ooooooohoooooo, ohooooooo."
In the back of Alice's thoughts there was just one idle fear: of being caught by James and his daughter. But somehow, and she couldn't explain her own intuition, she knew deep down that nothing drastic would happen.
She based all of this on her own intense, original feelings, the wild, beautiful sensations in which she was wallowing as she felt the young girl twisting and squirming in her arms. Catherine's naked breasts were responding to her tonguing and her hot kisses as she twisted her fingers and finally managed to push them up into Catherine's pussy.
Alice clamped her hand over Catherine's mouth as the young girl began screaming, muffling the animal cries as she kept pushing her fingers up in deep and puffing them out of her hot, moist cunt. She could feel Catherine pumping back on her fingers. She suddenly pulled them out. She also pulled her hand out of her jeans.
"Stand up, darling. I want to take down your jeans."
"Oh, we… we couldn't do that! I'm already naked enough. No. No, we just… we just… we couldn't…"
And by the time she'd finished complaining, her jeans were down to her ankles. Alice grabbed her and pulled her trembling naked body down onto the couch.
She quickly pulled down her own hot pants and then she folded young Catherine into her loving arms.
This was when Leslie and James came into the living room.
At first, James didn't know what to think. Being truthful to himself, he couldn't actually be shocked or even surprised. Alice Duerr was obviously unpredictable! He remembered how swift their first sexual encounter had been, how abruptly she wanted to suck his cock earlier that very morning, how she had swallowed his hot come, and how desperately she'd wanted him to suck and lick her fiery pussy on top of her office desk. And, of course, how anxious and hurried she'd been to rush home with him.
So, the scene before his eyes came as little surprise. He turned to Leslie. "Does it make you jealous, honey?"
She shook her head. "Not really. It makes me hot! That's what it makes me!"
"Me, too," he whispered. "Should we disturb them? They still don't know we're watching."
This was true. The distance between where Leslie and her father were standing and the couch in the living room was considerable, but both Leslie and James could clearly hear the females panting, the liquid sounds of their fingers as they stabbed in and out of their gushing cunts.
"Oh, yes. Come on. Let's go in, Jimbo," Leslie smiled. "Your friend Alice is obviously no beginner. Look how she's sucking on Catherine's breasts!"
Jimbo felt his prick hardening. He closed his free hand over it. What pure luxury, he was thinking, glancing down at the tray, then at his lovely daughter, her sweater open now, her magnificent breasts almost totally exposed. He loved her pink nipples. Then he looked into the living room. Again the sight was one of unadulterated luxury.
Catherine's hand was cupping Alice's vagina, her fingers frantically combing Alice's brown pussy hair. Alice was arching her half-naked body. James saw her kick off her hot pants and curl up on the couch, her mouth busy on Catherine's breasts, sucking her flesh, dabbing her tongue over Catherine's hard nipples as Catherine fingered her pussy, Alice now spreading her thighs open and thrusting back on the penetrating fingers.
"Yes. Let's go in, honey," he said. He had to clear his throat. By now his prick was rock hard.
As father and daughter crossed the rug and stopped just in front of the coffee table, both with wide smiles on their faces, Alice looked up.
"James, honey, I just… I just couldn't help myself," she said slowly, each word punctuated by a hot wet kiss on Catherine's tender nipples.
"It's okay by us," James said. He put the tray down on the coffee table. Leslie sat on the floor close to Alice's bare feet.
"I don't know what to say for myself," Catherine cried. She blushed. She sat up. She felt woozy, half out of it. Her pussy ached. Her fingers were coated with Alice's slippery pussy cream.
"No sweat," said James. He handed each of the females a glass. "My favorite recipe," he grinned, taking one for himself.
"Aren't you even a little upset, Mr. Groten?" asked Catherine. Her face was wreathed in bright smiles. A shudder traveled through her naked body.
"I'm not as old fashioned as you think."
Alice smiled. "He's new-fashioned, and I find that delightful!"
"I love him," said Leslie softly. She looked deeply into her father's clear eyes. "He's the best father in the whole world," she added, sipping her Scotch sour.
Whatever embarrassment there might have been was quickly and easily erased when Leslie took Alice's bare feet into her lap. Then she raised them up and brushed Alice's naked toes all over her warm breasts, Alice wiggling her toes playfully, staring down at Leslie with tenderness in her eyes.
James straightened out his legs. He knew that any one of them looking at his crotch could see his erection poking up inside his trousers. He liked this kind of uninhibited freedom. He was even tempted to play with his prick as he watched Alice's toes roaming all over his daughter's luscious globes, but he didn't. He looked at Catherine. Christ, was she lovely! Her youthful nakedness excited him terribly.
"I wonder how we deserve one another," he said.
"Oh, I know, Jimbo," Leslie said, brushing her tongue across Alice's wiggling toes, "it's because we're human beings and we're not afraid."
Alice smiled, once more folding Catherine into her arms, kissing her lips, her closed eyes, fondling her breasts and stroking them. "I agree. This is all so perfect!"
"It's out of sight!" That was Catherine.
This was when Leslie inched closer to Alice. She spread Alice's thighs wide apart, exposing her wonderful pussy. She began to kiss up her silky thighs. James slid around to the other side of Alice's naked legs. Alice looked up at him approvingly. Her eyes were gleaming. Catherine was once again petting her vagina, her avid fingers crawling teasingly all over her silky pussy hair as she kissed her mouth maddeningly.
"Are all three of you going to love me?" Alice moaned.
"All three of us," James Groten answered. He reached up and began to unlace her leather bolero vest. Soon he had her massive breasts exposed. Catherine squealed. And bent her head, kissing the lovely breasts eagerly, caressing them, stroking them, bouncing them playfully as her tongue slid over Alice's erect nipples.
"James," said Alice, "James, take out your prick!"



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


Justifying each other's wanton behavior and lascivious needs was the furthest thing from any of their minds. A tranquil silence descended in the wide living room. The simple sounds intruding were lips smacking, fingers trailing softly, gently, over warm, sensitive flesh. A low, steady moan escaped Alice's parted lips, and now and then a catching of breath as Leslie alternated between stroking and kissing her father's feverish cock and licking the tender, velvety pussy lips belonging to Alice.
Catherine's two fingers were pumping in and out of Alice's hot, wet cunt. Leslie would kiss Catherine's fingers, then suck them into her mouth, tasting Alice's sweet juices, then guide Catherine's fingers back into Alice's hot cavern. Alice was shuddering in ecstasy as both Catherine and Leslie mauled her breasts, agitating her sharp nipples, making her cunt restless with passion, causing her cunt to curdle and boil as one tremor after another, one violent spasm after another, would thrill her shivering body.
James sat close to Alice. He had her bare foot in his lap. He'd taken off all his clothing. Alice was masturbating his slippery prick with her toenails and sometimes with both feet, his prick sliding between them. She rubbed up and down, acute thrills boomed through James Groten.
More than once, at Alice's urging, he stood up. She would grab hold of his pounding penis, draw it up to her lips. As she tickled and teased the flushed tip, she would look down to see both Leslie and Catherine sucking passionately on her sweating breasts. Her groin was heaving, her hips gyrating, her breasts trembling and her pussy bubbling.
At one point, while James was standing at the foot of the long couch, his prick slipping rapidly in and out of Alice's sucking lips, Leslie was kneeling to one side of him, her tongue caressing his prick when he would pull it out of Alice's mouth. Catherine was kneeling under him. She had her head bent, her face up. With her tongue, she was licking his swaying balls, sometimes biting them and other times trying to catch his sac in her wide open mouth.
As the girls made love to his prick and balls, each was playing with her own pussy, sometimes in unison, Alice gasping when James would fuck her mouth harder and faster, Leslie squealing each time she'd manage to capture the saliva-coated penis and give it a swift suck before it would vanish down Alice's throat. Catherine had never had so much fun.
Her hands clutched James' buttocks, and as she stroked and fondled his ass cheeks, she stuck one finger up into his asshole.
This frenzied activity kept up for over half an hour.
Finally, Alice's jaw was so tired that she spit out his throbbing tool and lay back on the couch. James fell down on his knees and put his lips to Alice's cunt. He started to suck her, using his tongue. He licked her pussy hair. He took it between his teeth. Alice was twisting and turning on the edge of the couch, her thighs wide open. Leslie was kissing her bare toes on one foot. Catherine was licking her other foot – and Alice was aching, a frightening anguish possessing her as the three of them wanted to devour her with their mouths.
Alice was frantic with undisguised desire. She kept swinging her head. She clutched her lovely, heavy breasts. She mashed them together. She pinched her nipples. Her mouth was open. Her tongue licked her lips as she soared to orgasm, writhing and arching her hips, thrusting and screaming as James sucked furiously on her clitoris while he reamed her hot pussy with three fingers.
"Oh my God!! Stop! I can't… I can't take it… any longer… stop! Please!! Oh, nooooooooo, yesssssss, I'm… oh, God!"
James slowly pulled back. His prick was fuming. He was still on his knees. His eyes caught Catherine's.
"Can I?" she asked in a tiny voice.
"Oh Lord, yes… yes!" James cried.
In seconds Catherine slid between his legs. She inched down and soon his powerfully hard prick loomed over her face. She grabbed it. She squeezed it. She rubbed it all over her face. She nipped up at his hanging balls. Then she raised her head and guided his cock into her mouth.
Alice watched all this with awe in her eyes. She saw Leslie crawl around in back of her father. She saw her spread Catherine's thighs open. Then Leslie began to lick up her legs from her knees to the inside of her thighs, Leslie's marvelous breasts hanging and swaying seductively as she finally buried her mouth into Catherine's melting pussy, swirling her tongue, bombing her clitoris with her stinging tongue and then sucking hungrily as Catherine moaned, the prick deep down her throat, as Catherine began to come… slowly at first… then more… then much more… and finally, a cyclone of ecstasy pummeled her and she screamed and howled.
And this was all it took for James to explode in her mouth, catching her quite unexpectedly and thrilling her half to death as she swallowed and sucked, her mouth slurping on the spewing prick.
Two down – one to go… was what James was thinking as his still-erect prick slipped out of Catherine's sperm-filled mouth.
He stood up. He reached for the mixer and filled all of their glasses. Then he swallowed his and sat down on the floor. He was grinning happily.
What a perfectly delicious way to spend a Saturday afternoon!
"I have to go pee something terrible," murmured Alice. Her face was angelic, her eyes soft. Her orgasm had been remarkable, more extravagant than she had ever known.
"Me, too!" Catherine coughed, and together the two naked females left the living room.
Leslie was sitting on the couch. She was sipping dreamily from her glass. "Jimbo, could you come over here closer to me?"
"Oh, darling! Yes. I didn't realize you were lonely."
"Oh, Daddy, I'm not lonely. I'm… sexy!"
"Want me to suck you?"
"Ohoooooo, ask me again. Ask me that. Tell me what you're going to do to me… to my pussy… tell me!"
He grinned. "What would you like me to do, darling?"
"Oh, Jimbo!"
Leslie sat up on top of the couch. She leaned back against the wall. Then she raised up her bare feet. She perched these on the top of the couch. She let her knees fall open. Her delicious pussy was exposed obscenely, her pinkish pussy lips glistening with her warm juices.
"Jimbo… would you rub me?"
"With my tongue?"
She giggled. "First with your fingers. I'd like that. I want to watch your prick while you play with my pussy. I want to see it grow harder and harder and I want to play with it with my toes, Jimbo."
"You don't want me to suck you?"
"Oooooooo, say it again?"
"You don't want me to suck your pussy?"
"Ohoooooo, Jimboooooo, do it!Do it!"
He lay down on his back on the couch. He pulled her ass over his face. He buried his face between her open thighs. She lay on top of him, her head facing his naked feet. She grasped his throbbing prick. She rubbed it all over her hanging breasts as she raised up and began to wiggle her bottom when she felt his tongue licking up the insides of her thighs and finally stabbing all around her delicious pussy.
"Jimbo… suck me… lick me… ohooooooo, Jimbo! Eat my cunt! Eat me! Eat me,Jimbo! Ahghhhhhhh! Fuck! Suck me suck me suck… suck… suck… suck suck…"
Leslie was fucking his prick with her face. His tool was shivering inside her hot mouth. As she undulated her groin, James slipped two fingers deep up into her box. He wiggled them. He poked in and out. Leslie was whimpering. Then she'd groan. Then she'd scream when he'd pinch her clitoris.
"Jimbo…suck it! Jimbo, put your… stick your tongue up inside me… inside me, Jimbo… suck… oh, Daddy… suck me… eat me… I'm your old lady… suck it… hey! Yessssssssssssse, oh, my God!Jimbo!! Yesssssssssss, ohoooooooooooo!!"
Leslie's pussy was weeping. Her father's face was covered with her rich juices. She fucked back on his tongue as she sucked him, her tongue flashing, her lips smothering his prick, her tongue gliding down, then her open mouth covering his throbbing shaft.
Both of them were about to come. Their bodies were heaving. They were perspiring. As Leslie sucked his feverish prick, he flogged her cunt with his tongue… feasting on her delicious tender flesh.
In the bathroom, Alice was sitting on the toilet.
She was pissing.
Her legs were spread wide apart.
Catherine was on her knees. Then she stood up, looking down, listening to Alice's urine funneling into the bowl.
"Stand up here," said Alice, reaching her arms out. "Stand up here on the toilet seat and let me lick you… let me suck…give it to me!"
Catherine stood up on the toilet seat, balancing her bare feet neatly. She held onto Alice's shoulders. She spread her feet apart. She bumped her hairy cunt against Alice's face. Alice smiled and stock out her tongue.
"Fuck my tongue," she cried.
Catherine moved closer. With one finger she began to tease her clitoris. She thrust her crotch into Alice's face. Alice's tongue penetrated.
"Oh, yessssss… I love it… I love this… yesssssssss,ohoooooo, Alice!!"
Alice ran her hands all over Catherine's naked buttocks. She massaged her flesh, slapped her bottom cheeks. Catherine moaned as she felt Alice's long tongue digging into her greedy pussy.
In the living room, James hovered over Leslie's body. She held his hot prick with both hands.
"Jimbo, do we dare?"
"You want me to?"
"Ohoooooo, Jimbo… do we dare?"
"I'll be careful."
"Ohooooo, don't be careful!"
He let her guide his penis into her churning pussy. She felt it forcing in. She gasped, "Oh! Oh!Oh! Ohooooo!"
Incest!



CHAPTER NINETEEN


"Woweeeeeeiiiii! This I just gotta seeee!" Catherine cried.
She couldn't believe her eyes. She stood in the entrance of the living room. Leslie was on the floor on her hands and knees. Jimbo was kneeling behind her. His hands were on her hips, his fingers gripping her warm flesh. He was pulling her toward his puncturing prick and then pushing her away. He would lean his face down and run his slippery tongue over her naked back. Leslie was huffing and puffing, squirming and twisting her deliciously naked buttocks as his prick pistoned in and out of her once-virgin vagina.
"Oh, Jimbo… ohooooooo… ohoooooo, wow! God…yes!"
"This is great, honey!"
"Oh, yes… yessasas, it's just the greatest… I love it. Oh, yesssss, it feels sooooo good, it's… it's… your prick's so hot… it's so thick… ohooooooo, drive it in… oh…ohoooooooooooo, Daddy… Jimbo… put it back… put it back up… in… shove it back… I want it… yessssss… oh,God yesssssss… keep it in now… oh,Jimbo… wiggle it again like you just did… Jimbo… now push… push…push!"
Catherine fell down on her knees next to Leslie. She then lay on her back. She slid under Leslie's naked body. She could smell Leslie's pussy. She could hear the wonderful squishy sounds as James' prick pounded in and out.
Catherine moved under Leslie so that the pretty girl's breasts were dangling over her face. Catherine stabbed at Leslie's swinging, swaying breasts with her tongue. She sucked one nipple into her mouth. Looking up at Leslie's face, she saw it contorted and grimacing as her father's penis ravished its new-found home.
Then Catherine reached her hand down and was soon letting her fingers come into contact with the magnificent prick as it slid in and out, all juicy and slippery. Her fingers curled around James balls. She held them. She massaged his balls, loving the heat of his hanging balls as he thrust his prick deep up into Leslie's boiling cunt.
In the entrance foyer, Alice Duerr stood witnessing this lusty scene. Her fingers immediately found her cunt. She tickled her clitoris and then inserted two fingers up inside and was soon masturbating in rhythm to James' thrusts. Then Alice squatted down on the floor and kept up the violent motion of her fingers, her eyes glued to James' shaft. She loved the sight of young Catherine on her back under Leslie.
Now Catherine had shifted her position. Her head lay between Leslie's spread knees. As she looked up, she had a brilliantly clear view of the prick entering and leaving the vagina. The sight fascinated her!
Her eager eyes followed the swinging motion of James' heavy balls. As the huge prick pushed in and out, Catherine could see Leslie's pussy lips enclosing it. She could see the puddle of pussy cream in the folds of her pinkish, fleshy pussy.
She loved the sight of James' prick, all covered with Leslie's shimmering, glistening cream. The hairs at the base of his shaft, as well as Leslie's pussy hairs, were curled and wet, sparkling with fluid.
She circled the base of his thick cock with her thumb and index finger. It was thrilling as the monster pushed in and out of Leslie's cunt. Then she shifted back a bit and now was able to stick in one finger up into Leslie's cunt alongside the poking prick. Leslie squealed and then fought back on the wiggling finger and the pummeling penis.
"Don't stop…don't stop!" she commanded breathlessly. "Ugh! Oh, God! Oh, God fuck… yes… ohooooooo, oooooooo!! N-no! Yesssssss!! Oh, shit… fuck… yessssss, fuck me… ohoooooo f-u-c-k f-u-c-k!!"
Still squatting, Alice was near to her orgasm. Her eyelids were fluttering. Her breathing was rapid. The sight of Leslie and her father, the enormous prick pounding in and out of her hungry cunt, was driving her insane with desire and passion. She wanted desperately to leap up and kneel down next to Leslie and scream for James to plunge his cock up into her throbbing cunt, but she just couldn't deprive Leslie… the young girl was sobbing now, screaming, choking and trembling as Catherine, still under her, was now chewing and biting her breasts, manipulating her fiery clitoris and sometimes sliding up to kiss Leslie's panting mouth.
Leslie's first vaginal orgasm occurred when she was at a fever pitch of wild excitement. She began to whine, then cry, then scream. One scream followed another. She was twisting and squirming as the orgasm shocked her shuddering body. She felt engulfed in hot flame… and then she couldn't take it a second longer.
She pulled off her father's steaming prick. She collapsed on top of Catherine. Leslie buried her mouth in Catherine's armpit. She was breathing like a race horse.
James remained on his knees. He bent his head just once. He parted Leslie's glorious buttocks and stabbed his tongue into her naked asshole. Then he licked down to the opening of her flushed pussy.
He sucked her tasty juices, then patted her bottom and stood up. He saw Alice in the entranceway. He walked over to her, his prick sticking out like a pole. He stood up close to her and she guided his prick into her mouth. She sucked all of Leslie's sticky juices from his stiff member, then cuddled his balls, all the while fingerfucking her own cunt with wild abandon.
"Are you going to fuck… going to fu… fuck me, James, are you?" Alice asked. She took her mouth off his pounding cock. She kissed the head of it. She cuddled and squeezed his hanging balls. Her eyes were pleading as she looked up into his. "Are you, please… are you?"
"Where do you want me to fuck you?"
"Oh, James, all over. Everywhere!"
"Where, Alice? Tell me!"
"Up my cunt, James… up my cunt!"
"Where else, Alice?"
"Oh, don't tease me… don't tease me. I want a fuck so bad. So bad. Fuck me…oh, fuck me, James!! Please!!"
"Want me to fuck you on the floor?"
"Oh, James, darling… yes, anywhere… fuck… oh, please fuck me. I'm on fire. I need your prick… so bad… oh, I love your thick prick, James. I want it inside me. I want to feel it coming up my cunt. Please… I'll do anything for you. Tell me… tell me to do anything… anything…"
She was whipping his prick with her curled finger, jerking it madly as she begged him to fuck her. At times she would swallow his entire prick. She turned him around once, his buttocks facing her. As she jerked his prick and twisted his balls, she burrowed her face between his buttocks and licked his hot asshole.
"James… please… James… please fuck me!"
He glanced over to see Catherine and Leslie sucking each other's cunts, each girl quivering and squirming as the other enfolded her buttocks in her arms and licked and sucked greedily.
He sat down on the floor.
"Put your back to me, Alice, and sit on my prick."
"Oh, James… yessssss… yessssss, darling. Yes!!"
She squatted over his naked prick. She grasped it in one hand. As she lowered her trembling body, her heavy breasts jiggling on her chest, she guided the head of his enormous cock between her wet pussy lips. In it slipped and she sat dawn on it. The penis plunged up into her blazing hole. How great it felt! She began riding it vigorously, pumping her body up and down with increasing tempo, her breasts bouncing and quivering as she scrambled his hot cock inside her sweltering pussy.
"Ohooooo, James!"
"Like it?"
"I love it! Oh, God, how I love it! It's so wonderful to get fucked this way!"
"Fuck faster!"
"Oh, James… yesssssss, faster… faster!"
"Fuck…fuck!"
"Oh, God… James… oh, God ohoooooooo, God!!"
Each time she'd rise to the top of his plundering prick, she'd plunge down swiftly, his prick surging up inside her juicing pussy. Her breasts were shimmering, and as she clutched them, fondling their quivering mass, she moaned and whimpered and then cried out each time his prick would pound inside her heaving pussy.
"Oh, James… I'mmmmmmm, yessssss, oh help me… oh, God, James… I'm coming… I'm coming! Fuck me… oh, fuck me I'mmmmmmm coming, wheeeeeeee, oh hell! So wonderful! Oh,fuck!!"
The friction of her pussy on his prick was so intense that he blasted up inside her cunt, splashing her vaginal walls with thick hot jets of sperm, his prick drenched with her oozing fluids and his own sticky juices.
She kept fucking up and down, pumping on his cock. Then she slowly raised up and stood, her back still facing him, her lovely naked buttocks milky white in the soft light.
She turned: "Oh, that was so beautiful… so wonderful, darling. Thank you… oh, James, what a beautiful hot fuck… thank you, darling!"
Without disturbing either Catherine or Leslie, both he and Alice walked past their contorted bodies and entered the bathroom.
"Catherine and I had a simply marvelous time in here," she said as she sat down on the toilet. "Just wonderful!"
Then she told him how she'd sucked Catherine's young tender pussy as she sat on the john.
"A thrill of a lifetime," she laughed. Then she wiped herself and stood up, flushing the toilet. "I wish I could stay longer," she said, washing her hands. He stood in back of her and rubbed his semi-erect cock between the crack of her marvelous ass. "I love that!" she sighed.
"I wish you could, too, Alice," James said.
"But I've got to go away tomorrow. Must get ready tonight." She paused. "And, by the way, I won't be in the office Monday. That's thanks to the work we did today."
When Alice was fully dressed, she kissed each of her new friends in turn. Then, laughing happily, she left.
Catherine and Leslie stood up. Together they embraced James Groten.
"Jimbo," said Catherine, "and that's what I'm going to call you, I don't know how to thank you for such a wonderful time."
"Me too, Daddy!"
He grinned. "You can both thank me tonight in bed," he said. He gave each a love pat on the bottom and then he went into his bedroom to think things over.



CHAPTER TWENTY


In the happy days that followed that first fantastic weekend, Leslie and Catherine became inseparable. Catherine was practically living with the Grotens. It seldom came as a surprise to James to glance down to see who was licking or merely idly playing with his penis – and find Catherine. Of course, all of their erotic behavior was kept a close, dark secret.
As for Alice Duerr and James Groten, they became more and more intimate. Each day a new rumor would be concocted and spread like wild fire over the office.
But none of these did any real harm. Some were vicious, but most were sparked only by envy and acute jealousy. Often pretending they were very busy with one chore or another, they would lunch together in his or her office. This would generate other rumors. Many times, however, they ate in that Italian restaurant they visited that first Saturday.
One special event involving all four of them was a thrilling weekend in the country. It was an early autumn that year and in the Vermont woods the usual mid-October hunting season had been moved up for one political reason or another. But in any event, this meant that James Groten's company's hunting lodge had to be made ready for those guests it would accommodate. The company treated its valuable customers excellently.
Thus it fell upon Alice Duerr to fly up and get the place ready. The company chartered a six passenger Cessna for Alice's use, and, of course, she invited James, Catherine and Leslie for the weekend.
When the girls met James and Alice at the airport, the biggest surprise was the handsome young pilot. They had never expected this. Catherine and Leslie were half thrilled to death. The pilot was paid to stay with them until Monday morning when they'd all fly back to La Guardia.
When the craft was loaded with the necessary provisions, the take off was as smooth as a bird in flight. The trip was exciting, especially for Catherine and Leslie. This was their first flight.
As the light aircraft floated through scattered puffs of white clouds, Leslie squeezed Catherine's hand. They were seated next to each other in the last seats. Her father and Alice Duerr were just in front of them.
It was hardly necessary because of the noise from the twin propellers, but Leslie whispered: "Honey, I just can't wait till we get up there, I mean down there. God, I'll go nuts if we don't figure out some clever way to get that pilot alone, away from Alice and Daddy so we can have some hot fun. You agree?"
"Hell, yes. I'll bet he's got a beautiful prick. Anybody that handsome's just gotta have a nice thick tool."
"Alice says there's a little lake and the water will probably still be warm enough to swim in. That'd be an ideal place to make him horny, especially if we dive in wearing only our panties and bras."
"Great idea."
Moments later, just before sundown, the small craft glided toward earth and touched down on a small airfield several miles from the hunting lodge. Here a station wagon would be waiting.
Once they were in the lodge – and it was truly a dreamy woodland hideaway, totally isolated from civilization – James helped Alice unpack. The girls went off exploring with the pilot. His name was Jimmy Blake.
"But you look so young to be a pilot," Leslie was saying as they hiked through the woods.
"I learn fast," laughed Jimmy.
Catherine winked at Leslie. "We're on the right path to the lake. Come on, let's hurry before it gets too dark." Her young pussy was burning with desire. Catherine either had to have Jimmy Blake or she had to be alone with her darling Leslie.
Leslie felt exactly the same. Her ripe young breasts were full of passionate desire. Her panties were moist and her tender pussy was yearning to be stroked and kissed.
As for Jimmy Blake, who was twenty-six, his first look at both girls brought one expression to mind: jailbait! But that didn't stop him from admiring them. Neither did the idea stop him from imagining what it might be like to make love to either one or, for that matter, both.
It was their idea that he join them in the trek for the lake. He wondered if he wasn't reading too much into this. They had both gripped his hands warmly when he agreed to go with them after Leslie's father told him to go off and have a good time with the girls.
At the lake they found a small cabin. It was beautiful and lonely and woodsy.
"It's a paradise!" Leslie exclaimed.
"Like the Garden of Eden," said Catherine.
Jim Blake laughed. "Right on, and we've got two Eves, haven't we?"
The girls laughed with him. "And one Adam," they said almost in unison. All three laughed.
"All we need is the forbidden fruit," Jimmy offered.
The girls giggled.
Leslie ran down to the lakeside.
"The water's perfect," she declared. "It couldn't be better. Hey, come on down here, you two!" she yelled.
Jimmy and Catherine ran down the path joyfully. Both were holding hands. Leslie felt a swift sharp pang of jealousy, but she quelled it. How on earth could she really be jealous of her best friend?
"How about a dip?" asked Jimmy.
"Bare ass?" joked Catherine. She hugged the young pilot. He kissed her forehead. Again Leslie felt jealous.
And Jimmy Blake sensed this instantly. "Hey, Leslie," he said, "come up here. Since you're the old man's daughter, I've gotta ask you something, okay?"
Ah, thought Leslie, that's what's bothering him. He wasn't sure what would happen if her father knew.
For a moment the three talked.
"I don't keep any secrets," said Leslie, "and especially from Jimbo."
"…and neither do I," echoed Catherine. "He's our good friend and he understands us."
Jim smiled. "Would he understand if we all stripped and went in for a dip?"
"What the hell's wrong with that?" both girls asked. "He wouldn't say a thing."
"What if I kissed you, Leslie?"
Leslie grinned. "Well, that'd be just fine but you'd also have to kiss Catherine."
"He could take turns with us," Catherine laughed happily. She felt just great. The ice was breaking. She knew it wouldn't take long before she and Leslie could literally rape him. And that was their intention, was it not?
"Okay," said Jimmy. "The last one in doesn't get any kisses!"
There was a wild rush to strip and fly into the warm lake water. There were three simultaneous splashes as three naked bodies plunged into the water.
Then, after swimming around and much splashing of one another, the three interlopers in Eden's garden strode up to the small jetty at the end of which was the fisherman's cabin.
"Whew! That was wonderful!" Catherine exclaimed.
In the chilly air, both girls were shivering slightly. Jim Blake folded a strong, muscular arm around each. Catherine and Leslie snuggled close to him. Soon they were kissing, taking turns, tongues flying, Jimmy's hands exploring and caressing their damp breasts.
It was Leslie who reached first for Jimmy's hardening cock. As Catherine had guessed, it was truly beautiful. It was long, thick, round and warm. Next Catherine cupped his heavy balls.
Back in the hunting lodge, Alice and Jimbo were naked. They were fucking like two wild animals after having sucked each other into a frenzy. James' glistening prick was sliding in and out, Alice's naked buttocks humping. She was grunting with each violent thrust of Jimbo's hips. She was moaning when he'd pull out his prick before plunging it in again, his balls slapping noisily against her buttocks.
"Oh, James, James, darling, fuck… fuck fuck… oh, God, James, it's so beautiful, it's so hot. My cunt's on fire. Oh, God, like that, James. Yes. Yesssssss, faster, faster, faster… go! Go! Go!"
On a grassy knoll in back of the isolated fisherman's cabin, Jimmy Blake was on his back. Catherine, her knees apart, sat astride his pounding penis. She was fucking up and down wildly, screaming each time his monstrous penis would sink deep up inside her horny cunt. She adored fucking this way. This was her favorite position when she fucked Leslie's father.
Leslie was on her knees in back of Catherine. She was squeezing Jim's balls and fingering his slippery, cream-coated prick as Catherine rode up and down on it.
Leslie was also tickling Catherine's asshole after having dipped her fingers into her juicy cunt.
"Oh, honey, let's do it! Let's do it… let's do it!" Catherine was screaming as she felt Leslie's finger slide easily up into her well-lubricated asshole. Catherine loved this action. Often when she was fucking James Groten, Leslie would kneel in back of her and lick her father's penis as it reamed up into her hot hole. Leslie would also sometimes suck on her bouncing breasts as Catherine leaped up and down on James Groten's pounding cock.
Leslie stood up after licking her lips. She put her back to Jim Blake and faced Catherine, who was facing Blake. Slowly she straddled her legs. Then, as Jim reached up with both hands to grip her naked buttocks, she let him lower her wet crotch until she was now squatting on his face.
She began to rub her juicy, hairy cunt all over the young pilot's face. She hugged Catherine and kissed her as her friend rode up and down like a piston on the fiery cock.
Both girls fondled and stroked each other's delicious breasts as they kissed ravenously. "Oh, his prick, Leslie, what a big hard prick," Catherine was moaning. "Yes, darling, suck on my breasts while I fuck him. Ohoooooo, yes!"
That evening, before a roaring fire after a delicious supper of charcoal-broiled steaks, you might say that this segment of James and Leslie Groten's adventures in sexual honesty mushroomed into an extravaganza of joy-giving and pleasure-seeking.
Alice Duerr watched a loving and tender father penetrate his daughter. She watched James Groten in turn mount Catherine Dorchester and solicit happy squeals of ecstasy from her. Alice herself was on her hands and knees as the young pilot speared his prick in and out of her cunt…
Yes, thought James Groten as he lay nearly exhausted before the fire watching Alice Duerr, Catherine Dorchester and his beloved daughter seeking joy and giving pleasure to one another's beautiful bodies, he wouldn't change his life style for all the gold on earth.
James Groten was supremely content!



CHAPTER TWENTY ONE


As her father began to see more of Alice Duerr, Leslie began to look around for other sexual conquests. They weren't hard to find. Conquests was perhaps too strong a word. Pushovers was closer to the truth.
Leslie tried out for and became head cheerleader of the Washington Irving High School basketball team. Her friend Catherine and another girl, Betsy O'Brien, comprised the cheerleader set. Washington Irving had a successful basketball season. Their star player was a tall lad of Polish extraction named Hank Wallinchinski. Hank was handsome in the conventional sense. He had long, streaked blond hair, bright blue eyes, a prominent nose and an infectious grin. He also had the biggest cock at Washington Irving.
"Hank the Hump" as he was called by his teammates, was immediately attracted to Leslie and she to him. Of course she had heard stories about Hank tripping over it in the shower stalls, about having to wrap it around his waist so that he wouldn't toss the wrong thing into the basket, and Hank's huge appetite was attributed to the notion that he was eating for two, the other being it.
Leslie was definitely interested.
Toward the end of the season, Washington Irving's basketball team was scheduled to play the Brooklyn Bombers, a nearly all black team from Brooklyn High School. It was going to be the game of the season. Both high schools were undefeated and this game would cop the championship. Spirits were high on both sides. Just before the game started, Hank, wearing his warm-up jacket, and the white satin trunks with the green stripes which were the school colors, met Leslie. She was going over the cheers with Cathy and Betsy. She looked up when she became aware of his presence. Hank was six feet tall and although slender, proportionately built with one exception. Even his athletic supporter couldn't conceal the huge bulge in the front of his trunks, which was where Leslie's eyes were focused. In spite of his mammoth cock, Hank was shy with girls. He stumbled over his words as he asked Leslie if she would go out with him after the game if they won.
She smiled brightly. "Of course I will, Hank. I'll go out with you even if we don't win."
Hank grinned boyishly and went back to the bench.
"Wow!" exclaimed Cathy. "I wish he'd ask me."
"And me," sighed Betsy. "You have all the luck."
The game was intense and very close, but the Washington Irving team beat the Brooklyn Bombers by a scant three points. Hank's teammates lifted him onto their shoulders and paraded him proudly around the gymnasium. What Hank didn't know was that his balls were hanging out of his trunks. But Leslie noticed, and so did Cathy and Betsy, who were creaming in their panties.
Leslie waited for Hank outside the boys' locker room. He hurriedly showered and dressed, and rushed out to meet her. His hair was still damp.
"Hi," he grinned. "Where would you like to go? I've got my dad's car."
"Any place you'd like, Hank," she replied.
"What say we stop at McDonald's for a bag of junk food and just ride?"
"Sounds fine."
They got Big Macs, French fries and Cokes, and headed up the West Side Highway. The Beach Boys were playing on the car radio. Hank glanced at Leslie and asked, "Did you ever smoke grass, Leslie?"
"No, I haven't."
"You wanna try?"
Leslie thought about it for a moment. She had never been warned against taking it by her father, and after all, it wasn't habit forming.
"Sure, why not?" she said suddenly.
Hank lit up a joint, inhaled it deeply and handed it to Leslie, telling her how to do the process. "Draw the smoke in, suck it down into your lungs and hold it there for as long as you can, then let it out."
Leslie did as she was instructed. They finished one joint, ate the burgers and Hank lit up another. Leslie was beginning to feel marvelously relaxed. She was really getting into the music that was playing on the car radio. The station had switched to Rod Stewart. She closed her eyes and let the rock singer's twanging voice exhilarate her. "Have you ever been to the Cloisters?" she heard Hank asking.
"What? No, no, I haven't."
"It's a reconstructed medieval church that's filled with all sorts of old tapestries and things. It's really beautiful. It's too bad it's closed, but maybe, if there aren't any guards around, we can get into the grounds."
"I'd like that," replied Leslie dreamily.
Hank turned into the road leading up to the Cloisters. He was only able to go a short distance as the roadway was blocked by a chain.
"Let's leave the car here and get out and snoop around, Leslie."
The two young people got out of the car. They were both feeling very mellow and attuned to nature and their surroundings.
"Are you sure it's safe to leave the car, Hank?"
"Sure. Nothing will happen. I just won the basketball game and you're my girl."
"Am I?"
"Aren't you?"
The warm night breeze licked at their faces and contributed to their feelings of sensuality. As they neared the entrance to the Cloisters, the air became filled with the scent of new spring flowers.
"I don't see any guards, Leslie."
Leslie didn't reply, but ran the tips of her fingers lightly down his soft cheek. Hank was just beginning to get a beard and the delicate blond hairs stood up on end as Leslie touched them. He took her hand and kissed her fingers, then one by one he took them into his mouth and sucked on them.
"Let's go for a walk, Leslie," Hank said hoarsely.
They eased around the post which held the chain and looked in all directions.
"I don't think we better go up to the Cloisters," reasoned Hank. "It's full of art stuff and things like that. There's probably a guard wandering around. Why don't we just take a little stroll through the gardens?"
Leslie didn't answer, but kissed him lightly on the lips.
"Come on, let's go that way," Hank said, pointing to a narrow path between two giant bushes.
A thin sliver of moon, looking like a slice of lemon, hung expectantly in the sky overhead. The stars, their brightness diluted by thin gauzy clouds, stubbornly twinkled. Hank took Leslie's hand in his as they entered the woods next to the Cloisters. Shreds of moonlight guided them and night birds noisily welcomed them. The ground was covered with a mixture of spring grass and moss. Leslie reached down and took off her shoes and wiggled her toes in the soft, verdant carpet. They reached a small park. There was a fountain spurting water in the center of it and concrete benches on either side.
"I think we should stay out of the open," Hank cautioned.
"Let's go that way," suggested Leslie, pointing to a clump of tall trees.
Hand in hand they hurried across the grass and disappeared into the sylvan shadows. Hank, following suit with Leslie, took off his shoes, tied the laces together and slung them over his shoulder. They walked into the center of the small forest. The trees became taller and meshed overhead so that it seemed that they were in a great cathedral made not of masonry but leaves and foliage. They sat down on the ground at the base of a large elm tree and leaned against the trunk.
"That grass is dynamite, isn't it, Leslie?"
"I don't know about that. All I know is that I feel absolutely wonderful."
He turned to her and wrapped his arms around her waist and buried his face between her breasts. Leslie was just wearing a thin scoop-neck T-shirt and he could feel her nipples pressing against either cheek. He opened his mouth and sucked on each nipple in turn through the T-shirt. Leslie sighed and twisted his straight blond hair through her fingers. Hank caressed her firm young breasts and asked almost naively, "Can I feel them?"
"Of course," Leslie replied as she slipped off her T-shirt and undid her wraparound denim skirt so that the only thing she was wearing was a sheer pair of bikini panties.
"Oh, wow," groaned Hank as he saw her beautiful young body. "Oh, WOW!" He stood up. Already Leslie could see the huge bulge in his pants growing larger. Hank pulled off his polo shirt and stepped out of his jeans. He was wearing Jockey shorts, but even they could not contain his impending erection. He turned away from Leslie and bent over to take off his shorts. His ass was high and muscular. There was an indentation on each buttock, and a small patch of blond hair right above the crevice of his ass. Leslie could feel the juices in her cunt begin to flow.
She stood up and hurriedly took off her bikinis before Hank turned around. When he did, her eyes fell upon the mammoth cock hanging between his legs. It was much larger than any one she had seen before. Hank stared at the fine light brown triangle between Leslie's legs. They stepped toward each other and embraced. Her flesh was warm, and the warmth of their bodies flowed one into the other. He caressed her firmly on the buttocks and brushed his lips over the lower half of her face. He stopped for a moment to suck on her chin and lowered his head, making small, teasing circles of wetness on her neck. Then he moved even lower, and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. He could feel the nipple go rigid. He sucked it softly at first and then exerted more pressure. He bit on it lightly and then moved over to the other, to repeat the action.
Leslie kissed his hair, running her tongue over his blond tresses and pulling on them with her teeth.
"Don't stop, Hank. Please don't stop."
Hank didn't stop. Slowly he lowered himself to his knees. His tongue made a wet trail down Leslie's stomach. He stopped at her navel and twirled it around inside, then moved downward. He could feel the soft brush of her pubic hair against his chin, and then against his lips. He could taste the delicate pink slit of her vaginal lips. He eased her legs farther apart and pressed the lower half of his face against her crotch, rubbing his face from side to side over her cunt. He ran his tongue lightly over her vaginal lips and opened his mouth and covered her completely. Leslie gasped and pulled his head closer. Hank sucked noisily on her cunt, finally pulling away and grinning with pleasure.
"Much better than a Big Mac."
Using his fingers, he gently parted her outer lips and buried his mouth once again over the soft moistness of her pussy. He jabbed his tongue inside, lathing the soft membranes of her vaginal walls. His tongue tickled her clitoris and he sucked and chewed on it until it grew as hard as a peanut. Hank wrapped his hands around Leslie's ass and pulled her down to the ground.
They were both on their knees facing one another, their hands rapidly touching and exploring each other's body. Leslie snaked her hand between them and clasped his cock.
"It's sooooo big, Hank."
Soft, Hank's cock was about five inches long, but it could grow to a length of nine or ten inches, depending on how excited he was. Right now it was swollen to its full ten inch length.
They lay back on the grassy carpet. Hank's cock pointed skyward. Leslie knelt over him and moved toward it. She wrapped her fingers around the base, feeling and fondling it, then she glanced at Hank's face and smiled slightly. She moved her head downward and kissed the shiny cockhead, then she stuck her tongue out and trailed her tongue around the tip of it. She slid one of her hands down between his legs, cupped his heavy balls and squeezed them gently. Then she began to drag her tongue back and forth along the upper side of his thighs, where his pubic hair began.
The muscles in Hank's legs knotted as she worked on him. She covered his skin with her lips and tongue from his knees up to his balls and then she pressed his cock against his flat stomach. She dragged her tongue up the full length of the underside. She took the base of his cock in both hands and began licking it. Hank groaned and thrust his cock up at her with his hips. Leslie licked her lips, opened her mouth wide and let it slide between them.
Hank's buttocks rose and fell as the muscles of his legs hardened. Leslie closed her mouth around his cock with a strong sucking pressure and moved her head back and forth, letting it slide out of her mouth almost all the way. She let the head of it rest on the tip of her broad tongue. The tip probed into the slit of his cock, spread it apart and toyed with it. Then she opened her mouth wide once again taking the giant Polish kielbasa inside. This time she took almost all of his cock. Her lips were stretched taut around the thick shaft as she worked the entire thing down her throat. Farther and farther, until her lips finally pressed against his pubic hair.
Leslie held it tight in her throat until she began gasping for breath, and slowly, very slowly, she pulled her head back, disgorging the giant cock from her mouth and throat.
"Hey, where'd you learn to do that?" asked Hank not unpleasantly.
"My daddy taught me," she replied.
Hank didn't take Leslie seriously. His thoughts were on his impending climax which was beginning to swell up inside of him. Leslie went back down on his cock and continued her rapid cocksucking. Her face was flushed and her lips damp. Hank watched his swollen cockhead disappear into her mouth, followed by the pulsating shaft. Her hands opened and closed on his heavy balls, accompanying the steadily accelerating rhythm of her mouth, driving him toward a tumultuous climax. He placed his hands on the top of her head. His large fingers combed through her light brown tresses.
Hank couldn't hold back any longer!
He stiffened his legs, the muscles in his thighs bulged, as he listened to his own pulse pound wildly in his ears. Leslie wrapped her hand around the base of his cock and jerked it quickly. A long, deep groan issued from Hank as his come shot upward and began racing through the shaft of his cock. At that moment, Leslie pulled her mouth away from the cockhead and stuck out her tongue. The come gushed into the air in hot, white spurts. Some of it landed on her lips, some of it on her tongue. Eventually the remainder splashed on Hank's stomach. She bent over and began licking it up until she had swallowed every last drop.
After he came, Hank lay still, savoring the delicious feeling which always followed his climaxes. The night air was warm, the stars were bright, and he was aware of Leslie lying next to him. He fished into his pants for another joint and they shared it. His desires heightened by the grass, he said to Leslie that "turn about is fair play, and I want to suck your cunt."
He knelt down between her legs, lowered his head and began blowing hot breaths against Leslie's pussy. He spread her legs farther apart and pressed the lower half of his face against her crotch and rubbed his lips against her cunt. He trailed his tongue over her labia, then opened his mouth and began sucking her.
Leslie gasped and began moving her hips back and forth. Hank sucked noisily on her cunt. He pulled apart the outer lips and buried his mouth inside and began lathing the sweet membranes of her vaginal walls. When the tip of his tongue touched her clitoris, Leslie cried out. He wrapped his tongue around her clit and began sucking on it until it was stiff.
Leslie threw her legs apart. Her cunt yawned wider. His tongue dashed in and out as he lapped her labia. Leslie groaned and thrashed about on the ground. His tongue titillated her swollen clitoris as she thrust up against him, undulated her hips and driving her pussy against his mouth. Hank lapped at her cunt wildly, savoring the sweet young taste of her twat.
Suddenly he pulled his face away from her crotch and sat back, his buttocks resting against his heels. Leslie's face was twisted into a mask of sensuous passion. Her lips were parted and glistening with saliva. Her eyes glowed and her nostrils were flared. She reached out and grabbed Hank's giant prick and pulled it toward her until it touched the soft hair covering her vulva. Hank eased his hips forward until the head of his cock was pressed firmly against her cunt. He wriggled his hips from side to side, working his cockhead into her. He remained motionless for a moment, then he felt Leslie's fingertips dig into his muscular buttocks. She pulled him into her.
The warmth of her cunt wrapped around his giant prick, and he began fucking her with long, hard strokes. Leslie responded to him completely, pushing her pussy up against him. He put his hands on her thighs and lifted her legs until her feet rested on his broad shoulders. He kept her buttocks cupped in his large hands. He slid his cock all the way in until their pubic hair meshed together.
Upon reflection, Leslie was sure she wouldn't have been able to take all of Hank's cock if she hadn't been so relaxed from the grass.
Hank grabbed Leslie's calves, opened them wide and began spearing the huge prick in and out of her pussy savagely. His balls slammed against the smooth flesh of her ass.
"Oh, Hank," Leslie gasped, "Ohhhhhh… Hank!"
Hank worked faster, thrusting his cock in and out of her cunt with lightning speed. Suddenly he felt his balls tighten. Leslie's cum whipped up against him to meet his lunging prick, and suddenly her body lurched as she began to climax. Hank thrust his hips forward and let himself go, shooting his steaming load into the depths of her cunt. The walls of her vagina clasped the shooting prick, squeezing it like a moist hand.
They lay for a long time in each other's arms. Gradually their normal breathing returned, but they did not move. They enjoyed the feel of one another's bodies and the warm, slightly sticky contact of flesh upon flesh.
"I suppose I'd better be getting you home," said Hank finally. "Your dad will be worrying about you."
"I wonder," Leslie mused.
They got dressed and retraced their paths to the park until they reached the car. Hank opened the door for Leslie and she slid inside. On their way back downtown, they finished the cold French fries and drained their watery Cokes.
When they reached the Grotens' Gramercy Park apartment, Leslie asked Hank to come in so that he could meet her father.
"But Leslie, it's past one. He won't still be up."
"Sure he will. And he's been waiting to meet you. I've told him so much about you and your ball playing."
As Leslie slipped the key into the lock, she could hear the stereo going. Her father had recently discovered rock, and was enthusiastic over several of the established groups as well as some newcomers. She led Hank into the living room. Her father, James, was stretched out on the couch having a drink, smoking a cigarette and listening to the latest album by Wings, Paul McCartney's new group.
Leslie introduced Hank to her father. James stood up. He was wearing a short silk kimono style robe.
"So you won the game, Hank?"
"Well actually, we all did, Mr. Groten."
"What can I get you kids to drink?"
Hank was surprised by the suggestion.
"I think we should have champagne to celebrate your victory. I think we've got a bottle or two in the fridge. I'll take a look."
"Champagne," Hank whispered to Leslie. "My parents would kill me if they knew I was drinking."
"Just this once it won't hurt. After all, you smoke grass."
"But they don't know about that either, Leslie."
James returned from the kitchen carrying a tray with three glasses and a chilled bottle of Mumm's champagne. The three of them sat down on the low pillow furniture which Leslie had selected for the living room and James worked at the champagne cork. It flew against the ceiling and bounced around the room before coming to rest on the carpet. James filled the three glasses and they clinked them together, toasting Hank and the team's success. After two glasses of champagne, everybody was fairly relaxed. James brought out another bottle and Hank asked him if he'd like a little grass. James feigned surprise. "Sure, why not? I've never tried it," he lied.
Hank spread his equipment out on the low coffee table and began to roll a few joints. James was well aware that his daughter and Hank had smoked before. He saw no harm in it. He wondered if Leslie and Hank had had sex yet. As he watched Hank roll the joints, he could not help but notice the large bulge between the young man's thighs. Knowing his daughter as well as he did, he was certain that they had had a sexual relationship.
The threesome finished two joints and two bottles of Mumm's between them. James put the Moody Blues on the stereo and the three of them lay back on the pillow furniture, each lost in their own thoughts.
Suddenly Leslie got up and announced airily, "I'm going to put on something more comfortable." When she returned to the living room she was wearing a sheer flowing caftan. The outlines of her beautiful young body were clearly visible and both men could see the dark red shadows of her nipples as they pressed against the almost transparent fabric. Hank watched Leslie as she moved about the room adjusting the volume on the stereo.
James glanced at Hank and smiled. "You might as well get comfortable too, Hank. I've got another one of these robes, if you'd like to try it."
"Go on," urged Leslie. "Besides, I like to look at your legs."
Hank accompanied James into the latter's bedroom, stripped out of his clothes and took the proffered robe. This one was red, James' was blue. James noticed the huge swinging cock that the young boy sported and was slightly envious. When they went back into the living room, the rock sound of the Moody Blues surrounded them. Leslie had turned the lights off and had lit several flickering candles. She lay stretched out across the pillow furniture, her light brown hair spilling across the material.
Nobody remembered exactly how it happened, or even who instigated it, but soon the three of them were lying nude across the pillow furniture, Leslie in the center. James and Hank began kissing her simultaneously, so that their three sets of lips blended together. James had opened another bottle of champagne. This time they didn't bother with glasses, but drank directly from the bottle. It began to rain outside, and the sound of the drops pelting against the windows and the air-conditioners added to their feelings of sensuality.
Leslie slipped her hands between the legs of the two men – her boy friend and her father and clasped their cocks. Huge as her father's cock was, it didn't compare to Hank's. Anxious to shock Hank, Leslie bent her head down to her father's crotch. She stuffed his cock into her mouth and began sucking on it avidly until his cock was stiff and fully erect. Hank, very high from the grass and champagne, leaned across the pillows and watched the action.
"Jesus, that's beautiful," he murmured. "Just beautiful, the way you suck your father's cock."
"Do Hank," James urged. "Get down on that big piece of meat, Leslie."
Leslie didn't need any encouragement. She slipped from her father to Hank without a moment's hesitation, and began sucking on the young basketball player's great muscular cock. Her lips parted and she slipped it inside her mouth, working expertly over his shaft, tonguing it and sucking it with fervor. She had crawled to her knees. Between her legs, James could clearly see the pink lips of her slit nestled in her pubic hair. He got down on his back and slid his head between her legs and began lapping her young cunt. Leslie rocked her hips back and forth, finally bringing her crotch to rest on her father's face, working her pussy against his mouth. James stiffened his tongue, probed inside, and began lapping her cunt. He looked backwards and watched Leslie as she sucked Hank's prong.
The three of them switched positions. Hank sucked Leslie's cunt while James straddled her face and fucked her in the mouth. When they tired of that position, they sat back and drank more champagne, passing the bottle among them.
"I'd like to suck both of you at the same time," exclaimed Leslie.
The two men complied. They stood up on the furniture and got very close to one another so that their cocks touched. James stepped back a bit so that the heads of their cocks were on the same level. Leslie on her knees scrambled forward and wrapped her hands around their cockshafts. Leslie could feel the heat from their cocks as her face came closer. She opened her mouth as wide as possible and managed to get both cockheads inside, but that was all. Her mouth was stuffed so full she was like a squirrel storing up goodies for winter. She ran her tongue around the cockheads, but was unable to get any further stimulation. She let them out of her mouth and began licking the four balls which hung in front of her. Using her hands, she stuffed one of Hank's balls in her mouth, and one of her father's and noisily sucked on them. The two men watched her intently as they stroked their own cocks. Later they lay back down on the pillow furniture. Leslie was facing Hank and James was pressed against her smooth back, his cock embedded in the crevice between her buttocks.
"I'm going to fuck you in the ass," James said softly. "While I do, Hank can fuck you in the cunt."
The two youngsters thought it was a delicious idea. James slid down to Leslie's buttocks, pushed them apart and began rimming her to get her ass thoroughly wet with saliva. He stiffened his tongue, stuffed it inside and massaged the tight entrance. Hank pressed the head of his giant prick against her wet slit and it slid in easily. James had more difficulty getting his cock into her tight ass, but with some maneuvering, he managed to work it inside. Leslie was in ecstasy, being fucked in her cunt and her ass at the same time. She began bucking her pelvis back and forth like a stripteaser, pushing her cunt against Hank's cock and her ass against her father's.
"This is delightful," Leslie squealed. "If only I had another cock… for my mouth."
"She's a bit greedy, don't you think, Hank?" grunted James.
"Perhaps, but I could probably get someone to fill the bill."
"Who?" asked Leslie.
"Terry Ferguson. He's on the basketball team," Hank explained to James.
"Terry," said Leslie. "He's not very good-looking."
"But you should see how he's hung, Leslie. Next to me, he's got the biggest cock in the high school."
"Well I'll think about it, Hank. I guess he's not all that bad looking."
Leslie began bucking her pelvis back and forth like an exotic dancer, twisting her cunt against Hank's cock and her buttocks against her father's. Hank came first. Leslie urged him to continue fucking her while she reached her climax. About the time she went into her orgasm, James began shooting up her ass. Both of them hung onto her until their peaks had subsided. Leslie smiled and looked at Hank and said, "Tell me more about Terry."
A few days later, Hank brought his teammate Terry Ferguson over to the Groten's apartment. Terry was a dark-haired boy who wore wire framed glasses. He was stockily built for a basketball player, and had an intense, bookish look about him. James was in the bathroom showering when Terry arrived. Leslie looked very sexy in a short skirt and a brief halter top. Terry eyed her hungrily as she came to greet him and Hank.
"Glad you could come, Terry."
She stared at the young man with smoldering eyes. Hank slid his hand around Leslie's waist and squeezed her buttocks. She seemingly didn't take notice of it, but continued staring up at Terry. Terry, on the other hand, was surprised by Hank's action.
Leslie led them into the living room. The boys sat down and she offered them each a glass of Chablis. At first Terry was reluctant to accept the wine because of training, but then he reasoned that after all, basketball season was over. James came into the room, his hair still damp, wearing only a towel wrapped around his slender waist. Leslie introduced Terry to her father. James sat down in a chair opposite the three young people, who were seated on the pillow furniture. Terry blushed when he noticed James' cock and balls were clearly visible to all. He wondered why neither Hank nor Leslie took any notice of it.
Terry's upbringing had been rather strict. Being from a Catholic family, his parents would never have been so casual in front of their children. However, because of the tight controls which had been exerted on Terry, he was quite repressed and highly charged sexually. Besides frequent masturbation, his two sexual experiences had been unsatisfactory. One was with a girl of fifteen who made it with everybody on the basketball team. Terry had found their sexual union together quick and extremely unfulfilling. Occasionally he allowed himself to be blown in the movie theaters by various older men who hung out in the balconies for just that purpose. These escapades made Terry feel guilty and were also not very satisfying.
Hank broke out the grass. He knew that that would get Terry more in the mood and relax his inhibitions. The four of them smoked in silence with no sound in the room except the stereo. Leslie suddenly stood up, took off her skirt and halter top and slipped out of her sandals. She was wearing nothing else except her panties.
Hank pulled them down and she stepped out of them. Terry looked at the action in amazement and his cock began to get hard in his pants. Hank took off his clothes and James threw aside the towel. The two men began sucking on Leslie's tits and Terry was becoming unbearably hot.
"Take off your clothes, Terry," Leslie urged. "The party's about to begin."
Terry pulled his sweatshirt off and fumbled with his zipper. Leslie watched in fascination as he stripped off his pants and pulled down his shorts. Hank was right. Terry was hung, and right now he had a thick, roaring hard-on. Leslie broke away from Hank and her father and wrapped her fingers around Terry's thick cock. She clutched the swollen shaft and squeezed it gently. She ran her fingers over his flat stomach and toyed with his curly black pubic hair. Then she cupped his heavy balls in one hand and squeezed them firmly. Terry groaned and began writhing on the pillow. Leslie started moving her hand up and down on his cock with a slow, steady rhythm. She ran her tongue over her lips and they glistened with saliva. Then she bent over and flicked her tongue out. She ran the tip of it over his flat, muscular stomach.
Leslie's nipples were hard from the sucking she had been getting, and there was a warm moistness in her cunt from the thrill of doing something so outrageous as having sex with her father and two young men at the same time. She continued caressing Terry's cock and balls with her tongue and then she gently nibbled at his smooth flesh with her teeth. Terry tentatively reached out and touched her breasts. He cupped them in his hands and massaged them, thrilling to her satin smooth skin. His sexual emotions were highly charged, and Terry began to let himself go. He bent over and caressed each nipple with the tip of his tongue. Leslie's hands grasped his cock more firmly. She felt his cockhead throbbing and she wanted to put it inside her mouth. She slid out her tongue and ran it over his pubic hair, and then holding his cock in her hands, she ran the tip of her tongue around the head of it.
Terry stretched out his legs and she opened her mouth wide and let the head of his cock slide between her lips. James and Hank moved in close to watch, the action.
"How does it feel, Terry?" asked Hank.
"Fantastic," Terry murmured. Leslie forced her head downward, taking the thick cock into her hot wet mouth. Terry felt the head of his cock touch the back of the throat and he groaned with pleasure. He had never experienced such total sexual joy before. He had only imagined that it existed, but now he knew that it did.
Leslie pulled her head up with a strong sucking pressure. She sucked all the way up to the tip of the head and then went down nearly to the hairy base. She gripped the stalk of his cock in one hand and continued fondling his balls with the other. She moved her head up and down with a rapidly accelerating speed. Terry lifted his head and watched as she sucked him off. The sight of his cock disappearing into the beautiful young face really excited him. He could feel his climax building up. He wished he could hold it back, but he was so excited that he knew he couldn't. "I'm going to come," he grunted.
Leslie sucked him in a frenzy, anxious for him to climax. Terry ground his teeth together and waves of wonderful sensation flowed through his body. He pushed his hips upward and cried out when it burst loose. Hot come gushed from his cock and Leslie swallowed it eagerly, squeezing his balls as he shot his load down her throat. She continued sucking until he was expended and his cock became soft in her mouth. Then she pulled her mouth away from his prick and ran her tongue over her teeth, savoring the taste of his come.
"How was it, old buddy?" asked Hank.
Terry was so shattered that he couldn't answer.
When Terry opened his eyes he saw that the party was still going on. Hank and James were stroking Leslie's skin, rubbing her breasts and fondling her cunt. Leslie wrapped her fingers around her father's cock and pulled him closer to her. She parted her lips and took his cock into her mouth. Hank and Terry stood up and watched as Leslie moved her mouth back and forth on the thick rod. Both Hank and Terry were rock hard and their cocks were sticking straight out. Leslie took their cocks in the hands and began jerking them as she sucked her father.
Then James pulled his cock out of Leslie's mouth and let Hank step forward and jam his cock down her throat. She sucked on Hank until he was nearly ready to explode. Then he stepped aside and Terry positioned himself in front of her. She opened her mouth wide and took in his fat prick. She sucked on him for a while, but Terry pulled away before he climaxed.
Leslie lay down on the pillow furniture. Hank lay down facing her and pressed the head of his cock against her cunt. The lips parted and it slipped easily inside. Leslie pushed her hips against his, taking all of his cock. His hands clasped over the cheeks of her buttocks. He rolled over on his back and pulled her on top of him.
Leslie got on her knees, positioning herself over his thick cock. Terry got on his knees directly behind Hank's head, and Leslie was able to suck him. James was eyeing the smooth, round buttocks. He got on his knees behind his daughter, taking his hand and rubbing it over his hardened prick. Then he pressed it against her anus. She stopped moving for a moment and waited until he had worked it into her asshole. Little by little, the cock penetrated her ass and Leslie began rotating her hips, savoring the feeling of being fucked from both sides and having her mouth stuffed with cock at the same time. It was just as thrilling as she had imagined it would be.
Terry bucked his hips against her wet sucking mouth. Leslie was in her glory. She had a cock in each hole – her mouth, her ass and her cunt. Hank watched with fascination as just a few inches above his face, Leslie was sucking off his friend and teammate, Terry. Her lips were wrapped around the wide prick and his balls shook as she moved her head furiously back and forth. He jammed his own cock up her cunt as far as it would go and at the same time James was plunging his meat in and out of her asshole.
Terry pinched the nipples of Leslie's creamy breasts as he began to feel the pressure of his impending climax constricting his balls. James, behind Leslie, was ramming forward with great thrusts, grunting like an animal as his cock invaded her ass. Leslie pushed her ass back against him to meet his ramming prick and moved her head faster on Terry's prick.
"Here I go!" Hank screamed. His thick load began to shoot up her cunt.
"I'm coming too!" cried Terry. "Fm shooting down her throat!"
James was groaning loudly and his own climax was surging upward. He clutched Leslie around the waist and plummeted his juicy prick in and out of her ass as he began to come. Leslie wanted to scream with delight. All three men shot their juice into her. She swallowed Terry's creamy come again and again and some of it spilled out of her mouth and fell upon Hank's face like the hot drippings from a candle. Terry withdrew his saliva coated cock from her mouth and fell back upon the furniture, feeling delightfully expended. James wiggled away from her ass and his softened cock came out with a loud, wet sound.
Hank kept his giant prick inside her wet cunt. He looked at Leslie's flushed face and said, grinning: "I think we've convinced Terry that sex is the best thing there is."
"I think so," replied Leslie. She bent over and licked the come which had fallen from Terry's cock to Hank's face. "Mmm," she murmured. "Good to the very last drop."



CHAPTER TWENTY TWO


That fall, Leslie entered NYU drama school. The theater had always excited her, and according to her high school teachers, she showed promise as an actress. That's when she met Gabriel Copeland. Gabe, as his students called him, was Leslie's Beginning Acting instructor, and she was immediately attracted to him. Gabe was nearly six feet tall, had tight, curly black hair, a Zapata type mustache and piercing light blue eyes. He also had an athlete's physique.
The first class assignment was for each class member to do a monologue of three minutes in length. Gabe advised his students that they should pick something they were comfortable with and in the right age bracket. Leslie pieced together several speeches of the character of Emily from Our Town and worked hard on them. She did her scene for her father, who thought it was pretty good for a beginner.
The day came for the scenes to be presented. Leslie sat through four before it was her turn. She was nervous at the beginning of the class, but after seeing the four atrocious bits of acting which preceded her, she felt more confident. Gabe was kind in his criticisms of the other students and she felt at ease. She got up on the small makeshift stage, and after announcing what she was going to do, launched into her scene. When she was finished, the members of the class applauded. She turned to Gabe. His face was impassive.
"Not bad, not bad at all, Leslie. A little more work and you could be playing Emily at a summer stock theater. A lot more work, hard work, and some day you might be good enough to even play it on Broadway."
"Thank you," she stammered and sat down.
The rest of the scenes weren't much better than the ones which had gone before Leslie, but one young man named Jerry Silver showed promise.
Two weeks later, after Leslie did another scene for Gabe, he asked her to stop by his office after class. She had done the part of the lesbian Inez from Sartre's No Exit, and Gabe was obviously impressed by her power. After class was over, she chatted for a few moments with the other students, then went directly to the instructor's office. It was located in a section of the building which had been set aside for offices. She wandered down the long corridor, searching for his name on one of the many doors. When she found it, the door was partially open. Before she could knock, Gabe looked up from his desk and told her to come in.
"Sit down, Leslie. I'll be with you in just a second." A minute later, Gabe pushed aside his papers. He got up, crossed the room, shut the door and said, "I'm recommending that you drop out of my Beginning Acting class, Leslie."
Leslie's heart was in her mouth. She couldn't have been that bad.
"Yes," he continued. "I want you to skip Beginning Acting and come into my Advanced Acting class. There's no use wasting your time and keeping you in the company of all those yoyos. Other than you, only Jerry has any promise, and I'm recommending to the administration that he be allowed to do the same thing."
"Oh, Gabe, that's thrilling!" exclaimed Leslie.
"I think you have the makings of a very fine actress, Leslie, and in the Advanced Acting class I can give you more personal attention." As he spoke the last two words, Gabe let his eyes wander over the beautiful young girl. He sat down on the edge of his desk facing her. Leslie could not help looking at the formidable bulge in his bleached out jeans.
"I'd like more personal attention, Gabe. I'd like it a lot," said Leslie with meaning.
Gabe reached out his hand, clasped her chin and lifted her face to his. He leaned over and pressed his lips against Leslie's. Her lips opened eagerly to receive him and Gabe slid his tongue into her mouth. Her breath was warm against his cheek, and the sweet taste of her mouth filled his. His tongue probed at the side of her mouth and her teeth. He reached down with his other hand and cupped her left breast and squeezed it gently through the material of her blouse. Leslie lifted herself part way out of the chair. She wrapped her arms around his neck and opened her mouth wider as she probed her tongue against his. They clung to each other in a torrid, passionate embrace for several minutes and then finally parted, their chests heaving as they labored for air.
"I want you very badly, Leslie, but I would not press anything unless you wanted to. I'm not in the habit of sleeping with my students, and I don't want you to think that because I'm giving you this 'promotion' that you have to make love with me."
"But I want to Gabe." She touched the side of his face with the tips of her fingers and smiled wryly. Then she moved her hand to his groin and began squeezing his cock through the fabric of his pants.
"You could make a dead man get a hard-on, Leslie. I want you, and I want you now." Gabe turned on the radio to a soft station to drown out the sounds of their voices from the other offices. Then he locked the door and began getting undressed.
Leslie watched, fascinated, as he stripped out of his clothes. His body was solid and muscular and there was a profuse amount of black hair covering his chest and pubic area. His cock was large and beautifully formed. Leslie undressed, and within seconds she was standing before Gabe, as nude as he was.
He took her hand and pulled her gently down to the floor. The floor was covered in a soft, dark carpet and was quite comfortable. They kissed once again. Leslie put her hand around the swollen shaft of his cock. Then she pulled her mouth away from his and moved down. Her pink tongue slipped out between her parted lips and she began caressing the lower part of his stomach with her lips and tongue. She flicked the tip of her tongue from side to aide over his stomach, and her hands continued to caress his cock and balls. Then she stiffened her tongue and drove the tip of it into his navel. She moved it from side to side and gently nibbled at his skin with her teeth.
Gabe touched her breasts and cupped them in his hands, squeezing the warm, resilient flesh. He pushed her over on her back and took her nipple between his lips and sucked on it as he continued to flick his tongue back and forth across it. Her hands continued stroking his cock as she pushed her breasts against his lips.
"I want to put my cock inside you, Leslie."
"Then do it."
"Turn over on your stomach. I want to do it from behind."
When Leslie got into the position, Gabe got behind her. Her beautiful, firm buttocks were spread apart from him, and the sight of them made the blood rush to his head. He fondled the warm ass flesh between his hands. Leslie spread her legs farther apart so that he could get between them on his knees. He slid his hands down to her waist and pressed his cock against her upraised buttocks. Leslie raised herself on her elbows so that he could get his hands underneath her to feel her breasts. She turned her head to one side to hold her mouth up to his as he fondled her tits. Gabe's hips began undulating, driving his hips against her buttocks with quick, sharp snaps. He raised himself on his elbows and moved backward slightly, positioning himself so that his cock could slide into her. Leslie reached through her legs and took his cock in her hand. She wiggled her hips from side to side as she wrapped her fingers around it and parted her vulva with the head of it. He put his hands on her waist and pushed his cock forward as she poised it between the lips of her pussy. Then she arched her back slightly and it slid in.
Gabe paused for a moment to get a fresh grip on her waist, then rocked his hips slowly to ease more of his cock into her. As it eased in, she took her hand away from it and rested her head on her forearms, spreading her legs farther apart and arching her back deeper to hold her pussy up to him. He ran his hands up and down her smooth body as he fucked her with a slow, steady motion. Every muscle in his body tensed, as he looked down at his cock sinking between the smoothly rounded curves of her buttocks. He gripped Leslie and held her fast as he began fucking her harder.
Leslie began working her hips from side to side as his cock slid in and out. He increased the pace of his thrusting cock and she began moaning as her body shook with quick jerks beneath his. She arched her back deeply as his cock buried itself in her tight, hot pussy, and his stomach pressed against her buttocks and his balls slammed against her vulva. Leslie began writhing and Gabe could feel the semen ballooning inside him. He abandoned all thought of control as he plunged wildly into the delirious enjoyment of her body. Leslie could feel the tension mounting within her as her movements became more frantic. He exploded into her and her body began thrusting back at him as her sensations also reached their peak. His come shot out in thick spurts and his cock plunged deep into her and they lurched together in convulsive spasms. Then she fell forward on the floor. He collapsed on top of her, his cock still buried between her buttocks. She closed her legs together, imprisoning his cock. The pounding of their hearts gradually slowed down and their labored breathing returned to normal.
"I'll say one thing for you, Leslie. You don't need any fucking lessons. You're the best. I mean that."
"Thanks, Gabe. You're marvelous, too."
The two young people disengaged themselves and got dressed. Leslie looked at Gabe thought fully for a moment and then said sweetly, "Why don't you come home with me for dinner? I'd love to have you meet Daddy."
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