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Chapter 1


One of the problems a House Mother employed by a college fraternity continually faces now that most colleges and universities are co-ed, is making sure that at the witching hour of midnight, all the young girls are back in the sorority houses and the young gentlemen are tucked into the comfortable beds.
Mrs. James was no exception. At the age of thirty-seven, after a four-year tour in the U.S. Navy as a specialist in aerial photography, and after a divorce from a marriage that lasted six years, it would appear that she was ideally suited for the job.
However, she was not. She was constantly frustrated by the incredible antics of the undergraduates, their complete lack of self-discipline and a collective attitude toward education that at times made her shudder. She well remembered her own college days. A system existed then!
These days it definitely did not. The young men spent money as if it grew on trees. They raced round the campus in expensive sport cars. They cut classes. They drank in their rooms. They fucked every girl they could find and this included the "townies," or the local girls of whom the college girls were extremely jealous.
They ran around the house half dressed and sometimes stark naked. On her night off she knew they screened dirty movies they bought in New York sex shoppes.
This wasn't all. Without exception, all twenty young men, ages eighteen through twenty-one, continually made passes at her. If she wasn't propositioned by at least five in one day, or evening as they watched television instead of attending to their homework or studying for examinations, she found herself feeling restless and even unwanted.
At the age of thirty seven, Gloria James looked ten years younger. Her swollen ripe breasts with her erect nipples often jutting out suggestively under the soft cashmere sweaters she loved, not only excited and aroused the fraternity boys, but also herself. Much too often did she find herself toying with her nipples through the sweater, pinching them or just tickling them with her sharp fingernail.
To say that Gloria James was sexually frustrated would be a classical understatement. To say that she hungered for love, for affection, for tenderness and at the same time lusted for vulgar sex she had found only in fantasy would be understating the understatement!
She craved sex. But as a House Mother for Phi Kappa Beta at a fabulous salary with a small but cozy two room apartment on the very top floor of the PKB fraternity house, risking any kind of serious adventure with any of the boys would cost her her job. This she could not afford.
She loved this apartment. It had a wonderful view of the campus, the tall green trees, the wide, sloping lawns, the revolutionary-styled campus buildings and, in the distance the winding river and the railroad bridge that crossed it.
At night, alone, sitting by the window, naked, masturbating, she'd idly wait for the flashing lights of the different trains zipping across the bridge, disappearing in the darkness. She loved to hear the train's whistles as they roared into the small town terminal.
Alone in the double bed, lights out, window open, she'd daydream about her future or recall delicious moments of her past. She always kept one ear cocked for any shenanigans downstairs. The other listened for the last city-bound, a local that told her it was 12:00 midnight.
This was Mrs. James' cue to put on her robe and pass every door of the private rooms the rich boys occupied. Each had sworn an oath, when she knocked softly, they were to reply, if they were awake, that they were alone.
This oath also included the silent statement that the occupant was not smoking in his bed. If she saw a bright light under the door, this meant the boy inside was studying. She never bothered to knock on these doors. No one likes to be disturbed while he's studying.
After she'd circulated through the three-story house that had once been a rich man's mansion, checking the door locks and the kitchen, she would press the burglar alarm button.
Then she would take the one-man elevator up to the top floor. From here she'd climb a staircase up to her eagle's nest-like apartment.
She would turn on the silent television, closed circuit monitor that screened the corridors on the second and third floors and the main rooms down on the first.
These included the pleasant dining room, the two lounges, the library and the entrance to the "Holy of Hollies."
The Holy of Hollies was the fraternity's most sacred place. In here were kept all the ritualistic materials used in fraternal initiation, the records of the members, the "brothers" as they called themselves, and also the ceremonial altar that contained the sacred scroll. This contained the names of every member since time immemorial.
No woman and no stranger was welcome in the H of H. The door, except for ceremonial occasions, was always kept bolted, the locks sealed personally by the acting president.
During the elaborate parties often thrown by Phi Kappa Beta, a guard was always posted at the door of the Holy of Holies.
The actual work involved in Mrs. James' job as House Mother was not very demanding. Mostly it consisted of keeping records, supervising the daily supper menu, doing the shopping by telephone, writing checks that paid the bills and making routine checks on the two women who worked down in the basement doing the brothers' laundry, washing and ironing, pressing their trousers and jackets.
She also kept the library in order, putting back books, taking the boys' orders for new ones, including mailing subscriptions for magazines.
She also supervised the maid who kept the fraternity house clean and tidy and made up the boys' beds if they didn't do so themselves; and they were highly encouraged to do all their room-work themselves. This was part of the fraternal discipline but many of the brothers were either too lazy to comply or rich enough to poke up their noses and slip the maid $20.00 a week.
She had nothing to do with the cook or the two waitresses, town people who worked part-time and kept pretty much to themselves. They'd been hired before she took the job.
So for most of the time she was free, often bored. She ate breakfast, lunch and supper in her apartment if she didn't feel a need to get out of the house and visit any of the restaurants downtown. In the fraternity house her food was brought up on a tray; in the morning, by the maid; for lunch and supper, by one of the two pretty waitresses who served the fraternity boys in the main dining room; or, if they were ill, as it happens, in the boy's room.
Every third afternoon, week in and week out, she went to the lone movie house for the matinee. Often on Saturday night, she'd take the train into the city. She'd check into a hotel and either see a new film or a stage play or a musical comedy.
But most of the time Gloria James was extremely lonely. She had never enjoyed going to bars. She didn't like to be picked up. She sincerely detested greedy men making obscene advances.
What she did like was to drink in pleasant company, to relax, enjoy stimulating conversation and be genuinely admired for her sensual beauty and respected for her brains.
Gloria was extremely sexy when she wanted to be. Her body was superb. Long legs, pretty feet, a narrow waist and luscious breasts. But her most adorable feature was her behind. Her buttocks, when she was walking, or even standing still, were beautifully rounded, curvy and provocative.
If she'd bend over slightly, her two bottom globes and the crack between them would draw the eye of anyone as a magnet attracts metal. In her bedroom, naked, she would often admire them in her three-way mirror, caressing them, bending way over so she could see her tiny, hairless anus and her pouting, plump and very hairy pussy lips.
With her painted fingertips she'd spread her buttocks apart, slowly at first, her eyes glued on her fingernails and then as she spread her cheeks wider apart, focusing on her asshole. Often she'd finger it and more often than not, after wetting her index finger up inside her warm, moist cunt, she'd dip her finger deep up inside her ass and wiggle it until she was sobbing, moaning, crying out for release.
She would throw herself down on her big bed, the bed she'd never shared with anyone. She would take one of her treasured dildoes. She would suck and lick it, coating it with her slick saliva, warming it up her mouth.
On her back, pulling her knees up high until they almost rubbed against her erect nipples, she'd reach around, the dildo slimy with her saliva in her right hand.
She'd rub it all over her asshole, sometimes jabbing it, sometimes smacking it sharply, liking the noise, loving the wild sensations that shot through her naked body.
Closing her eyes, she'd begin to exercise her sensitive sphincter muscle. Sometimes fluffy little airy farts would escape and she could feel her anus responding to the anticipation of the dildoe.
Hugging her knees close to her swollen breasts and straining biting her lower lip, ready for the sharp pain, she'd shiver and then plunge the dildoe head like a spear deep up inside her hot asshole.
Invariably the pain and the pleasure would mix the orgasm in her cunt that would follow would often be so violent an explosion that her whole body would tremble and vibrate from the intensity of the shock.
She would want to scream, to open her mouth and yell out. She would be breathing as if she'd just won a race. Her ripe breasts would become heavy and her nipples extremely tender. She would feel pain behind her eyes.
It was only then that she began the lovely and exciting ritual of fucking herself up her own asshole with her beloved dildoe, ramming it in and out, faster and faster, knees parted, both hands gripping the slimy dildoe as she poked it and jabbed it, as she slid it slowly, gradually increasing the speed as her sweet asshole began to suck on the artificial penis.
Her cunt would be flowing by now. Ripples of passion would be washing over her sweating body, scorching her nipples, making her clitoris burn, setting her beautiful cunt on fire.
This was when she'd shove the ass dildoe up deep, gripping the base of it tightly with her sphincter, she would roll over, get up on her hands and knees. She would hold her breath, afraid to breathe and lose the dildoe up her ass.
Reaching under her pillow for the second phallic instrument, a seven-inch long soft rubber dildoe with an unusually large head, she'd wet it between her soaking wet cunt lips, then jam it up inside her cunt to the very hilt.
She would muffle her screams in the pillow.



Chapter 2


One beautiful June morning two weeks before exams were to begin and all the fraternal brothers were breaking their backs cramming vital information into their brains, one of the two waitresses suddenly became very ill and was hospitalized indefinitely.
All morning Gloria James tried in vain to get a replacement. All of a sudden no one was immediately available. Finally, her last resort, she called the town's only employment agency.
Normally this agency supplied only factory workers and other skilled personnel, grounds keepers for the college, cafeteria help and cleaning women who worked in any one of the many buildings on campus.
"But we do have one applicant whose application says he's had experience as a waiter," said the agency woman.
"I'd prefer a waitress," said Gloria. "You know how college boys are, a pair of pretty legs, stuff like that," she laughed.
"I do," smiled the woman over the phone, "and I'm so sorry, Mrs. James, but this boy is the best I can do at the moment… "
"How old a boy?"
"Eighteen." She paused. "I remember him. He has a most unusual problem. He needs work, too."
"What sort of problem?"
"He and his sister are stranded here in town. Would you believe that in this day and age, Mrs. James?"
Gloria smiled to herself. Once she'd been stranded. She'd never forget it, either. No fun.
She asked for more information.
"Well, according to him, and his sister, and I might say, they're both very good looking kids, well, they have a step-mother who's traveling in Europe. They can't locate her. You see," the agency woman continued, "these two were traveling around the country in a van, sightseeing, and so on. Understand?"
"Yes."
"Well, the van broke down here in town. They had it towed to that bastard Bill Frank's garage, and you know what a rip-off robbing bastard Bill Frank can be? Well, it's simple enough. He's holding the van with all their things in it in lieu of payment.
"The two sweet kids have tried everything. They have no relatives except this stepmother, no friends to speak of. They're really stranded. I feel sorry for them, but I've tried my best to find something for either of them to do and it's just no go, understand?"
"Yes." She hesitated. "Let me think. I'll phone you back, okay?" She paused again. "By the way, how old is the sister?"
"She's the same age. They're twins."
"You don't mean it?"
"I sure do. she's very sweet. She's also very pretty. And he's very protective. You can tell they are twins, too; but they don't look all that much alike. It's their smiles. When they smile, you can tell."
"She's not had any kind of work experience, like waitressing, anything like that?"
"No, Mrs. James. She's just not the type. You can tell that on looking. But she's not a snob either. She can't even help drive the van. I listened to their whole story very carefully."
"Where are they staying?"
The agency woman laughed.
"That's another story. They have no place. The hotel wouldn't take them in because they had no luggage, see?"
"This all sounds perfectly dreadful."
"It is." She coughed. "Well, they're staying here in my office at night. He sleeps on the couch. She sleeps on the floor on the couch cushions. I would have taken them home, but my hubby, well, let's not get into that… "
"I see… and during the day…?"
"They either sit in the park, try to locate the step-mother, using my telephone, or they sit on the campus library."
"What are they doing for food?"
"I don't want you to say anything, but they're eating in Garretson's Luncheonette. I placed the cook there and he feeds them, well, sort of under the table, if you know what I mean, Mrs. James?"
"I know what you mean. This is really sad. Look, I'll tell you what, when you see them next, send them over here. Tell them to ask for me, all right?"
"Both?"
"Why not?"
"I agree. Why not?"
"Look, Mrs. Griffin, I'll find someway to handle the situation. Just send them over, okay?"
"I sure will, and listen, if you take him on, dot worry about any fee for the agency."
"You're very kind, Mrs. Griffin, very kind."
When Gloria James hung up the telephone in her apartment, she sat back in the swivel chair behind the small desk she used as an "office" in the so-called living room of her apartment.
She took a deep breath as her eyes scanned the room. Directly opposite her was a convertible cough that, when opened, became a very comfortable double bed.
Pulling up her skirt, she slipped her right hand down inside her cotton panties. Her fingers began to caress her hairy vagina. At the mere thought of what she had in mind, her pussy was already heating up.
She slid her index finger between her plump cunt lips. How moist it was. Almost slippery. She touched her little clitoris and it leaped to attention.
She let her eyes close. Her left hand went up under her cashmere sweater. She wasn't wearing her brassiere. Her nipples were erect, as excited as her clitoris as she gave each a pinch in turn. She squeezed her ripe breasts and then massaged them gently as her finger up inside her cunt began to stab in and out, but very slowly, rubbing over her vibrating clitoris and then dipping back up inside her moist slit.
Then the thought that finalized the conspiracy brewing in her brain fin alb materialized. Pulling her hand out from inside her panties, she brought her inquisitive finger up to her nose. She sniffed it and smiled. She rubbed its wetness over her lips and then licked her lips. She took a deep breath.
Reaching for the telephone on the desk, she dialed the intercom. It rang down in the lounge where she knew Dianne, the maid, was cleaning.
"Yes, Mrs. James?"
"Dianne, I just received a most surprising telephone call. I've never told you, anyone for that' matter, but I have a niece and nephew. My sister's children, and they're twins."
"I'm listening, Mrs. James." Often Dianne was very caustic and unfriendly. She took her work seriously and had very little time for small talk. Besides, she always suspected that when Mrs. James called her on the intercom from up in her apartment, she was checking up on her.
This was, however, never the actual case; always a figment of Dianne's less than fertile imagination.
"Well, Dianne," Gloria James continued, smiling to herself, "they've just come to town and they're going to have lunch with me… up here."
"Yes, go on, please, Mrs. James."
"Well, I expect them almost any time. Would you be good enough to let them in and show them how to get up here?"
"Of course, Mrs. James." Dianne sounded much relieved. "Would there be anything else?"
"Yes, Dianne. They'll just ask for me by name, Mrs. James. It's been a long time since we've seen one another. Once they arrive and get up here, I'll call the kitchen and make arrangements, all right?"
"Yes, Mrs. James, but that reminds me… do you want me to help out in the dining room today… unless you've found another waitress?"
"Yes, Dianne, would you mind terribly?"
"Oh, no, Mrs. James. Not at all. Besides most of the boys are eating sandwiches up in their rooms. They're too busy to come down to the tables."
"Very well, Diane," said Mrs. James and she hung up the receiver.
Again Gloria James sat back in her swivel chair. A wide smile flooded her pretty face, she got up. In the bathroom that adjoined her bedroom, she slipped out of her cashmere sweater. She folded it neatly and placed it back into its cellophane protective bag. She I unhooked her skirt, stepped out of it. She folded this, too, and placed it neatly on one of the shelves.
Wearing only her panties now, she sat down on the black toilet seat. She leaned back against the tank. She spread her knees wide apart.
She raised her bare feet up to balance them on the edge of the toilet seat after kicking off her high heeled bedroom slippers.
Closing her eyes, she began to run her right hand all over her panty crotch, cupping her ripe mound so prominent under the material of her cotton panties. She fingered between her slit, forcing the material into her vaginal hole.
Her hand massaged and stroked her breasts. She teased her nipples until they were erect and throbbing sweetly from her affectionate caresses. She pinched them until the pain was severe, almost unbearable, then rubbed and smoothed them with her palm until they were harder than before.
Then she got up from the toilet seat. Turning her back to the door, she straddled the toilet, facing the tank. She leaned forward, her head on top of the tank. She lay her cheek on the cold porcelain surface of the toilet tank. She sat back and glancing down between her naked thighs she stared at the crystal clear water in the bowl.
She strained her bladder then and her urine began to piddle through the panty crotch, warming her cunt, soaking the crotch; and finally, when her urine began to squirt, she cupped her hand roughly over her mound, rubbing it vigorously.
She began moaning as her warm urine began to spurt forcing it way through the tight, stretched panties. Quickly, she raised up. She backed off the toilet, dribbling urine all over the tiled floor. She pulled her panties down to her knees, staring at the soaking crotch.
Then she backed up, sat down on the toilet and gripping her clitoris between her thumb and forefinger, began pulling and pinching it at the same time until the pain was so severe and her clitoris was so raw, it took only seconds before she was down on the cold tile, squirming and writhing all over, now on her back humping up at her fingers, now over on her belly, her right hand reaching up under between her damp, urine-stained thighs as her fingers, four of them, swam in and out of her drenched cunt.
When the orgasm finally struck, it almost knocked the breath out of her. Now again on her back, her legs thrashing, her naked toes flexing, she kicked off her panties and then, reaching them with the bare toes of her left foot, caught them, picked them up with her little toes and carried them up to her waiting hand.
First she sniffed them, then she tasted the wet crotch, then she rubbed them all over her pounding breasts, ringing them out over her nipples, eyes closed, her happy cunt throbbing as a second wild orgasm threatened.
She was just about to explode when she heard the soft knocking on her apartment door.



Chapter 3


Jeffrey and his twin sister, Beth, had been victims of circumstance more than once in their eighteen years of living. Their mother had died in childbirth. For ten years both had been raised on a foster farm because their father had been unable to care for them properly.
It wasn't until he remarried, when the twins were about eleven years old, that they returned to some kind of family life.
Then, suddenly, on a deep sea fishing trip, the twins along for the ride, their father fell overboard. Rescue was impossible.
This cruel twist of faith returned them to an institution because their step-mother wasn't able to take care of them and attend to her own business. This consisted principally of straightening out their deceased father's estate and arranging a home for them. This took a considerable length of time.
It wasn't until Jeff and Beth were fifteen that they finally had a decent home. And this was in a place not to their liking.
They ran away together, destination unknown, at the age of sixteen. The police in another state found them. They were returned to their step-mother.
This woman wasn't really a bad woman. Actually, she herself had come from a broken home and if she shunned anything, it was responsibility. Confident that the twins were able to care for themselves at the age of seventeen, she sat down with them and made a deal.
She would divide up their father's estate, apportioning Beth and Jeffrey their financial share. This money would last them until they were at least eighteen/nineteen. The only problem with it was that, because they were minors, the step-mother had all the proxy power to handle and disburse the funds.
Five months before another cruel twist of fate that took place in the college town of P-, the step-mother flew to Europe with a man whom she claimed she loved. She gave both all the money (in traveler's checks) that remained as their share in their late father's estate.
This totaled several thousand dollars. Free of any supervision, having no home, Beth and her brother invested in a Volkswagen van. They bought it second-hand, had it reconditioned so they could live in it. Packing all their belongings into this van, they drove off; again, destination unknown.
For five months, until they arrived in P-, they had a marvelous time. Both were certain that now the fates were smiling down upon them. Neither ever guessed that in P-, another cruel twist would strand them, completely broke, in a strange college town on the eastern seaboard.
In vain did they try to locate their stepmother. If they were successful, as they discussed many times, still they were not certain in any way, shape or form, that she would come to their rescue.
When the garage man confiscated their van, refusing to allow them to even sleep in it, or remove any of its contents they thought they would sell, the rotten luck they were suffering struck them both dumb like two babes in the woods, they clung to each other spiritually and physically.
And their bad luck didn't change until they were refused at the only hotel in the town they remaining in his pocket and in Beth's purse. This was when they sighted Mrs. Griffin's employment agency and told her their story.
Now, as they stood outside Mrs. Gloria James' door in the elegant fraternity house, they held hands, their fingers squeezing, both breathing deeply at the same time they were holding their breath.
On the way over, Jeffrey had said to his sister, "I've heard about house mothers before. They're usually old crabby bags… "
"Mrs. Griffin said that Mrs. James is sweet," said Beth, looking up into her handsome brother's deep blue eyes. Hers were a lighter blue. Her long hair was also more blonde but this was from the sun. Beth loved to lay naked in the sun of the van's roof.
"Let's just keep our fingers crossed, honey," her brother comforted. "Something nice has just got to happen to us."
"Let's kiss for good luck," Beth had said just before they knocked on Gloria James' door. And this kiss typical of the kisses they were sharing lately. Her pink tongue darted between his parted lips, meeting with his tongue. He pulled her close and soon both their arms were around the other's shoulders.
Beth was the first to rub her groin against her brother's crotch, to feel the sudden hardening of his beautiful prick against her mound. Jeff was the first to let his hands slide down her back to clasp her buttocks and hug her body closer.
They kissed ravenously, their tongues swirling, searching inside each other's warm mouth. Beth sucked on his tongue and he chewed on her lower lip as they began to squirm sensuously against each other.
"Oh, my darling," Beth moaned. "Something nice must happen. It just must," she moaned, rubbing her young firm breasts against his manly chest, kissing his face madly as she felt his hands lifting up her skirt from the back, soon feeling his delicious fingers caressing and stroking her naked behind as she rubbed ferociously against his penis that was now rock hard.
She reached between their trembling bodies. Jeff moved away slightly so her hand was not interrupted in its search. When he felt her fingers curl around his throbbing shaft, he began to whimper and moan in her ear.
"Oh, Beth, honey baby, yes, ohooo, Beth… "
This was when they heard a sharp sound in the narrow corridor up on the top floor. They parted instantly. Beth smoothed down her skirt while her brother, hand down inside his trousers, straightened out his erect penis so that it lay flat up against his stomach.
"You better knock, honey," Beth whispered.
"Just a second so Dinkey goes limp," he whispered back. Beth grinned. Dinkey was the pet name they used for his penis.
When Gloria James opened the door, the twins were stunned. They did double-takes and then broke into wide smiles.
As for Gloria, her heart skipped a beat at the sight of the two good-looking kids.
"Come in… come in," she smiled.
Gloria, nude and on the bathroom floor, when the twins' knock sounded on her door, had no time but to throw on her lavender dressing gown and fit her bare feet into her high-heeled slippers. She'd brushed out her long hair and had managed to quickly dab on some lipstick.
"You'll just have to excuse me," she apologized. "I was about to bathe and I really didn't expect either of you this soon."
"Mrs. Griffin told us to hurry over," Beth smiled. She glanced at her brother and the look, which, of course, Gloria James didn't understand, meant that Beth just knew that at last the sun was shining down on them; that this meeting meant a great deal. That it meant she, Beth knew that somehow their troubles were over.
"I'm glad you did," Mrs. James smiled.
"And so are we," said Jeffrey, he meant it, too!
"Come in here," she said, leading the way through the entrance foyer into the living room. "Sit-down and we'll talk." She paused. She felt a strange, inexplicable stirring in her groin. Bizarre vibrations were thrilling her body. Her breasts began to ache in a way they never had. She could feel her nipples stiffening. What was happening?
"But first," she smiled, conscious that both twins were examining her surreptitiously, their eyes reaching out to glide over her breasts that were fully outlined under the tight lavender robe. She wondered if they could see that she was naked under it.
She was very conscious of the boy, the way he glanced down at her naked toes in the very sexy high heels. This gave her the shivers and again she felt a strange passion seeping through her body.
"But first, I'm sure you'd both like a little something to drink. It's warm out there, isn't it?"
"Yes," Beth nodded. She was sure that Mrs. James was nude under her robe. Once when the older woman turned, she was sure she saw a dark shadow between her thighs. This made Beth catch her breath.
"What would you like?" asked Mrs. James. She paused, watching as the twins sat next to each other on the convertible couch. She secretly admired Beth's lovely sunburned legs. The open-toed and heel-less sandals Beth wore had seen better days, that was for sure, but they served beautifully to emphasize the beauty of her little feet and perfectly formed toes.
"I have some cold white wine," Gloria James smiled.
The twins exchanged glances.
"We'd like that," said Beth, a happy smile lighting up her pretty face. She squeezed her brother's arm.
"I'd hoped you would," said Mrs. James. "I'll be right back." With this she turned on her heel and, as she did, her lavender robe swirled open. Jeff saw right up to her outer thigh. And Beth, as they were to discuss later, got a perfect glimpse of her hairy vagina.
As soon as Mrs. James disappeared into the kitchen off the living room, Beth ran her fingers up her brother's thigh. She wiggled them, searching for his prick.
"God," she sighed, "we're in luck. Don't you feel it, darling?" she whispered into her brother's ear.
"Yes… yes… yes!"
"I told you so," she whispered, her fingers finally curling around his semi-erect penis. "I'd love to suck it now," she whispered, stabbing the tip of her pink tongue into his ear and washing it.
"Be good," Jeff warned. "Be good. Let's not rush things. We could very easily spoil it, you know that. We must… must be careful."
In the kitchen, Mrs. James was so boiling hot that when she removed the chilled bottle of white wine from the refrigerator, she spread her legs.
She opened her robe and rubbed the bottle between her thighs, soon she was rubbing it madly, back and forth, loving the coldness, loving the sensations, but most of all the loving the idea that she would have little or no difficulty convincing the twins that they could live with her in the apartment.
All she had to do was carefully explain the ruse and invited them into the conspiracy. She couldn't see how or where she could go wrong. They had no home. They had no money. They had no jobs. Getting them jobs would be no trouble.
Finding three wine goblets after making sure that none of her cunt juices were on the bottle, sniffing it and loving what she'd just done, she found a tray. Onto the tray went the bottle, the wine goblets and a bowl of salted peanuts mixed with cashews. This would do as a starter she thought to herself. For some reason, she smiled at her reflection in one of the mirrors on the kitchen wall, she'd suddenly lost her appetite.
Just as she was about to enter the living room, about to push the curtains aside so they'd not knock anything on the tray, she saw Beth and her brother break from what had obviously been a very torrid embrace. She stood, holding her breath, her heart pounding, her cunt leaking and her breasts aching as she watched Beth pull down her skirt, as she saw her brother adjust his penis inside his pants.
Mrs. James could hardly believe her eyes.
Giving them another moment to recover, she finally entered.
"Cool wine on a day like this," she began, "is sure to hit the spot." She smiled as she sat the tray down on a small coffee table, then moved this table closer to the couch. As she bent over to pour the wine, motioning Jeffrey's hand away with a bright smile, she was well aware that her lavender robe was gaping wide open and that both twins had a perfect view of her swollen ripe breasts, her erect nipples and the lovely valley between them.



Chapter 4


Small talk consumed the better part of the first hour the three of them were together, when the first bottle of white wine was emptied, to the astonishment of all, and when Mrs. James suggested another, Beth and her brother were floating ethereally on white clouds as responsive as water beds. Although neither of them was near being tipsy this side of dizzy-drunk, both hadn't felt so great in such a long time they could hardly believe it.
Across from them, sitting in her swivel chair, Mrs. James felt that now was the proper time to introduce the main topic. She was completely satisfied that both kids were telling the truth and nothing but the truth; and in such a charming, sincere and honest way, she was almost hypnotized by their simple frankness.
She also adored the way they relaxed. The boy was leaning back across the arm of the convertible couch, his legs crossed. He'd kicked off his shoes. He wore no socks and Gloria James wasn't at all surprised to se how clean his feet were.
Beth sat with one leg under her buttocks. She, too, had taken off her sandals. She was playing with her bare toes as the conversation continued. Each time she'd uncross her legs, or change her position on the couch, Gloria James would catch a marvelously exciting view of either her naked thighs or her furry nest.
Beth was so child-like in many ways. Innocent was a better word, Mrs. James said to herself. She loved innocence in people, but not innocence that bordered on gross naivetй. Rather she admired the inborn naturalness of people, their basic simplicity without artificial adornments most people, even kids the age of Beth and Jeffrey affect in order to impress.
At the same time, Mrs. James noted at different intervals or during long pauses of reflection in the conversation, that neither one of these kids was dumb. Pulling the wool over their eyes would be difficult. This was why she was now determined to speak from her heart rather than from her brain, a brain that was now teeming with all kinds of ideas.
After she had invited questions from them concerning her background and she'd answered them all honestly, even to the point of admitting different embarrassing failures, she told them how she felt she could help them get on their feet again.
Beth couldn't believe it.
"You mean," she exclaimed, sitting up on the edge of the couch, her skirt now high up on her naked thighs, "you mean, Mrs. James that… "
Gloria James interrupted: "From now on, Beth and you, too, Jeffrey, you call me Gloria, okay?" she smiled.
The twins looked at each other. Almost in unison, they said her name, Gloria. "Yes, Gloria." And the sound of her name from the lips of the kids was sweet music to her ears.
"Go on, Beth, dear," Gloria smiled.
"We can't believe it," Jeff said, shaking his head.
"Honest? You really mean it. We can be happy together. I'm sure of that," she added, hoping for the right reaction. And this is precisely what she received.
Young Beth leaped off the couch and crossing to the swivel chair, fell to her knees. Her arms went around Gloria James's waist and Beth was suddenly sobbing, even crying as she kept kissing Gloria's neck and then her chin, finally full on the lips. Gloria hugged her close, holding Beth by the shoulders.
"We're so grateful," Beth cried. She turned then to look at her brother. "See, I told you the sun would shine," she said, her face wreathed in bright smiles.
"So," said Gloria, standing, "this does call for a kind of celebration, does it not?"
Jeff stood also. "It certainly does," he smiled. "It certainly does," he repeated. And with this he crossed over to Mrs. James.
Jeffrey was just about her height. He put his arms around her. She looked up into his handsome face. She put her arms around his shoulders and let him press his strong masculine body into hers. She could feel his manly chest, the strength in his arms, in his fingers as he held her tight.
"May I have a kiss, too?" he asked, almost timidly, almost afraid that she wouldn't consent.
"Oh my darling," said Gloria. "You may have as many kisses as you wish," she added, offering her parted lips to his, her eyes moistening. She couldn't remember when she's felt this kind of loving tenderness.
Down on her knees, Beth looked up at them. She was smiling softly. She crawled closer to them. She stood and now all three were embracing as Jeffrey and Gloria James brushed their warm lips together.
Beth had her arms around both their necks, her face lose as she kissed both on the cheeks in turn, feeling the passionate vibrations flying back and ^ forth between her brother and their new friend.
Gloria turned her lips to Beth's and they kissed. This time Gloria allowed just the tip of her tongue to tease Beth's lower lip. Beth was quick to respond. Her tongue touched Gloria's and both backed away smiling at each other.
"I'd better go get that wine, don't you think?" Gloria laughed. "I'm getting a lot warmer," she continued, "and I think it might be a good idea to cool off a bit, what do you two think?"
They laughed. They agreed.
"It's just that we're so happy," said Beth.
"And so thankful," echoed her brother.
"I know," said Mrs. James. "I know just how you feel, and I want you to know that I feel the same. We're helping one another to feel better, to feel good. That's what life should be about-not the other way."
With this she went into the kitchen, again, her lavender robe swirling high, exposing her naked legs as she swept on her high-heeled sandals through the curtains.
Deciding that none of them was hungry after eating all the salty peanuts and the cashews, then a pile of cheese and crackers Mrs. James prepared during the early part of the conversation, Gloria phoned down to the kitchen to cancel lunch. She also spoke to Dianne, the maid. She gave her instructions for the afternoon.
Again sitting in the swivel chair, but this time her robe deliciously high, exposing three-quarters of her long slender and very naked legs, almost to mid thigh, she outlined all the details of her plan.
"Beth," she said, "darling, it will take us no time at all to teach you how to serve the tables. There's no need to learn how to carry a heavy tray, balancing it and all that."
"I agree," said her brother.
"And you, Jeffrey, you'll also help. So," she smiled over at them, her eyes openly caressing Beth's pointed breasts and now and then lazily searching in her brother's crotch, Jeffrey sitting with his legs apart and very conscious of her affectionate and very suggestive glances, "so, what this will mean is that both of you will be legitimately occupied for the minimum time limit authorized by the college for part-time help that need not be reported to social security or the tax people.
"In other words, every penny you make is your own. And besides," she smiled, "the boys tip heavily, usually for no reason at all." She laughed. "Some of the boys are nice. Some are stinkers. I'll point them out to you."
"… and we live up here with you, right?" Beth asked, her eyes bright whether they were looking into Gloria's eyes or peeping up inside her lavender robe to stare almost absently at her lush growth of dark pubic hair which Gloria didn't hesitate to expose discreetly from time to time.
"Yes, dear. If you have no objections."
"Oh, God," exclaimed Jeffrey. "How could we have any objections, Gloria?"
"How could we possibly?" Beth said solemnly.
"We've just got to be sure that we all agree," Gloria said. "It's important. There's plenty of room up here," she went on. "And since you're used to sleeping together and running around naked together and doing everything else together," she winked salaciously, "well," she laughed, "I see no reason why we all can't be very comfortable."
"Neither do we," both twins said in unison. Mrs. James watched as Jeffrey took his sister into his strong arms. She watched breathlessly as she saw them kiss; and this kiss was a long and extremely passionate one. She could see the young girl's tongue flashing inside her brother's mouth. She could see him sucking on his sister's tongue; and all this happening right in front of her was triggering off a desire in Mrs. James' swampy cunt, making it weep with a passion so intense her entire body was trembling and shivering.
"I'm falling in love with the two of you," she said in a soft voice.
Beth moved her lips away from her brother's. "And us with you, Gloria." Her eyes were misty.
"And," said Gloria, "I just love being alone with you like this and none of us are embarrassed at anything."
"There's no need to be," Jeffrey said, kissing his sister's eyes, rubbing his lips over her brow, caressing her long blonde hair with his strong fingers.
Jeffrey's eyes fell to Gloria's long naked legs. He looked up after his eyes caressed them. "You know, Gloria, you have beautiful legs."
"They're lovely," echoed his sister.
"So are yours," said Mrs. James, her voice growing husky and low. She had to keep clearing her throat so clogged up it was with the passion that was raging over her.
Gloria smiled. She raised up in the swivel chair. She pulled up the skirt of her lavender robe so that her bare bare bottom now rested on the black swivel chair. Now all of her long naked legs were visible. And this included the thick forest of curly pussy hair that formed one of the most lovely, attractive and exciting triangles that the twins had ever seen. A thin line of black hair ran from the center of the triangle up to her indented belly button.
"You're beautiful," said Beth, her eyes glowing. She couldn't stop feasting her eyes on Gloria's pussy hair. She commented, "And you've got a real bush there," she smiled. "I don't have half that much; and it's not so beautiful and black like yours, Gloria."
"… and it's not so curly, either," her brother offered. He wet his lips. His hands fell between his parted thighs and Gloria could see his fingers rubbing lightly over his stiffening penis.
Gloria James almost collapsed when suddenly Beth raised up from the crotch. She pulled up her skirt, then smiling over at Gloria, simply took it off.
"Oh God," Gloria James exclaimed, her thighs parting, her hand going automatically between her thighs, her palm cupping her hairy mound. "God, how lovely you are, dear!"
"It's pretty, her little pussy," her brother said, "but I think, if you don't mind, Bethy," he said, kissing her tenderly, "don't you think Gloria's pussy is… well, prettier?"
"In a different way, honey," said Beth.
"It's an older one," laughed Mrs. James. "That's for sure."
"She's had more time to grow her pussy hair than I have, Jeffrey," Beth pouted, pretending to be offended, then bursting out in gay laughter. "I love it!" She said. "It's luscious, so dark, so mysterious."
Gloria's eyes examined Beth's well-shaped growth of light blonde pubic hair. Through the fine, silky hairs, she could see the pinkish inner lips of Beth's young cunt. Her outer lips were not as plump as her own.
Beth ran her index finger through her slit.
"God, I'm all slippery and wet inside," she laughed.
"It's all this way out sexy talk," her brother said.
"No, it's not," said Beth.
"Well, what is it then, honey?"
Beth looked over at Gloria.
"Well," she said. "You really want to know why I'm wetting up like this?"
"Tell us, darling," said Mrs. James. Gloria now spread her thighs open and was deliberately stroking and caressing her exposed cunt, her mouth open, breathing heavily. "Tell us, darling."
"It's because I have a strange desire to do something I've never done in all my life," she moaned and falling to her knees in front of Mrs. James, she began kissing her thighs and licking her skin like a dog so happy to see its master, it's drooling with happiness.



Chapter 5


Across on the couch Jeffrey sat wide-eyed as he stared in utter disbelief at his young sister. With her long blonde hair falling over her face, she was planting wet loving kisses up and down Gloria's long, naked legs.
She was also caressing them with her fingers as she kissed, making wet loving noises, now and then glancing up at Gloria for approval, the older woman gripping her head affectionately, smiling down at her, smiling over at her brother; Gloria's eyes melting when she saw Jeffrey's fingers finally begin to slide up and down his penis buried inside his tight trousers. Gloria could see the entire shape of the boy's shaft as it hardened and began to throb.
Jeffrey's eyes, as his passion mounted second by second, were riveted to his sister's naked buttocks. He loved to look at them, to kiss them, but mostly to stroke and fondle them. He loved to look at her cunt from the rear, its hairy mouth ready for love from either his long snakey tongue or his hard prick.
Now Beth was weaving her buttocks, fully realizing that her brother was studying them. Once she raised her head and glanced back over her shoulder to see him idly caressing his penis. She had smiled, encouraging him, and to emphasize her encouragement, she wiggled her bare naked ass salaciously, even spreading her knees wider apart to give him a better look at her delicious cunt lips and even her tiny asshole that he loved so much to look at and kiss.
Beth couldn't believe the passion sweeping over her young body. She'd secretly always wanted to make not love to another girl, but this opportunity had never risen. Then too, she was always scared that her brother wouldn't approve.
Beth kept no secrets from Jeffrey and never would. Often she had it in mind to tell him of her strange desires. She never had. The time had never been right. Also, lately, when she'd been having these strange but very delicious feelings, sensations she treasured, everything was going wrong with their lives; all the trouble they were having.
And now, with Gloria's bare cunt available and Gloria actually encouraging her, Beth knew suddenly that somehow the timing was right; and also, that for some unknown reason, it wasn't going to be necessary to even discuss it with Jeffrey. She knew deep down in her heart that he would not only approve but he, too, would encourage her.
Again she looked over her shoulder at him as Mrs. James stroked her long blonde hair.
"Jeff, darling, are you happy?"
"Oh, yesss, Baby… I'm so happy. Are you, baby?"
Jeff always called his sister Baby when he was in a passionate mood.
"Yes, darling!" She paused. She brushed her face over Gloria's black curly pussy hair. She kissed the top of her triangle, then she poked her tongue into Gloria's belly button.
"Jeff," she said softly, "can you see all right… what I'm doing?"
"Yes, Baby. I can see."
"Jeff, can you see my asshole, tell me, can you?"
"Oh…, yesss, baby. I can see it."
"Tell me what you can see, Jeffy." Beth was now stroking Gloria's long naked legs. Gloria was spreading them inch by inch as her passion began to build up. Now the older woman had opened her robe all the way. Her lovely ripe breasts were fully exposed. And Jeff's eyes were eating them up. When Gloria began to fondle and stroke them with her painted fingertips, Jeff's eyes widened. He'd never seen a woman caress and fondle her naked breasts.
"Oh, I can see your little cunny. I can see your little asshole, Ohooo, baby, I can see your little pink pussy lips… "
"… the lips you love to kiss and suck, Jeffy?"
"Yes, Baby… the lips Hove to kiss and suck and kiss and suck and chew on and lick and swallow into my mouth… "
This chatter between them was driving Gloria James mad with passion, even insane with passion as she continued to mash and massage her breasts.
She loved the way the young girl was making love to her, the way Beth's tongue was now curling in the softness of her inner thigh, the way the girl's warm lips and hot breath, breath that she was blowing into her black curly pussy hair… the way it made her tremble with wild excitement, the way it made her cunt weep.
"I love what you're doing to me, Beth," she moaned.
"I love doing it. You smell so good. Your pussy smells so good."
"It's not clean darling," the older woman said.
"I love it this way. I don't care."
"I didn't wash after I pissed," the older woman said.
"I don't care," Beth moaned. "I love the smell. It's clean for me. Oh, I love it this way… I loooooooovvveeee it!"
Gloria James was shivering with passion. Her cunt was on fire. As Beth continued blowing her hot breath into it, she soon found herself wanting to finger her clitoris.
Looking over at Jeffrey, she wasn't at all surprised to see him openly fondling and stroking his penis, but inside his pants. He had his hand down inside his pants.
Her eyes pleaded with his silently, drifting down to the fingers working inside his pants, then swimming liquidly up to look at his eyes, then dropping down again as she kept moistening her lips with the tip of her tongue.
When Beth looked up and saw this, she spoke, "Jeffy, how'd Dinky doing, honey?"
"How's Dinky doing, Jeffy? Is he all hot and nervous?"
Mrs. James took her hand away from her swollen breasts. She began to massage Beth's neck and the top of her spinal column. She sighed.
"Who's Dinkey?"
"He's our friend, isn't he, Jeff?" Beth giggled, again bending her head, again licking and kissing up and down Mrs. James naked legs, kissing her knees, stroking her calves, fingering her little toes that were exposed in the spike heeled slippers.
"Yes, Baby… he's our friend. Dinkey's our-friend." Jeff's voice was soft and low and husky. He was so sexy hot he felt as if his Dinkey would explode with the next word from his sister's lips. He couldn't believe the way she was acting, and also the way she was so intimate with a stranger so soon. He couldn't believe it. Yet, it thrilled him half to death.
He loved his sister's naked bottom, the way it weaved, the way she would squirm and lower or raise one knee so that her buttocks opened wider and he could catch a glimpse of her darling asshole.
He loved looking at Gloria's nakedness, her lovely bare breasts, her taut nipples and the curve of her belly and her naked toes in the high-heeled slippers.
He loved the way his sister was blowing hot air into her black curly cunt hairs. He kept wondering if he should open his fly and take out his prick. He kept wondering if he did this, would it explode right in his hand. He guessed that it would. In fact, he was positive that it would shower come all over his fingers; and he didn't want this to happen yet.
There was so much more going to happen. He was certain of this. He didn't want to waste a load of come on his fingers. He wanted to use it somewhere else; either in his sister's sweet mouth, or in her hot cunt or between her lovely breasts. Beth loved to have Jeffrey shoot all over her breasts, then rub his juice all over and make him lick her clean all the while she was sucking him hard again.
"You're not going to tell me who this Dinkey is?" asked Gloria in mock disappointment.
Beth looked up and just couldn't resist raising her face higher. "I'll tell you… just after this," she smiled lovingly.
Beth brushed her lips across Gloria's naked breasts. Then she cupped each in both hands and began to wobble them from side to side.
"Ohooooooooo, that feeeeeelllsssss sooooooooo very very gooooooooooodddddd!" Gloria was moaning. "Ohooooo God!"
Beth bent her head and kissed the left nipple. She nibbled on it tenderly and then she took it between her teeth and nipped it.
"Ohooooooooooo yessssssss-ohoooooo, do that… do THAT again," Gloria James cried out. "Doooooooo iiiiittttt!"
Beth bit her other nipple and Mrs. James let out a loud scream. "Yesssss, bite them. I love to have them bitten, Beth, darling. Ohoooooooo God, it's been so sooooooo long since anybody's made love to my breasts. I love my breasts. I love to play with them. I love to have them played with," she was repeating over and over as Beth continued to kiss and suck and lick them all over, under, on the sloping side and especially in the deep valley between them.
Suddenly, Beth stopped. Gloria's breasts were glistening with her saliva. She bent her face once more and rubbed her cheeks tenderly over the full ripe breasts she was beginning to fall in love with. They were nicely swollen now. and the nipples were hard as little cherry pits.
"I tell you who Dinkey is now," Beth smiled.
She backed up and, as she did, she began to open her blouse. She did every button except the one at the bottom.
"Dinkey," she said, "is our special friend. Jeffrey keeps him for us. Jeff keeps him safe and warm, but I keep Dinkey all nice and clean and fresh smelling… except for different occasions," she smiled, "when I prefer him a bit dirty, if you know what I mean, Gloria?"
Gloria James laughed. "Darling," she said, "I don't have the wildest idea what you're talking about."
"Okay," said Beth. She turned to her brother.
"Jeff, can you stand up, honey?"
Jeff cracked a smile. "Yes. Baby… yesssss."
"Stand up, then, honey. Show Gloria who Dinkey is, okay?"
"Yes. Yesssss, Baby." Jeff then stood and Gloria's eyes popped. Jeff opened his fly and out Hew Dinkey just like a Jack-in-the-Box, so strong, so tanned, so ripe and ready for either mouth, a cunt, between a pair of delicious breasts or in his hand. His prick was swollen to its fullest, round, all the veins visible, the head leaking, all purple and red, ready willing and able.
"So that's our little Dinkey," Beth said.
"It's not so little. I mean, Dinkey's not little at all," laugh Mrs. James. "He's just adorable. He's so strong. Can I see him closer, maybe, Beth."
"Can she, Jeffrey?"
"Yes, Baby… but… but… "
"But what, honey?"
"He'll get all hot and bothered and mad and he'll spit, Baby."
Beth looked up into Mrs. James' clouded eyes.
"I love it when Dinkey spits, Gloria." She paused. She bent her head again and spreading Gloria's luscious thighs apart, planted a big kiss right on her clitoris.
Gloria leaped as if she'd been bitten.
"Ohoooooooooo God," she creamed.
Beth raised her head now. "Jeffrey, come closer and let Gloria get a much closer look."
As she said this, Beth opened the last button of her blouse. She took it off. Now she was stark naked. She was still down on her knees in front of Mrs. James.
"Honey," she crooned, "come closer, please. Hold it for us. Take your fingers and hold Dinkey for us, okay?"
"Yesss, oh yesss, Baby, okay baby… "
Jeffrey was shivering. He was trembling. He knew what was going to happen. As he moved closer, his eyes were spinning. Both his sister and Gloria were playing with their naked cunts, them fingers running through their slits. Beth's one finger was dipping in and out of her cunt and when she'd raise her hand to linger in her almost blast off.
"Dinkey looks real mad," said Mrs. James.
"Oh yes… I love him mad like this," said Beth. She was now massaging her breasts wildly, fondling and stroking them, fingering her nipples, her head thrown back as her brother came closer to her. She raised up and then threw her arms around her brother's back.
"Now you're going to see Dinkey get mad and spit all over me," Beth said, smiling up at Mrs. James.
Jeffrey came closer and closer until his penis was almost touching the valley between his sister's glorious breasts.
Holding one breast with one hand, Beth took his hard prick in the other. She aimed her erect nipples at the eye of his flaming hot cock. She rubbed one nipple over the eye, looking up at him.
"Make him mad, Jeffy… make his mad enough to spit all over my titties," she squealed.



Chapter 6


Later that same afternoon, four p.m. to be exact, Gloria James took the twins on a tour of the fraternity house.
Nearly everyone of the brothers was gone. Either to the library, or gathering with classmates who were not fraternity brothers and who were forbidden to enter the fraternity house. To study together, they met in different restaurants that encircled the campus, or they gathered in the dormitories the students lived in.
The cook didn't come for at least two hours, about six p.m. Dianne's work was finished for the day. The whole mansion was so silent, it was ghost-like as far as the twins were concerned.
Beth and Jeffrey were greatly impressed with the entire layout including the cellar where the washing and ironing and pressing was done.
But most of all, Beth was impressed with the Holy of Holies. Mrs. James explained this at some length. She'd heard many different stories of what went on inside the H of H and although she couldn't really confirm any of them, not having witnessed them personally because she never could have gotten that close, she was rather convinced they were true.
"I once found a diary one of the "brothers" threw out by mistake. In this was an accounting of one of the initiations. All the boys were naked and the poor boy being taken in had to masturbate in front of all his new brothers. When he refused, he was forced to suck each one off," said Mrs. James.
Beth and Jeff stared at her in total disbelief.
In the library Mrs. James showed the twins where the boys kept girlie magazines and other semi-pornographic material hidden.
"They had no idea that I know most of their secrets," she said.
Upstairs in one of the boys rooms to which Mrs. James had the key ("the boy doesn't know I have it.") she showed the awed twins a suitcase he kept under another lock and key in his closet. This was filled to the brim with all kinds of pornographic material including dildoes, handcuffs, ankle chains, whips, high heels, nylon stockings, garter belts, corsets, wigs and medieval chastity belt.
"Oh wow!" Beth exclaimed, holding her brother's hand. "Wouldn't I look just great in that?"
"You'd look great in anything, darling," said Mrs. James, embracing Beth, holding her close and suddenly feeling very hot for her body.
In yet another room from which the occupant was absent and in yet another secret hiding place, Mrs. James showed the twins a veritable load of homosexual pornography, all male.
Young boys with erect pricks, lovely young boy behinds penetrated by older men; young boys sucking policemen, ugly Blacks and the like.
There were also set upon set of photographs of young boys in love with dogs, horses, and other young boys. Many of the photographs showed boys sucking each other in daisy chains consisting of over twenty boys.
"These boys' parents have no idea whatever," said Mrs. James, "of what truly goes on in their sons' minds. If they did," she added, now caressing Beth's naked bottom up under her skirt, feeling her warm flesh with her finger tips, Beth squirming deliriously and raising her lips so Mrs. James could slide her tongue inside and weave it around, Beth loving this kind of romantic affection, "Well, darling, if the parents did know, there's no telling what would happen."
"We could blackmail them, couldn't we?" Beth laughed.
Mrs. James shuddered. "Darling," she whispered, removing her hands from her silky bottom, "if we could do that we could retire for life."
Back down in the dining room, Beth and Jeffrey got their first lesson in how to serve the several tables. Mrs. James familiarized them with the kitchen, where all the silver and the plates, napkins, et cetera, were kept.
By the time another hour or so had passed, there was little either Beth or her brother didn't know about how to replace the sick waitress.
Mrs. James conducted a rehearsal, playing the role of one of the more cranky boys who never got the right kind of table service. This was a riot and all three were laughing so hard they almost peed in their pants.
"So you think you can manage it?" Mrs. James asked when they were back upstairs in her cozy apartment.
"I don't see why not," they both said, one after the other, as though Beth were Jeffrey's shadow or vice versa.
"Good," smiled the older woman. "Now, both of you sit down, I have something of a surprise for you."
One of Mrs. James' only friends, and he could be considered a close one, in the vicinity, was an electrician from a small town near P-. He also moonlighted as a locksmith. This was how she met Bosidorsky whom she affectionately called "Bosie."
"Now, you two listen closely. Bosie comes home from his electrical job about supper time. That's about half an hour from now.
"I'll call him and explain what I want."
"What do you want?" asked Beth. The young girl was sitting at Mrs. James' feet, fondling her naked toes, kissing her knees and looking at her naked pussy all at the same time. Her brother was sitting on the couch opposite, his pants down to his ankles, his erect prick dancing in his fist as he watched his sister and the delectable Mrs. James.
"Well, I had this idea, darlings," she went on. "I see no reason whatever why we can't break into the garage where your van is."
"Oh my God!" Jeffrey exclaimed and his prick went almost limp in his fist. "You mean what I think you mean?"
Mrs. James frowned. "No," she said, not wiping the wrinkles from her forehead, but that can come later. Now listen, here's what I think.
"What we'll do is get Bosie to open the garage from the back. We'll use his truck to cart away whatever you think you can both load up in the time that we have. We're going to have to be extremely careful because Bill Frank, he's the owner of the place, well he lives right behind it. It's a little dangerous, but I think we can handle it while Mr. Frank's eating dinner."
"Oh golly, that sounds just marvelous," Beth cried. "I'm so tired of wearing what I'm wearing."
"Great!" said Jeffrey. "It sounds just great!"
"Good. So, then we take from your van what we can get. Bosie will lock up the place again and I can think of no reason why Bill Frank would suspect anyone entered the rear of his garage any more than he would think anyone would get into your van, see?"
"I see. Of course," said Jeffrey. Now his penis was stiffening again, its rosy head thickening and his agile fingers riding up and down his shaft.
Beth's fingers were now buried up inside Mrs. James' happy cunt. Her cunt was so hot, so moist and even so sticky, that Beth just adored rooting inside it with three, sometimes four fingers as Mrs. James, with her head thrown back, her eyes half-lidded, made low grunting noises mingled with moans of deep sensual satisfaction.
"I want to kiss it a little for you," said Beth with a small voice. "May I?"
"Oh my darling… yesssssss. I want you to kiss it for me. How do you want mp? Tell me, my darling. Tell me. Tell me, darling, please."
Beth looked over at her brother. He was stretched out on the couch on his back. His immense prick was standing up straight in the air. One hand was clutching his heavy balls. His other hand was gliding up and down his shaft very slowly.
"Jeff?"
"Yes, Baby?"
"Jeff, how do you want Gloria?"
"Oh Baby, you know. You know, Baby."
Beth smiled at her twin brother. She knew. Oh yes, she knew. Beth knew how he preferred her, the position he loved her to be in when she wanted him to kiss and make love to her hot pussy.
Mrs. James interrupted. She reached down. Holding Beth's face with both hands she began to rub her wet tongue all over Beth's eyes, her nose, her chin. "Do you want me down on my hands and knees, darling? Is that how you want me when you kiss it?"
Beth kissed her full on the lips. "No," she smiled. Then she told her how: "Get down here on the rug," she said, moving away from the swivel chair in which Mrs. James was accustomed to sitting. She just loved the feel of the wood on her bare ass.
Gloria James obeyed.
"Now, get on your back and pull your knees up as high as you can," Beth instructed.
"Good," the boy on the couch called out.
"Okay," said Beth, standing and taking off her blouse and skirt, kicking off her old sandals.
"Okay, now hold your ankles with your hands and pull your legs up as tight as you can. This will open up your pussy really wide and I can kiss real deep down inside it with my tongue."
"Ohooooo, darling," Mrs. James cried out, "you make me so hot, soooooooooooo hot, when you talk like that."
"I like to make you hot, Gloria," the young girl whispered. Beth sat down on the rug. Then she lay full length with her face between Gloria's open thighs. Gently she began to blow hot air into Gloria's open slit.
The older female began to writhe and squirm on the rug. Beth blew harder and then without any warning, she pressed her warm lips against the even warmer lips of Gloria James.
Mrs. James began to whimper and then moan when she felt the young girl's eager tongue slip deep into her slit. She began to moan and cry out and make small animal noises when she felt Beth's tongue wash all over the inside of her labia.
When Beth stuck her nose deep into her hairy slit and began sniffing and blowing out, Mrs. James almost went out of her mind.
"Ohoooooooooooooo, God. Ohooooooooo, Beth! What are you dooooooooooiiiiiiiiiinnnn nngggg??!!"
Beth rubbed her nose in deeper.
"I'm doing what my brother does to me, Gloria. Do you like it?"
"Ohoooooo, God, yessssssssssss, I love it. I love it! Do it more… dooooooooooooo… iiiiiiitttt!"
Soon Beth wasn't just kissing Gloria's gorgeous cunt any more. She was sucking and licking it. She was stabbing her tongue in as deep as she could. Then she'd pull it out, only to plunge her nose back up and breath in and then snort out, this snorting driving Mrs. James wild with lust.
"Ohoooooooo, yessssss. Ohoooooooooo, yesssssssss!"
Finally, Beth wiped her slimy face all over Gloria's naked breasts, pausing to suck on her nipples or to bite them. She lick under her arms the way her twin brother licked under her own arms.
Beth began to cup Gloria's breast, the older woman still on her back, still gripping her ankles with her hands, her bottom leaping off the floor as Beth began to slap her cunt with the flat of her hand the way her brother slapped her cunt when she was hot on the verge of a powerful orgasm.
"You like when I slap it, Gloria?"
"Ohoooooooo, yessssssss. Don't ask. Don't ask!"
"It's a different kind of pussy kissing," Jeffrey said from the couch. Then he got up. He crossed over to his sister. Kneeling in front of her, gripping his penis with his right hand, his heavy testicles with his left, he offered his stiff prick.
"Gloria," said Beth, "do you want to see me take it in my mouth?"
"Ohoooooooooooo tessssssssssss," moaned the older woman.
"Gloria," Beth continued, "you've already watched Jeffy shoot his stuff all over my titties. Would you like to see him shoot all over my face and over my lips and my chin and watch his juice drip down over my titties… would you like that, Gloria?"
Gloria James' cunt exploded right at that moment! She had no time to answer the young girl. Soon her legs were thrashing, her head was swinging from side to side and her fists, now let go bf her ankles, were pounding on the rug.
"Look, quick! Look! Look! Gloria! Jeffrey s shooting all over me!"
With this, Beth guided his prick as it squirted stream after stream all over her face. Throughout, until not a drop remained in his sweet balls, she kept her eyes wide open.



Chapter 7


So naturally did the indulgence of erotic sex come to the three of them that the fantasy appetites of each soon became overwhelming. Seldom does one find three individuals whose erotic desires mesh as in this case of Beth, her brother and Mrs. Gloria James.
While the twins were working down in the dining room under the careful supervision of the exciting redhead, Audrey, the other fraternity house waitress, learning their duties rapidly, Gloria James, upstairs in her apartment was telephoning electrician.
"Listen to me," he was telling her, "I don't see any sense in going at this deal half-ass, if you know what I mean, Gloria? Listen," he continued, excited by the plan forming in his mind. "Listen, why don't we just take the whole van?"
"He's sure to miss it, don't you think? That van's not the size of a… "
"Yeah, sure, but listen to me. I know where I can find one that looks just like it."
"You mean you'll steal it?"
"Well, not exactly, but this deal you tell me about, it's for a good cause, right?"
"It certainly is," Mrs. James assured the moonlighting electrician.
"Well, it ain't gonna be no trouble to get a van like the VW you describe. So, what we do," he went on, "is for me to pick up this van nobody's usin' and then I drive to Bill Franks. I park. I use my keys. I go in his garage. I figure out how to back the van out, right?"
"I guess so. Bosie. You seem to always know what you're doing." What Gloria James meant by this was that twice, when he was doing some locksmithing in the fraternity house, and she'd been wearing only her lavender robe, he'd had eyes for her that, had they been laser beams, they would have burned right through the lavender gown in three different places: where her lovely cunt was located and the area where her two luscious breasts were so firmly molded by the almost transparent clinging silky material. Once when she was bending over him, watching him pick a lock (the boy had lost his keys) and her gown was wide open from her neck to her waist, his eyes were like fingers curling around her naked breasts. He was breathing so deeply, so passionately every time his eager eyes would dart to her erect nipples, her own sexual desire would rise like the temperature inside a pressure cooker.
"So," Bosie was saying, "how's about it? Does my plan sound okay?"
"I'd die if you got caught."
"Look, Gloria, I ain't gonna get caught by no guy like Bill Frank. When the man's eatin', he don't hear nothin'. Nothin' 'cept his belly yellin' up to his mouth, if you get what I mean?"
So that was the plan.
The next thing Mrs. James did was go downstairs in the elevator. She popped her head into the dining room. She had to smile.
Beth was wearing a cute little white apron and the little white frilly cap the serving waitresses wore in the fraternity house. Her blouse was extra tight and her darling breasts were protruding like two large apples. For some reason, her nipples were taut, sticking out excitingly. The sight of them made Gloria James' mouth water and her own nipples tingle.
There were only half a dozen boys at the tables and they were all studying from books alongside their plate. Gloria James didn't see Jeffrey. Probably he was in the kitchen doing something else. She passed on.
In the backyard, she circled around the gardener's shack until she came to the garage. Using her key, she opened the door. To her delight it was empty.
Here was where Bosie could park the twins' van after he drove it from Bill Frank's garage. It was ideal!
Leaving the garage door unlocked, she returned to the fraternity house. Upstairs she took her time bathing. She washed and dried her long hair and spent a good half an hour brushing it out.
Glancing at her watch she saw that yet another half hour had to pass before the twins finished down in the dining room.
What she would do was this, she was telling herself. She'd tell the twins, when they came back upstairs, to take baths and get ready for some clean clothing that Bosie would bring. She'd explain that their own presence was too risky and that she trusted her Mend to find their suitcases inside the van.
She was sure they'd agree, offering no resistance.
Then she'd go downstairs to wait for Bosie to drive up to the twins' van. She'd show him how to drive around in back of the mansion and then direct him into the garage hidden by the tall trees that grew all around it. Then she'd have to think of some nice way to thank the electrician.
Maybe she'd take him upstairs over the garage where the gardener was supposed to live in a small, attic-like apartment-but who didn't because he had a nicer, more comfortable place in town-and the attic was vacant.
Yes, she said to herself. This was exactly what she would do. She'd take a couple bottles of chilled white wine, two glasses and a candle. The candle would make it all that more romantic. She was sure Bosie would appreciate it. He didn't get along at all with his wife.
Deciding to dress for the occasion, she selected a pair of sheer pale pink nylons with seams that ran up the back.
Next, she found a garter belt that was so whipsy thin, the garter snaps that held up the nylons were doll-size. She would wear panties, she decided, she slipped into a pair that were so tight the crotch almost disappeared between her plump and very hairy pussy lips, exposing her lush growth of black curly hairs on either side of the thin crotch. Gloria James loved the sensation of tight panties and the crotch stretching between her cunt lips.
But what she adored most about the pair of panties was how they clung to her rounded buttock, hugging them like a second skin. If she pulled them up tighter, most of her glorious behind was fully exposed. Pulling them up higher still, the material would disappear between her buttocks, caressing the crack of her ass and tickling her always feverish anus.
Maybe she was going a bit too far, she thought to herself. She shook her head, her long, freshly washed hair swimming deliciously on her bare shoulders.
She put on one of her favorite cashmere sweaters. This was also colored pale pink. She wore a tight white skirt that clung to her buttocks and hugged her thighs.
Slipping her nyloned feet into a pair of white spike heels that exposed both her toes and her heels, leaving most of her pretty feet fully exposed, she admired herself in the three-view mirror.
She made up her face quickly. Gloria James never had to take too much time doing this. She really didn't need any makeup. She used it only because for some reason she didn't understand, it made her feel better.
Scratching her head, she decided that instead of waiting for the twins to come up to her apartment, she'd leave them a note. If they should see her all dressed up and leaving them alone, they might become very curious; and they might also become jealous. This was a possibility she told herself that she should not ignore. They were both growing very attached to her.
She took the elevator down and being careful not to make any noise as she carried the shopping bag containing the wine and the glasses and the two candles (she'd decided on two candles), she made her way around the side of the mansion, into the garage.
Here she found the gardener's raincoat, she slipped into this. She also put on his rain hat. She walked down the driveway after leaving the garage doors open.
And, no sooner had she come to the end of it, down at the street, when she saw a VW van slowly coming up to the fraternity house.
Gloria James waved at Bosie whom she could see clearly in the fading light. He waved back. A broad grin covered his face.
She put her finger to her lips, cautioning him to be silent. Then she pointed with her arm in the direction he should take. At first he looked puzzled, then he began to understand, smiling again, he turned and drove up the cobbles onto the path that led in back of the mansion to the garage.
Mrs. James followed, her heart pounding- for two different reasons: one, anticipating the light in the twins' eyes and they joy in their hearts when they learned their precious van had been restored intact; and, two, what promised to be an exciting adventure with Bosie.
When Beth and her brother found Mrs. James' note telling them she had a sudden errand to do and would return in about an hour's time, they followed her instructions that they should make themselves a drink of anything they liked.
"How's about a rum and coke?" asked Beth from the kitchen. "There seems to be more of that than anything except white wine."
"I don't feel like the wine," answered her brother. He was stepping out of his trousers. He'd already taken off his shirt.
"Me, too," grinned Beth… she made two drinks with ice. Carrying them in through the curtains, she grinned again.
"God you've got a handsome body, Jeff. It makes me shiver every time I get a look at it and when my eyes connect with that beautiful cock, I almost melt." She put down the drinks.
"Tell me something I don't know," he laughed.
Beth was pensive as she sat on the couch next to her brother after giving him his drink she sipped thoughtfully.
Jeffrey was fondling his penis, stroking it gently, fingering the head of it, his eyes on his pretty sister's face.
"What's the matter, honey?"
"Oh, nothing." she shook her head. She smiled at him. Her eyes fell to his fingers, caressed his hardening prick, searched around his balls. He was cupping them with his free hand.
"Something is… "
"Yes. I guess so. What I'm wondering is if we are really intruding on her, on Gloria… "
"… is that all it is, honey?"
She shook her head. "No, not all… "
"What then?"
"If I tell you the truth, you won't be mad at me?"
"How could I ever be mad at you… after all we've been through together?"
"You could be."
He took her drink from her hand. Slowly unbuttoning her sweater, he took it off. He lay with his face between her sweet breasts. He began to lick her nipples as she held his head tenderly, making little moans and groans as his tongue caressed, as his lips brushed over them, and finally, when he nibbled on them with his teeth, she gripped him tighter and started to make little sounds in her throat.
Jeffrey slid one hand up under her skirt. His fingers stole between her warm, silky thighs. They found her sweet pussy. Ever so slowly he caressed it until she opened her thighs. Then he raised up one knee so he could caress her as she wanted him to. She could feel her cunt beginning to ooze. When he began to slide his fingers through her slippery crack, she pulled his face up to hers and kissed him hotly, passionately, her tongue swirling inside his mouth.
"Oh honey, Jeffy… I want you to flick me. I want your prick deep up my cunt. Oh, darling, it's been so long. I need to fuck… fuck… I want your prick in me. It's my only friend. My friend, your prick. I want it inside my body… "
"Tell me what's bothering you, Beth."
She pulled away, tears in her eyes.
"What?"
"… it's just tha… well, I'm a little jealous… "
"Is that all?"
"Why you silly goose," he cried, he picked her up, threw her down on the couch and in two seconds, jammed his hard cock into her cunt so hard, they both burst out into wild laughter.
For one hour they fucked solidly until Beth could hardly breathe, until her blue eyes were glazed with lust.



Chapter 8


After parking the twins' van safely in the garage and closing the doors, locking them, Gloria James found, and not at all to her surprise, that Bosie wasn't in any kind of hurry.
She told him to wait a minute. Again, he looked puzzled, even mystified, but then he grinned when he saw her satisfied smile. Bosie was no stranger to women in semi or completely seductive moods-Standing with his hands in his pockets and brimming with contentment over his success in switching the vans so effortlessly, like stealing a kiss from an elephant's backside, he wondered what was up next. As he watched Gloria take off the gardener's raincoat and hat and saw how deliciously she was dressed; when he saw her wink at him, then take a shopping bag to the rear of the garage, he felt his prick throbbing.
She was a strange woman.
Climbing up the rear steps to the attic- really not an attic but the roof sloped and the overhead beams were bare-Gloria opened the door. The place was wonderfully cozy and smelled good from the cedar wood ceiling and sides. There were two small rooms, a tiny toilet cubicle and a small kitchenette. And everything worked. There was also a telephone.
She drew the curtains, although the trees growing so close to the garage allowed in as little light as they allowed to shine out at night.
She lighted one of the candles. Putting one of the bottles of wine in the small refrigerator on top of which was the two-burner electric stove, she looked around. She had to smile. This was really a romantic love nest. As the wind blew softly, the branches of the tall, old trees brushed against the roof. The silence otherwise, was profound.
Opening the door, she called down: "Bosie, find your way to the back, okay. But be careful. Don't trip."
He laughed, and Gloria liked his laugh. It was a hearty, Polish-type laugh.
"I could find you in the middle of a forest in the black of the night," he said.
She stood back as he entered.
"How?"
"By how good you smell," came his answer.
Sitting down in one of the two easy chairs that faced a small fireplace, he stretched his long legs. Gloria sat opposite him.
"Christ, what a hideaway this is!" he marveled.
"It's my secret, Bosie," Gloria said as she opened the wine and poured the two goblets full. The glass gleamed in the flickering candlelight.
"It's really okay!" he said with more enthusiasm than Gloria had ever noticed in him. "Mind if I kick off my shoes? I feel like relaxing."
She laughed, handing him his glass. "You can kick off anything you like." Hearing her voice saying these words came as something of a shock to Gloria James, but as she savored them, she felt her cunt twitching and her breasts beginning to ache. This was invariably a signal her desire was beginning to boil.
He laughed. He looked at her. "How much time do we have, Gloria?" He paused. "Then I have another question."
She stretched luxuriously, her ripe breasts pressing provocatively against her cashmere sweater. She crossed her legs at the knee, her skirt climbing up high to expose her pale pink nylons and just a hint of her silky white flesh at the top of her sheer stockings. She felt a strong shiver ripple through her body when his eyes fell to caress her long, slender legs that looked so nude in the candlelight.
"What is it?"
"Oh," he said, then very slowly, "I was wondering… how much time you… we have together, and what the hell you see in me?"
"We have lots of time," she yawned, and then uncrossed her legs, crossing them back, this time making sure he had an ample look at her naked thighs above the nylon tops, a sneak at the garter belt and maybe a good peep at the crotch of her panties that she now knew was beginning to soak up with her flowing cunt juices. She felt all tingly and again her breasts and nipples began to throb much like a pulse beats.
"… so, what do you see in me?" he repeated. She saw he was getting nervous, more so as the second ticked by, and also beginning to sweat. Gloria loved the odor, the stink of big men's sweat. Some of her wildest fantasies including licking a big hairy man from head to toe all covered with a layer stale salty sweat over which was a fresh layer of wet perspiration.
One of her most exciting masturbational fantasies concerned a story she'd read as a girl about a men's locker room. This was in a fancy athletic club frequented by fat men who came every day to exercise and lose weight.
These men all wore heavy sweat suits that resembled kids' pajamas, that is, even their feet were enclosed. The suits buttoned up at the neck and even had a hood that tied around the chin.
The attendant in the locker room, just outside of it, was an Irish woman with a young daughter. Often she would come to wait for her mother, or for one or another everyday reasons.
One afternoon there was a whole pile of laundry, including perhaps a dozen of these sweat suits in a pile in the room her mother occupied as an office. The girl's mother was off on an errand. The place was empty. The girl had over an hour to wait.
Inside the office, the door closed, the smell of dried up sweat and the airlessness of the small room soon got to the young girl. She felt dizzy and very thirsty. She knew her mother drank.
Searching the desk, she found the bottle of vodka she knew her mother sipped from most of the day. She took a sip. Actually, she liked vodka. She was no stranger to it, nor it to her. Quickly, she felt much better.
Locking the door after hanging up the "be back in one hour" sign on the small hook, the teenager took off all her clothes except her white bobby socks. Taking the bottle, she lay down on the pile of sweaty gym suits. Again, the odor got to her and she began to day dream and at the same time, play with her little pussy.
Pretty soon she was getting really horny, spearing in her fingers, she happened to roll over on her belly. With her other hand she reached down behind and started to play with her buttocks, rubbing them, spreading them apart, trailing her finger between her ass crack and finally, as her other fingers scratched her clitoris, her index finger began to toy with her anus.
At the same time her face was buried into the pile of sweaty gym suits. Some of them were still soaking wet with hot sweat. As she inhaled, she again felt dizzy and then inhaling deeper, as one does, taking really deep breaths, exhaling and taking in more an more, she felt a powerful orgasm approaching.
Extremely hot, she began to lick the sweaty gym suits. Not getting all she needed, she raised up. She found one pair she liked the stink of. Opening it, she spread out the crotch. It was soaking wet. She buried her face in the crotch, then when the wetness became irresistible, she began to lick the crotch with her tongue, licking, licking and finally sucking the wet,material into her mouth.
Finally, she had her orgasm, her head swimming, her body shivering…
It was this story that so fascinated Gloria James. She couldn't remember the number of times since girlhood that she'd recalled every single detail as she masturbated her cunt into a wild succession of violent orgasms.
Gloria looked at Bosie's hands. They were working man's hands. "You really want to know what I see in you?" she smiled. The smell of his sweat was becoming stronger.
"Sure. Hell, I ain't like the other guys, the fine types that I figure you runs round with."
"You excite me in a different way," she said.
This time she uncrossed her legs. She raised one knee high up, hugging it with both hands. Now there was no doubt he could see her crotch, see the tight panties, see the curly black hair escaping from the panty crotch, see the tops of her silky white thighs, the tops of her pale pink nylons, even the lower slopes of her lovely bottom cheeks.
"Oh, God," he moaned. "You're so beautiful, Gloria."
"Bring your glass. Come here. Sit at my feet."
He moaned again. "Oh God… yes. At your feet."
When he sat down, she slowly lowered her legs. She put both her spike heels down on the floor. Parting her knees, she placed one on either side of his legs. He was sitting cross-legged now right in front of her.
"Did you like looking up my skirt?"
He groaned.
Putting her glass on a small table next to the easy chair, she unbuttoned her pink cashmere sweater. Opening it wide, she exposed her swollen ripe naked breasts.
"Feast your hungry eyes on them," she whispered. Lifting one spike heel, she began to rug it gently up and down his thigh. "Open your legs, Bosie."
He obeyed, his eyes worshipping her naked breasts, his eyes fascinated by her erect nipples, so hard, so inviting. He kept washing his lips with his thick tongue.
"Is your prick hard?"
"Don't ask… don't ask, Gloria." He took a deep sigh.
"Would you like me to pull up my skirt… or would you like me to take it off altogether, Bosie?"
Not waiting for an answer, she raised up. With both hands pulled up her skirt to the waist. His eyes almost popped from their sockets when he saw the whispy panties. He could see the stained crotch. He could see her gorgeous black curly cunt hairs, her full ripe mound, her smooth silky thighs.
"I'll bet you'd love to kiss me between my legs…?"
Bosie was drooling from the corners of his wide mouth. His eyes were growing more and more glassy.
"Let me see your prick, Bosie. Is it a big one?"
He moaned.
"Take it out, Bosie. Yes. Stand up in front of me. Take down your pants, Bosie. I want to see that prick of yours. I want to take a long look at it." She paused, her eyes up in his as he stood in front of her. Shyly, he unbuckled his belt, opened the fly and let his pants fall to his ankles.
His prick was enormous. He wasn't wearing any undershorts. The smell of his sweat was fantastic. Gloria could feel her nostrils tingling from the acrid aroma.
"Hold it, hold your cock, Bosie."
The big man was actually trembling, his naked belly rippling as he gripped his fully erect penis and just held it.
Gloria raised up. With one hand she tugged her panties down. His eyes never left her finger tips. When her panties were off, she held them in her fingers up at him. "Take them, Bosie, they're for you to keep. They're all wet with my honey, Bosie. They're almost dripping wet."
The big man couldn't stop shivering. As he held his huge penis in his hands, Gloria leaned forward. She inhaled deeply, loving the smell of his stale sweat.
She got up on her knees on the easy chair. "Bosie, tell me the truth. When did you wash your prick and balls last. I want the truth." Gloria stuck two fingers up inside her sloppy wet cunt. "The truth!"
The big man was completely humiliated. He was blushing. He was mortified! He took a deep breath.
"I don't sleep with no woman so I don't wash too much," he blurted out. "It's days." There was a look of tremendous fear in his eyes, as if he expected her to whip him to death.
"You also jerked off and had an orgasm and didn't wash either, right, Bosie."
He nodded. "Yeah." Again, he hung his head. "I don't know what to say," he said, stuttering, catching his breath.
"Take your hand off your prick and come closer to me," she commanded. He did and his prick loomed out in front of him obscenely, the head leaking.
"Now," she smiled up at him, "I'll show you what I see in you, Bosie!"
Bending her head, she began licking the head of his soiled prick. She licked down the salty shaft to his balls. Then she climbed off the easy chair. Sitting at his feet, she looked up at him, then opening her mouth wide, caught his hairy balls in them and started sucking, licking and chewing like a woman gone mad!
It was only moments before he shot his load all over her upturned face.



Chapter 9


Much more than the estimated hour or so passed before Gloria James returned to her apartment. It wasn't because she didn't want to get back to Beth and Jeffrey to tell them of the surprise she had in store for them; no, not at all.
The reason was simple. She just couldn't tear herself away from Bosie. She had never felt as lewd, as vulgar, as wickedly obscene in all her life.
Without even touching her hot cunt when his huge prick shot his scum all over her face and into her hair, she had more than three mini-orgasms, her body shivering and quaking, her heart thudding in her breast and her cunt leaking like a faucet in some cheap hotel.
Only seconds after he shot his load, and almost collapsed from the utter shock of what suddenly happened to him, Gloria released his smelly, salty but very tasty balls from her sucking mouth.
"Get down on your knees!" she commanded.
He obeyed. "Now, lick my face clean with your tongue. Yes," she said softly, staring into his reddened face, "you heard me. Lick my face. I want you to taste your scum."
"I can't."
"You will or what I have planned for next won't happen!"
"Oh God… what's that?"
"Lick my face," she said, holding it up. In the light from the candle he could see gobs of his scum all over her brow, on her cheeks, one gob dribbling from her chin. In her hair were other gobs of his heavy thick white sperm.
He came closer. With his tongue out, he tested one splotch of sperm on her forehead. He backed away a few inches, licking his tongue, tasting his lips, opening and closing his eyes, then swallowing, waiting for some kind of reaction.
When none that he expected was forthcoming, he bent his face closer a second time. Again he licked. This time he wet his lips with his own tongue covered with his own sperm. He swallowed.
Gloria just sat there, her fingers caressing her breasts, squeezing her nipples. One hand went between her legs and she stuck her fingers deep up inside her hot slit.
When she pulled her dewy fingers out of her cunt, she offered them to Bosie. Sticking out his tongue like a dog, he licked them clean.
Then, eagerly, this amusing Gloria, he returned to cleaning his scum off her upturned face. It seemed to her after she gave him another taste of her hot cunt juice, that he preferred sucking and swallowing his own sperm.
She made him stand up again.
"Turn around."
"What are you going to do?" he asked in a small voice, a voice that suddenly didn't fit the physical size of the man to whom it; belonged.
"Bend over."
"What?!" He said this with some alarm, and again his voice almost squeaked.
Before he could say anything, Gloria got up on her knees. With one hand she spread his left buttock wide open. Then with the tip of the index finger she'd wetted in her mouth, she began to poke at his hairy anus.
"I'm not washed," he moaned, but he remained bent over. He was shivering. Gloria couldn't see, but he was holding his slimy penis with his left hand. His right hand was over his mouth as if he were afraid he might cry out if what he expected to happen really happened.
"Shut up!" was her reply.
Bosie caught his breath, He could feel her warm breath on the naked skin if his buttock. He could feel the gentle caress of her hair as it touched his skin. He swore to himself, at that moment, that for the rest of his life he'd take a bath or a shower at least two times each day. Never had he been as embarrassed over personal hygiene as he was now.
"Get down on your hands and knees," he said.
He obeyed.
Kneeling behind him, half leaning on his naked back with her left elbow, she reached under between his hairy thighs. Her fingers groped and found his erect penis. She wasn't at all surprised he had stiffened again.
She clutched his hanging balls. She squeezed them and he trembled. She scratched the shaft of his enormous prick. She pinched the head of it and he winced.
"Put your head down lower."
He obeyed.
Turning around, Gloria lay flat on her back. With her face upturned, her mouth open, she inched back slowly until her head slid between his parted knees, his balls dangling just over her face, his huge prick jutting out so vulgarly she almost had an orgasm from the mere sight of his genitals from this upside down position.
Gripping his naked buttocks with both hands, digging her sharp fingernails into his flesh, she began to lick the bottom of his hairy, smelly balls.
"Swing them," she ordered. "Swing them over my face. Slap my face with them. Do you understand?"
He moaned. He understood. In seconds, he was literally dancing his groin over her upturned face. He slapped her chin with his heavy balls. He cracked them against her mouth. When she tried to lick one or the other testes, he would grunt and slap slap slap until she would pull her upturned face out of range.
"Now stop!" she commanded. "Just keep still like that."
Gloria's tongue began to lick all around his hanging balls. She chewed on them. She bit them and he cried out. She licked up into his smelly pubic hair. She sucked his thick hair into her mouth.
Then she inched up even further between his heavy hairy thighs… until his prick head was pointed at her chin.
Still gripping his flanks with her fingernails, she pulled him down lower onto her upturned face. Now his magnificent prick was just at the tip of her lips.
"Rub it over my lips, over my nose, over my eyes."
He did this, without using his hands. He would aim it, holding it stiff with his muscles and the blood engorged in the shaft, rubbing it, rubbing it, poking into her eyes.
"Now, slap my face with it. SLAP MY FACE WITH YOUR COCK!" She was almost screaming.
He began. He raised up and then, holding his- huge member with his right hand, balancing on his left, he began to slap all over her face with his thick, hard tool.
"Whip my face with your cock! Whip it… whip my face!"
And he did… he did until he couldn't take it a second longer. When she moved her right hand from his flank and groped for his anus with her index finger, then slammed it up into his hole with no warning whatever, he let out a wild yell at the same time she bit into his balls with all her teeth.
When his prick began to pound and throb and pulse all at once and she knew he was exploding, she let go of his balls and began to finger fuck his asshole the same way she used her dildoe up her own asshole.
Quickly, she slid up an inch or so higher and was just in time to grab his cock with her left hand and guide it into her open mouth.
As he pumped, mouth fucking her just as violently, as sadistically as he would have fucked her cunt, and incredible amount of thick scum squirted down her throat. Gloria went in and out of gagging, half vomiting, pulling him closer until she almost passed out.
By the time Bosie finally left her, Gloria James was tipsy drunk from the wine. She wasn't staggering, to be sure, but she would go in and out of giggling foolishly like some silly schoolgirl.
In the tiny bathroom above the garage, she fixed her face. Her makeup had been smeared all over by the big man's sperm, and his tongue washing when he licked her face clean.
Dressing and checking herself in the mirror, she had one last glassful of white wine. She locked the place up tight Down in the garage she took a long moment staring at the twins' van.
It was really much nicer than she had imagined. Peering inside she saw how nicely arranged; it was for living, everything neat and tidy and practical. No wonder it cost so much, she thought to herself.
Entering the fraternity through the rear entrance, she checked the ground floor. Everyone was gone. The kitchen was closed for the night. The refrigerator was filled with snacks if the boys wanted any.
A tiny bit weary from her terrific session with the big Polack, but more tipsy from the wine than anything else, she took the elevator up to the tap floor. From here she climbed the stairs up to her apartment.
Entering the foyer she was surprised to find the place so still and quiet. She poked her head into the living room. The convertible couch was open. In it alone, soundly asleep, snoring lightly, was Jeffrey.
Where was Beth?! A moment of panic swept over Gloria James.
But she relaxed and even sighed when she entered her room to find the young girl stretched out naked in her own bed. How lovely she looked in the dim light that came through the windows from the campus street. Gloria undressed. She sat on the edge of the bed studying her lovely naked body, her petite toes, her lovely breasts and her blonde cunt.
She was just about to bend over to plant a tender loving kiss on Beth's pussy when the young girl stirred. She opened her eyes. She smiled softly.
"Hija Gloria… hi."
"Are you okay, darling?" the older woman asked.
"Oh yes," Beth yawned, "I'm fine. A little beat up, but fine."
"What do you mean?"
"Jeffrey," she grinned. She pointed. "He knocked himself out making love to me. And I hope," she said, sitting up, leaning toward the naked Gloria, letting her fold her into her arms, "I hope you don't mind, but we did some of it right here in your bed," she giggled. "He just would not leave me alone." She kissed Gloria's bare shoulder. "And I liked it here in your bed. Your perfume's all over and smelling it while he was fucking me made me feel so very close to you, Gloria."
"Oh my darling… my little darling," cried Gloria, holding her closer, rubbing her breasts, scratching her back and finally kissing her lips. Beth returned the passionate kisses using her tongue, fondling Gloria's breasts as the older woman was fondling hers.
"He made me have at least a dozen orgasms," she moaned softly. "And he had about five himself. Oh God, I'm fucked out. My cunt's so raw… I'll bet if I pissed it would burn me to death," she grinned.
"You must be exhausted," Gloria said, running her hand up and down Beth's naked thighs, caressing her lower belly, then massaging and caressing her lovely ripe breasts, tweaking her nipples.
"God, I am. I was so beat up, tired, I didn't have the energy to get up and wash after he left me."
"How could you be dirty?"
"I mean, all his come, his goo up inside my little pussy."
The mere mention of this set Gloria's brain on fire!
"You don't need to wash, darling. Just lay back, okay? I'll wash your little pussy for you, okay?" she smiled softly.
"You're so sweet to me, Gloria. You know, I'm falling in love with you. Do you mind? I'm so tired."
"I know, my darling. Lay back. That's a good dear."
As Beth lay on her back, Gloria climbed off the bed. She kneeled on the thick rug next to it. She arranged Beth's naked legs and Beth let her spread her thighs open. She let Gloria put the pillow under her naked buttocks.
"I hope you don't mind if I clean you this way, darling?
"Oh God, no… nooooooo, I'll love it. And there's so much of Jeffrey up there inside of me… "
"And so much of you, too, hmmmmmmm?"
"Oh, yes," Beth moaned, feeling the tip of Gloria's tongue as it spread open her sticky pussy lips. "So much. I came so many times… ohooooooo, your tongue there… it feeeeellls soooooooooo very good. I love loooooooveeeee it, darling."
"I'm going to suck your cunt clean… clean, Beth, my darling," Gloria cried and buried her face as Beth began to writhe and squirm her naked buttocks on the pillow.



Chapter 10


Refreshingly brisk, dewy June mornings are always a delight and this one, the first in a long time after which they'd enjoyed a good sleep, was something special indeed.
It was a Saturday and the campus was as quiet, as still as some medieval forest when Beth awakened next to her brother on the convertible couch.
Beth snuggled next to her naked brother. His back was to her and she rubbed her bare breasts against his smooth, warm skin. She began kissing his neck, his shoulders as she gradually drifted up into full wakefulness.
Rubbing her groin up against his bare buttocks, she wiggled her little toes and let her thoughts flow back to the evening before when Gloria had cleaned out her scumfilled cunt with her darling tongue, cleaning her thighs, licking her pussy hair until it was soaking wet, then deciding to tongue wash her all over.
Beth giggled to herself as she recalled the strange sensations as Gloria tongued her asshole, dipping her tongue in deep, licking her bottom globes next, wetting her skin with her delicious saliva.
She remembered Gloria licking down her legs. How she wet each little toe; how she then took each toe into her warm mouth, finally licking and sucking on it as if each toe were a little prick.
Beth loved it when Gloria sucked the bottoms of her feet; and when she felt her loving tongue licking her heels and her ankles. She loved when Gloria took all of her little toes into her mouth and Gloria asked her to wiggle them all around, Gloria's mouth opening wider and wider, then Gloria running Beth's saliva-coated toes all over her naked breasts, or all over her face.
Beth remembered dozing off, then being helped off Gloria's bed and led into the living room where Gloria helped her in next to her sleeping brother. Gloria kissed her goodnight and this was the last she recalled.
Reaching around her brother's waist, she slid her left hand down over his flat belly. Lower and lower until her fingers brushed against the top of his fine pubic hair.
Then she felt the base of his fully erect prick. Her fingers curled around it. She ran her fist up to the top and his penis began to throb in her little hand.
She thumbed the head of it and before long it was really leaping in her fist. Beth loved piss hardens. They were delicious to suck and lick, but they weren't too much fun to fuck first thing in the morning because they shot off too fast.
And when they did, she'd noticed since she'd been fucking her brother, that the scum wasn't the same. It didn't taste the same. It wasn't as creamy and there didn't seem to be too much of it compared to other times when Jeffrey would explode into her mouth, or into her cunt.
Taking down the light blanket that covered their naked bodies, Beth slid down on the bed. When her face was even with his naked buttocks, she rolled him over more on his side. This did not awaken him; and this came as no surprise to Beth. Jeffrey was very hard to wake up.
Very gently, she began to rub her lips over his warm buttocks. She loved to sniff his naked body first thing in the morning.
She began to lick his bare bottom. One of her hands crept down between her thighs. She felt her pussy. It was still a little tender, raw from her brother's savage fucking the evening before.
Beth was grateful for Gloria's ministrations. Her warm, healing saliva had done a great deal to help her little pussy feel better, God, had her cunt been raw the last time her brother had fucked! She'd even thought it might be bleeding and for some reason, she remembered, the thought of his drawing her blood had excited her.
Spreading his buttocks open a bit with her fingers, she took a long time staring at his asshole. She loved his tight little asshole, just as much as she knew that he loved her anus.
Bending her head, sticking out her little tongue, she dipped the tip of it into his hole. He didn't make a move. Neither did his anus respond and it usually did when she tongued it.
Pulling her fingers from between her thighs, she sniffed them. Her cunt had no odor at all. She put one finger into her mouth, she sucked on it, then spit on it, coating it with her saliva.
Then she bent her face closer to his naked bottom. Still holding his buttocks open with her left hand, she formed a glob of spit in her mouth. Raising her face up a bit, she opened her lips. She let the gob of spit fall right on target. This amused her and she giggled softly.
Now she brought her face closer. Sticking out her tongue and holding his buttocks really wide open, she began to tongue his little asshole.
Jeffrey didn't stir.
Not satisfied that he was in a good position, she took a chance of awakening him. She rolled him over until he was flat on his stomach, his enormous prick pressed up against his belly.
Kneeling, she spread his legs open. She then moved over him, kneeling between his open legs. She bent her face again and holding his buttocks wide open she again dabbed her tongue into his sweet asshole.
She spit again and again, pretending she was dropping bombs right into his asshole. Each time a gob of her salvia would become two gobs, she'd mix it up with her finger and rub this into the entrance of his anus.
Pretty soon he was well anointed with her spit. She grinned as she kneeled back. God, she thought to herself, if I only had a prick of my own, I'd really fuck fuck fuck him. For days now, and she had never felt like this before, she'd had this fantastic desire to fuck her own brother.
Still kneeling between his open legs, she began to jerk off her clitoris as she stared down at his spit-covered asshole. She could imagine her "prick" sliding in and out of his asshole.
As she continued to masturbate, she wondered what it would be like to watch him with another boy, a boy with a very nice prick that she would suck on first, making it really hard… and then when it was almost ready, she would spit into her brother's hole, getting it all nice and slippery wet so that when this imaginary boy aimed his nice cock at the entrance to Jeffrey's asshole, it would slip in so sweetly that Jeffrey would love to be getting fucked up his ass.
Once she and him had discussed this possibility but nothing had ever come of it. They'd also discussed his fucking her up the ass, but like the other, nothing had come of this either. There was no real reason one way or the other. It never happened, that's all.
Beth shook her head. Maybe she would say something about this to Gloria. Would Gloria approve or disapprove? Well, Beth wasn't sure. She would wait for the right time and bring up the subject; but surely, not when Jeffrey was around.
Deciding to leave him asleep a little longer, because after all, he had been very good good good to her, she climbed off the bed. She passed through Gloria's bedroom. She was sound asleep under the covers. In the bathroom, Beth ran the tub as quietly as she could.
She went into the little kitchen through the curtains. Gloria had shown her where the things were. Beth made herself a cup of hot tea. She sat on the toilet drinking it, staring dreamily into the tub as it filled with hot water.
Yes, she told herself, she was happy. Good fortune had finally smiled upon them. She caressed her breasts, glancing down at them. God, how Gloria loved to fondle and kiss her breasts, how she adored caressing them and sucking on her nipples; and how much, oh how very very much Beth loved to have Gloria make hot passionate love to her twin under the water, fell between her parted thighs. She slid two fingers deep up inside her slippery cunt. She began to move them in and out ever so gently, loving the feel of the different textures, the slimy slipperyness of her cunt and the slightly harder feel of the warm bath water.
She wondered how Gloria's friend, the electrician, had made out with getting one or two of their suitcases out of their van. It was such a dangerous thing to do. God, how she missed that van! She loved the kind of fun she and Jeffrey had had in it, traveling around, going where they wanted to go when they wanted; not being pushed by anyone.
Beth loved her independence, but now, as she lay in the tub, she began to think about the differences. She enjoyed being with Gloria so much, in Gloria's cozy apartment. It'd been so long since she'd been in a kind of, well, stationary place like an apartment.
As she began to compare the differences, warm water lulling her into a pleasant world in which she was soon floating as if she were sailing through a wonderland on a bed of soft, fluffy white clouds.
When Mrs. Gloria James awakened, her cunt was itching furiously. Hardly realizing it, she was rubbing it, smoothing it and sticking her fingers up inside trying to scratch the infuriating itch away.
Raising up on one elbow, she pulled her fingers out to examine them. She let out a long sigh. Oh God, she said under her breath. My period. I have my period!
Jumping out of bed quickly so as not to drip blood on her expensive form-fitted sheets, she reached onto the night table. She took a tissue and spreading her thighs, pushed it up into her cunt.
Opening the table drawer, she took out a small notebook. Opening this, she scanned a calendar. Yep, she was right on time. She made a notation with the -little pencil on the string attached to the notebook. She smiled. Whenever she had her period, she was hornier than all hell. It was during this time on the month that all of her many vulgar, obscene, abandoned fantasies almost ruled her life, as if so many wild horses were pulling her in every direction at once.
On her way to the bathroom, she wondered just how she was going to fare in the company of Beth and Jeffrey with her period having more power over her than her brain. Again she smiled.
As she opened the bathroom door and saw Beth's lovely face propped in the crook of her arm, her beautifully lean body so naked under the crystal clear bath water, her heart leaped up into her throat. God, she was a lovely creature.
She licked her lips recalling the evening before when she'd sucked the child almost to sleep. That was such a beautiful experience.
She sighed. She sat down on the toilet and pissed. Then wiping herself, she stood up. From the medicine cabinet over the wash basin, she took out the box of Tampax.
Bending way over after placing one bare foot up on the toilet seat, she inserted the tampon. Before she disposed of the cardboard cylinder, she examined the blood on it. Satisfied it was normal, she discarded it into the wastepaper basket.
At the sink she brushed her teeth, now and then glancing down at the sleeping Beth, making sure that she would not slip under the water and drown.
Washing her face, she brushed out her long hair. She examined her face in the mirror. Yes, she was still a beautiful woman; and if things went the way they appeared to be going, she would become even more beautiful.
To be beautiful, she'd often told herself, one must be used and know how to use others for one's own and their own benefit.
She smiled at her reflection. Sex was the answer. Sex was the only commodity one could use as frequently as one wished without exhausting its supply. In fact,* she smiled again, blowing her reflection a kiss, the more you used it, the better it got!



Chapter 11


Beth and Gloria naked to the waist, wearing only skimpy panties, Jeff fully dressed, all three shared a merry breakfast on a table flooded with the morning sun in Mrs. James' living room.
All three were in a chattering mood and it wasn't until Gloria James was pouring fresh cups of coffee that she suddenly remembered the surprise: the van parked in the garage.
"Oh Lord," she exclaimed, breaking into laughter, "I knew there was something I forgot to tell you two kids."
"What would that be?" Jeffrey asked. He felt marvelous this wonderful sunny June morning. He'd had a good hot bath. His sister had scrubbed his back and also sucked him off in the bathtub. He'd wanted to fuck her but she'd twisted away with a grin, telling him her cunt was still raw from his "raping" her last night. He'd laughed.
"You asked for it, Sis," he's said.
Mrs. James sat down. Just how should she begin.
"Well, Bosie, my friend, you remember (the twins nodded), well, he's not very smart." So,
Jeffrey groaned. "So, he couldn't break in?"
"He wasn't able to get even one of our suitcases?" Beth moaned, visibly disappointed.
"No," said Mrs. James. "It's not that. But you do recall, we asked him to get only the suitcases, right?"
Both twins looked at the older woman with suspicion in their bright eyes. Beth was giggling to herself.
"Right," they answered, almost in unison as they were accustomed to doing at times. This interested Mrs. James very much. She'd head that twins often speak the same thought simultaneously and often make the identical decision at the same time; and it was all unconscious, the psychologists claimed.
"Well," she continued, "and I don't know how this is going to sit with you… but… "
"Oh, c'mon," growled Beth, anxious for Gloria to get it over with; dragging it out was killing Beth. She'd always been the more impatient of the two.
"Well," Gloria James smiled, finding it difficult to keep from breaking into laughter, "he stole the whole van?"
It took seconds for this news to sink in. Then when it did, Jeffrey was the first to leap up. "WHAT?"
Beth just shook her head. "The… whole… van?"
"Yes."
"Oh my God!" Jeffrey shouted, clapping his hands. "Where is it?"
Quietly, Mrs. James raised her coffee cup to her lips.
"In the garage in the back of the mansion. It's all nice and safe and just waiting for you to do whatever you want?" she said softly.
"I can't believe it," cried Beth. Now she leaped up. She clapped her hands. She ran around the table and hugged Gloria, kissing her, fondling her naked breasts, kissing them, then running to her brother, falling into his open arms. The two of them did a little dance around the room.
Gloria James sat watching. She loved to see people happy. It made her happy.
Down in the garage, unseen by anyone who might absently be watching from the rear windows of the fraternity house, Gloria watched as Jeffrey, using keys from his pocket, opened the van's door. He stepped inside. Moments later, as Beth and Gloria held hands and kissed like lovers, he exited.
"Nothings been touched. Nothing."
"I'm surprised," said Gloria James. "Bill Frank's local reputation also has it that he has itchy fingers where other peoples' belongings are concerned." There were many rumors to this effect in P-.
Opening up the rear, Jeffrey, something of a mechanic despite his young age, checked the engine. He spent about fifteen minutes, then came up to the front of the garage where Beth and Gloria were sitting on a bench.
Gloria was fingering Beth's pussy as they kissed. Beth's skirt was way up, her long legs naked, her panties down at her ankles.
"Everything's fine," said Jeff. "I will have to say one thing, he did do an excellent job. When I turn it on, I'm sure it'll purr just like you are, Beth," he smiled, going over to his sister, wiping his hands on a cloth.
He bent over and gave each female a hearty kiss.
Gloria looked up. Then she pulled her fingers out of Beth's hot pussy. She offered them to her brother, Jeff first licked them, then sucked them into his mouth.
"Christ," she whispered for no special reason, "doesn't she always taste yummy!" He paused. "I love her cunt!"
"Me, too," sighed Gloria James.
As Jeffrey sat on the bench, Beth showed Gloria around inside the roomy van. She was surprised how much space there was, how different articles were moved around, how things dovetailed to give more room; and especially, how the double bed came down in two sections and how the covers were stored.
"Getting it fixed up like this cost a lot," Beth was explaining. "But it's perfect. And when we fold up everything and tuck it into its place and then fold up the front seats, hell," she laughed, "we could have a barn dance in here."
"Or an old-fashioned orgy," Gloria suggested, embracing the young girl, reaching under her blouse to fondle her darling breasts.
So began the transfer of different things the twins would need upstairs in Gloria's apartment. All three worked for about half an hour carting and unpacking upstairs.
Pretty soon, the living room's total atmosphere had changed. It was decidedly more pleasant, Gloria felt. Now it looked used; and this pleased her more than she had thought it would. It was still uncluttered but now it had what she called "feeling."
It was later that same afternoon when Gloria James' telephone rang. Beth was in the living room straightening out hers and her brother's clothing, making a pile to go down to the washing machine in the basement.
Her brother was downtown on an errand for Mrs. James.
Gloria answered the telephone:
"Hello?"
It was Bosie. He wanted to know if she was busy.
This made Gloria James smile. She also felt a tremor up inside her bleeding cunt. Images of him slapping her upturned face with his huge weapon flashed across her brain. Memories of how tasty he was, how salty his balls and prick were and how he acted when she fingerfucked his asshole flooded her emotions.
"Not especially, Bosie. What's on your mind?"
"I'm not too tied up."
"Maybe you'd like to be," Gloria laughed, conscious that Bosie had made what used to be called a "Freudian Slip," that is, what he really meant was that maybe he'd like to be "tied up," literally or figuratively.
"That's nice. Neither are we."
"We? Oh, yeah, you mean, those kids who own that van, huh? Neither are we."
"Yeah," said Gloria mimicking his Polish accent.
"Say," said the big man, "how'd those two kids take it when they found I ripped off the whole business 'stead of a couple of lousy suitcases, huh?"
"They both loved you for that, Bosie."
"You mean the girl, too?"
"Especially her, Bosie. She told me she could give you a thousand-kisses." She waited for his reaction. She could imagine his big cock stiffening. She could imagine him talking nude on the telephone, his great hand and his strong fingers gripping his huge cock, working it, jerking it off, and she could hear him breathing hard.
"Geesus," he exclaimed. Then there was a long pause. "Hey, you still there, Gloria?"
"Yes. Still here, Bosie."
"I ain't keepin' you, none, huh?"
"No." She'd decided to let him take the initiative. This way he'd feed right into her hand. She had had certain ideas about him since her adventure up in the attic above the garage. Some wild ideas. She could turn the big man into her groveling body slave if she so desired. The trouble was-she couldn't make up her mind.
"How's about me comin' over for a bit, huh?"
"I don't see why not."
"We could pretend you got another lock problem there in the fraternity house, huh? Could we do that for an excuse, huh?" he asked. His breathing was definitely on the bellows level now, Gloria told herself. As if he were pumping up a fire in the fireplace.
"Sure," she said, cooling it.
"So, like when can I come…?"
"Bosie?"
"Yeah?"
"Are you jerking off that beautiful cock of yours right now while you're talking to me?"
"Oh God… oh God!"
"Are you?"
A long pause. "How'd you know, Gloria? How'd you know that? You a pyscho or something like that?"
"It's psychic, Bosie. Not psycho. A psycho's s nut."
She told him to hurry over. To park his car up in the driveway that led to the rear garage. She told him to enter the back door of the garage the way she'd shown him. To climb up to the attic. To take down his pants. To light the candle she had up there. To get the bottle of white wine out of the small refrigerator.
"Geesssuuusss Holy Christ!" he exclaimed.
"… and you'll wait for me, right, Bosie?"
"God, Yes! I'd wait till hell freezes over for you, Gloria. I'd do anything you tell me… anything… oh God!"
Hanging up the telephone, Gloria James strolled into the living room. Beth was just taking off a new skirt she'd bought but hadn't tried on. She was wearing her skimpy panties.
"Hi," she said, flashing one of her lovely smiles that made her face light up like some beautiful flower.
"Hi, darling," said Gloria. She sat down on the couch. She ran her fingers up Beth's naked legs, then between her warm silky thighs.
"You feel like some fun in a little while, darling?"
"What kind?" She bent down and kissed Gloria's moist lips, then spread her thighs open wider when she felt Gloria's probing fingers caressing the lips of her happy cunt.
Gloria told her about Bosie.
"The man who stole our van for us, right?!" She clapped her hands. "He's just a darling. Of course. Do you mean, we can have some fun with him?"
"If you'd like, darling."
"I'd love to. Just to thank him."
"You're sweet, Beth."
"And you're a darling, Gloria."
As Beth continued working, putting things away and sorting things out for what looked like a long long stay, Gloria James spelled out the details of the session she'd had with Bosie alone up in the attic.
"Holy Cow, that sound just crazy. Really crazy! I love my brother's sweat. And I just adore the odor of stale urine. Once Jeff fucked me on a men's urinal and I just flooded over, Gloria. I don't understand what makes me so hot when I smell it, but I have to agree with you," the young girl went on, "that it surely does something to a girl."
Gloria told her about Bosie slapping her face with his huge hard prick.
"That's making me so hot, Gloria," she began to whimper. "So hot… soooooooooooo hot," she winked.
"Lay down on your belly on the couch, darling," said the older woman.
"Ohooooooo, yesssssss… I want you tongue… I want it."
"Where do you want my tongue, darling? Tell me. Where do you want my tongue, darling?"
Beth spread her legs wide apart. She pulled her panties to one side. This exposed the delicious crack of her ass. She looked over her shoulder. She pointed with her finger to her anus.
"I want it here, Gloria. I want it up my ass!"



Chapter 12


With the hot afternoon sun beating down on the tiled roof of the garage building and with all the windows closed tightly, no ventilation whatever, the interior of the attic was unusually close. Not a whisper of fresh air circulated in the room. The odor of the cedar was unusually dense. Because of the absorbing capacity of the roof tiles, the temperature inside the attic grew higher and higher.
In Gloria's apartment, she and Beth dressed for the anticipated sex session with Bosie. Both wore ultra sheer nylon stockings, charcoal-colored, with whimpsy garters circling their thighs. At first they were going to wear garter belts but changed their minds.
Both wore clinging transparent panties that encased their lovely buttocks with what could be called simply 'flair' every sweet curve severely outlined and quite as visible as was every single hair on their beautiful cunts. Beth's pinkish pussy lips were quite evident through the sheer material of the crotch.
Each painted the other's erect nipples with bright crimson lipstick. Each made up the other's eyes. Just before they were ready to go, Beth was admiring Gloria when her eyes widened.
"You've got you period, Gloria?!" Gloria smiled. She reached between her thighs. She gave a tiny jerk on the small piece of string that protruded from between her purplish cunt lips. "Yes."
"Oh my… oh my… "
Gloria nodded. "Yep" she smiled. "It'll add a little spice to the afternoon, don't you think?"
They laughed together.
"Hey," Gloria almost shouted. "I've got an idea."
Beth was all ears.
"Listen, what do you say, you also sneak a Tampax up that little hot pussy of yours even if you're not bleeding. It'll probably either excite the living hell out of him to see both of us with tiny strings coming out of our slits or it'll turn him off completely, what do you think, darling?"
Beth smiled. "Does it matter really. Listen," she said, "we knew a girl in one of the places our stepmother put us who had a boyfriend who absolutely refused to fuck her unless she had a Tampax inside her cunt."
"I believe it," said Gloria. "Well, we'll see. We just got to keep in mind, darling," she said, "that this guy isn't all that sophisticated. I'm still not sure of his deep reactions to my licking the salty sweat off his balls."
"We'll see," said Beth.
Taking one of her expensive perfume atomizers filled with the very sexy, musky French perfume called "Falguiere" and another bottle of chilled white wine, both naked to the waist and wearing only the tight clinging panties and the sheer nylons with the black garters and high heels (a pair of Gloria's fit Beth perfectly), they slipped into their light raincoats.
"This costume will shock the shit out of him, I'm sure," said Gloria.
"It would shock the piss out of me," Beth laughed.
Leaving a note for Jeffrey, they jammed into the elevator and rode down to the basement. From here they climbed up into the rear garden. Certain no one could see them they skirted around the corner of the garage to the rear entrance.
Gloria edged the door open carefully. "Shssssss, he's already upstairs," she whispered into Beth's ear.
When they entered the attic, Bosie's back was to them. He had obeyed the telephone instructions. He was standing. His pants were down around his ankles. His huge buttocks, completely naked, looked both repulsive and attractive to the girls at the same time. Gloria loved the black hairiness of them while Beth marveled at their weight.
On the table stood the bottle of white wine. Bosie had found three goblets. They sat around the bottle. He was so busy jerking off his enormous cock that he didn't hear them. Already the room smelled of airlessness and Bosie's heavy sweat.
When Gloria said "Hi!" Bosie almost collapsed. He turned just as she and Beth were taking off the raincoats. He couldn't believe his eyes, two lovely women, wearing only panties, silk stockings with garters, breasts utterly stark naked, nipples painted red and wearing high spike heels. It was like out of some dream was all he could tell himself as he kept blinking his eyes.
His prick was as thick and as hard and pounding as it had been the time he fucked Gloria in her mouth so savagely; his balls were hanging like bells and they were so hairy that Beth gasped. Her hand went to her mouth. She'd never seen anything like this. She'd never imagined it either!
"Hello, Gloria," he said, his voice rising high in pitch as it had done before.
"This is Beth. She's one of the twins," Gloria said. Bosie nodded. Suddenly he'd lost his voice completely. When he did try to speak, only a strange squeak came out. Still holding his huge cock in his even larger hand, he never felt more foolish or stupid.
"Come here and kneel down in front of us, Bosie."
Almost tripping over his pants down around his ankles, he managed, with small steps to cross the floor to where the two half-naked females stood.
As he kneeled, head bowed, staring at their exposed toes inside the sheer nylons, admiring them, Gloria used the atomizer. She sprayed the delicious, musky, sexy perfume all over, also on Bosie's back. He said nothing.
Now the density inside the attic really took on another form. Already hot and very stuffy, the atmosphere now became almost unbearable. There was little or no air whatever.
"I love it this way," said Gloria in a whisper.
"I do, too, darling," said Beth and when Gloria put down the atomizer on the back of one of the easy chairs, she hugged the half naked Beth to her. Rubbing their breasts together, Bosie looking up at them his mouth open, his tongue hanging out, his eyes unbelieving, the two females kiss ed ravenously, hungrily, their hands roaming all over the other's shimmering, alluring body.
They rubbed their groins together hungrily, Beth beginning to gyrate her hips slowly, sensuously as Gloria began to writhe in return, her head thrown back, their naked breasts touching and beginning to perspire. Great beads of sweat were breaking out in the delightful valleys between their delicious titties. Their highly painted nipples touched and danced together lasciviously.
Bosie's cock was as hard as thick and almost as long as some kid's baseball bat.
After another ten or so minutes it really became difficult to breathe but Gloria and Beth, knowing this was to be the case, regulated themselves.
"Now, Bosie," said Gloria, "you're going to keep kneeling. I'm going to sit in front of you. Beth here is going to use your prick as a whip and whip my face, understand?"
"… yessssss Gloria."
Bosie's prick was now, without any exaggeration, about nine to ten inches in length. Later, he himself was to remark that never in his life had he seen it so engorged with blood and never so long.
"Then," she continued, "we're going to suck on it for you… "
He moaned.
"Then," and she smiled over at Beth, "then you're going to take turns sucking our cunts just as we take turns sucking your beautiful cock. Bosie," she purred, "did you come off today?"
He nodded. He didn't dare look up. Beth was fondling and stroking her breasts, rubbing her finger over her lip-sticked nipple, sucking on it, breathing deeply, inhaling the thick perfume and the ever increasing aroma of sweating bodies. Beth's crotch was getting sloppy wet from both her cunt juices and her sweat.
Gloria's cunt, too. The girls shared a glance. Both were secretly dying to taste the sweat from each other's armpits and from between Bosie's heavy, hairy balls and at the base of his great prick.
As the temperature in the attic climbed higher and higher and all three were sweating profusely, wiping the sweat from their faces, from their breasts (Bosie was now stark naked and his hairy body lathered in hot sweat) Gloria sat on her bottom in front of him while Beth, using his huge cock as a whip, beat Gloria's face again and again, wielding the huge penis, smashing it across Gloria's eyes, across her lips, Gloria's eyes closed, her hands manipulating her breasts, mashing them as one ecstasy after another rippled through her sweating body.
"Whip me harder with that cock;… whip me harder, ohoooo, yesssssssss, Beth, harder, darling… whip me. WHIP ME WITH HIS COCK. Oh God, Beth, darling… I'mmmmm mm, yesssss, Oh God, whip my face with his cock. Whip… whip… WHIP!"
Almost collapsing from the heat and the airlessness of the attic, Bosie was gasping for air. More than once he pleaded with Gloria to open a window… even just a crack. She refused.
When he was on his knees, licking her high heels, sucking her little toes through her sheer nylons, running his tongue up her legs to her thighs, licking the inside of her thighs, all the while jerking off his prick as she kept telling him to do, Gloria finally said, "I know where there's some fresh air." she glanced over at Beth and winked.
"Oh… where…?"
"Bosie, take down my panties."
"Oh God, yes… "
As he did, he kept his eyes closed.
"Lick it, Bosie. Lick my cunt with your tongue, Bosie. There's fresh air up inside my cunt, Bosie. Stick your tongue, Bosie. Put your lips to my cunt and take in a deep breath of air, Bosie. Yessssss, that's it, Bosie, stick your tongue… Stick it in deep… "
This was when he suddenly felt the Tampax string on his tongue. When he opened his eyes and saw it, he almost didn't know what to do.
"Bosie, do you want it?"
"Oh God… Oh God… yesssssssss. I want it… I want it."
Winking at Beth, Gloria lay down on her back on the floor. She opened her legs wide. As her fingers reached in and pulled out the Tampax and tossed it across the room, Bosie fell between her open thighs. Gloria gripped him by the ears. "Suck it, Bosie… drink me, Bosie. Drink me like I drink you scum. Ohooooooo, yesssssss, that's how, Bosie. Eat my cunt… yessssssss, ohooooooooo, it's so hot, Bosie. My cunt's so hot and red and it tastes so good, doesn't it, Bosie. Doesn't it taste so good, Bosie?"
At the same time, unable to resist, her body drenched in sweat, Beth tore off her panties. Now naked except for the charcoal colored nylons and the spike heels, she stood over Gloria's upturned face.
She spread her legs… wider and wider as she slowly lowered her naked cunt down over Gloria's face.
"Oh Darling," cried Gloria… "Oh gorgeous cunt… oh darling," she cried out again. "Your cunt is soaking wet. Oh, I'm going to suck it… I'm going to suck it. I'm going to drink up all your hot cunt sweat. Oh, Darling, Beth, I love you… I love youuuuuuuuu, yessssss… suck suck… oh Bosie, drive that tongue in deep. I want to see it all… oh, ohooooooooo, yesssssss, deeper… deeper… deeeeeeppeerr!"
When Beth's hot sweaty cunt drowned out Gloria's words, and Gloria's tongue was stabbing up inside Beth's sloppy wet cunt, Bosie's body gave one giant lurch and he reared back, shaking his head like a dog. Holding his huge cock with both hands, he had as much trouble controlling it as a drunken fireman trying to control a runaway hose, a hose flooding with water, snaking, leaping…
Up on his knees, he didn't quite know what to do. Turning, Beth saw the huge head of his mammoth prick beginning to turn all different colors. Leaping off Gloria's slimy face, spinning around to face the kneeling Bosie, Beth reached out for his cock.
She aimed it right at her face. In seconds, the prick exploded, showering her beautiful face with blast after blast of rich thick white sperm. Holding his prick until it was exhausted, she then took it into her mouth, gobs of him come dripping down on its terribly long shaft as she sucked and licked it. Sitting up, sweat cascading down her naked body as if she'd just come out of the shower, Gloria got up on her knees. Hugging Beth to her perspiring body, she began licking Beth's sperm-showered face, moaning and grunting as her blood-stained fingers deep up insider her convulsing cunt brought her to a crashing climax.



Chapter 13


After Jeffrey finished with Mrs. James' downtown errand, returning some books to the town library the fraternity boys were to lazy to take back, he decided a beer would hit the spot. He headed for a bar he remembered down from the railroad station.
Earlier when he and his sister had been roaming around looking to town over, half out of their minds with their problems, they'd stopped in here. But the man behind the bar, a grizzled hulk of a body with a furious looking moustache and beard had refused to serve them even a soft drink.
As Jeffrey looked in now, there was another bartender on duty. This man looked far more serene than the other. Jeffrey went in. He sat down at the far end of the bar near two half empty pistachio nut machines.
Except for himself and the bartender and two men sitting at a table facing the bar, the place was empty. A sign on the jukebox announced that it was temporarily out of order.
The street out in front of the place was little trafficked. The only noises were muted and came from the town itself in back of the bar.
Overhead was the railroad bridge and the tracks.
Looking around Jeffrey saw there was a back room. Here were the toilets. Ordering a beer, he laid a dollar on the worn bar. He nodded to the bartender who returned the nod as Jeffrey headed through a narrow door and glancing around, finally saw the sign MEN.
This back room was strangely quiet, very still, as if it were haunted. This was Jeff's first reaction. Tables and chairs. Only one window, and this was grimy with ageless filth. Peering out, he could see an alleyway dimly.
Returning to the bar he asked the bartender if it was okay if he took his beer into the back room.
"Why not?" the man grinned. "We usually reserve it back there for either ladies alone of smoochers," he said.
Jeffrey selected a table that faced the narrow doorway that led into the main barroom. The corner in which he sat was completely secluded… unless someone deliberately peered into the back room.
This isolated bar was typical of those in the town. When the town had been bustling with different kinds of local industry, bars like this one were numerous. Now that the college was the town's chief industry, bars like this one were gradually fading away.
Jeffrey liked the place. He didn't know why. Perhaps it was the feeling of loneliness he sensed as he sat quietly with his beer. Maybe it was his overactive imagination? He wondered how many good old times people had here in this back room in the good old days. To Jeffrey, the large, low ceilinged room seemed crowded with memories.
When he finished his first beer, he went out to the bar. Now it was empty except for the bartender. He was reading a newspaper, a small cigar poked between his lips.
Jeff took the second beer back into the room. This time he took another table. It was 50% more secluded than the first, sort of around a corner near a door that appeared to be a closet.
Sitting down, Jeff reached out his hand and tried the doorknob. It turned easily. Peeping in after opening the door a crack, he saw a rather nicely furnished room. Surprisingly enough, it was clean and looked quite cozy. Someone lived here apparently. There was a small transistor radio. An alarm clock. A blanket folded up at the foot of the single bed.
As Jeffrey studied the room, no pictures on the wall, no ashtray, and no windows, he listened to discover that the clock was stopped. Looking down in the threadbare rug he saw an envelope. He picked it up by getting down on one knee.
It was addressed to a Miss Judith White. The postmark was months earlier. It was unopened. Jeffrey put it back where he found it. Silently, he closed the door.
For some while the young boy sat quietly. He went over his thoughts the events of the last few days. He could conclude only one thing: he and his sister were very fortunate.
Not only did they have a nice place to live now and with it, a most delightful sexy companion, but they also had all their belongings intact. The knowledge of this gave Jeffrey a tremendous sense of satisfaction and also an internal security he'd desperately lacked from the moment Bill Frank had impounded their van.
Doing some mental arithmetic, he decided that within a month they would have enough money to travel on where ever they wished. That is, if they wanted to. He wasn't so sure Beth wanted to stay put longer than that any more than he did-but time would tell.
He recognized that both he and his sister were growing more and more attached to Gloria James. In fact, he was already thinking about her more and more every day. He was jerking off thinking about her breasts, about her gorgeous buttocks, and her hairy cunt. He just adored thinking about Beth making hot love to the older female, and Gloria giving Beth the kind of homosexual affection she so obviously craved.
When Beth told him all about Gloria's sucking her cunt clean of his scum and his sister's own copious excretions from the time he fucked her silly, stroking his thick cock as she told the details, he was kind of fog listening to her.
He could visualize Gloria's swift tongue dipping into his sister's scum-filled slit. He could imagine her tasting his scum. He could imagine her washing Beth's cunt lips, sucking and licking as Beth writhed and squirmed, knowing all the while that Gloria was sucking up her brother's precious cock juices that had flowed so lovingly into her sucking cunt.
Thinking this gave Jeffrey the shivers; he felt for his prick and he wasn't at all surprised to find it stiffening inside his pants. He looked around. Did he dare open his fly and take out his cock and play with it under the table??
"Why not?"
Changing seats, his back now to the door to the mysterious room, he opened his pants. His fist gripped his hardening cock. Jeffrey loved to masturbate. His fingers slithered up and down the stiffening shaft. He played with his testicles. He squeezed them.
Using his thumb and index finger, he was soon rubbing the head if his prick joyfully. Looking down, he saw that already his pre-seminal fluid was beginning to form a silverish, crystal clear dew drop right in the eye of his handsome prick. Dipping a finger from his left hand into this dew drop, he brought it to his lips.
Soon he was masturbating gently, eyes closed, the image of his beautiful sister's honey-filled cunt dancing, thrilling him; the image of his sister sucking Gloria's cunt, burying her nose in it, snorting, then licking her thighs, sucking and licking on Gloria's little toes, biting and nursing on Gloria's lovely ripe breasts.
As he continued to masturbate, he was dimly aware of someone watching him, but even when he opened his eyes, glancing around, using what he'd read is called peripheral vision, he saw no one. He decided it was his over active imagination.
Stopping for a moment, he sipped from his beer. He thought he heard a noise that didn't come from outside in the bar. Looking around, then swinging his head around, he saw nothing in the back room except himself, that is, and the tables and chairs, the door to the mysterious room.
Zipping up his fly, he got up. He waited a moment for his hard prick to reduce in size. He pushed his chair back. He went around the table and peeped out into the barroom.
No one except the bartender still reading his paper. He didn't see Jeffrey look at him. He sat back at the table. He opened his fly and this time he pulled his pants down a bit so he could play with his balls with one hand and jerk off his prick with the other.
He was just going fine, eyes closed, his fantasy of him fucking Gloria while she sucked his sister's luscious cunt when suddenly, with no warning whatever, the door to the ladies toilet opened!
Jeffrey was in full view. He could have dropped dead!
Of all the people in the world to be standing there, a grin on her face, her beaming eyes riveted to Jeff's fully erect penis, her lips parted, her tongue moistening her lower lip-Mrs. Griffin from the employment agency, the woman who had sent Jeffrey and Beth to Mrs. James at the Phi Kappa Beta fraternity house.
"Well… well, Jeffrey… how are you?"
Jeffrey was blushing. His face felt as if it were on fire. It was beet red. He almost got the thick shaft of his penis caught in the zipper as he frantically tried to close his trousers.
Jeff didn't know what to say. Trying to speak, he was stuttering. Never in his entire eighteen years had he ever came close to getting caught with his pants down, and especially when he was jerking off… and in a public place.
He hung his head.
"Jeffrey… Jeffrey," Mrs. Griffin repeated. "I'm so sorry… really I'm sorry… that I saw you… but Jeffrey, you must listen.
"You see," she softly, not approaching but still standing across the room near the door to the ladies room, "Jeff, I had no choice. I was in there when you came in. I was on my way, you see, up to the fraternity house to see how you and your sweet sister were doing. I called," she went on softly, unhurriedly, her eyes looking at is that were half closed, his head and chin still lowered in utter embarrassment, humiliation, mortified almost beyond human endurance, "I phoned but there was no answer. I drove as far as here and I had to urinate so badly, I came in here.
"Jeffrey," she purred, "you do understand than an older woman like myself would not frequent workingmen's bars like this one, don't you?"
He still could not bring himself to look up at her face. When she moved closer to his table and he could see her out of the corner of his eye, he began to get the strangest kind of shivers and soon his entire body was trembling. He could feel sweat forming in his hairy armpits and between his thighs.
But what stunned him was the sensation that his prick was actually hardening. He couldn't believe it! It was growing harder and harder, as if he had no control over it, as if it were in the control of some prick devil, who was jerking it off unseen, fondling and stroking it inside his pants. He wondered briefly, sweating more profusely now, if he wasn't going to have the first orgasm in his life during which nothing, except the material of his pants, was touching his naked penis.
"Jeffrey… please… please forgive me. As I said, I waited for you to finish your beer and leave. I didn't want you to see me in this place; and I didn't want you to know that I'd seen you… well, with your pants open and you doing what you were doing to your… yourself… I didn't want you to know that I saw you, and it was quite accidentally, through a crack in the door… I saw you peep into the door behind you… Oh, Jeffrey… I'm really so very very sorry, honey… "
Jeffrey fumbled for words. He felt really weird! He was covered with hot sweat. She'd seen him jerking off. Mrs. Griffin's very eyes had seen him playing with his balls. Had she seen him tasting the drop of dewy preseminal fluid? Oh, God, if she'd seen that, what would she be thinking of him. Oh God!!



Chapter 14


Mrs. Alice Griffin was in her mid-forties. Her second marriage to a tax accountant, a marriage of convenience in which there was extremely little or positively no sexual play, had turned sour only weeks after the brief city hall ceremony.
Andrew Griffin spent most of his time in the big city with his accounts and was home briefly only on weekends to either change his clothing or to take a bath. As the months passed, Alice and her husband grew further and further distant. For example, it had been two weeks since they'd even spoken to each other. She had not seen him in more than one week and a half.
So it could go without saying that among all the totally sex-starved humans in the town of P- who were in many ways good-looking and wholesomely attractive individuals (mostly women) with latent sex appeal, Alice Griffin could have won first prize.
In fact, she was so sex starved, she was sex-crazed. Had any of the people she dealt with daily in the affairs on the employment agency had any idea of the lewd and lustful, vulgar and corruptive and obscene thoughts that went through her little head daily, they would have thrown up their arms in horror, in utter disbelief!
How could so gentle a looking woman who kept her long hair so neatly braided, who wore severe looking dress suits, boots always polished and horn rimmed glasses attached to a guard chain around her neck-how could a woman who spoke matchless English, who smoked with a long tapered cigarette holder… a woman whose complexion was so clear as any child's, a woman whose cheeks were rosy as if she played outdoors-how could a woman of this description wallow in such base, wanton depths of sex-sin only psychologically trained sexologists have the courage to explain?
"Jeffrey, I realize the embarrassment I've caused you, dear. Won't you forgive me? Jeffrey," she paused, coming just a step or two closer to the table at which he was sitting, his head still bowed, his hands trembling, and his body sweating as it never had, "please, Jeffrey… please?"
He managed to glance up. He took a deep breath then began to inhale evenly. He smelled her perfume. It tickled his nostrils. He wondered why he hadn't noticed it before. How could he possibly have not checked the ladies room to find out if anyone was inside before he took down his pants to jerk off! He couldn't understand this!
"… through the crack in the door… through the crack in that door… you saw me… everything… Mrs. Griffin?"
She came much closer. "Yes, Jeffrey… everything." She smiled weakly and her look was so sympathetic, and her eyes suddenly so friendly, that he began to feel a little better.
"… and Jeffrey, I do understand. I want you to know that I understand. I understand young boys. And Jeffrey, playing with oneself isn't really all that world-shaking. It's not as bad as many people make out, Jeffrey. I know."
He looked up at her. Her features were more sympathetic and her smile was kind. Her eyes were soft. As he let his eyes wander over her face, it occurred to him that until now he'd never really looked at her closely. There were no lines in her face and he noticed that she wore no facial makeup at all. This surprised Jeffrey.
"I just want to be sure I didn't offend, insult you, Mrs. Griffin."
"Oh, Jeffrey, my dear boy. You didn't offend me at all. Not at all."
"I was just lost in my thoughts, that's all."
"I know…! know."
For a long moment there was complete silence. Then all of sudden it was shattered when a train, the express to the city that didn't stop in the town, roared overhead and whistled and then barreled through the train station. The whole bar shook and bottles on the back bar rattled.
"Oh wow!" Jeffrey exclaimed. The noise had come so suddenly, he'd almost ducked.
Finally, he got up enough courage to ask Mrs. Griffin if she'd like to sit down, maybe have a beer with him.
She accepted. "You see, Jeffrey," she said, taking the chair next to him, not across from him as he'd thought she would, "I was on my way to chat with Mrs. James about you and your sweet sister's welfare."
Jeffrey thanked her. Then he excused himself. He returned with a vodka and orange juice for her, another beer for himself.
For some moments, he went into detail about the fraternity house, their accommodations up in Mrs. James' apartment, the work down in the dining room. Mrs. Griffin listened politely, sipping from her drink. Jeffrey wondered about telling Mrs. Griffin about the van's being stolen and returned safe and sound by Mrs. James' friend, then decided that it could do no harm since it was evident that Mrs. Griffin was truly on their side.
"That's so wonderful," she cried, her eyes flashing. "That's just marvelous, Jeffrey. I'm so happy for you, honey."
Her use of the word 'honey' gave Jeffrey a funny feeling. It suddenly made him feel very close to the older woman.
As they chatted on and on, they were becoming more and more friendly. Several times Jeffrey found himself touching her hands and several times, she was holding his hand as she told him this and that.
After two more beers, the conversation turned to unadulterated sex. Mrs. Griffin openly confessed how sex starved she was. Jeffrey found himself listening intently.
"You know," she said in a low whisper, "and I hope you won't mind my telling you, Jeff, but when I saw you with your penis in your hand, I found myself getting wildly excited." She squeezed his fingers with her own and Jeff squeezed back. As she went on talking, he could feel his prick swelling; and he loved the sensation. Whenever she would lick her lips, or weave her tongue as she talked, he found himself staring at her. Once when she idly brushed off a piece pf dust from the front of her suit jacket, he noticed that the palm of her hand had almost cupped her breast.
Another time when their knees touched under the table, neither made any effort to move away. This, in one way, signaled the beginning. But what really triggered if off was her question:
"I know it's none of my business, honey," she laughed, touching his arm, running her fingers up to his elbow as she herself leaned on the table, her eyes into his, "but when do you go to the toilet to urinate. Gosh," she exclaimed, "you've got a barrel full of beer inside you."
Jeffrey laughed. "You know," he said, "I had the same thought, Mrs. Griffin…"
She interrupted. "Jeffrey," she said in a very tiny voice, her tongue again wetting her lower lip, "could you call me Alice? It would please me very much, Jeffrey."
He smiled and their fingers clasped tightly. "Yes, Alice," he said, his voice low, a kind of softness spreading over his body as if he were lightly drugged. The silence in the back room, the nearness of her, the sweet almost intoxicating perfume she wore and their knees touching under the table, not to mention the many glasses of strong beer that he'd drunk-well, all of this was going to his head, if that's the place-and he was feeling great!
"You want to know something?" She was on her third vodka and orange juice now and her voice was growing lower and lower, more whispery as the moments passed.
"What, yes," he answered, allowing her fingers to caress his cheeks. She had shifted her chair closer to his. Now their legs were touching far above their knees. She had also opened her jacket. Under this she wore a black silk blouse that gleamed in the soft afternoon light that streamed throughout the grimy window that overlooked the back alley.
Jeffrey could see the outline of her half-brassiere when she'd move or stretch; and he was terribly conscious of her eyes in his when he'd sneak a glance. Once she brushed her fingertips over both breasts, a bright, teasing smile in her eyes as she did.
"Well, we can be honest with each other, can't we, Jeffrey… I mean, now, that… well, since we've talked about sex and making love and how I feel some of the time… and since," she smiled softly, lowering her voice to a deep whisper, "and since I've seen you playing with your penis, yes… okay?"
She leaned forward and he held her shoulders gently. "Yes," he breathed. "We can be honest, Alice. I want to be all honest, very honest with you," he said and his words were slightly slurred from the beer.
"… it's about you having to piss, Jeffrey."
"I do, very much. I keep holding it back in, Alice."
"I do that too, honey. I always keep it back in for a space. Then when I let it out, I just love the wild feelings. I love to listen to it, too… "
She brought her face closer to his. The smell of her perfume and the warmth of her skin so close to his own face made him very passionate.
"Can I kiss you?" he asked.
"Oh, yesssss, Jeffrey. Oh, honey. Yes. Kiss me… it's been so long since I've been kissed… so very very long, honey."
When their lips met, both instantly crushed against the other. Jeffrey's tongue was the first to grope and stab inside Alice's mouth. Her tongue swirled and twisted past his tongue and speared into his mouth. Soon both were taking turns sucking on the other's tongue.
Mrs. Griffin took Jeffrey's hands and placed them on her silky breasts. Jeff began to massage them. Then her right hand slid under the table and pulled her skirt up as high as it would go. Their eyes were boring into the others.
"Ohooooooo, Jeffrey," she was moaning. "Ohoooooo, this is the sweetest… the sweeeettteeeest thing, Oh, sooooo nice," she murmured, sucking on his tongue when she wasn't whimpering, licking his lips, licking his nose, kissing him.
He pulled away gently. "I think I'd better v go… J think so," he said.
"… to piss, honey?"
"Yes… I've got to go now really bad."
"Really bad, honey. So much beer piss inside of you? A whole lot? Yes?"
She took his hand and led it under the table. "Feel my pussy, honey. It's hot. I don't have any panties on. I took them off in the toilet so I could play with my pussy while I watched you play with your beautiful prick… OHoooooo, Jeffrey, I never thought I would tell you that… ohooooo, yesssssss," she moaned, feeling his eager fingers swimming around her crisp pussy hairs as she spread open her naked thighs under the table.
"Ohooooo, Jeffrey, yessss feel my pussy… yesssss, touch it… it's so hot… for your fingers, your lovely long fingers… oooooooooh ooooooo, yesssssss!"
"… I have to piss something terrible… "
"Hold it in just a little longer… for me… hold it in. It's getting hotter and hotter, Jeffrey… I love it when it's so hot it's almost scalding… ohooo, do you know what I mean, Jeffrey? Do you, honey? Do you know what I mean when I say I love hot piss? Do you? Do you?" she was whimpering and grinding back on his three fingers as they plowed in and out of her hot fiery cunt.
"Please… Alice…! must piss. I must… if I don't, if I don't soon," he cried, "I'll piss right here. I will," he giggled.
"Oh, how I'd love that, just love that… oh God, how I'd love that… " She sat forward, she kissed him deeply. She kissed his cheeks. She squirmed on his fingers as they fumbled inside her hot pussy.
"Jeffrey, can I… would you let me come into the toilet with you, please, honey? Would you let me… Please? Please?" she begged, tears beginning to cloud her eyes.
"Yes… yes… Come… come on, Alice. I can't hold it back a second more."
In the toilet, Alice Griffin kneeled down by the bowl. She opened his fly. She took out his penis. Holding it, admiring it, she kissed its full length. She took the head of it into her hot mouth. Her eyes looked up at him imploringly.
He held her by the head with both hands. He threw back his own head. As she sucked, she sneaked her hands under his shirt until her fingers were squeezing his bladder from both sides.
She was murmuring, whining and whimpering all at once as her eyes danced.
She pulled her mouth off, grasping his huge prick and aiming it at the bowl. Rubbing her lips up and down the entire length of the thick shaft, she licked and kissed furiously as Jeffrey emptied his full bladder into the churning toilet bowl.



Chapter 15


As Jeffrey pissed, he thought his beer filled blatter would never empty. As he pissed, Mrs. Griffin's tongue slaved up and down his squirting penis. She was squeezing his balls as if there were piss inside them. She was kissing his hand when he held his penis toward the end. She licked and sucked on his fingers. All this while she was moaning and whimpering, "Ohoooooo, Jeff… Ohoooooohoo ooo, it's soooooooo lovely. I love to watch your pee boil into the toilet bowl… ohoooooo, I love the sound of it… I love it… I loooooovvvvveeeee it. Oh, Jeff, I wish it were filling my up my bladder, honey!"
Still on her knees when he finished, she licked his penis clean, catching the last few tiny speedy spurts, licking her lips as she looked up into his face, her bright eyes gleaming.
"That was so beautiful," she cried. "So… sooooo beautiful!"
When he backed away from the toilet, she leaned on the seat. She stared into the bowl and its yellow contents. She inhaled deeply. She looked up at his and smiled. "It's just stale beer, right?"
Jeffrey laughed. "That's all it is, Alice."
"I think I'll add some stale vodka and stale orange juice to it? What do you say, honey?" she laughed merrily.
"Good idea."
"You want to listen? You want to watch?"
"You know it," was Jeffrey's quick reply.
Alice Griffin's face was wreathed in smiles. His answer made her very happy and very horny.
Jeff kneeled down as she had done, she raised her skirt up to her thighs slightly. She patted the top of his head with one hand.
"Want a little sniff before I get it all wet from me pee pee, honey?"
Jeff looked up onto her pretty face. He smiled. Of course, he wanted a little sniff. By God, now he was so hot and horny himself, his prick stiffening, that he wanted more than a sniff.
"I'd like a little taste, too, if you'd let me, Alice," he mumbled, half under his breath.
"Oh God, honey! Oh God… say that again. It makes me so hot I could piss standing up."
"You could?"
"God. Yes! Say it again, honey," she cried, rubbing her clitoris with one hand as she held up her skirt with the other, rolling her hips, her eyes half-lidded as she thrilled to the idea of his sniffing and tasting her hot slit.
"I want to taste you, Alice. I want a taste of your sweet pussy."
"It's a very hot pussy, Jeffrey."
"I want a taste of your hot pussy, Alice."
"It's all hot and wet and very salty now, Jeffrey."
"Oh Alice," the boy whimpered, "I want a taste of your hot… your wet… your salty pussy… oh yess, I want to suck it for you. I want to suck your cunt, Alice. Please let me. Please let me!"
Jeffrey well knew the effect dirty words had on women. Hadn't he heard his sister and Gloria using them? Hadn't Beth used them with him alone? God yes!
Alice Griffin sat down on the toilet seat. She was breathing heavily. Looking at him still down on his knees, she said, "take it out, Jeff and let me see you play with it, okay. I love your thick prick. I just love it. When it was pissing I thought I'd faint from joy!"
Jeff took it one step better and Alice's heart began thudding in her chest when he unbuckled his belt and let his pants fall down to his ankles.
"Oh God, what a beautiful thing your cock is!"
She held it with both hands. She pecked at it, smiling up at his face. She kissed the full length of it. She licked the thick fat head of his prick before taking it into her mouth. "I wish it was full of piss," she moaned.
"It will be again, don't worry," he said to her.
"Do you promise me, honey?"
"I promise."
"Gallons of hot beer piss?"
"Gallons… all of it for you… all of it for you, Alice."
She opened her blouse. She pulled her brassiere up over her full ripe breasts. Jeffrey was astonished at the marvelous condition he found her breasts in. They were almost perfect. Large, thick nipples, deep brown in color, but no sagging whatever. She cupped them for him, her eyes deep in his. "Like them, honey?"
"Oh, yes."
"They loved getting showered on, if you know what I mean, honey? They love it," she repeated, teasing and tantalizing her nipples until they were fully erect. "They just love it… ohooooooooo how they love it, they're always so thirsty, just like me," she grinned… "always so thirsty."
Lifting her skirt higher while she still held the boy's stiffening prick between her teeth, she raised up a bit.
She started to squeeze her bladder, making small noises, her eyes always in his or gliding along his prick, one hand clutching his heavy balls as he stood there in front of her inside the toilet cubicle.
"Listen," she hissed and then she squirted into the bowl.
Back at the table, after Jeffrey made sure that it was to one that the bartender out in the still empty bar wouldn't annoy or interrupt them (actually, he hadn't known Mrs. Griffin was there. He'd completely forgotten she came in until Jeff began ordering the vodka and orange juice, then his interest totally evaporated).
"And I'm sure he couldn't care less even if he did know how we're carrying on," Mrs. Griffin laughed as she took off her jacket. Next came her blouse. After this, her brassiere. For a long moment she sat completely naked to the waist while young Jeffrey feasted his hungry eyes on her lovely curvy breasts. Then she slipped back into the jacket, but left it open. "Just to be on the safe side a little bit," she had smiled as she leaned over to kiss him.
Moving her chair even closer to his now, she lifted up her buttocks. She pulled her skirt all the way up. When she sat down again she was sitting on her naked behind. She smiled at him. "I love this… being with you like this, my breasts so naked, my behind bare on the chair. Don't you like it, honey?"
"I love it… I love the idea," he said.
"I wish you were all naked. I wish I could suck your prick. I wish I could suck your asshole. I wish you could suck my nipples, chew on them… ohoooooo, honey boy… ohooooooooohooooooo, honey boy. Hove this, it's all so hot and sexy… I feel like… oh… I feel so hot, and so very beautiful. I feel soooooooo goooooood I could run naked through the streets!"
She was holding his naked prick under the table, jerking it, squeezing it, stroking it affectionately. "Listen, honey," she whispered, "your prick's so nice and hard. Would you like us to go back into the toilet for a minute or so and… well, I'd suck you first and make your prick all nice and slippery and then you'd sit down on the toilet and I'd turn my back to you and you'd hold my titties as I sit down on your prick… ohooooo, honey, would you like us to do that… just for a minute, please… honey… please," she was begging. "I'd do anything for you if you just let me do that. Anything, honey… anything… honey… anything*"
Inside the toilet, Jeff took off his pants altogether. She insisted he might as well also take off his shirt and he did. Except for his shoes, he was stark naked. Alice thrilled to this. As she sat on the toilet seat, her fingers up inside her gooey cunt, she was kissing his entire naked body.
She made him bend over and spread his buttocks wide open so she could tongue between the crack. She licked and speared her tongue into his hot, moist asshole. She kissed the inside of his thighs. She sucked on his balls as he raised one foot and balanced it on her naked thigh. She licked down to his ankles. She kissed and sucked on his erect nipples, she chewed the long hair in his armpits.
"I still have some hot pee inside," she smiled as she sat down on the seat. Alice put her back to him. Spreading her legs and holding her cunt lips open with her finger tips, she gradually let his prick spear up into her hot, slippery cunt.
When she lowered her body, his cock filled up her cunt to the brim. She began to fuck ever so slowly, up and down, up and down, sometimes twisting, sometimes pulling almost all the way off, them plunging down forcefully, sometimes hurting him as she began to bounce, holding her hand across her mouth to muffle the tiny screams of ecstasy that wanted to blast.
At two different intervals during this fucking session, she pulled off altogether. Spinning around, she fell to her knees. She took full length of his slippery, cream-coated cock down her throat, squeezing his balls at the same time, looking up at him, love in her eyes, her breathing through the nose heavy as she sucked and tried to force him to explode inside her mouth.
"Ohoooo, honey, can't you come in my mouth? Ohoooo, honey… come into my mouth, honey… I want to taste all of you… ohoooooooo oo, yesssssssssss, ^ honey… honey… honey, come into my mouth."
But Jeffrey just couldn't. She jumped back on his prick, but this time, facing him, hugging him tight, kissing his mouth madly, tonguing his mouth, rubbing her breasts against his chin, fucking up and down madly, wildly, biting his ears, his nose, writhing in passion, in an ecstasy that threatened to mushroom into violent orgasm.
"Ohoooo, Baby… " he moaned when she began to ride him so perfectly, his huge prick was sliding in and out him so perfectly, his huge prick was sliding in and out of her cunt like a well-oiled piston.
"Your cock's fucking me… your cock's fucking me… your cock's fucking me," she kept mumbling into his ear.
"My cunt's sucking your cock… my cunt's sucking your cock… my cunt's sucking your cock… my cunt's sucking your cock… my cunt's sucking your cock." Over and over!
Abruptly, she swung around. Sitting down again on his erect penis, she began to squirm deliciously, writhing and moving back and forth rather than up and down. This side to side motion was extremely pleasant to Jeffrey.
"Honey," she breathed. "I'm going to twinkle a little all over your cock," she said. "Do you think you'll like that, honey? It's such a nice warm feeling, honey," she moaned. "It's so sexy… soooooooooooo seeeeeexxxxxxxxy."
Jeffrey was mass aging her swollen breasts. He was pinching her erect nipples, rubbing them, squeezing them until she'd wince in pain. "I love it. I love it!"
"Here it comes, honey… here comes… "
Jeffrey sat still. He raised his head. He could feel the intense heat of her cunt enveloping his stiff penis now buried to the hilt up inside her body.
She wasn't moving now. Neither was Jeffrey. She was pressing her hands against her sides as she sat on his prick, her feet supporting most of her weight.
"Here it comes, honey… here comes… "
Then Jeffrey felt the first sprinkling as it caressed his prick like warm rain on a hot summer's day. This increased and he could here the liquid dribbling into the toilet bowl, he could feel its incredible warmth caressing his balls, on the inside of his thighs. Feeling her urine made him want to urinate at the same time and although he'd never be able to do it with a hard-on, this time seemed to be the exception.
Because of the pressure from her hot body and how she now began to rock back and forth, Jeffrey felt his bladder being irritated.
In moments, he felt the first surge and the next thing he knew, he was letting go. The more he relaxed, his prick stiff right up to the hilt inside her sucking, milking cunt, the greater the flow of his urine.
Alice Griffin was muffling her wild cries. She was having one of the most bizarre orgasms of her lifetime as she listened with one ear to the dribbling noises in the toilet bowl.
When she suddenly leaped off his prick, it was like popping off the cork from a bottle of champagne. Holding her skirt as high as she could, she caught the full blast in her groin.
As she continued, she fell to her knees and took his spouting penis hose all the way down her throat…



Chapter 16


Considerably weaker when he left to do Mrs. James' library errand, Jeffrey returned to the fraternity house to find his sister and Gloria James wrapped in each other's arms. They were taking a nap and were obviously sleeping soundly.
The thin blanket half covering their delightfully naked bodies had "somehow crawled between the older woman's thighs, this exaggerating her rounded buttocks as she lay on her left side, her right arm around Beth's bare bottom, Gloria's sleeping fingers seeming in the process of caressing the exciting crack between Beth's sweet ass globes.
Jeffrey took a long hot bath, using the fragrantly perfume bath salts Gloria had recommended earlier. He rather liked the idea and the rich, aromatic perfume permeated the bathroom, lingered in his nostrils and generally gave him a feeling of peacefulness and contentment.
He was beginning to understand why women used them so often. And also why they liked perfumes in general.
Recalling his obscene adventure with Mrs. Griffin, his penis began to harden. This surprised him. In that toilet, after the water sports, she had sucked him off once and his orgasm had shattered against the back of her throat like a spray of shotgun pellets.
At the table in the back of the barroom, she'd had him stand at the corner. On her knees close to the table she had him lay his naked prick on the table top so that fully five inches of it stuck out over the table edge.
With her face half upturned, her tongue gliding and flashing, she licked his penis on the underside, down its full length, then taking it into her hot mouth, sucked him into another crazy orgasm.
The third and curiously enough, the most powerful of all the orgasms, took place in the mysterious room.
"Do you suppose we could go in there?" she had asked.
"I don't see why not," he replied. "As far as I can tell," he added, "it's vacant."
Ignoring the cigar-smoking bartender who seemed completely indifferent to them, even when he drew a beer or made Mrs. Griffin another vodka and orange juice, Jeff opened the door of the room. She followed him in.
"No one's been in here in a long time," she told the young boy. "I know this smell," she said, sniffing the mustiness. She looked under the bed. "It's not been cleaned in months."
Mrs. Griffin undressed Jeffrey. As she pulled down his pants, she began to kiss his belly, his thighs until finally she was kissing up and down his flaccid penis.
"It tastes so sweet," she purred, looking up at him.
She clasped his balls in the palm of one hand. She examined them closely with the fingers of the other. She wobbled them in her palm, constantly shifting her eyes up into his as he looked down at what she was doing, his hands on his hips.
Jeffrey never quite knew what to do with his hands when his sister was fondling and stroking his prick and blowing his balls, or just kissing his genitalia.
"You've such a beautiful prick, Jeffrey," she'd moaned. "I simply adore it. It's so long, so thick and it smells and tastes so good. God, how wonderful it feels when it's in my mouth." She smiled up at him. "And I could just feast on what comes out of it," she winked. "Everything that comes out of it pleases me, honey boy."
Jeffrey undressed her. When she was stark naked, she had him kneel between her parted thighs. "Lick up my legs, honey, lick and kiss up to my hair. Yes. That's it. I love a boy down on his knees in front of me when I'm standing naked.
"I love a boy to look up and watch me play with my naked titties. Do you like to watch me play with my tits?"
"Yes, I do. Yes. I do," Jeff repeated, continuing to lick and plant warm wet kisses on the inside of her white thighs, at the top of her hairy triangle and finally all over her thick plump pussy lips that stuck out obscenely from the thick bush between her thighs.
"I'm going to turn around, Jeff. Would you like to kiss my behind, Jeff?" She smiled. She patted him on the top of the head. Then she tickled under his chin. "Would you like to do that, Jeff? You know," she paused, "I'd love to have you kiss my bare bottom, maybe use your tongue a little, huh? Maybe rub your smooth cheeks all over my buttocks. I'm sure | they're just as smooth, Jeffrey," she said soothingly, turning and putting her hands on her naked hips.
"You've got a beautiful ass," he breathed.
"It loves boy's kisses," she whispered, beginning to gyrate her hips a little, moving salaciously, seductively.
"I want you to use that sweet tongue of yours, too, Jeffrey," she purred again, she bent half way over.
"Spread my cheeks apart, Jeff."
He did.
"Yes, that's it. Ohooo, yessss, I love the cool air when it hits my asshole. I just love that sensation, Jeff. I adore it. Jeff," she moaned softly, "could you wet my anus just a tiny bit with the tip of your tongue?"
He did this. It tasted sweet.
"Jeff, did you like how it tasted?"
He kissed it again. Again, he dipped in his tongue. He smacked his lips loudly in answer.
Mrs. Griffin giggled. "I'm glad you like the taste Jeffrey. I'm so, glad," she whispered, more to herself than to the boy. "That makes me happy that you can stick your tongue in my anus and it tastes good to you. I like that. I love the idea, Jeff," she purred.
Silently now she got down on her knees. She threw her upper body on the bed, mashing her breasts. Looking around at him, still kneeling on the floor, she said, "Jeffrey, now spank me just a little with the flat of your hand. When I open my thighs wide, then you slap between them, okay?"
Jeff had never done this.
"I'll like that. I know I will. I've read all about it," she said in a very soft voice. "Just slap me gently."
Jeff began. He kept up a steady rhythm and pretty soon her white buttocks were turning pale pink. The boy liked what he saw. He kept spanking her and soon he was feeling the heat from her buttocks.
Mrs. Griffin was beginning to moan softly. She was hugging her head in her arms, constantly rubbing her bare breasts on the bed, writhing and squirming and gyrating her hips as Jeffrey continued to spank and slap her naked globes.
"I love this. Ohoooooooohhooooooo!"
"I like spanking you," he said.
"I know you do. I can tell," she whispered. She looked around. "Now, use your tongue. Stop spanking for a minute. Use your tongue. Spit on my buttocks and then spread your spit all around, okay, Jeff? Yes, do that, and then when I'm ready, I'll tell you when to begin slapping again. But Jeff," she paused, "this time do it a bit harder, okay? Harder this time, Jeff?"
By now, unaccountably, Jeffrey's prick was rock hard. It was so stiff it was painful. As he resumed licking and spitting on her bare bottom, rubbing his spit in with both his tongue and then his fingers because there was so much slippery saliva, he began to rub his long thick cock against her ankle.
She noticed this. She giggled. "Slapping my ass makes your cock hard, doesn't it, Jeff?"
"Yess."
"Do you feel like fucking me, Jeff?"
"Oh yes… yessssss."
"Tell me. Let me hear you say it, Jeff."
"I… feel… like… fucking… you," he said slowly.
"Oh my honey boy… ohooooooooo, my honnnnnneeeey!"
Raising her behind high up in the air, much like a cat in heat will do, she began to wiggle it vulgarly.
"I'm ready to be slapped again, Jeff. Slap my ass! Ohooooo, JEFFREY! Please spank me. Spank me… yessssss, like that… "
Jeff was now spanking her hard. SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! Slap slap slap. SPANK!
"Ohooooo GOD… GOOD GOD! Yesssssss, ohoooooo!"
As he continued to whip her naked bottom with the flat of his hand, her buttocks changed color from a faint pink to a brighter pink; and now the color was changing rapidly to a brighter red.
"I love it. I adore it! If someone would invent a spanking machine I'd pay for it," she moaned as the boy kept slapping her bare bottom.
By now his prick was aching. Holding it with one hand, he began to rub his head of it all over her calves, then over the sole of her bare foot, over the backs of her toes.
"I love what you're doing with that beautiful cock, Jeff. But don't come… if you can hold it back, Jeff. Please don't come yet. Please!"
With this she abruptly moved the upper half of her naked body off the bed. Now she leaned forward on the soiled rug, burying her face in her arms, her ass high up in the air.
Jeffrey was still kneeling in back of her.
"Jeff,' she purred, looking around at him, her cheek resting in to crook of her arm, "Jeff, would you shove your cock up my ass?"
The sound of this vulgar request and the tone she used, almost made Jeff's boiling hot cock erupt in his hand. She saw the expression on his face as he bit his lower lip to control the insane pleasure and rabid excitement her words had stirred.
"I'd love to get it up the ass," she said again. She saw again the effect her words were having on him. His head was thrown back. One hand was clutching his heavy balls, massaging them.
"Jeff, give it to me up the ass. I love to get fucked up the ass," she said, wiggling her bottom, with one hand spreading her cheeks obscenely, rubbing her fingers through the brown crack, even poking her index finger into her very hairy anus, all the time watching him with her head turned.
Jeff closed the distance between his engorged cock and her inviting asshole. Her bottom was glistening, actually shining from his saliva. He loved the bright red color of her cheeks. He loved the contrast between the red and the light brown of her asshole and the deep black of the curly hairs that ringed her hole.
"It's going to be the most delicious ass fuck I've ever had," she mumbled so he could hear. "Ohooooo, yess! It's going to be the most marvelous hole you've ever put that darling prick of yours into, honey boy," she murmured.
In fact, Mrs. Griffin had never been ass fucked.
As Jeff began to rub the rosy head of his stiff penis all over her pouting anus, she again began to wiggle and squirm. Rotating her hips and gyrating them, she was soon working up a sweat.
With one hand she reached under her body, between her thighs. Her fingers gripped hold of her clitoris. She pinches it. She milked it as she wiggled and writhed, feeling the thick head of his penis beginning to pry open her tight hole.
"Spit in my asshole, Jeff. Spit in it," she ordered. "Your cockhead's too thick to slide in right away. You can see that certainly. SPIT IN IT, I tell you!"
Jeff did. He hoped it would work. He wished there was some Vaseline or something greasy around. Then suddenly he remembered the new tube of peppermint toothpaste he'd bought for his sister after he finished at the library earlier. Reaching into the pocket of his jacket hanging at the foot of the bed, he retrieved the tube. He told Mrs. Griffin what he was going to do.
She squealed with delight! "Oh God, yes. Yesssssss, what a splendid idea, honey boy. What a perfectly marvelous idea!"
Jeff squirted a long snakey wrinkled stream of the mint toothpaste down the crack of her ass. She moaned. Then he anointed the head of his cock and down the shaft with the paste, rubbing it in. Instantly, his cock felt ice cold. What a fantastic sensation!
Now holding her by the waist, balancing his feet and getting into the proper position, he positioned his penis at the entrance of her cream-coated anus.
Bracing himself, gritting his teeth, he slammed his coated cock so deep up into her freezing hot asshole, he was positive Mrs. Griffin could taste the peppermint.
When Jeff's third orgasm exploded deep up her anal canal and Mrs. Griffin was grunting like a stuck pig, the exhilarating and very refreshing aroma of the toothpaste mingled with the musty odor of the closed room and the rich, vibrant smells of hot vulgar sex and acrid human sweat.



Chapter 17


After Jeffrey cleaned out Mrs. James' bathtub, he sat on the toilet seat. He used her hair dryer. When he glanced around and saw all of Gloria's frilly underthings and negligees hanging; on the clothes drying rack, perhaps half a dozen pairs of ultra sheer nylon stockings and pairs of frilly, silky colored and very feminine panties, he marveled at the femininity of the female.
It sounded corny, he said to himself, but there was a tremendous difference between the sexes. He was just beginning to realize this at eighteen although since childhood and doll-playing days he was well aware of the vast differences between male and female.
Too lazy to go back into the living room to get his bathrobe that he'd forgotten to take with him, he picked out one of Mrs. James' silky, transparent negligees. It was pale green and so light when he put it on that it felt like a breath of balmy summer air instead of a garment.
Creeping silently through the bedroom so as not to awaken the sleeping beauties who were now both flat on their backs, their lovely naked thighs wide apart and their delicious cunts completely exposed to his appreciating eyes, he went into the kitchen through the parted curtains.
He sat at the table for a moment trying to make up his mind what he'd drink. He lit one of Mrs. James' cigarettes. Putting out the match he looked up. He could see both his sister and Mrs. James perfectly through a slit in the curtains. Instantly, his fingers curled around his limp penis and it gave a slight jolt.
Deciding he'd make himself a Bloody Mary, he thought about the recipe for a moment, then made one. Shaking it up, pouring it, he sat back down at the kitchen table. Sipping from the glass, his fingers once more curled lovingly around his thickening penis. The fact that he was wearing Mrs. James' sexy, diaphanous negligee was doing something to him. And he liked the unusual sensations!
Contentedly, feeling great after the bath and washing and drying his hair, he sat quietly masturbating as he stared absently at his nude sister and Mrs. James lying so peacefully on the bed in the other room.
When his cock became rock hard, he began to use the material of the pale green negligee, rubbing it over his naked prick, closing the silky material around his balls, rubbing the hem of the negligee over his face. It smelled of Mrs. James' exotic perfume. As he continued doing this, smoking, sipping from his drink, the thoughts of her being naked in it were very thrilling.
His thoughts flashed back to an experience told to him by one of the many boys he met in the last institution he and his sister, Beth had been placed in temporarily by their stepmother.
This fellow's name was Robert L-.
"My mother," Robert had told Jeffrey one afternoon they were sitting in the deserted cafeteria way in the back where they were accustomed to meeting for their private conversations the nuns couldn't interrupt, "well, she had this very good job as a seamstress for a theatrical company in the city. It paid terribly well and she loved it. You know meeting all the famous people, actresses, actors, all kinds of different celebrities who came back stage to shake hands with the actors in the plays.
"One day, she tripped and fell. She had a lot of trouble with her ankle from then on. It got so bad she finally had to have an operation.
After this, it never repaired the way it should have.
"So," Robert continued, "she had no choice but to leave this wonderful job. You see, she just couldn't keep up with the commuting. It was all too painful. Then she also had to soak her ankle different times each day and this was a pain in the ass in the theatre.
"She decided to take her savings and open a small custom, you know, specialized dress shop sort of thing right in our house. She converted the front room into this. Got mirrors, had a small dressing room built and a place for her sewing machine and all that junk that goes with a dress shop for elegant people. There was even a place where men could wait for their wives or their girlfriends while my mother fitted them, or watched as they tried things on and took in a stitch here and there, if you know what I mean?
"Well, I was going to school then. Things were pretty good. She was making money. We were getting along quite good after my Dad had taken off, see. I used to come home from school, do the supper shopping, do other things around the house, then get down to my homework before it came supper time and Mom would make dinner.
"One day I came home early from school. Mom was in what we called the "shop" with a rich customer. It was Mrs. Eckersly, wife of the biggest lawyer in our small town. Very pretty, even beautiful, and wow, very sexy. she was much younger than her husband and there were lots of nasty jokes about her running around with different men because the lawyer was too old to fuck her.
"Well, just out of curiosity, I peeped through the curtains. Her first name was Joan. Joan was standing next to my mother. Holy Cow! She was wearing only her brassiere and a tiny pair of white panties that only half covered her bottom. It was the prettiest half naked behind I'd ever seen, even in magazine photographs. Just looking at it made me real hot," Robert said.
Under the table (at the time) Jeffrey knew that Robert was fondling his penis as he told this story. Robert was just full of sexy stories and this was why the two of them often hid in the deserted rear of the cafeteria.
"Well," he continued, "I watched and watched. Pretty soon I was jerking off and having the greatest time. Then my mother put the dress over her head. As she kneeled alongside this Joan Eckersly, Mom said something about a "panty line" meaning that the ridge of Joan's tight panties showed through the material of the slinky dress and this wasn't in good taste. Something like that.
"Well, my eyes popped when Joan reached under the slinky dress and pulled down her panties. She tossed them onto the chair that sat in front of the kind of roomy booth Mom had as a dressing room. I could feel my heart pumping knowing that under the slinky dress, Joan was nude. I could imagine her little pussy, the hairs, her pussy lips. I could "see" her bare behind clearly. I jerked off and jerked off, having a wonderful time.
"After a few minutes, my mother told her to take off the dress. This time Joan went into the dressing room. I couldn't see her but I imagined it all. When she came out she was wearing one of the robes Mom kept in the dressing room for her customers to put on while they were undressed and she was fitting them. Manys the time I saw girls and women parading around with nothing on under this robe, the robe open lots of times and me staring at their titties and their hairy cunts.
"Well, there was a way you could see into the dressing booth and not get caught. Long ago I'd figured this one out and Mom never caught on to it. I could sit comfortably on a little kid's chair in the room next to the dressing booth (our dining room) and through a deep crack in the plaster see right in. I had a full view depending on whether I sat on the chair, kneeled down or sat down on the floor, depending on how the woman or girl was inside, you understand?
"Anyways, about Joanie, that night she left. And she forgot her panties. She left them in the dressing room on the little stool. I couldn't wait for a chance to get in and steal them. Mom had no idea they were there.
"That night Mom went to visit the doctor for her poor ankle. I knew she would be gone about two or three hours. The doctor gave her some kind of water bath treatments.
"I stripped naked, even barefoot. With just the street light shining in, I put on Joanie's tight panties. Then I put on the robe she'd worn. It smelled so good, just like her. I walked around the "shop." I looked into the mirrors. I jerked off and finally shot off into Joanie's silky panties. I rubbed them all over my face. God, how great she smelled. I kissed the crotch. I sucked it into my mouth. The taste of my own stuff and her cunt almost knocked me out."
As Jeffrey sat there at the kitchen table remembering all this, his prick was rock hard. He was jerking off slowly, fingering his balls, stroking and caressing his cock as he-sipped from his drink, as he stared into the other room at his naked sister who was now on her belly, her gorgeous behind slightly on one side. Her left knee was drawn up and Jeffrey had a marvelous view of her hairy cunt. He could even see her pink pussy lips. Had her knee been up just an inch higher, he knew he could have seen her cute little anus.
"Well," Robert had continued, and by this time, he, Jeffrey, also had his young prick out of his pants, curled up in his fingers as he also jerked off while Robert was telling his story, "so strangely enough this was how I began to get the letch for girl's stuff, especially their panties.
"Next came a letch for their silky nylons, then their brassieres. Then I got a thing for their bobby socks and then, of all things, gloves. I didn't understand what was getting into me.
"Well, I looked it up in my Mom's appointment book. I saw that Joanie was due to return the next night. I was waiting for her. Wearing her panties and wearing the robe she'd worn, I sat on the kid's chair in the dining room.
"When she came inside the dressing room, she drew the curtain. She took off her blouse and skirt. Then, suddenly remembering, she started to look around for that pair of tight panties she'd lost. Naturally, she couldn't find them. I was wearing them. Jerking off into them. God, Jeff, her panties were sometimes soaked with my gizm.
"I watched her. Remembering, she slipped down the panties she was wearing. She brought these up to her nose and sniffed the crotch after staring at it for seconds. Then she did a funny thing. She rubbed her cunt. She slipped two fingers up inside of it. She rubbed, all the while a big smile on her pretty face.
"Then, and get this, she sucked her fingers. She slipped them in again and again as I watched. I was only inches away from her luscious cunt. I could see it all. I could hear it, her fingers up inside her juicy hole and the only other sound in the room was the humming of my mother's sewing machine.
"Next she rubbed her panties all over her pussy. She smelled them again. Then she took a small cellophane bag from her purse. She put the panties into this. Then she did a very funny thing. She stood right in front of me, about one foot away from the crack in the plaster though which I was looking. She bent forward so that her heavy breasts almost fell out of her little brassiere. She began to rub like mad with the flat of her hand. I also jerked off and I shot right into her old pair of panties. And when I did, I knew I made a noise. I was sure she heard it. I got up and ran, my prick just dripping.
"I got dressed. I was very nervous. As I was going out to take a ride on my bike, Mom heard me. She called me. I had to go into the "shop." And the second my eyes met Joanie's eyes, I somehow guessed that she knew it was me who had copped her panties and too, that I had been watching her. To tell the truth, I couldn't keep my fucking eyes away from her. And she knew this. She knew this very well.
"About an hour later when the fitting was over, I was out front of the house. She came out. She'd called a taxi. I hung by the tree in front, watching her.
"Hi," she called over. "Hi, Robert, how are you?"
I nodded that I was okay. I was terrified of her, of what she knew. I knew she'd not tell, but I was scared anyway. You gotta remember, Jeff, I wasn't as big as I am now," Robert had laughed.
"Well, just as the taxi is driving up, she tosses me the cellophane bag. She's got a smile as wide as the moon. Then, standing behind the tree, out of sight of the street, she looks at me very strangely. It's not all that dark out, see. She looks around again, then with a sort of half giggle, half laugh, she throws up her skirt so I can see her bare behind.
"As the taxi drove up, she let it fall down and then waving at me, she opened the taxi door and climbed in. As it drove off, she looked out the back window and waved.
"This was just the beginning of me wearing Joanie's clothes… "



Chapter 18


So lost was Jeffrey in his reverie, remembering other vivid details Robert told him about his Joanie, that he failed to hear his sister climb out of bed and go to the bathroom.
As he sat there on the kitchen chair at the table, fondling and teasing his prick the way it loved to be teased and fondled, she was the furtherest thing from his thoughts until he heard her dainty cunt piddling in the toilet bowl. He was instantly reminded of Mrs. Griffin pissing and this shocked him out of his dream state.
He went in the bathroom.
"Hi, sis. Good nap?" he asked, sitting on the edge of the tub.
"Yes," she answered, scrubbing her eyes. She yawned. "God, what a time we had. I can't wait to tell you about it, honey," she smiled at him.
"And," he said, bending over to kiss her, as he let his fingers caress her warm breasts as she sat there on the toilet, "I've got a few hot things to tell you, too."
"About who?"
"About Mrs. Griffin."
"Who's she?" asked Beth, watching his finger tips as they squeezed her nipples that were slowly hardening.
"You don't remember Mrs. Griffin, honey?"
Beth thought a moment. "Oh, yes. Of course. You mean that nice old lady with the glasses and the cigarette holder. Yes. From the employment agency, right?"
"Right," Jeffrey grinned.
He watched as Beth wiped herself, examining the toilet paper before dropping it into the bowl, she touched her cunt lips. "God, I'm sore," she grimaced.
In the kitchen was the first time she really woke up to notice him wearing Gloria's pale green sheer negligee.
She laughed. "You know something, honey," she smiled at him, letting him hug her close to his warm body, "you would make a perfect girl. Sometimes when I look at you, I often think of that. All you'd need would be a pair of gorgeous breasts like mine," she smiled, cupping them, and squeezing them, flicking her fingernail over her nipples, "and a sweet hot cunt like this," she added, "and you'd be just my type. You've got a perfect girl's ass, you know."
"Like hell I do," he objected, slapping her bare bottom when she bent over after opening the refrigerator door. "I've got a boy's ass."
"Have it you own way, honey," she laughed.
They were sitting together at the table chatting when Gloria stuck her head in. "Hi," she smiled. She was completely nude. She sat down in the third chair.
"I dig that robe on you, Jeff," she said. "It's quite charming."
"I think so, too," said Jeff s sister. "It's very feminine and it becomes you."
"If he had a wig on and if we… "
"Hey, let's do that," said Beth jumping up, "Let's have some fun. I was just telling him that he had a girl's backside."
"In a way," said Gloria. "It's nice and curvy. I like his ass. I do," she smiled. She asked Jeff to pour her some white wine and he did.
"You know," Gloria said, sipping from her glass. "I have the perfect wig for him. I wear it sometimes and it's great. I know it'd fit him," she said.
"Want to try it on, Jeff?" asked his sister.
Jeffrey sighed. "If it would make you happy, sis, why not?"
"Let's all go into my room," suggested Gloria. "We can be more comfortable in there."
Once the wig was fitted on Jeff's head, and the girls were extremely serious about the whole business, came the suggestion from Beth that they make him up to see what the effect was.
At first he objected strenuously, but then he gave in when they begged him like two little girls playing house. That was what their attitude reminded him of, either playing house of playing "dressing up," a real childish game.
He had to admit that as they fussed over him, both naked and their breasts often close to his face, their nipples erect; and the odor of their warm silky bodies, how they'd often accidentally touch his fully erect prick; and how once Beth went down on him for no reason whatever-he had to admit that he was enjoying himself.
When he finished the Bloody Mary, it was Gloria who suggested they all drink wine. Another bottle was opened and before long, they were all very happy, laughing and giggling and having a fun time in the late afternoon as the sun was sinking in the west, casting the lovely campus into deep shadow.
So about three-quarters of an hour after they'd begun working on him, Jeffrey now had his face and eyes completely made up. The expensive wig had been brushed out and the overall effect was astonishing!
"You'd make the perfect girl," his sister repeated, "if you had titties and a cunt."
Gloria, down on her knees, was manicuring Jeffrey's toenails on the left foot. She'd already given him a pedicure on the right, painting his toenails a bright red. If Jeff examined them quickly, they really did appear to be feminine.
Gloria finished with his other foot. She raised his toes to her lips, brushing her moistened lips across his naked, painted toes. "Just like mine," she grinned.
Next Gloria did his fingernails.
"Now we'll get you into some sheer nylons," said Beth.
"I'll get the black garters," said Gloria gleefully.
So, now wearing the sultry, sheer charcoal nylons, the black garters contrasting against the white skin of his rather hairless thighs, from a casual glance, no one could have told that these weren't the shapely legs of a young girl.
They were no spike heels large enough for his feet but he was able to fit into a pair of open-toed sandals Gloria found in her closet that had once belonged to one of the waitresses who had lived in the apartment before Gloria took the job as house mother in the fraternity house.
As he walked around, preening, making silly girlish gestures, the girls laughed themselves sick. Finally, he was laughing so hard, he fell down on Gloria's bed, slapping his sides.
As he did this, Gloria fell down next to him and in seconds, she had his semi-hard penis in her mouth. She began licking and sucking him passionately. She raked her fingernails up and down his nyloned legs. She took his thickening prick out of her wet mouth and began kissing and biting the inside of his thighs.
Not to be outdone, Beth got onto the other side of her brother. She opened the pale green negligee he was still wearing. She started to kiss his chest, biting on his erect nipples. She licked his hairy armpits. Then leaning across his body, her lips met Gloria's lips and they kissed deeply, hotly as Jeff's erect prick loomed up between them.
They took turns sucking his cock. Gloria would lick and chew his balls while Beth swept her tongue up and down his cock, often stopping to change places with Gloria, to suck his testicles into her hot mouth while Gloria's mouth took care of his penis, working it, blowing it and licking and sucking as Jeffrey was writhing and twisting and often bucking up his hips when the maddening sensations would thrust him from one vibrating ecstasy to another.
At one point, Beth had him half rolled over on his side. She was sliding her wet tongue all over his outer buttock as her fingers scratched and tickled. Gloria was breathing hard. Her cunt was soaking wet. When she sank her fingers up inside it, she withdrew them they were almost dripping with her flowing cunt cream.
Gripping his cock with her cunt-slippery fingers, she anointed his cock with her juices. When Beth saw this, she quickly gobbled up his wet cock, sucking and licking off Gloria's delicious ooze.
Gloria repeated this numerous and each time, Beth, with fire in her eyes, would lick Jeff's cock nice and clean.
At another point, Gloria leaped up. Jeff was on his back. She straddled him, spreading her cunt lips apart with her fingers. Slowly, she lowered her crotch until his thick erect penis slid silently deep up inside her feverish cunt, she fucked up and down on it, her eyes closed.
Kneeling alongside her, Beth was stroking and massaging Gloria's sweet breasts, teasing, tantalizing her erect nipples. She would lean over and suck on Gloria's nipples. Or she would lick all over her jiggling breasts as the older woman fucked up and down vigorously on her brother's handsome prick.
When Jeff was close to his orgasm and this happened several times, Gloria would leap off his cock and dive down with her mouth… but each time, Jeff, gritting his teeth because he didn't want to come-he was having such a marvelous time-he would push her head away and pull it up to his face so he could stab his tongue into her hot mouth.
During a rest, Jeff was lying on his stomach. They were all drinking wine. Now they'd emptied one bottle and were halfway into the next.
"God, he's got such a lovely backside. I love his ass," said Beth, fondling it, petting it, scratching it with her fingernails.
She spread his buttocks apart wide. "And such a sweet asshole, too. Look, Gloria, such a lovely asshole, don't you think, honey?"
"Yes. It's adorable," smiled Gloria, she was getting tipsy drunk on the chilled white wine. "It's eatin' ass, as they say in my part of the country," she laughed half drunkenly.
"In my part of the country," offered Beth, also half drunk, "they'd call this fuckin' ass!" She roared with laughter then suddenly stopped.
"Gloria?"
"Yes, my darling?"
"Gloria!" Beth was suddenly breathing hard.
"Yes… yes, my darling, what is it?" she asked, her lovely eyes sparkling. She could tell by the sound of Beth's voice that the young girl was terribly excited.
"Gloria," she whispered in the older female's ear, "you remember telling me about the dildoes?"
Jeffrey turned his head. "What are you two whispering about? You know it's not polite," he grinned. He didn't care what they were whispering about.
"Yes, of course," Gloria whispered back.
"Let's fuck my brother!"
"Oh God," Gloria exclaimed.
"Let's fuck his ass. We'll pretend he's a girl now that we've got him all made up and dressed as a girl with the nylons and all that, what do you say, huh?"
"Should we tell him?" Gloria whispered, holding Beth tight, kissing her lips, fondling and stroking her naked breasts as they whispered back and forth.
"No. Let me think," said Beth. "Look," she said into Gloria's left ear. "We'll just get him drunk enough. He loves to have his asshole played with. We both know that. So," she went on, turning her face so her brother couldn't even read her lips even if he'd known how, "we'll just carry on the way we're doing… and when the time, she is right," she giggled, "then we'll get out the dildoes. We'll just tell him at first that it's our both thumbs, something like that. Do you agree?"
"God," sighed Gloria James, "does that turn me on, oh wow… OH WOW!"
"Oh wow, what?" asked Jeffrey from his prone position. He was lost in his own semi-drunken thoughts, paying no attention whatever to his sister or to Gloria James.
"Nothin'," said Beth. "Nothin' m'darlin'."
Gloria whispered. "Keep him occupied. I'll go get the dildoes and heat them up, okay?"
"Good," Beth smiled.
"I'll get some of my expensive body oil, too, okay?"
"Good," Beth smiled.
Gloria hugged her close. She slid one finger up inside Beth's flowing cunt. "Darling," she breathed into her ear, "do you want to toss to see who gets to fuck him up the ass first?"
Beth hugged and kissed her passionately.
"No," she smiled. ^You must go first. I'm such an amateur at ass fucking," she winked referring to the stories Gloria had told her about fucking her own ass with the precious dildoes…



Chapter 19


In the bathroom where Gloria James kept her precious dildoes in a teakwood box lined with velvet that locked with a tiny golden key, she took out three dildoes.
One was a double-barreled device, very supple with two different lengths and two different sized knobs on either end. It had been made in Japan and according to the man in a New York hotel on one of her weekends there from whom she'd bought it, this perfectly molded artificial priapis had seen action for many years.
The man claimed it had been made for two daughters of an aristocratic Japanese family who shared sumptuous quarters in an exclusive girls' boarding school on an isolated island where no men were ever permitted. It had been given to them, of all people, by their mother, who the man in the New York hotel said had also attended this very special school for young girls who were intended to marry into royal families.
The second dildoe was kind of pedestrian. What might be called a working girl's dildoe. It was about six inches in length, a girth pretty much normal and well used. It wasn't Gloria James' favorite, but if someone wanted to buy it, it wasn't for sale. This was the one she used up her ass.
The third dildoe was a beauty. It was a beauty. All of seven inches long with a girth of about two inches in ever-graduating width as it swelled into the tip, a knob very carefully molded with an "eye" in it that could take any pointed erect clitoris for restricted masturbational purposes. That is, one could insert a girl's erect clitoris into the hole in the "eye" and jerk it off at whatever speed he or she wished. This was a unique feature of this dildoe just as its ruggedness, the ridges of the artificial veins were also unique.
Gloria loved to fuck herself with this dildoe. When it was heated up it stayed heated up and it had a tendency to absorb and retain body heat like no other dildoe Gloria had used; and she had owned and used many.
Filling the bathtub with hot water, she dumped in a cupful of bath salts, tiny colored balls as pretty as candy sour balls. All were the same flavor, so to speak. They dissolved quickly and when she brushed her naked arm through the still water, it suddenly turned frothy as the agitated water acted on a chemical component in the soap balls. In moments the bathtub was churning up an bubbling like a thermal hot springs in Utah.
Gently, she put the three dildoes into the tub. She climbed in after them. She lowered her lovely body into the soft, silky water. She lay back in utter luxury, feeling one of the dildoes swimming between her parted thighs.
For some while Gloria soaked in the tub. finally she climbed out. Turning on the "hot" fan, she dried her body with hot air only, not using any towel. This way the wonderful perfume from the specially made "sour balls" clung to her skin like a second skin. When her body temperature was normal, the aroma, the fragrance from the sour balls was heavenly. But when her body heated up a bit in sex, the intensiveness of the fragrance increased at least ten fold and if she were standing in a breeze out on College Avenue, she once imagined, and the breeze caressed her naked body when it was dripping with sex from fucking herself with the dildoes, people downtown, about a mile away could have smelled how deliciously perfumed her lovely body was.
Satisfied the three dildoes were heated up sufficiently to retain their heat, she finished them out of the sudsy water.
Not drying them, she wrapped them into soft towel made of lemon yellow cashmere. She used this material, a gift from the shop where she purchased all her expensive sweaters, for only this purpose.
To Gloria James, the care and handling of her precious dildoes was a ritual for which she had a kind of religious reverence. Often she thought of it the way some church-going people think of their "communion," that is, the chalice being covered with a white cloth that is considered sacred; this chalice being kept in a special place, locked up just as she kept her wonderful dildoes locked up.
Of course, Gloria James wasn't the type to actually say prayers over her dildoes but from time to time, she was amused to find herself talking to one or the other. Especially when one or the other was doing its happy work up inside her hot cunt or inside her feverish asshole; or when she'd be sucking on one the way a child sucks it thumb.
Opening the bathroom door a crack, she peeped into her room. Jeffrey was still on his belly, his manly thighs spread apart, his head on one side. Gloria could see his hairy balls and just the base of his thick prick.
Beth was sitting down at the foot of the bed. She was speaking softly to her brother. She was also fondling his feet, playing with his bare toes.
One of her knees was raised up and she was balancing one foot on the edge of Gloria's bed. From her position in the bathroom, Gloria had a marvelous, a perfectly sexy view of Beth's inner pussy lips. They were protruding and had opened like some wild flower in the woods. How pretty her cunt was from this position, her pussy hair so light and shiny; but it was the sight of her pink cunt lips and the slightly darker hair around her anus that was also visible, that fascinated the older female's eyes.
God, she said to herself, half aloud, "I'm in love with that girl and her cunt!"
Carrying the cashmere towel, she entered the bedroom.
By now, the bottle of wine had been emptied. Both Beth's and her handsome brother's glasses were empty. From the kitchen, after putting down the cashmere towel containing the dildoes on the bed table. Gloria returned with yet another bottle. She opened this, poured fresh drinks.
From her bureau, she came over to the bed. She was carrying a small glass bottle of a most unusual shape. This contained a very special, very expensive body oil she had bought in the Orient when she'd visited there courtesy of the U.S. Navy several years earlier when she'd been on a special round-the-world flight studying different atmospheric conditions suitable for efficient area-aerial photography which was her specialty during the years she served in the armed forces.
One drop of this fabulous oil spread over the skin lubricated it as much as a dozen drops of any other so-called body oil. Gloria was positive that but one drop placed neatly into Jeffrey's cute little asshole would do the job and his asshole would be so perfectly lubricated she could probably slide her clenched fist up inside it with ease.
Gloria winked at Beth. Beth smiled back. Gloria formed the words with her lips. At the same time, because soft orchestral music was playing in the background from a cassette, Jeffrey couldn't possibly have head the words she whispered:
"Do you think he's ready to be fucked? Is he relaxed enough?"
Gloria well knew that any successful ass fucking had one rigid requirement; and that was that the asshole being entered had to be totally relaxed; otherwise, the union of the asshole and the instrument sliding up into it ran into a kind of muscular interference that often turned off the entire deal. If it didn't turn it off, it spoiled it! No question about that.
Placing the cashmere towel with the dildoes on the floor next to the bed and next to this the thin chain strap-belt that fitted around the waist of the aggressor thrusting the dildoe into the passive partner, Gloria lay down next to Jeffrey.
He turned, his handsome face next to hers. They kissed. He threw his arm over her back. Her perfumed nakedness was intoxicating. The softness of her skin next to his was heaven itself. When Gloria began to stroke his naked back, when her fingers ran all over his buttocks, he opened his thighs wider. He moaned when her fingers drifted lightly through the crack of his buttocks.
Beth climbed up on the other side of her brother. She kissed his shoulders while he was kissing Gloria. Her hands began to wander also. She slid her fingers down his back. Her palm caressed his waist, sneaked around to feel up his nipples, her fingers pinching them.
Her hand continued its search. She felt between his legs. Soon she was griping the base of his fully erect penis, squeezing it delicately. Then her fingers crept around his heavy balls. They were warm and Beth knew, full of the rich thick juice she loved so much. Closing her eyes, she suddenly remembered a moment in the van when he shot such a load down her throat that she thought she might drown.
A passing truck driver, looking down from his perch high up in the big cab he was driving, saw everything, the thick hot rich come from her brother's spurting prick showering her face after she pulled off, his scum dripping from her lips as she fought to keep swallowing and to keep licking her flooded lips as his scum continued to blast all over her pretty face.
God! she sighed to herself, fondling his heavy balls now, she'd never forget that experience; and how later, in a truck stop diner, they ran into the very same truck driver and how Beth saw him jerking off his own prick under the tablecloth two tables away staring at her as if her half-exposed breasts inside a tiny summer blouse were hypnotizing his eyes.
Then she'd had to admit to herself that she had such a taste of scum. Often since the experience with that burly truck driver, she'd wondered why she didn't have the nerve to say something to Jeffrey so that she might have gone over. She would have gotten down happily on her knees under the tablecloth and blown the man's cock until he was screaming at the top of his lungs.
Licking her lips now as she continued to massage her brother's heavy, hairy balls, she wondered how the truck driver's scum would have tasted. She loved the taste of scum! She could drink from morning to night!
Sliding down on the bed, she buried her face between her brother's hairy thighs from the rear. Her hands and fingers ran up and down the nylon stockings he was wearing. She fingered and snapped the black garters that held up the nylons.
Rubbing her face over his naked buttocks, she licked down under and between his thighs until the tip of her eager tongue was caressing the base of his sac. she loved the taste of his balls.
Parting her lips, then opening her mouth, she tried to fit one of his testicles into her mouth. After a moment, she had it! Like sucking a large marble, she warbled his single ball around inside her mouth. Jeffrey kept grunting and gyrating his hips as she did this.
Gloria was busy tonguing his face now. His face was covered with her saliva. He was fondling and mashing and massaging her breasts, pinching them, even hurting them. He loved to hear Gloria's moans when he'd squeeze her breasts up to a point her eyes would close in pain. Then he'd relax the pressure of his fingers to stroke them gently, to fondle add pet them, to kiss them for her, to lick her hard nipples, then raise his lips up to hers for a long long passionate kiss.
As the minutes ticked by and the wine was beginning to have its total»effect, it was Gloria who finally decided the moment had arrived for the final approach to the magnificent ass-fucking she and Beth had in mind for her brother.
Gloria knew that, other than Beth's fingers up his ass, Jeffrey's anus was* a virginal as any infant's. This idea thrilled her half to death. To think that she, Gloria James, was going to get the first crack at his virginal asshole and, at the same time, live out a fantasy that had thrilled and excited her for years, a fantasy she'd masturbated to since she could first remember seeing a young boy's naked asshole at the swimming pool, of a summer camp.
Reaching down onto the rug for the vial of body oil, she allowed one precious drop to fall on the ball of her right index finger.
Beth was watching.
Gloria smiled. Her mouth and lips formed the word:
"Now!"



Chapter 20


As her brother lay on his belly, his legs spread to let Gloria cup and finger his balls underneath with her expert fingers, Beth was lying alongside of him crooning into his ear.
"I love you tipsy drunk like this, honey."
"I feel so good," he mumbled.
"And you look so nice," she murmured, kissing his ear, licking inside it with the tip of her tongue. "You smell so good. I love this negligee on your body… your body so naked, so bare naked under it, honey. I love the silky nylons on your nice legs, on your painted toes. God," she cried out, "I love the sight of your toenails so bright red inside the filmy nylon. Just like a girl's, Jeffy. Just like a girl's sweet toes all painted and so nice and clean inside the sheer nylon. God," she said, "that really turns me on, honey."
"Me too," he whispered. "Me, too."
Beth caressed his bare ass. She kept her eyes in Gloria's. The older female was waiting for the moment Beth would spread her brother's buttocks wide open, exposing his wrinkled anus so she could plant the lone drop of oriental body oil to his hole.
"You like me playing with your bottom, Jeffy?"
"I love it, honey. I love it. Makes my prick hot, honey. Makes me shiver all over."
"Want me to tickle your asshole a little?"
"God, yes. Don't ask. Just do it," he whimpered, not turning his face, but still facing Gloria, his fingers climbing up and down her naked thighs, sometimes sneaking between her wet cunt lips to search around inside her moist hole.
Beth spread his ass cheeks wide open. Now his tight crinkly asshole" was fully visible. She looked at Gloria.
Gloria winked. She raised her fingers, turned it over just above his anus and the single drop of oil fell through space and landed perfectly on target. Beth imagined it splashing but it didn't.
"Darling," Gloria whispered softly, "did you feel anything just then… any thing unusual?"
"No," he sighed and stretched, wiggling his toes inside the sheer nylons, finding it a sweet and most unusual sensation.
She continued to caress his naked buttocks, the pale green negligee now up and around his shoulders. He looked very sexy indeed now.
The long flowing wig over his broad shoulders, the nylons with the black garters and his face make up, the eye shadow and the bright, phosphorescent lipstick on his full mouth-all this contributed to the perfect fantasy image both Beth and Gloria were harboring unknown to the other.
The single aspect of all this that excited and aroused them the most was that this, the object of their affection, for all purposes, female, was a boy, a man, with a huge prick. His silky, perfumed skin notwithstanding, the long flowing soft hair on his shoulders, his painted toe nails, his painted fingernails-under all of this was the very thing they worshipped most: the prick! the heavy, hairy balls!
But now, most of all, the male buttocks, the male asshole!
As Beth watched, her eyes wide, her breath short, cupping her own luscious breasts and playing with her nipples, her clitoris on fire and her heart thudding inside her chest, Gloria strapped on the chain. She pulled it taut around her waist. Reaching down on the floor again, she came up with the most beautiful of all the dildoes.
She attached this to the chain, fitting the dildoe support tight up against the lips of her hairy cunt. She pulled the chain tight and locked it into position.
Testing the dildoe, she got up on her knees and bounced up and down a few times, the huge dildoe waving, obscenely in the air.
Jeffrey didn't even turn around when she bounced again on the bed. He felt marvelously foggy, very much sexually aroused and at some kind of strange peace with himself as if he'd been smoking pot instead of drinking wine and making love to two lonely naked, very sexy girls.
Gloria winked at Beth. "Darling," she said to Jeff, "darling?"
"Yes?"
"Get up on your hands and knees for a moment, Jeffrey, I want to lick your balls from underneath. I want to see them hanging. They really turn me on when they swing between your thighs. I love to watch them. I love to nibble at them."
"Me, too," murmured Beth. "I love his balls, Gloria." Beth slid off the bed. She didn't want to interfere with anything or get in the way.
"I love his hot prick," Gloria whispered. Her left hand grabbed it between his thighs. She began to jerk it up and down slowly, her loving fingers curled around the thick shaft, her thumb sliding over the knob of his beautiful prick, her thumb getting wet from the crystal clear fluid leaking from the eye of his tool.
"Jeff, bend your head down lower, darling," said Gloria. "Like bury your face in the pillow, darling."
Jeffrey obeyed. The feel of her caressing fingers on his long thick hard prick was delicious.
Pretty soon, while he was in this very engaging position, his buttocks spread wide apart, his oily asshole visible to both women, Gloria, guiding the huge seven-inch long dildoe with the fingers of her left hand, her right hand balancing her body, leaning on his back, she raised up straight.
Hunching forward an inch of so on her knees, she aimed the greased, knobby head of the big dildoe up against the boy's oily anus.
She rubbed it softly at first, then gently, then more vigorously, pulling back to notice that Jeff's sphincter muscle was becoming active and his anus was beginning to twitch a little.
Gloria was certain Jeff had no idea that it was the dildoe causing this muscular reaction. He probably believed it was only her finger, or the tip of her tongue. But he was squirming his buttocks now, twisting in small circles as she continued to rub the knob of the dildoe.
Now certain that her aim was perfect and certain that the lubrication, was how it should be, Gloria put both hands on his flanks.
Jeffrey kept wiggling his bottom against the inquisitive dildoe with its nose pressed tightly against his oily anus.
Gloria looked at Beth. Beth was actually panting. Her fingers were spearing, racing in and out of her cunt. She was licking her lips, chewing on her lower lip in anticipation. She was leaking all over her fingers and the liquid, juicy whoooshing noises her zigzagging fingers were making was sweet music indeed.
"Jeff," said Gloria softly, "you brace yourself now. I'm going to give you the surprise of your life, darling."
All Jeffrey did was sigh. He didn't even turn his head. Had he done this, he probably would have been shocked out of his wits.
There was Gloria, kneeling right behind him. Sticking out obscenely from her mound was this long, gleaming seven inch artificial phallus… all ready to be plunged right up inside his greasy ass… all seven inches of it… because this was precisely what Gloria intended to do.
She could hardly wait for that wonderful scream of hot pain when it first shot up deep inside. Then she knew that as she eased it out, only to shove it back up the second time, Jeff s entire body would relax and then his asshole would open really wide to receive the greasy tool.
Beth held her mouth when Gloria, digging her fingers into Jeffrey's flanks, pulled back about an inch, then gritting her teeth and opening her eyes wide, she lunged!
"Ohooooooooo!!!"
Gloria kept the huge seven-inch tool deep up inside his bowels for seconds.
Then, she slowly pulled it out.
"Oh my Gooooooooooddddddd!"
She lunged again!
"Ohooo ooooooohhhhoooooooo. God. Good God! Ohooooooo, ohhooooooohh hooooooohhhhooooohhhhhoooooo!"
She pulled it out slowly, slowly, slowly until it's head was almost ready to escape from his enlarged asshole. Then bracing herself, digging her fingernails into his flesh again, she used her feet for support and she threw the entire weight of her body up against his buttocks.
Again the huge dildoe with the monstrously sized head, ploughed deep up into Jeffrey's bowels. This time, the force of her thrust was so great that Jeff was shoved up hard against the headboard of the bed.
Gloria pulled it out again, again slowly but this time all the way out, the head plopping out of his ass with a loud noise.
"Oh God, Oh God!" Jeff was screaming. "God, Gloria put it back in…darling. Shove it back up inside!" he was yelling, looking over his shoulder at her as she continued to kneel behind him, the thick dildoe raising and lowering with her heavy breathing. A lovely wide smile wreathed her face. He loved it. Jeff loved being fucked up his ass. And she knew it all the time. He loved to get fucked up the ass the way she loved it. Oh oh, what this was going to mean to the three of them!
"Please,… please, Gloria, I beg you," he cried, weaving his buttocks up in the air, using both his hands to spread his ass cheeks wide open, wiggling his bottom, moving back to her the way a dog will do in heat.
"Please, fuck me… oh, God, fuck me… fuck my ass… fuck my ass. God, do it… do it… do it," he was squealing, shaking his head, the long hair of the wig cascading over his shoulders, the pale green negligee still up around his neck, one garter loose and one nylon stocking sagging down below his knee, one sandal kicked off, his painted toes wiggling inside the sheer nylon.
"Please… please… please fuck my ass again," he was whimpering. "Please."
Gloria kneeled closer. As he held his own buttocks spread wide apart, she smiled over at his sister, then she pressed the head of the oily dildoe against his asshole.
Jeff's anus opened wide to receive it!
Moments later, Beth had one end of the double-barreled dildoe up inside her cunt. Kneeling behind Gloria, she dipped the other end into Gloria's creamy hole. Using her hand because her position was far from perfect, she wove the dildoe in and out of both her cunt and Gloria's ass Gloria continued to fuck her brother's anus mercilessly, his cries echoing throughout the fraternity house on College Avenue.
Finally, Beth was sucking on her brother's prick as Gloria's dildoe kept fucking his ass. When he shot his load into his sister's mouth, she leaped up and plunged her come-covered tongue into Gloria's waiting mouth.
As the weeks passed, and the three lovers became more and more insatiable although they were more self-sufficient than most threesomes, they finally got themselves invited to the Holy of Holies where ritualistic sacrifices were performed weekly…
But, this is another story…
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