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CHAPTER ONE


"What's with this sucking urge of yours?" Buddy asked. "There was a time you couldn't stand the idea of putting a cock in your mouth, and now, all of a sudden you're going wild to blow me."
"Call it middle-age mania," Susan replied. "I'm forty now, about to go through the change of life, and I'm not in the mood to have you stick it into me bare, like you always want. So I want to suck? What's so bad about that?"
"Nothin'," Buddy assured her. "But how d'you expect to come, yourself?"
"There are ways," the attractive, five-foot, three-inch woman told him, her bare tits thrusting out invitingly.
"Yeah," her chunky husband nodded, "but we don't have time. I me my when I do something, I like to do it right."
"We have enough time for you to move that mustache of yours through my cunt," she snapped. "The party doesn't begin until ten. It's only nine, right now. We can dress and be on our way all in a matter of ten minutes. In the meantime, let's ball it up a little. I feel horny tonight."
"Come on, Susan," he said. "I have to take a shower, yet."
"So let's do it in the shower."
She pinched the spare tire around his waist, and it annoyed him. She was forty, but had a body any twenty-year-old would still envy. She had boys ranging in age from nineteen to seventeen to fifteen, and many times people thought she was Buddy's daughter rather than his wife. He looked his age, forty-two. But be was a virile, masculine forty-two. Susan looked almost fifteen years younger.
"I'm just not in the mood," he told her, his limp cock dangling four inches down, swinging from side to side with his heavy balls as he walked. "Besides, I want to save it for tonight. I mean, it's our annual Cousin's Club meeting, and it's always a wild meeting."
Susan knew what he meant. It was the one time in the year both broke their marital vows. At least it was the only time in the year she broke them. She didn't know about Buddy. But this was the one time each was fully aware the other was playing around. Both had agreed it would be foolish to remain chaste at a party held each year at Nanette's house. Everyone got drunk, and soon everyone was fucking everyone else.
Still, she was hot, and she needed relief. She needed satisfaction, and Buddy was already locked in the bathroom.
Throwing on an old dress, she decided to check on Simon, her youngest son. He had been working as a waiter at a nearby restaurant, after school, and when he got home, he had supper, did his homework, then went to bed. On Saturdays, he worked at the restaurant all day, which took a lot out of him, so he went to bed at eight-thirty.
Leaving her bedroom, Susan went into the boy's bedroom.
Look at this place, she thought to herself, staring at the erotic photos and drawings he had plastered all over his walls. Like his father he had an overpowering sex drive. On the back of his door was a poster with a male and a female in various sex postures forming the signs of the zodiac.
Looking down at Simon, she decided he was the handsomest of her sons. Even with the long, kinky hair he had inherited from his father, he was uncommonly good-looking.
He was fast asleep, and once he dropped off, nothing short of an earthquake would waken him. He'd had wet dreams and had slept through them, never realizing what had happened until he awoke with the dried, crusty sperm all over him.
He lay there, flat on his back, the covers flung off to one side, and his erection poking through the hole in his pajamas. In the cock department he was nothing like his father, who sported a monstrous prick. Simon's pecker was a mere five inches.
Closing her son's bedroom door, she knelt by the bed, and for a long time stared at the rigid prick bobbing from side to side. It twitched every now and again, as if Simon was having an erotic dream.
Should she? she wondered. She'd often wanted to taste the pricks of her sons; feel the different lengths in her mouth, so she could compare their taste. Stan, her eldest, might have been willing. He was the horniest member of the family, and she'd even caught him fucking his prick into a piece of calf's liver she'd brought home. To teach him a lesson, she'd waited until he'd shot his wad into the liver, then she'd cooked it up and served it to him. To her surprise, he'd relished every bit of it, gobbling it down without a word.
Herb was shy and awkward. He would be too afraid to experiment with his mother. But as far as Susan was concerned she could see no harm. The only problem with incest was in the possibility of her becoming pregnant. But if there was no conception, fucking with her children was no different to her than fucking with any other man.
She touched Simon's cock and watched it quiver, feeling the heat coursing through it. It was the first time in her life she had touched his cock when it was erect. Now she closed her fingers around the hot staff, feeling it pulsate in her firm grip.
How hard it was, much like his father's, only considerably smaller. The white shaft was firm, yet yielding slightly to the pressure of her fingers. The skin seemed almost transparent, showing light-blue veins winding through it. From the angle at which she was looking, she could see the faint pulsing at the bottom of the underside, and when her hand touched it, she could feel the tube inside the tube that carried sperm.
Juice came seeping forth, pouring down the sides of the cylindrical erection, coating her hand. With any other cock she once would have flinched and pulled her hand away, wiping it dry, or perhaps washing it a dozen times. How times change. And this was the cum of her son, who had been a part of her body. How could any part of him be unclean?
Leaning closer, she could almost see pores in the bright red cap.
She leaned down and surrounded the shining glans with her lips, pressing her tongue against the knotty underside. She shut her eyes tightly and sucked, no longer expecting revulsion as she had when Buddy had first taught her to suck cock, years ago. It had taken a long time before she'd learned to like it. Now she loved it, and found herself avidly sucking on the cherry-colored knob, her tongue pressing flatly on the underside, causing more and more of the cum to dribble into her mouth. And when she swallowed; it was like drinking mineral oil: tasteless, yet soothing to her as it slid down her throat.
Constant practice plus natural instinct now made her move her head lower, engulfing more of the throbbing prick. She inhaled the clean, soapy fragrance emanating from his balls. How she loved doing this. She looked forward to tasting semen, thrilling as it entered her throat.
All those years wasted, she thought, her head bobbing up and down in a regular cadence. Her mouth hungered for more cock. But this was only the beginning, the first of many hot, hard, semen-filled cocks on which she would be sucking and riding tonight.
Now the cock felt hotter on her tongue and she moved her head even faster, letting the slithery prick ride as far into her mouth as it could. Her tongue fluttered along the firm length of the burning underside, tasting her son's balls as her head sank all the way down. With the flaming cocktip deep in her mouth, she let her tongue wash across the wrinkled sac of his balls.
Between her own thighs she felt that wetness that she often found when waking in the morning. Only now it was pouring from between her tight cuntlips in dribbling streams, making a soaking mess of her thighs. She had neglected to put her panties on again, and the cuntjuice was oozing out rapidly now, soaking both thighs equally.
Her left hand delved between her loins. Deeper it went, reaching for the flooded split, and finally, after an anxious moment, her fingers began slicing through the cuntlips. The finger rubbed harder and little by little something hard began growing from that sensitive area. It was round, and it extended itself a good half inch away from her body – it was her clitoris.
Her thumb and forefinger roamed over her clit again and again.
Her rubbing finger pressed harder against the slick, leaking lips of her hot cunt. With her mouth completely covering Simon's upthrust cock, she used her other hand to reach down and probe into the burning wetness, and something funny began stirring around inside her pussy.
Was it possible an orgasm was beginning to blossom inside her? Could it be that she was ready to experience her first climax of the evening? Oh yessssss! Once she had never allowed herself to have them. Her mother had explained that nice women didn't have orgasms.
Why? Why didn't nice women have climaxes? Why weren't proper women permitted to enjoy fucking as much as their husbands?
More heat seemed to emanate from between her wet thighs. More juice seemed to be splashing out of her cunt. She could feel her body, more than eager to find the release it had so long sought; a release suppressed by herself all these hours.
She swallowed, feeling the hot, throbbing flesh of Simon's solid cock press against her tongue and bob against the roof of her mouth. Again her head began sliding up and down, her mouth slurping strongly on the rigid prick. Had Simon been awake he would have climaxed long ago.
Susan realized she was hungry for this prick. Had she dared, she'd have chewed on it, but she was too afraid of waking the boy. She had no doubt he would sleep through the whole thing, including his climax as long as she was careful.
Sleep, Simon, sleep, she thought. You aren't ready to see mommy sucking your cock, just yet.
Her fingers were rubbing harder. Yes, something was there all right. Something was building inside her cunt, making her shudder as she knelt there, her slurping mouth sliding up and down, up and down on her son's cock.
The first climax was a prelude to the two dozen that followed. The first one wasn't much more than a mere tickle, egging her on. Her fingers worked deeper and harder in her cunt. Her thighs pressed tightly around both hands, though her mouth continued its cocksucking action.
The next orgasm swept through her, and her head began moving circularly as her pursed lips sucked all the harder on the rigid prick. Her tight lips compressed strongly around the delicious cock, and only a tremendous amount of willpower kept her from using her teeth.
She could feel his cock trembling. His hips were beginning to respond, slamming themselves up against her face.
Her third orgasm thundered through her body like a storm, making her shudder uncontrollably. The climactic sensation rocked her. It swept through her cunt again and again. Sparks seemed to shoot from her fingers and stimulate her clitoris, making it tingle with delicious torment.
Still her mouth continued sucking her son's pulsing, throbbing, twitching prick. Her lips sucked voraciously and her tongue licked avidly.
Another realization crossed her mind as her manipulating fingers moved her toward her fourth orgasm. She wallowed in set satisfaction, feeling the intensity of overpowering delight building in her son's youthful body. Laying experienced three orgasms herself, she now understood that which her son was about to enjoy. And to think she was the one responsible for it.
The tactile experience his sleeping body was about to undergo was the direct result of her working lips and tongue. Sin? Evil? How, could such pleasure be considered bad? How could she have ever let the rest of the world convince her such satisfaction was anything less than ultimate good? Who was being harmed? No one! Absolutely no one!
The fourth orgasm overpowered her, and it was as if a hurricane of lust had crashed into her, tearing through her entire sensuous body. And then more orgasms whistled through her body in rapid succession, building to the ultimate one.
And then, when she was certain there could be no greater thrill, she felt her mouth being flooded with the seed of her son. And the knowledge she was bringing his body such total overwhelming joy made her suck his cock harder. Her jaws hollowed as she sucked like a leech, pulling the sperm from the depths of Simon's sleeping body, feeling the cum slide down her throat.
Again and again her lips pulled on the softening cock, exhausting the rapidly-deflating prick of its delicious contents. Hot, sensuous, yet deliciously satisfying, his cum trickled down her gullet.
How glad she was to be married to Buddy. Buddy, her own first cousin, who loved her so much, he had scoffed at those relatives who claimed their offspring would be morons. All three of her sons had been in honor classes in school. Buddy was the one who had helped form the Cousin's Club, and it was Buddy who had initiated the idea of cousins swapping their wives. And it was a good thing, because it gave her the opportunity to freely enjoy her other male cousins without a sense of guilt. More important, it made her appreciate how well she and Buddy were suited to one another.
Slowly, she realized the cock compressed between her lips was now limp. Reluctantly, she opened her mouth and dropped it.
Rising, she covered Simon's sleeping body, and then returned to her own room to begin dressing.



CHAPTER TWO


A slightly different scene was being enacted between two other married first cousins, themselves cousins to Susan and Buddy. Rebecca and Merton were nearly twenty years younger than their other cousins. They had been legally married for three years now, and still had no offspring. They also attended the annual Cousin's Club meeting.
Becky and Merton, though legally married three years, had known one another since puberty, and they had played with each other that long.
They were in the bedroom, Becky wearing a night dress, Merton still wearing his street clothing. Becky was mixing drinks for them from the portable bar in the corner of their bedroom.
She brought Merton's drink to him. Both were a bit nervous and drank quickly. They knew what the night held in store for them, and it was to be a new experience.
Once her drink was finished, Becky put her glass down on one of the night tables and sat beside Merton on the bed. She could feel his anxiety, causing a heavy warmth to spread from her cunt to her nipples.
"You're still fully dressed," she chastised. "Come on, honey, get that shirt off, right now."
She yanked on his tie until it came off, then began unbuttoning the shirt, feeling the warmth emanate from his chest. And when she finally got the shirt open and pulled it off, he fell back on the bed. She lay beside him, resting her head in his armpit.
"How d'you feel?" she asked.
"Horny," he replied, "but ten you know that."
"I'm glad of that. When you came home earlier, you looked tired."
"I felt tired. In fact, I still feel a little tired, and I might not even be able to perform as well as I thought I might."
"You've never disappointed me, yet," she smiled, running her hand across his T-shirted chest. She noticed a small tent starting to rise at his crotch.
"Who'd have thought we'd ever get married," he murmured, his eyes now staring at the swelling of her large, round tits as they pushed against the night dress. He could see the swollen nipples, and the strain in his balls seemed to increase.
"Well, we played doctor often enough from the time we were small kids," she reminded him, reminding were even necessary.
He remembered how they'd fooled around with each other's bodies from the time he and his aim had come to live with Becky, her brothers, and her mother, ten years earlier. She had only been eight then, and he had been eleven, but it hadn't stopped him from touching her and making her touch him.
At first he used to frighten her into doing it, telling her a dragon would pop up out of the ground unless she played with his cock. But after while she got to like it, especially when he began pushing his fingers into her tight little cunny. He had copped her cherry four years earlier, and only pure luck had kept her from getting pregnant that time.
Still, he had never tired of fucking her. True he'd once played with another girl from school, about two years earlier, but he found she wasn't nearly as much fun as Becky. No, he was a one-cunt man, not because he believed in fidelity, but because this one cunt was the only one he'd ever found to totally satisfy him. And though he was only first beginning to learn about his wife as a person rather than a pussy to fulfill his needs, Merton was enjoying it, and Becky enjoyed it even more.
Now her hand roamed down over the bulge in his pants. Oddly enough, ever since their marriage three years earlier, Merton was enjoying sex even more.
His cock gave a throbbing push against his pants as her hand rubbed across it, and she smiled, saying, "No matter how tired you are, your cock is wide awake and ready to go."
Before he could reply, she kissed his lips lightly, pressed her hand down against the upthrusting bulge in his pants. Her fingers ran up and down the thick length his cock. Merton stared, awed by the power in those slender fingers as they raced up and down. Not only was his cock now a solid monolith, but it was aching to come out into the open air. Hell, the tiredness was seeping out of him, being replaced by burning passion.
As he stared, her hand opened his fly and those nimble fingers reached into the opening, seeking out his hardened cock. Seconds later, her cool fingertips touched his prick, making him start as he experienced a tingling thrill.
No matter how many times she touched his cock, each time felt like the first time, only better. And then his cock was free from his pants, and her closed fist slid straight down to the hairy base, letting the magnificent purple cockhead stand majestically over everything.
Becky stared at the long, hot column of lavender-capped cockflesh, realizing how much his trick had come to mean to her. After having been initiated into the rite of masturbating Merton, she had tried it on one or two other boys at her school, taking each individually into a nearby apartment house basement and jerking them off. But there was something about the feel of their cocks that didn't seem to suit her hand as much as Merton's cock had.
She had even pulled her brother Arthur's monstrously long prick, once. He had run to confession afterward. The asshole had felt it necessary to tell the local priest, and now, everytime she went to church, she could feel the man's eyes burning into her. Hell, she had no idea whether he was condemning her, or wishing she would come and yank his cock, as well.
Now she sat up a bit and stared at Merton's prick, licking her lips, savoring the sight of it. Then she wrapped both hands around his cock, thrilling to the burning heat inside it, feeling his prick swell.
Merton sucked in his breath and caressed her back, wanting very much to touch her soft skin under the clinging night dress. His fingers encountered the ribbon around her waist, and he pulled, letting the nylon fall open to reveal her delightfully bare body.
He pulled the robe off one arm as she temporarily released his cock, then she sat up, gripping the burning prick with her free hand so he could pull the night dress from her other arm, letting both luscious tits come into view.
"You like my tits, don't you," she smiled, gripping his burning prick tightly with her right hand.
The first drop of cum made its appearance, seeping from the narrow, tiny hole in his aching cock. Becky's fist rose until it covered the purple knob, then slid down again, spreading the colorless oil across the full length of his solid seven inches of prick.
"Oh, it's such a lovely cock," she whispered, becoming more and more hungry for his prick as she felt her husband's anxiety mount. Her hand gripped his cock even more tightly, pumping faster now.
Merton kissed her lips, her soft, tempting lips, and the feel of them made his unbending cock all the more solid as it fluttered helplessly in her tight grasp. Every time she touched his prick he felt as if he were a male virgin being seduced for the first time.
Finally she made him rise to his feet, releasing his cock long enough for him to remove his clothing. But her eyes never left it, and if looks could caress, there was every possibility Merton would have popped a load then and there. Like a gigantic cannon his cock swung to and fro between his thin thighs.
"Wonderful," she finally purred, her hands tickling his balls.
"In all the world there's no cock like this cock," she murmured, kissing him and rubbing his balls at the same time. "And these are the greatest balls in existence," she continued. "Look how awake and in need of me your cock and balls are. They aren't the least bit tired."
Her hand settled more firmly around the leather-like sac, and the long cock pointed at her as if commanding her. As far as she was concerned, his prick was commanding her, and she was quick to kneel before it, staring at it, seeing the colorless froth continue to issue from the hole in his cockhead.
Merton no longer felt tired. But then, Becky always had that effect on him.
He gazed down lovingly at her lush form, watching the way her tits swayed from side to side as she bent forward. The one hand continued clutching his tingling nuts, while her other hand caressed his rigid cock, more cum seeped from its lavender cap.
"I adore it," she muttered, blowing hot air all over his prick, causing strings of the slick seepage to whip across her mouth. Her tongue leaped out and sucked it in, relishing the wonderful taste of his prick.
Her free hand once again gripped his cockshaft, and Merton exhaled a loud, long sigh. Raptly gazing at her, he saw his lovely wife come closer to his body, still on her knees. The hand around his balls applied mute pressure, making him groan.
Slowly, very slowly, her lips came nearer and nearer, until they were pressed holly against his cockslit. They kissed his cockhead, then encircled the solid, spongy, purple head, letting her tongue lap at the sensitive pinpoint of a hole. She licked madly, then slowly moved forward as her lips began to slowly suck more of his prick into her hungry mouth.
When the tip of her tongue touched that very sensitive nerve on the underside of his prick, where the glans joined the rest of the shaft, she felt him violently tremble and grab her long, black hair firmly, holding her head firmly. He sighed, knowing any moment the bubbling cum in him would shoot out.
Releasing her hold on his balls, she pulled her mouth away from his blazing cock.
"You love it, don't you?" she asked, watching his body tremble.
"Oh yes," he replied. "Oh yes. Nobody can suck a cock like you."
"If I ever catch anyone sucking your prick, I'll bite it off."
"There's no one else better, Becky. I swear it. There's no one else. No one could be as good a cocksucker as you."
"Don't ever forget it," she murmured, nuzzling his leaking cocktip with her lips, tantalizing it into releasing even more of its oily secretion.
Without warning, she sucked the entire pulsating knob into her mouth again, pulling the leaking cum down her throat. She sucked strongly now, drinking his fluid as fast as it came out.
With her mouth tightly surrounding the tingling peckerhead, she began pushing him back until his calves touched the side of the bed. Then he fell on the bed with her lips still tightly gripping his cock.
Her full tits bobbled up and down before pressing against his thighs, and the touch of her large nipples caused a greater fire to swell in his already roasting groin. Her tongue licked its way up one torrid side of his prick and down the other. Merton was in the throes of the sweetest agony on earth. His wife's slavering tongue caused his prick to shudder thrillingly. The bubbling white cream in his balls was boiling in an effort to rise and come flooding forth from his cock. Already his hips were bucking wildly, making the bed shake.
His broad, heavy staff of solid cock was a quivering baton, its gleaming skin shining with juice. Once again Becky's mouth swallowed the purple plum of his swollen glans, her hand surrounding the heavy flesh bag containing his balls. She caressed his balls gently as her O-shaped lips excited and provoked his steely shaft.
Down her mouth moved, now a good inch below the sensitive ridge of his flaring corona, and her tongue lay flat along the vein-lined underside. Down again she went, pulling more of the tangy, pulsating flesh between her lips.
"Sonofabitch!" Merton exclaimed. "Oh sweet Jesus! Becky, I love you. Oh God! You're driving me out of my ever-fucking mind."
From the tingling pulsation's in his prick, she knew he was already on the brink of an orgasm. She knew he would harden again after, and yet, she wanted something this time, too.
What a superb hard cock. What a magnificent monument of flesh. If only his prick could stay like this all the hours he was with her, she would fuck and suck him constantly.
I want that fucking stick between my pussylips, she finally decided, raising her head. The sperm was already coming from the excited tip of his delicious prick in streams rather than drops.
"Merton," she whispered. "Merton, fuck me. Fuck me, now!"
He didn't need to be told twice. He pulled her up and rolled her over, throwing her down on the bed, his cock punching its way between her thighs. Even so, he needed one hand to guide it into her cunt, letting those soft, yet slick, lips surround hip prick. His mouth came down hard on her right tit, strongly sucking on it, his teeth chewing the dark nipple. He sucked her full tit, nursing hungrily.
His hard cock pushed deeper now, slowly making inroads into the hot tunnel of her hungering cunt. She writhed, pushing her body forward, doing her best to impale her pussy on his thrusting prick. And then he was thundering into her, moving with tremendous speed until his balls slapped against her asshole.
Merton emitted a long, loud moan. The pleasure for him became so great, his mouth opened wide, and the nipple fell from his lips. With his weight on his elbows, he pulled back his cock slightly, then rammed forward again. The next time he pulled his cock back a bit more. Each succeeding stroke was longer, deeper, more thrilling, more sensational. He made Becky squirm beneath him with undulating passion.
Her left hand reached all the way down, to touch his tight balls. More sparks seemed to shoot through him as her nails lightly scratched his swaying testicles.
Now her body began a rotating, twitching motion, and she felt the seven inches of cock throb violently against her cunt walls. This was one motion his cock couldn't resist, and she knew it was a matter of mere seconds before his first orgasm came blasting out of him and into her cunt.
She wanted to come with him.
"Hold back… a little longer," she begged, still rotating her cunt, driving his cock wild with sizzling sensuousness. But now movement was difficult, because his swollen prick had enlarged to even greater proportions, and it took all her concentration to make it plunge into her cunt.
He began the final fuck strokes now, thrusting into Becky with long, hard, swift strokes. Becky loved fucking. She loved fucking with him because it was his cock, just as he received special enjoyment from her cunt.
Becky felt her husband's first wild spurts splatter into her cunt, and she knew she would be joining him almost instantly. Digging her heels into the bed, she jammed her loins against his prick, catching his squirting semen in her simmering snatch, using the sperm as an added lubricant, smearing it along the length of his pumping prick.
His cock was still hard, and now it was reaching into her, teasing that warm glow deep down inside her cunt. Finally, an orgasm crashed through her body like a wild, swinging hammer.
It walloped her with a greater surging than she had expected, and she yelled, "Mertonnnnnn… oh God, Merton… Fuck me!"
He grunted repeatedly as he unleashed thick, sticky streams of sperm into her sucking pussy. By now he was used to the way her cunt held his cock tightly inside her pussy. Used to it? Hell, he damn well liked it. There was no woman like Becky.
"Are you sure it turns into an orgy?" Becky asked afterward, as they lay side by side on the bed.
"That's what I heard," he nodded. "We can always back out if you feel like it."
"No," she answered, shaking her head. "I know there's no man like you as far as I'm concerned, but I think I'd like to try another man or two, at least this one time. But I want you there, making sure it's all out in the open."
"Okay, just so long as you don't get mad if I fuck one or two of the female cousins."
"Merton, I told you before, I don't object to your fucking them, or even doing a sixty-nine. Just don't let me catch you enjoying it as much as you do with me."
"Like I said before, honey, there's nobody as good as you."



CHAPTER THREE


Jack Atkins wasn't too keen on going to the Cousin's Club party. Not that the idea of fucking all his female cousins bothered him. But he didn't like the idea of their husbands fucking Sydell.
Jack was very lean, and Sydell, his wife and first cousin, was also slender. The way she piled her lustrous black hair high on her head made her look very tail. For him, her body was perfection itself, with firm, upstanding breasts, a narrow waistline, and nice, rounded hips.
Jack would have been the first to admit he would have loved polygamy, but he was against the idea of polyandry. He had no objection to sharing the wives of the other cousins, but he didn't cotton to the idea of sharing his wife.
"Don't be such a dud," Sydell was saying. "You always have a lot of fun at the parties, and you know there isn't the slightest chance of my becoming pregnant."
"You really look forward to it, don't you," Jack snapped.
"And so do you," she reiterated. "It's only once a year. And if we're going to fuck around with people other than ourselves, I think it's very wise to keep it in the family. We don't run the risk of getting any strange diseases."
In that respect she was right, of course. Also, it was far better for him to supervise her fucking around with other men than for her to fuck around without his knowledge. And he had to admit, watching her fucking the cousins turned him on. Whenever they came home following a Cousin's Club party, he went into three or four weeks of constant heat.
"I'm going upstairs to mother's apartment," she told him. "Our shower isn't working properly, and the superintendent won't be able to fix it until Monday."
"Okay," Jack nodded. He, himself, had showered in her mother's bathroom more than an hour ago. He'd felt very conspicuous, too. Not only was Regina, his mother-in-law, always overly solicitous of his needs, but Maisie, her youngest daughter, Sydell's sister, always eyed him with a lean and hungry look. Maisie still lived with her mother, but Jack knew she was no prissy virgin. Hell! She'd been stacked ever since she was eleven years old, and he didn't doubt she'd been fucking around with boys since that time.
As if his thinking about Maisie was a clarion call to the girl, she was opening the door to his apartment less than three minutes after Sydell was safely in the shower, upstairs. She knew Sydell always took a good twenty minutes, and here was an opportunity she couldn't pass up.
In the four years her sister had been married to Jack, Maisie had been wanting to fuck him, but because her mother was always around, she'd never had the opportunity. Now her mother had gone to visit with a neighbor, and Sydell was now out of the way. This was the chance for which Maisie had been waiting.
Hell! She'd been fucked by half the guys in her high school, some of wham had cocks as long and as wide as slide rules. But they were all boys, immature, boastful, and better with their mouths than their pricks. Maisie wanted to try a real man, somebody like Jack.
When he saw his sister-in-law (and also first cousin) enter the apartment, Jack said, "I thought Sydell was upstairs with you?"
"She's upstairs," Maisie nodded, "but not with me. I'm down here with you."
Jack felt sweat break out on his forehead. Maisie was wearing a woolen robe, but the way her gigantic tits wobbled inside, he knew she had nothing else on underneath.
"What do you want, Maisie?"
"You know what I want," she smiled, and opened her robe. "Don't be naive. Sydell will be in that shower about fifteen more minutes. That's all the time we have. And don't tell me you aren't interested. I can tell by the look in your eyes you're more than interested."
She was right. Jack had always wanted to fuck her. True, he had no desire for any kind of permanent relationship with Maisie, but he was human, and the idea of fucking her had entered his head more than once.
His eyes bugged out as he saw her huge tits. Where Sydell had small, firm breasts, Maisie's tits were large, swollen, and meaty. Where Sydell had small, dark-brown areolas, Maisie had large, light-brown circles round her nipples. Where Sydell's skin was alabaster-white, Maisie's was always nut-brown.
Jack, wearing a bathrobe, didn't bother to deny what both he and Maisie knew was the truth. He undid his robe, and as it fell open, Maisie was treated to the sight of his outthrust cock, a good seven-odd inches in length.
"Wow!" she muttered. "Your cock looks great." They came clashing together, their lips slamming tightly against each other. Jack could feel her tits crushing themselves against his hairy chest, and the feel of her rubbery nipples swelling up and pressing against his skin caused electricity to run rampant through his body.
"You little bitch," he muttered. "Tell me, are you on the pill?"
"Hell, no. It'd make me fat," she muttered. "You wouldn't be interested in a fat girl."
"God, I've always wanted to fuck you."
"You will," she agreed. "You just won't came in me."
"The hell I won't," he murmured, grabbing her long brown hair and yanking her head back so he could kiss her throat. "One way or another, I'm shooting my come into you."
"Careful," she warned, pressing his face against her throat. "I'm a good girl."
"You mean you spit it out? Fine, except I'm not going to come in your mouth, either I think I'll use your ass."
And he meant it, too. Maisie had a large pair of asscheeks and Jack had always wanted to feel those large, bouncing asscheeks against his thighs when he finally plunged his hot dick into her asshole.
He dragged the girl to the soft couch and the two of them fell on it.
Grabbing his head with both hands, Maisie pushed his face lower until he was sucking on her left tit. She could feel his tongue wash over its growing length, and it made her tingle all over. Her fingernails scraped lightly along the back of his neck, making him shudder.
When he bit down on her nipple, Maisie thought ten thousand volts were shooting through her. She arched her spine and opened her thighs, squeezing his head against her tits.
Jack's lips worked on her swollen nipple, purposely applying the proper amount of pressure with his teeth to drive Maisie into an ecstatic frenzy. While one of his hands rubbed her neck, the other caressed the swell of her other breast, rubbing the nipple.
Letting his hand slide down and away from her large, curvaceous tit, he brought it down across her soft belly, then dipped his fingers into the soaking crevice between her clenched thighs. They didn't remain clenched very long. His stroking hand caused her to part her thighs, and his fingertips slid easily into the soft, warm, engulfing hole between her soaking cuntlips.
"Oooh Christ!" she muttered, "that feels good. Oh yesss!"
His fingers worked deeper into her slavering cunt as it poured its lubricating liquid down over his wrist. The girl squirmed and writhed, her hands gripping his hair and jamming his face hard against her tit.
"Suck my cunt," she whispered. "Please suck my cunt, Jack. All the others only fuck me. I've never had anyone eat me."
His head went down until his nostrils were filled with the tantalizing aroma of her youthful pussy. His fingers slid out and his tongue plunged deep into her humid hole. Her hands were still holding his hair, and now she began to twist her fingers in it as she pushed his face deeper and deeper into her sopping pussy, letting his stiff tongue knife into her flaming cuntmeat.
What a delicious cunt, Jack thought to himself as he tongued her vaginal walls.
Not that he loved Sydell's cunt any the less, but this was young pussy, and Jack had to confess to himself, there was nothing like fresh, new pussymeat. Her cunt's fragrance exuded youth. He licked and slurped hungrily, draining her pussy as best he could, letting his tongue pull out and roam across her twitching clitoris before plunging into her cunthole.
"Jesus Christ!" she was moaning. "Sonofabitch! Eat me good, Jack, eat me gooooood!"
Taking her hot, throbbing little clit between his lips, lack pulled hard, sucking and letting the tip of his tongue tease it while two fingers slid into her soaking slot.
Her cuff's so young, so tight, he thought as he continued sucking on her anxious clit.
Towering breakers of sensation rolled over Maisie. Overpowering thrills pulsated through her angling body.
Jack wondered why her pussy was so tight. Having put out for half of Aristotle High, the girl should have had a cunt wide enough to take on a foot-long cock. But no, her pussy was almost as tight and narrow inside as if she were still a virgin.
Maisie was kicking her feet against the arm of the couch now, enduring one climax after another.
Finally unable to take any more of his attacking tongue, Maisie yanked his head away from her dripping cunthole and flung him back on the sofa. Tugging his body onto the sofa, she lowered her head and sucked his entire dripping cock at once.
Oh great God! Jack felt the young girl take his entire length into her hungering mouth all at once. Not even Sydell could suck so expertly. Sydell had a narrow, shallow mouth, and though she earnestly did her best to suck him off properly, it was half as good as her sister's deep, wide mouth.
She took her mouth off his cock for a moment, and whispered, "Jack, you have the tastiest cock I've ever sucked. We have to do this more often."
"Shut up and suck," lack murmured.
There was nothing coy about Maisie. She had known what she'd wanted and she had come and taken it. It never occurred to her she was harming her sister in any way. So what if Jack was Sydell's husband? She wasn't "using him up."
Her mouth swooped down on his tower-like cock with its smooth, leaking cockhead. She sucked hard, enjoying the taste of his firm, solid cock.
Not wanting to come just yet, Jack grabbed Maisie by her hair again and yanked her mouth off his quivering cock. He threw her on the floor, then rolled onto her as her legs rose in the air. Between her thighs now, he guided his hot, heavy cock to her delicate cuntlips, and little by little began fucking her until he had her cunt stopped up nice and tight. Young as she was, she was all aggressive action, and now he pinched her butt, making her screw her ass into motion.
"Just don't come in me," she reminded him as she began humping her ass up and down.
"Another time," he told her, "when it's a safe time of the month. I told you, I'm coming in your ass. But there'll come a time when you'll swallow every drop of it."
"What makes you so sure?" she asked, slamming her bushy pussy hard against his prick.
"Like you said, this is more than a one-time thing. That being the case, you'll fuck, suck, and do anything I want. Dig?"
"You sonofabitch," she snapped, grinding her hot box tightly against his groin. "You're no different than grandfather, are you?"
"The hot blood of the Atkins family boils in my arteries," he laughed, fucking her with deep, hard strokes.
"Oh shit!" she squealed. "That feels so fucking… ooh… good. You have one helluva hard-on there. How can you let it go so long between fucks?"
"How would you know how long it is between fucks?" he asked.
"Some nights, especially during the summer, I sneak down the fire escape outside your bedroom window to see if there's any action going on. I only see the two of you fucking two, sometimes three nights a week. That means there are at least four nights you don't do anything. What a waste of wonderful cock. Anytime my sister is too tired, you let me know and we can always fuck."
Her thighs clung tightly to his waist as her legs wrapped themselves around him, pulling his prick hard and deep into her blazing cunt. He fucked her again and again, listening to her sigh.
She came one more time, with his cock pounding between those slippery, slithery, slick cuntlips. They compressed tightly around his cock, squeezing so hard he thought she might be trying to strangle it to death. Once he was certain her climax was complete, he withdrew his cock, hauled her to her knees, flung her belly and breasts against the couch, and knelt behind her. The knob of his swollen cock probed at the entrance to her rectum.
"Damn it, Jack," she muttered, "you're too fucking… ouch… big to fit in… oh there. No one's ever been in my… oooh… ass before."
"I'm glad I'm taking some kind of virginity from you," he murmured, concentrating on pushing his cock into her tight asshole. "You just leave this to cousin Jack. I'll get my cock in."
Very slowly, almost painfully, he worked his cockhead against her squeezing asshole. His heavy cock eased in, and finally her sphincter parted and let his solid staff push its lengthy way into her bowels. Her mouth bit into the sofa cushion, stifling her cries, but finally his full, broad cock was sunk to its hilt in her stretched ass.
And then he began sliding his cock back and forth, completely enjoying the way his cock was gripped by her asshole. The round, curving, moonshapes of each of her buttocks rubbed against his thighs each time he fucked into her.
A minute passed as he kept fucking in and out of her steaming ass, and he could tell her pain was passing. Now a new feeling was beginning to build inside her. She thrust her ass back against him, matching his rhythm. Her head was back now, her eyes staring at the ceiling as she began gasping. He could just about see her face; the face of a horny young girl taking his cock deep into her rectum where nothing thicker than a thermometer had ever penetrated before.
Little by little the look of innocent concentration on her face changed to one of pure, lustful enjoyment. Her ass now banged back against him strongly.
"How… the hell did… you fit that… fucking huge cock into… me?" she asked. "How in… hell did… you get so much… of that into… my ass?"
"It slid in like it was meant to… fit," he replied. "Now it's moving… oooh… in there really easy. So you never had a good cock stuck up there before, eh?"
"I never… wow… had any kind of… cock fucking me there… before. But it's nice. Fuck me good there… Jack."
His prick continued pumping in and out of her ass with faster, shorter strokes now. He felt his orgasm starting to build. He could feel his prick swelling and becoming thicker. He found it wasn't as easy to ream it in and out of Maisie's ass as his prick swelled.
"I like it, Jack," she whispered. "I really like it. Well do this again, won't we?"
"As long as you do as I… say," he told her.
"Always," she agreed. "I'll even suck on your cock after you take it out of my ass, if it'll make you happy."
"Another time," he told her. His hands gripped her hips as he now drew back to where only his inflamed cockknob remained in the tight recesses of her asshole. And then he fucked forward, slamming his prick in, letting his thighs slap against her rubbery ass. Back once more, almost all the way out, then in again to the fiery depths of her bowels, making her ass shiver.
He pulled back one more time, and this time as he plunged his cock into her, his broiling semen came thundering out of his cock, and he began splashing his hot, pungent sperm deep into her bowels.
Maisie writhed again and again, feeling the heated liquid burn its way up her ass.
And then the cock began deflating, shrinking and getting thinner, until it finally squirmed its way out of her asshole. And once it was gone, Maisie felt sad, almost as if part of her own happiness were attached to the cock she'd had in her ass.
"I'll be back another time," she told him. She put on her robe and returned to her mother's apartment just as Sydell finished her shower.



CHAPTER FOUR


Grandfather Ike Atkins had sired fourteen sons before passing on. Had he known the offspring of his sons would inter-marry, he might well have died a lot sooner, from the shock. But there was something about the children of his sons that made them especially attractive to other members of the family. There were other brothers and sisters of the married cousins who were either not married, or who had married outside the family. But because of this, they were excluded from the annual get-together of the Atkins' Cousin's Club.
Two such people were Ira and Misty Atkins, brother and sister. Neither had married, and neither was planning to marry. The reason was simple. They had been doing what their cousins had gone and done: they were fucking each other.
Misty had an incredibly beautiful face, and the rest of her body was superb. She had idolized Ira ever since she could remember. Whatever Ira wanted was fine with her.
When she was eight years old, he had made her suck his cock. She had done it without the slightest qualm. And two years later, when he demanded she open her legs to his mouth, she had gleefully done so. By the time she was thirteen, he was fucking her regularly, and oddly enough, their parents never even guessed what was happening.
Their father died when Misty was eighteen, and their mother was too busy with social engagements to even guess what was going on. So when Ira reached the age of twenty-one, he and Misty moved out of the house and into an apartment, together.
In their apartment, neither bothered to wear clothing. They fucked at least two or three times a day, never really getting their fill of each other, save for those rare times they invited others to join them. The presence of another male or female made them appreciate one another all the more.
This Saturday evening things were going to be different. This time, instead of inviting someone else to join them in their fuck sessions, they were going to crash the Cousin's Club.
At that moment, both were still undressed, lying side by side on the huge king-sized bed. They had decided to fuck one more time before dressing and going to the club.
Misty was rubbing Ira's inner thigh, her fingers occasionally rubbing his wrinkled balls, watching his soft cock slowly start to unwind and grow. As it enlarged, she sat up, then leaned closer to it, breathing on it, blowing hot air all over his prick, watching it twitch.
Between the two of them, Ira was always the more passive, letting her do the work in the beginning, then getting into the swing of things when he felt aroused enough. Her warm breath tickled his balls, and she could see his pubic hair fluttering. The very fact that she was blowing warm air all over his balls and cock was arousing her. Though her tits began to swell, pressing against Ira's hip. He was conscious of the way they dug into him, scraping along his flesh in a tantalizing way.
Misty's lips pressed themselves gently to the side of the thickening cock, and it twitched into final hardness. Using one hand to pet his balls, she used the other to grab his six-inch cock. Her tongue touched the head very lightly, and it was as if she'd touched it with a piece of dry ice. He jumped, and as he did so, her soft mouth tightened about the swollen ridge of his throbbing cockhead, causing his heartbeat to almost double. Still gripping the base of his rock-solid cock tightly, she began lapping her way around the mushroom-shaped head, sipping the oozing oil from the hole, then licking down and around the entire flaring glans.
It was as if Misty had been born for sucking Ira's cock. Her oral caresses began getting to him, and he now decided he had to enjoy touching and kissing her, as well.
His hands reached out and touched her round, smooth ass. Before she could raise a knee and surround his head, he was kissing the firm hillock of her right asscheek.
Her mouth released his cock then, and she turned around and came falling down on him, her lips plastering themselves to his. Ira pulled her down against him, gripping her thighs between his own legs, feeling his rampant prick rub itself into her soft pubic bush. He crushed her tightly against him as he kissed her.
She forced herself away from him, throwing her weight on her hands, letting her long, lustrous hair fall all over his chest, tickling his nipples.
He reached up and grabbed her nipples, rubbing them ardently. Now he rubbed those long, firm pink nipples.
Ira had fucked many women in his time. In his early teens, he'd fucked an average of two new girls a week, and yet he'd always had some cock for his sister. She was the best fuck of all, because she loved him, and wanted more than anything to please him. He could feel her love and desire for him radiate through her in the way she enclosed his cock in her pussy. He could feel her love in the way she sucked on his prick, giving it all the care and attention needed to bring it to erection. She never complained, whether he fucked her easily, or rammed it into her cunt while it was still dry and unprepared. What Ira wanted was what Misty wanted.
When he was tired but still wanted to feel her cunt around his cock, she made him lie back and then, after bringing his cock to full attention, sat on it and fucked him until he came. And if he came before she did, she never asked him to bring her relief. Whatever pleased him, pleased her.
Misty was not quite what Ira believed her to be. True, her brother was her great love and she idolized him. But she had enjoyed her share of men. She had blown a good two dozen cocks, fucking just as many, as welt.
Kissing Ira once again, she literally squatted back, letting him get a good view of the pink gash of her cunt. She knew Ira loved looking at the swollen puffiness of her pussylips as they pouted at him.
Ira pushed his body beneath her ass, between her squatting loins, easing himself forward until he had her sweet cunt directly above his face.
Misty lowered herself slowly, sighing as his tongue speared out and parted her cuntlips, making her shudder.
Before he could lick her pussy, she rose, turned herself around so she was facing his hard, fleshy cock, and once again lowered her pussy until his delving tongue could slurp through the furrow of her cunt.
She lowered herself the rest of the way, feeling her warm, cuntlips part and attempt to surround his face. She knew Ira loved to feel his face surrounded by her pussy. His tongue now lunged deep into her cunt, slurping in and out, running from one end of her creaming crack to the other. Colorless fluid began oozing out of her pussy, dribbling into his mouth.
Ira moved his head to one side, and then to the other. His nose was rubbing between her slick cuntlips, rubbing the inside of each. His tongue delved more and more deeply into her burning pussy. Misty began raising and lowering herself, and Ira knew what she wanted. He stiffened his tongue and let it fuck in and out of her cunt.
Misty sighed and grunted, spreading her cuntlips wider as she continued bouncing up and down on his face, feeling his tongue slice right through her pussy.
Flinging her body forward now, her cunt still resting on her brother's hungry mouth, Misty began caressing his throbbing cock, sucking the liquid from it as the lubricant seeped out. She sucked strongly, pulling the cockhead between her grasping lips again and again. Her lips and tongue swirled about the rigid prickhead, and then she went all the way down on it, sucking the cock all the way into her mouth. Once she had his full length securely entrenched in her mouth, she chewed gently on the hairy base, nibbling heartily.
Fortunately Ira's erect prick wasn't very big, and she was able to suck all of his cock.
She chewed, lapped, and sucked his cock with an avid loving tenderness, mouth-massaging the solid prick as it pressed against her tongue and the roof of her mouth. Her hands continually fondled his balls.
Her actions roused him. His tongue worked furiously in her vaginal canal. Her cunt was lubricating so heavily. Her drippings flooded his face and his mouth, and he drank the sweet nectar again and again.
His fingers squeezed the solid, quivering softness of her asscheeks again and again, digging deeply into them. He kneaded her asscheeks again and again, watching her asshole open and close with her heavy breathing.
Ira began bouncing his butt on the bed as Misty's gobbling mouth went down again, gorging herself on his meaty prick. Thrilled as she was with the sensation of her brother's tongue fucking into her hot hole, Misty was aware of the cone of flesh filling her mouth. With the cock all the way in, its head just barely missing the back of her throat, she closed her mouth tightly around it and chewed on his base, making him shudder.
As much as she enjoyed coming, she enjoyed making him come even more. Yes, Misty had sucked other cocks, but none were like her brother's. All the others were six inches or longer, and thicker than Ira's. She had gagged an some they had been so long. Yet none of them had the full rich taste Ira's cock had. None had ejaculated as flavorful a flow as Ira's cum. The seed of some pricks had stuck to the roof of her mouth, while the semen of others had been watery, sliding down her throat before she'd had a chance to taste it.
For Misty, Ira had the perfect cock. The length was just right, and his spunk was the right thickness, with the right texture, as it coated her mouth with its salty sweetness before finally oozing down her throat.
And Ira had to admit, there was no cunt like his sister's. It was juicier than any other he'd lapped, and more fragrant. The cuntlips seemed to have a muscular control all their own, fluttering against his tongue when he dipped it in. Even the hair surrounding her sweet snatch was softer than those on other girls.
And when he pushed his face into that soft muff, Misty's firm, solid thighs caressed the sides of his head, holding him solidly in place.
Now he could feel she was ready for her orgasm. Her solid loins compressed tightly around his head, and her body began shuddering as her mouth began sucking his cock with fiendish fury. Her head bobbed up and down like a pistoning jackhammer, and then she dug her nails deep into his asscheeks, cutting into his flesh as she drew his full length of hot cock all the way into her mouth and kept it there.
Her body tightened, and then she almost bit into his swollen prick as the intensity of her orgasm overwhelmed her. Flood after flood of heavy cuntjuice slammed into Ira's face as her thighs scissored tightly around his head, locking him in place. To keep himself from drowning, Ira had to keep his mouth wide open and swallow her oily ointment.
Her tight cocksucking lips brought him on with overpowering vividness, and he deluged her throat with a hot torrent of cum. He noted with satisfaction that she drank down every drop of sperm.
And then it was time for them to dress.



CHAPTER FIVE


"Benny, somehow or other I still feel it isn't right," Felice Atkins was telling her husband.
"Come on, Fel!" he urged. "You yourself said things were getting boring. You wanted a change. No matter what kind of positions we tried, no in after how we fucked or sucked, it just wasn't enough."
"I know," she nodded, toweling herself dry. "But I've never done anything like this before."
Felice Atkins had been reared in a convent, where she had been taught all about original sin. Like Susan's father, her own father had been very religious. Unlike Susan, she had been willing to experiment with every kind of sexual deviation once she and Benny had married. But after two years, she was finding sex a bit of a bore. It was the same old thing, no matter how they went about it.
For a while she had turned her attention to other, outside interests, such as charity work, but it didn't fill the ache between her thighs. Even so, group fucking had never occurred to her until Benjamin had come to her and suggested it as an alternative to what they were doing. And when she had agreed, he had suggested they take advantage of the invitation to go to the annual Cousin's Club get-together.
"You're certain you aren't doing this for business reasons?" she asked.
"Come on, Fel, you know me better than that," he snapped.
"I don't know you better than that, Benny. Buddy and his brother-in-law do a lot of contract work for your company. Maybe you're trying to keep the price down for their work by offering them your wife as a sacrificial cunt."
"You want to forget the whole thing?"
"Not a chance, Benny. You want to see your wife get fucked by a bunch of the family? Fine! You wait and see how I give it to them tonight. I'm going to give it in groups. I'll take on three cocks at a time."
"Fel, stop it."
"And what about Merton? Don't you buy elastic from his brother's firm?"
"Look, Fel, the whole idea was to put a little zing into our sex lives. I mean, I love you very much, and I know you love me, but neither one of us has been enjoying fucking lately; you especially. I'm willing to try anything, including a gang-bang once a year, if it'll make you happy with my cock for the rest of the year. If you don't want to try it, we just won't go."
"No," she sighed, letting the towel drop. "I'll try it."
Benny, still in his underwear, stared at his wife's lush body. The swells of hips and breasts suddenly made him hungry for her. He wasn't tired of her. He would never be. But he knew she was the one looking for new sexual ideas. The sweet, naturalness of her full, pouting cunt had always affected him, and close as she was standing now, it was getting to him again. He knew she wouldn't be as thrilled as he, but he had to fuck her one more time, while she was freshly bathed, before any of the others fucked her.
"I want to fuck you, now," he said hoarsely.
"Why not?" she shrugged, her full breasts bobbing with the movement of her shoulders.
Wrapping his arms around her full hips, he pulled her to him as he sat on the bed and began kissing her belly. She wrapped her arms around his head and held his flushed face against her skin.
Felice had a luscious cunt. It was unbelievably beautiful the way her outer cuntlips swelled. He opened the luscious lips with his fingers.
Felice was still pleased to know she could excite Benny so readily. She stared straight down at him now, and when his face pulled away from her body, she could see he was barely breathing. His eyes were half shut, and nothing seemed to matter to him at that moment but the blonde beaver between her thighs.
To Benny, her sweet cunt was perfection. The soft golden hairs surrounding her pussy were finer than the texture of woven silk. The fullness of her swollen cuntlips beckoned him to part them.
He reached out and spread the soft, mucous lined cuntlips, staring at the pink meat inside. Staring more closely at the precious pouting pussy, he drooled as his fingers parted the lips of her pussy. The outer lips had a silken softness about them, and the inner flaps were like soft, moist, satin cushions.
Her clitoris was already enlarging. Filled with sensitive nerve-endings, her clit extended.
He ached to lap at the tiny, cock-like erection.
He stared now at the rich interior beyond her leaking slit. It was a rich red, and staring at it made him hungry to plunge his twitching cock into it. If only she could still feel about him as he did about her. He wished she could understand how much she meant to him.
He released her body for a moment and stood to remove his clothes. As he took them off and stared at her, his eyes wandered up to her full, round breasts. He loved the way her waist narrowed, and the slight swell of her belly made him hungry for her.
Felice wished she could experience the old thrills, the old pleasures. There was a time when Benny's hunger for her, shown in his stiff cock standing away from his body, caused electric tingles to run up and down her spine. Now she didn't care. Even so, her sopping pussylips seemed to twitch as cuntjuice began seeping down her thighs.
"God, Fel, you're so beautiful. Your body is so terrific. I just wish the hell I could keep it all to myself. But then things wouldn't change. Please believe me, what I'm doing is something good for both of us."
"I guess I believe you, Benny," she murmured, running her fingers through his hair. "It's just that the idea is so different."
Hungrily, Benny reached for her. An overpowering hunger for her lovely cunt took possession of him. He had to kiss that sweet snatch, and lick the syrup flowing from inside her. His mouth was guided directly to her fur-encircled cuntlips, his hands encircling her thighs and pressing her firm buttocks. Benny had no control over himself. If he didn't drink Felice's cuntjuice he would go insane.
"Fel," he whispered, his face pressed against her leaking pussy, "let me taste it. Let me eat your pussy. Let me tongue it."
Felice was enjoying the way he begged for it. She was saving her pussy for the party, she'd just baffled, and she wanted none of Benny's semen nor his saliva in her cunt.
Going to the Cousin's Club had been Benny's idea. Well, she was going to show him just bow well she could be fucked by other men. She didn't give a single damn how many of the female cousins he eventually fucked. But she knew he would care how many men fucked her, especially after she denied him the same privilege.
Once, she'd never have dreamed of refusing him. But now, let him beg, let him whimper.
She was getting a strange, almost sadistic thrill, watching him plead. She moved her sopping snatch away from his yearning lips.
In a soft, seductive voice, she said, "Sit on the bed, Benny. Let me look at that hard cock of yours."
"Sure, honey," he replied. "Anything, but just me suck your cunt."
Moving closer, she said, "Not my pussy, Benny. I want you to suck my asshole."
To Benny, Felice's asshole suddenly became the most important part of her anatomy. He wanted to taste it.
She knelt on the bed with her ass sticking up in the air. Turning her head to look back at her husband, who was already kneeling on the floor, she murmured, "Do it, Benny. Lick it!"
Her asscheeks quivered in anticipation of his spearing tongue. Felice reached back with both hands and parted the buttocks, revealing the asshole to him.
"So beautiful," he murmured. His lips pressed against the crevice between her rounded cheeks. And the vibration of his words seemed to penetrate into Felice's rectum, and for the first time in a long time she became excited.
And then his tongue stabbed against the tight little hole. She wriggled, feeling his nose rub between the two cheeks.
"Lick it, Benny!" she screamed, feeling his tongue lap heavily against her anus.
Breathing heavily, Benny licked the tight little asshole. Felice went wild. Benny had licked between her asscheeks before, but never had he concentrated on just her asshole.
Benny's tongue licked up and down, washing the crevice completely. His spittle flooded her rectum and dipped toward her twitching cunt.
"Inside," she squealed. "Put that tongue inside my ass!"
Benny shoved his tongue straight up into her ass.
He tightened the muscles of his tongue, making it as stiff and as solid as his aching cock. With the very tip of his tongue he searched through the crevice until he found the opening of her asshole. Pressing the tip of his tongue firmly against the opening, he pushed hard, and felt resistance. He pushed again, and still her ass muscle fought back. Again he pressed his tongue to her anal opening, and little by little the crack began to part.
Slowly his slick, wet tongue slurped its way into her anal channel, forcing the sphincter to part. He moved the tip around, licking all four anal walls at once, and Felice shuddered and writhed.
Then his tongue pushed in a bit deeper. The feeling was unbelievable. It had been months since she'd enjoyed anything this good, and it made her watery cunt tighten as her clitoris began extending itself. Reaching down with her own fingers, Felice began rubbing her sensitive clit as she wiggled her ass back and forth on Benny's reaming tongue.
Benny's face was crushed against her buns, locked between her asscheeks. His tongue now began withdrawing and attacking constantly, see-sawing inside her ass.
To Felice, the sensation of the burning, shocking tongue charging through her rectal chamber was a new, overwhelming excitement, and she felt thrill build upon thrill as she had in the early days of her marriage. She screamed, a long, high-pitched sound as her buttocks squeezed his face tightly in the best climax she'd had in nearly six months.
Benny knew she was coming by the way her pillowy asscheeks kept battering away at his face. Her asshole tightened around his plunging tongue, threatening to pull it out by the roots. Still, Benny kept thrusting it into her, his arms wrapped around her thighs, pulling her tightly against him, holding her until he'd squeezed every last bit of orgasmic feeling from her.
Felice fell forward on the bed.
Benny had been good to her. He had finally built her up to a new orgasm, making her feel good. She no longer was sorry about going to the Cousin's Club, knowing her husband had found another way to satisfy her without having to resort to outside influences.
Turning over, she sat up and stared at Benny, who was now sitting on the bed beside her. His hard, stiff cock was still standing up, quivering and beckoning to her to do something about it. After he'd been so good to her, she didn't dare refuse.
"I'll handle that," she whispered to Benny, kissing him long and hard on the mouth, while her hands wandered down to rub his cock.
Kneeling on the floor in front of his prick, she fondled his dangling balls, staring hard at his throbbing prick.
What a marvelous cock, she thought. His cock was something else. It was magnificent, standing strongly erect, powerful, rigid. The reddish-purple head shone with a brilliance that made Felice hungry for it.
"My love," she whispered, lapping at the purplish head with her tongue. She encircled the rigid shank with her tongue, rode it up and down. She probed into the slit at the top of the cock. Round and around her tongue went on the sensitive glans, touching the prick hole again and again. Her tongue washed over the thrilled cap again and again, running under the corona, then lapping straight down the underside, licking his balls quickly, and then returning along the topside of the quivering cock.
Benny unleashed a torrent of cum, watching her drink delightedly.
And then it was time for them to go.



CHAPTER SIX


Ernie Atkins was a tall, fat man, who, despite his weight, managed to attract more than his fair share of women. But Ernie saved his cock for his wife, Laura, a lush, beautiful brunette whom he had taught every sexual trick, position, and act in his vast mental storehouse. Of all the married first cousins belonging to the Cousin's Club, Ernie and Laura were not only the most versatile, but the most knowledgeable. He was the one who invented the new orgy games they indulged in every year.
Laura had been devoutly religious when she'd married Ernie, much like her cousin Susan. But where Buddy had taken a long time to bend, and finally break Susan's resistance, Ernie had initiated Laura to cunt-eating and cocksucking the first week of their marriage. Of all the cousins, Ernie and Laura were better adjusted sexually than any of the others.
At forty, Ernie was still a sex fiend. He usually fucked Laura every morning and every night just before bed. This being the one night when he wanted to conserve energy, Ernie figured he'd cop his wife's snatch one quick time before getting dressed.
Laura had the perfect body, lithe, trim, with well-developed muscles. Because of her supple frame, she could bend her body into any of a variety of positions. And it was while she was resting that Ernie came into the bedroom, locked the door to keep out his nosy kids, and said, "Okay honey, the Big Triple."
"Now?" she asked, cocking one eyebrow.
"Now," he nodded, taking off his slacks, shirt, and underwear.
Laura's superb body always made his sausage-like cock swell to its fullest. It was so thick, had it been longer it might well have been mistaken for a boa constrictor.
Laura had full tits, tipped with light-brown nipples. Her waist was firm, with no wasted flesh, and her hips were full and rounded.
He lay on the bed beside her, caressing her soft, tan flesh. She writhed and wriggled, squirming beneath his touch, automatically responding to his every move. Warmth flooded her veins. The flame in her wakening cunt was slowly building to fire.
Now his lips began kissing her throat, and slowly worked down her spine to the top of her ass. His tongue sliced right through the crack, licked lustily against the anus, plunged into her flaming cunt and lapped up all its juices. His lips nibbled on her nipples, each of which he sucked into his mouth like large lollipops.
"Now," he told her, backing away and watching her get into position.
For Laura it was no longer a difficult thing to do. Her muscles were limber and stretched easily. She lay flat on the bed, then sat up. Raising her left leg, she brought it up and back until her ankle hooked behind her neck. Her right leg followed suit, and there she was, with her chin resting directly above her pussy, her pink, cuntlips leaking luscious juices down into her asshole. A distance of less than six inches separated her asshole from her mouth, with her cunt in between.
"If you come before I do," she warned, "I'll bite your prick off."
"Have I ever failed you?" he laughed, then knelt in front of her on the bed and slowly moved forward on his knees.
Her luscious lips opened wide, forming an O, and his thick prick pushed its way between them, forcing them to stretch. He stroked his cock slowly back and forth, letting her warm mouth coat his cock with saliva. Then he withdrew his prick from her mouth and aimed a little lower, pushing it into her already-oiled pussy.
Once again his thick prick rode in and out a dozen times, touching all four walls of her pussy, stroking every inch of her clutching cuntlips. Her lubricating oils came flooding out and coated his invading prick with even more slickness.
Once again his cock withdrew, this time from the soaking sheath of her clasping cunt. Now he began pressing his ardent cock against the flowerbud of her asshole. Having been fucked so often by Ernie's cock, her anal ring parted easily, welcoming his cock deep inside.
"Ooooh, it feels good in there," she murmured, as he fucked her ass again and again. "Fuck me, good… gggggg."
His reaming cock, withdrew from her tight asshole, then plunged into her mouth again. It rubbed against her tongue and pressed against the roof of her mouth before plunging into her throat. Once again he withdrew his cock and inserted it swiftly into her itching twat, never missing a stroke. Back and forth his cock reamed. As he pushed forward, he felt her tongue leap out and lick at his hairy pelvis. Her arms reached out and went around his back, holding him close to her, making sure his cock wouldn't fall out.
Now the cock was in her tight ass again, jamming in and out, rapidly.
Ernie Atkins was in his own special heaven. His wife's mouth, cunt, and asshole were, as always, incomparable. He loved the different way each hole gripped his cock. It was as if he were fucking three different women at once.
The Cousin's Club had really been Ernie's idea. He and Laura used to take turns visiting Buddy and Susan, and Harlan and Nanette at their homes, as well as inviting them to their own house. After a while, Jack and Sydell joined in. But for the most part all they did was play charades, make a lot of small talk, and eat.
The idea of playing switch had come up jokingly three years earlier. Buddy had actually brought it up, but then admitted he was kidding. It was Ernie who had said, "Why not? Why just kid around? Hell, people have wife-swapping parties all the time."
At first, the women were reluctant, although Ernie knew Laura really liked the idea. It took very little persuading on his part to bring her, around to his way of thinking. When Laura finally agreed, Nanette also came around. When Susan saw Nanette agree, she finally assented, and Sydell, not wanting to feel left out, also agreed.
The first party was a quiet one when compared to the two that followed. At first, everyone was shy. It took a lot of drinking before Ernie and Laura finally stripped in front of the others and fucked away on the floor. It had been at Buddy and Susan's house. Ernie fucked his wife on the living-room floor, and after he'd finished, he'd invited Buddy to take a turn. Buddy stripped, fucked Laura, and gave her two climaxes before popping his own load.
Susan, seeing her husband get his rocks off, figured if her husband could fuck Ernie's wife in front of her, she could spread for Ernie in front of Buddy. So she stripped and let Ernie fuck her. She came twice, but Ernie held his jism back because by that time Jack was fondling Susan's tits. Ernie got off Susan and let Jack, who had stripped, take his place, while he turned to look for Sydell.
But Sydell, already undressed, was already being fucked by Harlan.
Only Nanette hung back – until Ernie grabbed her and all but raped her. Harlan was too busy in Sydell's cunt to notice how violently Ernie was fucking his wife. And by the time he did notice, Nanette was thoroughly enjoying herself. She had three orgasms before Ernie popped his second load of the night into her.
By that time the orgy was in full swing. Harlan had given Sydell such a naming, she begged Ernie not to put his thick prick into her twat. Ernie agreed, grabbing her by the neck and shoving her head down until her mouth had completely enveloped his cock.
For Sydell it was a totally new experience. She had never blown her husband, swearing it was too filthy a thing for her to do. But the moment Ernie had shoved her head down, she had automatically opened her mouth and swallowed his cock, and she didn't think it one bit dirty. In fact, she enjoyed sucking and chewing on his greased prick. She liked the way it filled her mouth. And from that night on, Jack received many a superb blowjob from his wife.
Before that first orgy party had ended, every man had fucked every woman. There at least once, and had been blown by at least two of them. And every woman had felt four different cocks inside her, as well as having at least two strange tongues dip into their pussies.
At the second orgy, a year later, the party got into full swing – everyone began taking their clothing off, and soon the fucking got into full swing. Each man fucked the nearest woman, and when he was finished, he fucked the woman on his right. Once again, everyone had a ball, and all the men fucked all the women, in addition to enjoying various forms of ass-fucking, cunt-eating and cocksucking pleasures. By the end of the second annual party all inhibitions among the four couples had completely disappeared.
It was at the last party, the third one, that Ernie had introduced the idea of playing games. The third party was held at his house, and Laura and he had purchased small prizes to be given to the various "winners" of the different games.
In the first game, each of the women had been blindfolded, and kneeling down, with their hands behind their backs. They were offered a solid hard-on to suck. Long before any of the men came, they switched around. They repeated this two more times, and then each woman was asked to name the order of the men they had sucked.
Ernie had kept an accurate written record of which woman had sucked which cock. Sydell won that contest, getting two out of four in the correct order. None of the other women were even close.
The second contest was a direct reverse of the first one, with all the men blindfolded, their hands behind their backs, and their tongues dipping into various cunts, one after another.
Buddy and Ernie ended up in a tie for that one.
Both had a keen sense of taste and were able to distinguish the exact order of the cunts they'd tasted. Harlan and Jack got two out of four.
Next came a fucking contest, where partners were selected by drawing names out of a hat. Then all four couples got down on the floor and began fucking. The first couple to achieve total orgasm was the winner. Both, the man and the woman had to come.
For a while it looked like Ernie and Sydell might win, because Ernie came very quickly, and still managed to retain a hard cock to help bring Sydell on. But while Ernie had reached his orgasm, Laura had also culminated, and Harlan, who was inside her, came before Sydell.
Because of the games, the party didn't break up until dawn. All four couples slept the clock around that Sunday.
It was at an intermediate party during the year, when all they did was talk, eat, and play charades, that the other three couples, Misty and Ira, Benny and Felice, and Merton and Becky, found out about the annual Cousin's Club.
The party had been at Sydell's house. She always liked inviting other members of the family, trying to get them to become regular members of their little group. She had accidentally let slip about the orgy to Misty, who had told brother Ira. Both were determined to join in the fun. The other two couples, Becky and Merton, and Benny and Felice, after careful consideration, were extended invitations. And both couples had accepted.
Still reminiscing, Ernie gave his wife's mouth, cunt, and asshole one cock-stroke each, plunging in, pulling out plunging into the next hole, pulling out, then rocketing into the next entrance, puling out, and going back to the first one. And he didn't miss a single beat.
The tickling of her tongue when he fucked his hard, thick cock into her warm, soft mouth, tantalized his cock. The firm clutch of her sopping cuntlips made sparks sputter through him, and her tight asshole, gripping and squeezing his thundering cock as it buried itself deep inside, caused him to groan.
He could see it was getting to Laura, too. After puling his rock-hard prick from her mouth, he plunged it into her cunt and began stroking it violently in there, feeling her shudder back and forth.
Her tongue licked his pelvis each time he plunged forward, and he was stroking more swiftly, more fiercely into her pussy, shortening his jabs so he could speed up his lunges. Laura's lovely, entwined body still managed to rock back and forth on the bed as she felt the blazing orgasm build in her sweet cunt. The ramming cock was igniting her climax.
Ernie's hands were under her, gripping the cheeks of her luscious ass, squeezing them in time to the way his white-hot cock was plunging in and out.
A desperate wantonness seemed to take hold of Laura. She wanted that orgasm. It was there, just barely out of reach, and she was yearning for it. Her well-developed pussy muscles now tightened, exerting a crushing grip on the pistoning prick. Her fingernails, digging into Ernie's ass, moved him to even greater speed. He slammed his prick into her hard, doing his best to fuck it deep into her belly.
Laura began squirming uncontrollably now, in spite of the way her legs were still twined behind her neck. That wonderful feeling was there, coming closer. Ernie had never failed her. He wouldn't, now.
And then it was there, exploding out from her pussy, making her engorged cunt tighten even more so Ernie could no longer move his cock inside her. Like a strong fist, her cunt gripped his greased cock and held it tight. Orgasm washed over her again and again.
The squeezing cunt became too much for Ernie. The way she was spasming got to him, and with one final stroke, he unleashed his spunk, bathing her frothing pussy with his seed. Shot after shot splattered against the neck of her womb, until he was finally out of cum.
"There," he said, withdrawing his cock as she unwound herself. "That'll take the edge off and make it a bit more fun for everyone."



CHAPTER SEVEN


Harlan Atkins was the quiet genius among the cousins. He had been the first to break away from the family business of manufacturing seatcovers. Electronics had always fascinated him, and he had made it his life's work.
He'd proven his cleverness in another way, as well. He had courted and married his first cousin, Nanette who, when he was close to thirty, had been a mere sixteen.
Nanette had always been vivacious in many ways, loving to sing and dance and play musical instruments. But when it came to fucking and sucking she was as shy as her husband was quiet, and Harlan was a very quiet man. Not wanting to force her to do anything, their sexual relationship had remained on a "straight" basis… until three years ago. The orgies changed everything.
At the first orgy Nanette hadn't meant to be the second female to agree, but after Laura had spoken up, she involuntarily agreed. When it came down to actual performing, she had hung back a while despite the way her husband had fucked Sydell. Though she enjoyed watching everything, she didn't think she was really ready to become personally involved.
It had been Ernie, the fat cousin, who had made her lie down on the couch where he'd started sucking her breasts and pushing his fingers between her thighs. She had actually fought him at first, pulling his hair, but his mouth had remained glued to her spike-nippled breasts, sucking strongly and building passion inside her.
"Don't hurt me," she'd begged when he'd finally thrown his massive bulk on top of her, almost knocking the wind out of her.
"Hurt you?" he had replied. "Nanette, I wouldn't dream of hurting you. I only want to bring you pleasure."
At first she was tense, afraid in spite of the fact her husband was across the room already fucking his cock into Sydell. But Ernie cupped her chin with one hand, and pressed his mouth to hers, using his tongue to wedge her lips apart. Then the tongue flickered into her mouth, caressing her own tongue.
Little by little she warmed up, kissing him back, letting her own tongue plunge into his mouth. He wanted to use his hands on her again, but he had to keep must of his weight from crushing her.
Ernie enjoyed sucking her tits, pulling her nipples into his mouth, one at a time. He'd found her nipples to be ultra-sensitive, and the more he worked on them, the less inhibited she became. Soon, her mouth was wide open, kissing him passionately.
Their kissing became more intense, until finally his mouth left hers and began wandering down her body, kissing her tits, her waist and her dimpled navel.
"Don't do that," she whispered, as his mouth hovered above her cunt. "I've never let Harlan do anything like that."
"Just lie back," Ernie told her. "Lie back and enjoy, and don't be so selfish."
"Selfish?" she asked.
"Selfish," he nodded. "You've been withholding this luscious pussy from your husband's mouth all this time. I'll bet you've never even sucked his cock."
"Get out of heft," she snapped. "Nobody does perverse things like tat!"
"Take a look at Laura and Buddy," he told her, pointing across the room to where Buddy was seated in a chair and Laura was on her knees in front of him with his cock deep in her mouth.
"How can she do that?" Nanette asked. "It's awful."
"The hell it is," Ernie replied.
Stunned, Nanette watched Ernie's mouth close over her cunt, and all she could do was lie there and thrill to the way his lips suddenly kissed her cuntlips. His lips burrowed deep into her sweet-tasting pussy, lapping through her dense forest and reaching for the sensitive area below. He pushed his tongue against her aroused clit just before letting it slice through the crack of her leaking cunt.
Nanette found she was suddenly bucking on the couch. His tongue moved faster and faster through her sweet, taut cunny, and she opened her firm thighs wider and wider.
Ernie's fingers now gripped her buttocks, digging in and holding her body steady so he could lap her cunt more completely. Even so, he could barely steady her ass as her hips began slamming up and down on the couch.
His tongue lunged into her tight hole and licked out more and more of her flowing cuntjuice. Then his tongue slurped through the furrow, straight up to her clitoris, and pressed hard against it, beating it back and forth until her frenzied bucking let him know she couldn't take much more of it.
He stopped working his tongue inside her. A moment later his huge body came down on hers. He slowly pushed his solid prick into her cunt. The feel of his meaty cock thrilled Nanette, and she pushed her cunt up to meet his plunging prick.
She felt her inner sensuousness building to even greater heights. He speeded up his fucking, wallowing in the tightness of her gripping vagina. With long, hard, thrusting strokes he kept her at a fevered pitch, ramming his hairy pelvis against hers. Even in the throes of her wildest ecstasy Nanette was amazed he could get all of his solid cock into her cunt. But Ernie was managing to fit all of his prick into her cunt up to the hilt, and Nanette loved every bit of it.
Her arms were around Ernie now, pulling him down. Nanette wanted to feel all of him. Her nails tore flesh streaks down his back. She slammed her pussy up again and again to meet his furious attacks.
Her second climax overpowered her, slamming into her, and her clutching cuntlips squeezed his moving cock so tightly, she thought he would surely come with her. But no, he was still fucking away, and to her surprised delight, she was enjoying it all the more.
She recalled how often Harlan had wanted to go down on her, and how often she had refused him. If that could trigger responses like these, she'd let an awful lot of years go to waste.
Once, she managed to look across the room where her husband was finishing with Sydell, and she smiled at him. He smiled back.
There was one more climax building in her, and this time she felt completely at ease as it started welling and growing larger. And damn it all, she was enjoying it. What was more, it would make her enjoy her husband all the more, too.
"I'm… gonna… come," she heard Ernie whisper.
"It's… all right," she told him. "My period ended two days ago. It's safe."
His fuck strokes became more concentrated, and now she wrapped her arms and her legs around his body, clinging to him. And then the orgasm overpowered her completely, causing him to blast wave after wave of hot, boiling cum into her cunt.
"Jesus!" she had said when Ernie had lifted his bulk from her. "Is it always that good?"
"Only if you make up your mind to give as well as receive. You still only know half the pleasure. When you start sucking cock, you'll first realize how great it is."
"I'll give it a try, right now," she had told him. Going to where her husband Harlan was sitting on the floor, she knelt down and without thinking, lowered her head and gobbled up his cock. If she was going to learn to be a cocksucker, it was only right the first cock she sucked was her husband's.
Now, three years later, because of the lessons learned at those special parties, she was wanton in every way. It was nine-thirty, and the cousins would be arriving shortly. Though she intended keeping her vaginal area unused until the fun began, she felt she wanted to blow her husband one quick time before everything started. She hurried upstairs to the bedroom where he was already putting his pants on.
"Not yet," she murmured, shutting the bedroom door and leaning against it. "Before any of the others get their mouths or pussies on that cock of yours, I want to taste it one more time."
Harlan dropped his pants and shorts, and stepped out of them. He was balding and a bit thin, but to Nanette he looked better than ever, and the length of his hard cock fitted nicely into her mouth.
She grabbed his asscheeks and yanked him forward to get the flail length of his cock in her mouth. He always loved the way she blew him.
She took his cock between both hands and rubbed it, watching the little beads of lubricant come seeping out of it. She lapped them up with her tongue, enjoying the smooth slipperiness of the cum as it slid down her throat.
Harlan's hands rested lightly on her head. Her lips surrounded the solid cock, savoring the feel of the spongeike glans. Her tongue ran underneath, rubbing his solid cock from the glans all the way down to the base. She knew she was doing it right when she felt the little tube on the underside of his prick begin to twitch. She was getting to him quickly.
It wasn't long before she felt the prick become harder as it swelled to its largest proportions. Her fingers tightened around his asscheeks, digging in as she prepared to receive his turn. It came flooding forth, filling her mouth so full, she was barely able to swallow before the next offering came showering forth. Again and again she swallowed, marveling at how much her husband could spend at one time.
"Come on," she said, when he'd finished. "The other's will be here very shortly."



CHAPTER EIGHT


Nanette and Harlan were dressed and downstairs when the doorbell rang. They welcomed Misty and Ira.
"How do we handle this?" Nanette asked her husband.
"We don't," he replied. "We let Buddy and Ernie take care of it."
After hanging up the coats of the visitors, they ushered them into the den.
"We hardly expected you two," Nanette said, offering them their choice of hard and soft drinks.
"We know," Ira smiled, "but we thought we'd join the fun, anyway."
"But you two are brother and sister," Harlan pointed out.
"So?" Misty asked, taking a Scotch and soda.
"So tonight is a sort of special party, strictly for marrieds."
"We're more married than you two," Ira calmly told them, taking a diet soda.
"Well, there's been a suspicion," Harlan nodded, "but no one really took it seriously."
"Take it seriously," Ira told him. "Misty's the best fuck around. I'm willing to share her now and again, provided we keep it in the family."
Buddy and Susan were the next couple to arrive, followed by Jack and Sydell. Ernie and Laura came soon after, and right behind them were Benny and Felice. Becky and Merton were the last ones to arrive. All were surprised to see Ira and Misty, yet all were willing to let them stay.
It was almost midnight before the party started to move.
"To make things easy on everyone," Buddy said, "I think we should all undress now so we can get down to having fun. Agreed?"
The others assented, and so all quickly got undressed.
"A suggestion," Ernie spoke up. "I feel we should properly initiate the newcomers before we get down to the regular fun and games. Is everyone agreed to that?"
No one disagreed.
They decided to make a game of that, as well. Harlan and Nanette, as hosts, would be the referees in the first game. It was to be a cocksucking contest. The three new women wrote their names on small pieces of paper, folded the papers, and put them in a hat. Buddy, Ernie, and Jack reached in and each took one of the pieces of paper. Jack got Becky, Ernie got Misty, and Buddy got Felice.
"No hands, girls," Harlan warned. "The women can't touch the pricks or asses of the men, and the men have to keep their hands off the women. The first cock to shoot will be the winner. The man who comes first gets a tube of lanolin for lubricating an ass. The winning female receives a spray-can douche with spearmint flavor."
"Ready," Nanette called out, and the women poised themselves before the already hardening pricks. "Set," she said, and their mouths opened. "Go!" she exclaimed, and without hesitation all three women went to work.
Becky took Jack's long, thin prick all the way to the back of her throat, almost gagging.
Automatically her mind measured this cock against Merton's. This one was longer, a bit thinner, and the texture of the skin was slightly smoother. Her compressed lips began sucking strongly, pulling on the flesh, making the rock-like staff even harder. The swollen, slippery head began rubbing back and forth against her tongue, pressing lightly against the top of her mouth, and Becky realized she loved the sensation. Her head bobbed up and down as her tongue continued rubbing the underside.
Felice's mouth slipped right over Buddy's aching cock. She was also making mental comparisons. She found Buddy's cock longer and a lot thicker, and just as hard as Benny's. Her tongue began working furiously the thick prick. Buddy's cock had a slightly different taste from that of her husband. She found it more difficult to compress her lips around Buddy's thicker shaft. She was going to win. Somehow or other, deep down, she knew she was going to win.
Her tightly closed lips rubbed along the full length of the meaty shaft. She felt it quiver and vibrate with burning heat, twitching against her tongue, adding to her pleasure and making her realize it was her mouth causing the sensations coursing through the thick, wonderful cock.
Buddy was sighing, his voice louder than those of the other two being fellated, and she knew she was getting all the way to him. Eagerly now, she sucked the pistoning prick in her mouth, feeling it shift from one cheek to the other. Her tongue licked furiously, reaching all the way out and trying to tickle his balls each time her head moved forward. Her nose rubbed his pelvis each time she shoved her face toward him.
Misty immediately knew she was dealing with a formidable cock. Ernie's prick was like her brother's, only it was considerably thicker and longer. Even the musky odor was like Ira's, and so she gave the thick prick her best. Her tongue snaked out and licked strongly around the purpling head. Each touch of her tongue made it twitch and bounce, and so she licked again and again, enjoying the way his cock jerked back and forth each time.
Then she opened her lips and swallowed in the flaring head. She sucked it into her mouth. She compressed her lips tightly around his cock and felt it swell even more thickly. Finally she eased her hold on the cock, and it slid the rest of the way into her mouth.
Although Ernie's cock was longer than Ira's, and a lot thicker, Misty took this chewy cockhead all the way into her gullet. Her tongue continued rubbing Ernie's balls.
Again and again he slammed his solid cock into her hungering mouth, ramming the seething head against the back of her throat. At one point Misty thought she could actually hear his prickhead go "thud" each time it touched the back of her throat.
Again and again her head pulled halfway back and then thundered forward, completely enveloping the hot prick.
Had she been sucking Ira's cock, Misty was certain she would have had him shooting his spunk, already. But this was a strange cock, not quite used to her oral techniques, which meant she would have to work all the harder.
To Ernie, his universe seemed to suddenly erupt as his thick cock felt Misty's lip massage. The feel of different lips and a different tongue made him writhe in blissful agony. That urgent longing in his cock needed satisfaction. He shuddered and shook as her lashing tongue washed across his cockhead.
Had he not come a few hours earlier, he'd have certainly filled her mouth to overflowing with rich sperm cream. Even so, the woman was doing such an expert job of cocksucking, he knew it was only a matter of thirty or forty seconds before he experienced his second climax of the night.
Jack was fucking his cock harder and harder into Becky's mouth, doing his best to jam his meaty prick all the way down her throat. And Becky wanted him to do it. She suddenly realized, much as she loved Merton, she wanted to feel another man's prick filling her gullet. She also wanted to taste the seed of another man and see if it was the same as Merton's. There was a certain pleasure in knowing she was sucking another man's cock in front of Merton.
Her head bobbed back and forth vigorously, and each time she plunged forward, she tried taking more of Jack's cock into her mouth. The more she sucked, the more she realized it was the thinness of Jack's cock that made it seem longer than it really was.
Jack, who a few hours earlier had been blown and fucked by his wife's sister Maisie, had believed no one in the world could match Maisie's outstanding cocksucking techniques, but Becky was every bit as good, if not better. Her strong-pulling lips and quick-flicking tongue made his prick swell to greater proportions.
Had it not been for the superb mouthing Maisie had given him before, Jack would have blasted a torrent of foaming jism into Becky's throat. He felt the sperm bubbling inside his balls, moving around and swelling as it got hotter and hotter. Soon it would come rising through his plunging prick and shoot out of the sensitive head, into Becky's mouth.
Buddy felt a wild turbulence in his balls. Felice was a good cocksucker. Considering the relatively short time she'd been married she was better than good, she was terrific!
His thick, stretched cock hammered in and out of the girl's sucking mouth at lightning speed. She had the good sense to keep her head still instead of trying to move forward. Because her mouth remained in place, he could fuck into it with the ease he practiced in fucking a cunt. It was one thing to be blown, and have a woman's mouth and tongue flutter all over one's cock, but it was something else to have her remain still as he literally raped her mouth. His plunging prick slammed in again and again, and just watching her blonde hair flying all over the place caused the semen in him to turn into flaming lava as it slowly began rising in his flesh tube.
Unlike the others, Buddy's mind wasn't on the winning of any prize. He concentrated strictly on the superb sensations in his prick.
With one final lunge Buddy rammed his entire prick all the way into Felice's lusting mouth, and without pulling back, he let his spurting come unload itself into her gullet. It poured forth in heavy, liberal quantities as he yelled, "I'm cooooommminggggg!"
The mute testimony to his orgasm was the white froth seeping from Felice's mouth. He was unloading such an immense quantity, she couldn't swallow fast enough, nor was her mouth large enough to hold all of his cum.
Again and again Buddy jerked his hips forward, and with each jerk another shot of jism charged into the eager girl's mouth. Valiantly she tried sucking harder and swallowing faster, but to no avail as Buddy continued his unending flow of cum.
Jack was the next to come, shooting a thick wad of white semen splattering against the back of Becky's throat. She gulped it down as quickly as he released it. He filled Becky's mouth with sperm.
And finally Ernie unleashed his own thick sperm. He sent dozens of short bursts into Misty's mouth, watching her throat contract as she hurried to drink the sporadic flow of semen.
God! he thought. God! What an absolutely beautiful face, and it looked so great impaled on the end of his pumping prick, drinking it all down. She drained his cock as if she were addicted to the stuff.
To Misty, the taste of his semen was a surprise. It was rich, thick, and it moved smoothly down her throat after leaving its savoriness on her tongue. He tasted as good as Ira, though a bit saltier.
Even before Ernie finished letting Misty have the last of his drippings, Harlan was saying, "Now it's the turn of the new males to eat our three females."
So Laura, Sydell, and Susan put their names on pieces of paper, and dropped them into the hat. Merton, Ira, and Benny drew the names out. Benny got Sydell, Merton got Susan, and Ira got Laura. The three women sat side by side on the wide couch and spread their thighs wide.
Ira knelt before Laura, staring straight into her hot pussy. He liked the rich, dark pink of her outer and inner cuntlips. There were a lot of people who swore all pussies looked alike, but Ira knew better. Each cunt was a new and different experience. Some were better than others, though he'd yet to find one like his sister's.
Yet the sight of Laura's pouting snatch, surrounded by rich, black, curling hairs, was as good a sight as Ira could have ever hoped to see.
Ira leaned closer, his eyes still glued to Laura's beckoning cunt, and he could feel the satin smoothness of her thighs. Everything looked healthy, smelled clean, and was arousing. The combined scent of a lightly perfumed douche, mingled with her cunt aromas, made his mouth water. Only a fastidious woman, who really cared about her vagina, smelled this good. Misty was the only other female he knew who took such good care of her snatch.
He licked slowly, letting his tongue lap one fleshy cuntlips and then the other, but not the cunthole. He kept her anticipating, and he could see her cuntlips already quivering, slowly releasing the juice. Her ass shivered and moved on the couch as if urging him on. Her soft, silken thighs were continually, moving around his head as he kissed each of them.
Laura was sighing. He urged her thighs higher, and she closed them tightly around his head. Languidly, Laura stared down at the top of Ira's curly head, staring at it between the full swells of her aroused tits.
And then Ira's tongue was sliding through her pubic hair and slithering into her hot, wet pussy. His tongue seemed to bore through the soft, surrounding pink flesh until the rear of his mouth was literally rubbing her clit.
His whole mouth was pressed tightly between her shimmering outer cuntlips as his tongue continued moving through the slick inner lips, plunging deeper and deeper into her pussy. Her full, soft asscheeks rose and fell against the sofa cushions. Her right fist was crammed in her mouth to keep herself from shouting. Her head lolled from side to side as Ira's tongue whipped in and out again and again, stopping only to lash at her clitoris.
Merton was busy with Susan's vibrant cunt. He paused once, to stare at the moist, pink, gaping hole. Then his head darted forward and buried itself at her seething cunt. The contact of his slobbering lips made Susan's head snap back against the couch as she raised her body slightly, shoving her pussy harder into Merton's sopping face.
This was Merton's first experience at eating a pussy other than Becky's, and he had to admit to himself it was more pleasant than he'd suspected it might be.
Susan had a delightful scent emanating from her pussy, and when his tongue lapped at the outer cuntlips, he found them thick with lubricating oils, and tasty. He especially liked Susan's rigid clitoris. It felt good against his tongue.
Without an instant's hesitation, Merton pulled as much of the warm, moist clit into his mouth as he could, pulling with his lips and licking with his tongue. And that was when Susan almost knocked him back on his ass. Her crotch rammed against his face as his tongue washed across her clit.
Merton's lips had a firm grip on her sensitive button, and literally pulled on it. His tongue roamed over it again and again.
The pressure of his lips against her clit was almost enough to make her come.
Susan's thighs slapped hard against Merton's cheeks and temples, then tightly imprisoned him between them. But it was the kind of incarceration Merton loved, and he had no intention of freeing himself.
The worm-like clit was Merton's primary area of concentration. His tongue laved over the inner parts of her slick pussylips. His burning breath penetrated into the flaming depths of her twat.
Susan's legs kept flailing against Merton's back, urging him to lick and suck faster. Her heels kept kicking him on his back, and she was shrieking out her ecstasy.
Finally Merton stopped working on the sensitive clit and let his tongue plunge into the depths of her cunt. Susan's ass rose a good eight inches into the air, as if someone had stuck a pin in her.
She spread her thighs wider, letting her pussylips open more, and now nearly all of Merton's face was being washed by her slavering cuntlips.
Sydell found the couch was getting a bit crowded, and so she had Benny lie flat on the floor on his back, and with her knees on either side of his head, lowered her wide-open cunt onto his face. Her lush forest of thick, long cunt hair spread over his face like the legs of a spider. Her gaping, pink cunt had a sweet, pungent odor.
The pussy came straight down and sucked in Benny's face. His eyes, nose and mouth were totally covered by her soft membranes as her clitoris rubbed between his eyes. Sydell was already rubbing her sodden cunt against his lapping tongue, shivering and shuddering, doing her best to maintain her balance without using her hands. Benny could feel her clit sliding in and out of his mouth, rubbing across his lips as she moved back and forth.
It was good-tasting, Benny had to admit to himself. Maybe it wasn't Felice's clit, but it was a good clit. And the black hairs were a change from Felice's blonde thatch. Inhaling the delightful aroma of the pussy made his nostrils dilate and quiver. He could feel his cock swelling. The more he ate, the hotter he became.
Benny opened his mouth wider and gulped more and more of Sydell's juices, which in turn caused her to rub her pussy all the harder against his lapping tongue.
God, she thought, if it hadn't been for Ernie, she might never have discovered the supreme enjoyment of having her cunt eaten.
She thought back to that first party they'd had, when Harlan had fucked her hot little cunt so hard, his cock had almost rubbed off the outer layers of skin on her vaginal walls. The sight of Buddy pounding his burning prick into Laura had really gotten to her. She and Jack had agreed it was time they joined in, and both had undressed.
Harlan had also undressed, though Nanette had been holding back, and while Jack, because of his natural timidity was afraid to approach Nanette, Harlan had come right over to her. His hands had rubbed her tits, and she knew she was going to fuck him. He had dropped her right there on the floor, and that was when he had given her the fucking of her life.
Immediately afterward, Ernie, who had abandoned Susan so Jack could take over, had really fucked Nanette good. When he'd finished with her, he'd walked over to her, his come-covered cock dangling between his thighs, swaying from one side to the other. And when she had begged him not to fuck her because Harlan had made her so sore, he had automatically grabbed her neck and simply shoved her face toward his meat.
At first, Sydell had thought she would be disgusted. But her mouth opened and the stiffening prick slid right in. And she liked the taste. She liked it so much, she let her mouth work freely over the full length of hot, tubular flesh, wanting more of the taste of the stuff she'd already licked off. In what had seemed like almost no time, she found her tongue and lips had brought him to blissful fulfillment, and he unleashed a splash of semen into her mouth.
From that time on, she had sucked Jack's cock almost every night, and he had learned to eat her pussy properly.
Benny was also a natural pussy gobbler. He was burning up with an inner passion of his own as his slurping tongue drove her to the highest peak.
Benny was really enjoying himself. Sydell's fragrant, tasty pussy made him hotter and hungrier, and he ate madly. His tongue worked in and out of her delicious hole.
The rich pinkness of Sydell's inner lips turned a deep, rich red. Her ass bounced as the outer cuntlips began fluttering open and springing shut. Her body stiffened, and suddenly she was climaxing, crushing him between her tightening thighs. The internal oils began splashing into Benny's hungering mouth. His mouth was stretched widely open, and one burst of lubricant followed another into his waiting throat.
Even as Sydell completed her climax, Laura was attaining her orgasm. Her body became rigid as Ira's sucking mouth drained her flowing juices with loud, gobbling, lip-smacking sounds until he was satisfied he'd sucked out every drop of her cuntjuice.
And then it was Susan's turn. Merton's lapping tongue rubbing against her clitoris finally brought her on. Her body continued slamming up and down on the couch as her thighs enveloped Merton.



CHAPTER NINE


A brief rest ensued.
Nanette served another round of coffee and tea. When she finally put the cups in the dishwasher, everyone looked at Ernie. The games were about to really begin, and he was the one who always thought them up.
"We begin," he said, "with a wheelbarrow race. Nanette and Sydell are the two lightest women here. Clear the tables and chairs out of here, so we can have room."
The coffee table and all the chairs were carried into the kitchen, and then Nanette and Sydell bent over on all fours at the far end of the room.
The men drew lots, and Merton and Ira won.
Felice was ordered to suck on both their pricks until they were hard, and then Merton went behind Sydell, and Ira behind Nanette, and both men plugged in. Then each man reached down and grabbed the ankles of the two girls. Each wrapped his arms around the girl's waist so his hold on her was secure and his cock wouldn't pop out.
"Now," Ernie said, "the object is yew simple. The girls will walk an their hands across the room and back, moving once each time the man inside her plunges forward, and stopping each time he pulls back. You keep going back and forth across the room until the first man comes."
Ira, who had inserted his cock into Nanette's asshole earlier, had come so quickly that time he hadn't been able to appreciate her tightness. But now, with his hot, quivering prick buried up to the hilt in her cunt, he felt his burning cock being saturated with her swamp-like wetness. Her vaginal walls clung to his cock.
Nanette, balanced on her hands, felt the distended head of the flaring prick pull back as his fingers clutched her belly tightly. And then the swollen knob began drilling its way into her seething, burning hole. As it filled her cunt she moved her hands forward. The mass of cock inside her rammed all the way up into her until she felt his dangling balls tickle her clit.
Over the years, ever since Ernie had plumbed her pussy with his own thick meat, Nanette had been able to distinguish between one cock and another inside her. Having been accustomed to Harlan's cock for so long, Ernie's prick had a totally different feel to it.
Later, when Buddy, who had the thickest prick in the group, had fucked her, she had instantly been able to feel the difference between his cock, and those of Ernie and Harlan. And finally Jack had fucked her, with the thinnest prick, and she had been able to distinguish his from all the others, too.
Now she felt Ira's stubby five-incher inside. But for all its shortness it seemed to be reaching into her, trying harder to find the opening to her cervix.
Easing back out, he pumped his cock back into her, moving through the clutch of her grasping pussy. Her right arm moved forward. He pulled back and punched it forward again, and once more she moved her left hand forward.
It was difficult this way. He couldn't pump speedily because she would never be able to keep up with him. She knew he wanted to fuck his cock into her at eighty miles an hour, but only a tremendous amount of willpower on his part kept him from doing so. She tightened the grip of her thighs around his waist, locking her ankles behind his back.
The solid, reaming cock in Nanette's frothing cunt was moving faster now, and she was walking on her hands that much more quickly. She and Ira were outrunning Merton and Sydell. Maybe it was because she exercised her body more than Sydell, not only keeping it thin, but finely muscled and well-toned.
Ira stared down at the firm asscheeks directly below his navel, looking at the deep, tight, hidden valley. Even now and again her asscheeks parted slightly, and he could see that tempting, tiny brown orifice he had fucked earlier. Little flecks of white oozed from it, letting him see part of his seminal deposit. His lurching became wilder each time he thrust his hammering cock to its full length inside her cunt.
The ecstatic pounding of his moving cock seemed to reach all the way into Nanette. She was all the way across the room now, and Ira was swinging her around so she could go back the other way.
Merton had started off badly. Sydell's clutching cunt was still a little dry, and he'd had difficulty pushing his seven inches into Sydell.
While Nanette and Ira were halfway across the room, Merton was still pulling Sydell's thighs around his waist, forcing his hardened meat into her very tight hole. Once her ankles were tightly locked around his waist, he used his thumbs to part her asscheeks so he could look down and see the way his firm, unbending cock was progressing into her pussy.
Finally, when the base of his fleshy cock was rubbing against those luscious asscheeks, he released her buttocks and watched the way they seemed to mold themselves around his intruding prick. He leaned forward and encircled her waist.
The sensation was so superb, Sydell wished she could fit his balls into her seething cunt along with the flaming cock.
"Fuck it into me!" she called back to him, walking on her hands in rhythm to the slow way he was fucking his solid prick into her steaming cunt. "Come on, Merton. Fuck me hard! Shoot your load into me!"
Merton was breathing heavily as he plunged his lengthy prick into Sydell's pussy.
Sydell continued moving forward on her hands while still slamming her ass back into Merton's thrusting pelvis. She felt his arms tighten around her belly, keeping her sucking cunt steady so he could thrust faster. The other couple was still way ahead.
Merton stared down at her smooth, soft white ass as she slammed it back into him again and again. He was glad this experiment in extra-marital fucking was turning out so well. Strange as it seemed, he knew if he and Becky continued on these sex excursions once a year, neither would get the urge for any outside fucking in secret.
The pounding cock kept slamming into her, its burning tip tickling the neck of her womb. Her body thrashed as she continued moving forward. Her dangling tits jiggled and her luscious ass shimmered.
Merton's lengthy prick became a forceful piston, sending delightful shivers into her cunt each time he plunged forward. He slammed his hard prick into her cunt, and as she continued moving forward, she rotated her hips, increasing the sensation for him, hoping it might bring his orgasm on. The swelling cock made Sydell think he might be on the verge, but no, he just kept on pushing it into her cunt at greater speed, making her move that much more quickly on her hands.
Ira and Nanette had made one complete crossing of the room, and Sydell and Merton were halfway back after having crossed once.
"Christ!" Nanette was yelling, "that feels great. I love it. Keep it moving, Ira. Your cock's terrific!"
Ira pounded his stubby prick into the depths of her cunt. Juices came seeping out around his punching dick. Sperm from Merton's cock, still lodged in Nanette's pussy from before, began sliding out the sides as Ira's prick moved in and out. Nanette wriggled her butt furiously on each instroke, in addition to walking forward.
Ira's hold around her waist tightened, pulling her luscious butt back even more. His thrusts were short, now.
"God," he muttered, "what a great fucking cunt! What a terrific snatch! What a wonderful pussy! Oh God!"
"Fuck her good," Misty was yelling. "Let her have it, Ira! Come on! Stuff it into her!"
And stuff it in he did. He fucked her so hard, she was literally running on her hands, still keeping perfect time to the way he was fucking.
Ira and Nanette were on their third lap when Merton and Sydell began their second. The latter pair was going at it more slowly. His long cock was methodically pumping all the way in and almost all tire way out.
Sydell came before any of the others, feeling the overpowering orgasm take complete control of her body. She shuddered, tightening her legs even more firmly around Merton's bucking body. Her cuntjuices came out in heavy torrents, rushing by Merton's thick prick, dripping onto the carpet beneath them.
Nanette, who had enjoyed only a mild orgasm earlier, when she had taken on the three new men, now felt her first real climax of the evening build inside her body. The cock stuffing her cunt finally made her lose the rhythm of his constant humping as she climaxed.
Floods of his burning jism suddenly poured into her snatch, mingling with the sperm previously deposited. The satin-smooth walls of her pussy constricted tightly around his probing prick, squeezing it as it rubbed inside her, and Ira began yelling, "Here it comes. God-a-mighty here it comes!"
"Yesssss," Nanette screamed, feeling the thick liquid geyser into her again and again, spurting wildly through her aching cunt.
Torrent after torrent raged into her, setting off a whole series of climaxes. She was no longer trying to support herself on her hands, but was squirming all over the floor. Her legs were still tightly wrapped around Ira's waist. One of his hands was rubbing her erect clitoris, enhancing her feelings even more. She alternated between gasping and screaming.
Sydell was already on her second climax when Merton's lengthy strokes finally brought him to the peak. A flood of fiery spunk spurted into the narrow, clutching cunt, inundating her with the thick, whitish sperm.



CHAPTER TEN


While Ira, Nanette, Sydell, and Merton lay on the floor, the beginning of the next game was already in progress.
This was a sixty-nine contest. In this game, all climaxes counted, male and female. But it was a question of which couple would come first. The prize was a vibrating dildo for the winning female, and a French tickler for the winning male.
This time the contestants were Ernie and Felice against Buddy and Misty. Both men were experts, and both realized there was no need to hurry.
Buddy lay flat on the floor and Misty hovered above him, her head facing toward his groin. She let her small tits hang as best they could, rubbing her enlarged nipples against Buddy's lips. First one solid protrusion rubbed his lips, and then another. Buddy opened his mouth, letting his tongue snake out and lick each nipple as it slid by, causing arrows of electricity to charge trough each nipple.
She held her left nipple above his licking tongue for a few moments, then, when the sensation became too much to bear, she shifted and let his tongue lap at her right nipple. Soon both nipples were fully swollen, gorged with her own blood.
Now the thrills started spreading farther trough her body. She pressed her body harder against his face, pressing her right nipple deep into his mouth. His tongue sucked the titflesh between his teeth, rolling over it as it licked, and Misty gasped in delight.
Tugging her aroused tit from his mouth, she slid forward a little at a time, feeling his superb tongue lick across the flatness of her tummy.
Farther and farther along she moved, drawing her body along his, knowing in almost no time his talented, working mouth would soon be sunk deeply in the very pit of her flaming pussy.
She felt his hands slide up along her thighs, his fingers tightening their grip on the cheeks of her ass. As she ground her cunt against his face, his hands gripped her ass even more firmly as he tugged her down, bringing her hot beaver to his waiting lips. Her thighs spread wide, causing her pouting cuntlips to part, and their inner walls washed over his face, stopping their movement only when she felt his knifing tongue slice straight up and into her blazing cunt.
He was good, she decided. He was damn good. He was as good as Ira, and maybe even better. His lapping, searching, licking tongue was everywhere within her broiling cunt.
The swirling tongue moving in her cunt roused dormant feelings in Misty. She'd felt like this only when Ira had first started eating her, a long, long time ago. Her body arched up for a moment, pulling away from him. The titillation was too good. She was feeling something wild, yet she wasn't building toward a climax.
Her face hung above his rigid cock, but so far her mouth had made no move toward it. She was too concerned with her own satisfaction for the first time in her life. With Ira she would never have dared to think about self-gratification in any way.
Buddy, realizing she was not responding properly, gripped her asscheeks tightly again, and went into a hundred-and-eighty-degree turn, laying her flat on her back on the carpet while his swollen cock stabbed her in the face. His face sank into her bubbling cunt, anxiously mouthing and lapping it, letting his tongue roll over the hard, erect little clit. He slurped voraciously, feeding noisily like a hog at supper.
Misty felt his smooth, thick, lengthy cock brush against her lips. She stared at the swollen staff of his broad cock and the huge, pendulous balls. Her tongue lashed out and swiped across the bulging purple head already leaking its tasteless, colorless residue. Her hands went up to caress the iron-solid cockshaft, bringing it in line with her thin, red lips. The rubbery knob slipped into her mouth, and his cock felt so chewy she couldn't resist pressing it with her teeth. The pressure made more of his cockjuice seep out onto her hungry tongue.
Damn! she thought. It tasted good. It was every bit as good as Ira's, and even as good as Ernie's. It filled her mouth a bit more, being thicker than either of the other two, sliding across her tongue and down her gullet.
She sucked strongly, squeezing more of the colorless ointment onto her tongue, almost as if she were sucking on a tube of condensed nourishment. The pressure of her grasping lips forced the contents within into her hungry mouth.
The heavy cock slid partially out then slammed back in again, and she savored the sensation of the elastic glans pushing into the softness of her throat.
And for each move her head made, bobbing back and forth on the engulfed prick, Buddy's head made a countermove in her slavering pussy. His tongue swiped through the trench of her simmering cunt, licking deep into the recesses of her pussy, sucking out her cuntjuice.
Ernie and Felice had each had at least one orgasm each that night, and unless both were superhuman, they too would be sucking for quite a while before coming.
Felice and Ernie had started a bit differently than Buddy and Misty. Felice was lying on the sofa and Ernie was standing over her. Felice had her tingling, slender fingers surrounding Ernie's growing cock, stroking and tickling it, though she occasionally gave the hardening cock a sadistic tug because she was impatient.
"You have a nice cock," she whispered, a gleam in her eyes as her other hand now began cupping his ball-heavy sac, lightly squeezing them, creating a mild sensation of pleasant pain shooting through Ernie's crotch.
"And you have a gorgeous set of tits," Ernie replied, staring down at the full, round, swollen orbs. Each tit was a white globe of perfection with silver-dollar-sized areolas of rich pink. And in the middle of those areolas were her solid, reddish nipples.
"My body pleases you?" she asked coquettishly, her one hand tugging vigorously on his now-standing prick while her other hand held his balls, applying just enough pressure to rouse him to greater heights. Her tugging pulled him even closer to the couch. His eyes feasted on the wide-open pinkness between her thighs. She had one leg up on the back of the sofa and the other trailing on the floor. Her blonde bush of curly cunt hair let him know she was a genuine blonde.
"Your body could bring a dead man to life," Ernie murmured.
He could see the syrup forming on Felice's puffy cuntlips, seeping from the pinkness between them, glistening as it dripped on the sofa. Now she had lowered her leg from the top of the sofa and was teasing him by opening and closing her thighs while she was squeezing his balls.
"When I suck your cock do you want me to bite it?" she asked.
"Yes," Ernie nodded. "I want you to bite my cock and suck my balls," he told her, watching her thighs open and close more rapidly, feeling his genuine hunger for her build higher. Her beautiful lower body looked startlingly erotic.
Then the thighs parted widely and her dew-filled pussy was completely exposed to his hungry eyes again. He found her Mound of Venus as arousing as her sweet cuntlips, and as her passion for him increased, he saw the cuntlips oozing with juice. It looked sweet and glistening.
Her swollen tits bobbled excitingly as she squealed, "Now, Ernie. Now. Climb on me and ram that luscious cock down my throat and shove your head into my boiling cunt. Now!"
"Now!" Ernie echoed, climbing onto her, facing her deep pink gash.
"Now!" she repeated as his knees straddled her lovely blonde head. "I want to suck that cock until it's bone-dry, while I stare at your balls and your asshole. Maybe I can't fuck your asshole, but I can sure lick it."
She almost snorted when Ernie's face sank between her thighs and licked her burning pussy with the sweet, syrupy flow bubbling from it. Her white, creamy thighs compressed tightly around his ears, and he couldn't hear a thing.
"Yowww!" she screamed, as his tongue sliced through her fleshy pussy. His chin rubbed solidly against her already extended clitoris, and he could feel her soft, mossy pussy hair rub against his throat.
The touch of her hair against his face excited Ernie with passion, and he used his tongue to spear deeply into her, sucking out huge quantities of her cuntjuice. He drank deeply, and it still wasn't enough. He wanted more.
Felice's tongue wrapped itself around his fleshy prick, taking a firm hold on the flanged ridge of the swollen corona.
"Mmmmmmm," was all she could say with his solid meat encased in her mouth.
Her ardor was becoming more and more intense as his thrusting tongue whirled around inside her pussy, flushing it out.
When the flashing tongue came out of her cunt and went to work on her clit, Felice began moaning. The taste of her delightful cunt made his tongue scoop through her stretched cuntlips again and again, making her slam her crotch into his well-oiled face.
"Oh Jesus!" she was yelling. "This is so great!" He began churning his hips as if trying to screw his thick cock down her throat. A chilling thrill went through him as he felt his balls slap against her chin. Her hands reached around and squeezed his ass, letting one of her fingers rub against his quivering asshole.
His mouth continued sucking her snatch, his slithering tongue thrusting deeply into the honeyed pit. Then it withdrew and whirled around her strumming clit, causing her to arch her back and push her creaming cunt against his face. His hands had to tighten their hold on her luscious ass in order to steady her.
His forefinger was seeking the tight entrance to her hot rectum, pressing against the constricted asshole. Finding the anus too tight and dry, his finger fucked into her cunt for a few seconds, then withdrew and returned to her asshole while his tongue sank all the way back into her pussy.
Then his finger pushed into the tight, grasping shithole, ramming all the way in, making her buck uncontrollably.
Felice had Ernie's full length of hardened cock filling her mouth and part of her throat. She sucked the prick with energetic gusto, chewing on the hairy base. Then she pulled the lengthy cock out of her mouth and began lapping his balls, making them tighten and draw up against his body. He shook as she took some of the loose scrotal skin between her teeth, nipping and pulling on the hairs. Ernie could feel his cock whack against her chin as her hand began rubbing it.
She finally released his balls and pulled him down even more, staring, directly into his asshole. Then her tongue leaped out and attacked it, pushing against the resisting elastic ring of his sphincter.
Ernie felt as if someone were trying to shove an electric prod up his ass. He continued pushing his finger in and out of her rectal cavity.
Felice squealed and withdrew her tongue from Ernie's asshole so she could replace it with her finger again. She drove the finger straight in, feeling him buck hard as her digit rammed home. At the same time she rotated her cunt against his lusting tongue, feeling an orgasm beginning to build in her oversensitive cunt. The flaming core of her pussy accepted his lashing tongue as he sucked out the tantalizing flow of juices.
Ernie realized he had her going good, now. There was every probability he could make her come quickly by chewing on her fully-extended clit and shoving two fingers into her pussy, while another finger continued working in her anal canal. But her climaxing without him was no good. No, Ernie decided to hold her orgasm back a little longer.
Felice's thighs surrounded Ernie's face, her squeezing asshole shoving back hard on his finger as she returned her head between his wide-open thighs, her finger tilling his asshole and her other hand tightly gripping the solid base of his hard cock.
Ernie was sucking on her sweet cuntlips while his left forefinger continued fucking between her heavenly white asscheeks, naming deeper and deeper into her asshole.
"Oh Jesus!" Felice was yelling. "Great God!" she cried, her finger violently shoving in and out of Ernie's rectum while her mouth became filled with his long, thick cock. She crammed the entire length of meat into her mouth and down her throat, squeezing the softness of her throat around the rubbery head. She was rubbing and humping her pussy against his mouth and tongue, actually forcing her cuntlips into his wide-open mouth.
Meanwhile, Buddy was rhythmically punching his hard cock deep into Misty's throat. His mouth was bathed with Misty's juices as she was reaching one hasty pinnacle after another without stopping. He knew, all he had to do was climax once, and the whole thing would be over. This was probably the wildest piece of ass he'd ever known, and he had known more than his share of women.
Buddy felt the mad thrill begin surging inside him. He was going to come, and it was all due to the splendid way Misty was gobbling his cock. He shot his wad deep into Misty's throat at the same time Ernie unleashed his spunk into Felice's gullet. And the blonde matched him by coming, herself.
It was a tie.



CHANTER ELEVEN


It was the best Cousin's Club meeting they'd ever had. The addition of the three new couples had enhanced the games.
Harlan and Benny were the next two males selected. And their partners were Susan and Becky. Once again it was Ernie who decided what game should be played. This one was going to be slightly different.
First, the two women joined in a lesbian sixty-nine position on the floor, with Susan underneath and Becky on top. Each glued her mouth to the lush, swollen pussylips of the other.
Harlan lifted Susan's buttocks up so he could fit a pillow underneath. This brought her asscheeks in line with his cock.
Benny knelt behind Becky and pressed his solid cock against her tight anal ring.
"This time," Ernie announced, "the orgasms don't have to be jointly attained. The female who wins is the one who makes the other female come first. This way each woman will be striving to do her best to make the other woman climax first. The man who wins will be the one who helps the winning female. In other words, if Becky comes first, Susan is the winner, but so is Benny because his prick will have helped bring about Becky's orgasm. Ready! Go!"
Becky's face was resting in Susan's cunt, nipping lightly at the hairs. Her burning breath flowed through the bushy thatch, her sensitive fingers just barely touching Susan's skin.
Susan, her own mouth already sucking strongly on Becky's moisture-laden cuntlips, nibbled at Becky's clitoris. She let her tongue roam over it again and again, applying heavy pressure as the penis-like head of the pin-sized clit came swelling out to greet her tongue.
Harlan, meanwhile, was letting Becky's tongue wash over his cock so he could slide it easily into Susan's tight ass. He felt Becky take the time to stop laying Susan's cunt long enough to coat his blood-swollen prick with her slippery spittle. The tongue ran up and down, lapping on all sides, and finally, she let him push his cock down her throat for a moment, just to give it a final coating.
To Harlan, it felt so good he was tempted to forget about Susan's asshole and just let his steaming cock bask in the warmth of Becky's mouth.
Withdrawing his solid meat from Becky's mouth, he premed the rubbery, leaking tip of his prick against Susan's tight asshole. He knew Susan was purposely keeping her ass muscles tightly clenched in order to make entry more difficult for him. But Harlan realized he would eventually make his way in with patient persistence. So he pushed harder, literally forcing his rubbery knob to probe into Susan's tightness. His prickhole continued leaking more, and more lubrication, and all the oil bathed the tight ring into which he was trying to fuck.
Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of resistance, Susan's sphincter slowly began yielding, and his hard prick began to slowly enter. At first it seemed as if the sphincter were attempting to push his cock out, but once he'd sunk his prick halfway in, her gripping asshole sucked him the rest of the way in with no difficulty whatsoever.
Feeling the huge cock penetrate her asshole, Susan rotated her ass, clutching tightly, doing her best to keep him from moving his prick too quickly inside her. She was used to feeling Buddy's thicker cock reaming her ass, so holding Harlan was no great problem. She tried harder than ever to concentrate on sexless things while shoving her tongue against Becky's snatch.
Becky, meanwhile, was in a frenzy. Poised over Susan's slavering cunt, she felt Benny's cock slide right into her tight asshole and begin fucking vigorously. The silly prizes meant nothing to her, knowing she would have an orgasm soon enough, anyway. The big question was, could she lick Susan to her come first?
She had never lapped a woman before. When she had been selected for this particular game, the idea of lapping another woman's hole made her feel queasy. Then she thought how many times Merton had kissed, lapped, and sucked her cunt, and she figured, if Merton could do it, so could she. Hell, she could feel Susan's mouth nibbling away without the slightest hesitation. Well then, why shouldn't she?
Squealing with delight, shoving her ass hard against Benny's cock, she plunged her face down into Susan's pussy as if she meant to shove her head inside.
Susan, despite trying not to think about what was going on, was lubricating in buckets, and the sticky, slippery cuntjuice was smearing itself all over Becky's face.
Becky realized Susan's oil was as tasteless as the colorless liquid often seeping from the head of Merton's delicious cock, and so she opened her mouth and swallowed a big gob of the stuff, jamming her face deeply into the pink-lipped slash. Eagerly she sloshed her mouth trough the steaming cunt channel, anxiously licking the slippery slot. Swan's thick cuntjuice clung to her face, from her forehead to her chin. Becky opened her mouth wide and pasted her lips to the hairy muff. She made hungry sounds as her tongue stroked deep into Susan's flaming snatch.
The taste of Susan's pussy became more and more delicious to Becky as her tongue spooned in again and again, lapping through the fluttering cuntlips. And that was when she felt Susan's tongue caress her throbbing clit. Hell, if Susan's mouth could make her shudder that way, there was no doubt she could do the same to Susan.
Lifting her face out of the foaming cunthole, feeling the juice falling off in thick, heavy drops, Becky looked for the woman's stiff, red clitoris, and saw it barely peeping out from behind a fold of meaty cuntflesh. Down went her mouth, her tongue avidly seeking out the hardening button of tender flesh. She licked and lapped strongly, feeling the little sensitive nub slowly enlarge and grow until it was a full inch away from her pussy. She gripped it tightly between her lips and rolled it around, applying as much pressure as she dared without hurting Susan.
And Becky felt Susan's involuntary response as Harlan continued poking his solid prick deep into the other woman's asshole. From her position, Becky could see the cock slip in and out, and the rim of Susan's sphincter muscle seemed to be tightening around it, pushing his cock almost all the way out on the out thrust, and sucking it all the way in on the in thrust.
Becky was tempted to run her tongue against the cock each time he plowed in, but she changed her mind. Harlan's cock was supposed to be making Susan come, too. She knew just what kind of pleasure Susan was feeling, because Benny's prick was applying the same kind of pressure in her own body.
Benny backed his heavy, cock out a little, then shoved it all the way back in. The swollen mass of cockmeat slid in easily, plunging farther into her asshole. With every fuck-thrust, Benny made sure he fucked his solid cock into her all the way. Becky's rectal tunnel felt completely plugged with his fleshy cork. Even so, Becky's asshole was widening to accommodate his cock.
To Becky, there was no pain in her ass. Nothing filled her mind but two facts: first her ass was being stuffed wonderfully, and second, her mouth was overflowing with the nectar-like juices pouring from Susan's slit. She thrilled to the feel of Benny's balls battering against her asshole each time he shoved his full hard-on all the way in.
In the meantime, Harlan's cock was enjoying the pressure being applied by Susan's asshole. His prick moved in so swiftly he wondered whether he might actually drill his way trough the thin wall separating her ass from her cunt. But no, it slid along the groove of her asshole, flung it again and again. He could hear Becky's tongue slurping in and out and around the watering hole of Susan's cunt, and Susan's ass was jiggling from side to side, keeping time to the way his pulsing prick was pounding into her.
He continued fucking his swollen cock deep into her tight shithole, and his action spurred Susan to slurp her tongue and lips into Becky's wide-open pussy. Ecstasy was slowly starting to build inside Susan, even if she didn't want it. Harlan was actually squatting while fucking, supporting the woman with his naming cock rubbing back and forth inside her asshole.
Harlan's thrusting cock seemed to be reaching into her, attempting to make her asshole longer, deeper and tighter, this creating a stronger friction. Susan continued moving her tongue between the full, lush lips of Becky's frothing snatch. The soft, pink, puddled flesh seemed to kiss her mouth each time her tongue plunged deeply inside. The burning open slit emitted forceful heat, and now Susan knew she would be orgasming shortly, and she had to make Becky come. Her tongue slurped through the pink meat again and again, the moist cuntlips closing around her face. A sizzling flame was building in her own body, and Susan knew she couldn't hold it off much longer.
The honey-sweet scent overpowered her nasal passages. The meat of Becky's cunt urged her on. Her tongue swiftly fucked in and, out. Her ruttish, wanton pussy was twitching as Becky's hungering mouth slurped again and again.
Becky's fingers gripped Susan's anal cheeks harder, pulling them wider apart so Harlan's lunging cock moved easily through Susan's rectal passageway. Her tongue alternated between shoving itself deep into the other woman's simmering hole and popping out to lick the vibrating clitoris. At one point Becky bit down on the piece of soft meat, and she felt Susan writhe uncontrollably. Only Harlan's impaling cock kept Susan's ass from swinging all over the place. Still, Susan managed to control her orgasm.
Becky continued devouring the lush, reddish-pink folds of Susan's cuntmeat, going at it with unbridled gusto, sucking the cuntlips, one at a time. Her obscene sucking sounds filled her own ears. The muscles in her throat and plunging tongue were beginning to ache. She didn't know how much longer she could hold out, and wondered if Susan's mouth felt the same way. Still she worked her tongue deeply into the hairy hole. She swallowed more of Susan's cuntjuice.
Benny was pulling back all the way and ramming his fiery prick in right up to the hilt. He was breathing heavily, knowing his own orgasm was very near, and if his reaming prick couldn't assist Susan in making Becky come, Susan would have to finish the job herself. One didn't fuck an ass like this without eventually having a wild orgasm. Fortunately Nanette had taken the edge off a premature ejaculation by giving him a quick blowjob. But he had been so horny from having lapped pussy earlier, and watching Felice suck cock, he'd popped that first wad almost immediately after shoving his prick into her mouth. Her tongue had tickled his glans and had made him shoot like crazy. He'd even wondered how Nanette had managed to swallow all of his cum. He'd even wondered if he'd be able to grow another hard-on.
His cock was slicing deep into Becky's ass, almost ripping the flesh of her rectal tube as it stabbed between the full, lush, round cheeks again and again. Her plump ass twisted and churned under his plunges as his thighs slapped against the round pillows of her asscheeks. He felt the tight, brown sphincter clasp his thrusting prick, squeezing it as he withdrew. Her rectum gripped his flaming cock, and then it seemed to open wider.
His semen was really churning in his balls now. The crazy feelings trickled through his thighs, making him shudder. He fucked faster now, watching the way his loaded cock disappeared into her ass again and again, seeing Susan's face, her tongue working in and out of Becky's cunt.
The sensation was becoming too much to bear. Any moment now he'd orgasm. It was the first time since his marriage that he was fucking an asshole other than the one belonging to his wife, and the difference was what was causing his seed to boil up so fast.
Harlan, who had been blown by Susan at least once during their three previous sessions, and who had fucked her cunt at least twice, was using her ass for the first time. And so he was enjoying himself that much more. He tingled with excitement each time he pushed his swollen cock deep into her stretched asshole. Oddly, he had never attempted anal intercourse with Nanette. And she had somehow escaped having to undergo taking a cock in her ass during the three previous meetings. So it was that Harlan was fucking his first ass.
The cunt-lapping was taking its toll on both women. Each was heartily gobbling now, but each could feel sparks flicker in her own pussy as the other woman licked strongly.
Becky's lack of experience was what finally made the difference. Her sloshing cunt being eaten by a woman as well as a prick invading her asshole began building her to a musing send-off. Her body tensed as her face sank deeper into Susan's pussy. Her ravaging climax churned into an explosion. A seizure shuddered through her body. She clung tightly to Susan's asscheeks, digging her fingers in deep as she violently sucked on the throbbing clit of the other woman.
Benny, unable to control his own ejaculation, unloaded the hot, boiling liquid into Becky's ass. He fired again and again, almost feeling Susan's plunging tongue buried deep in Becky's cunthole. Again and again he shot wad after wad deep into her anal depths, blasting his cum into her colon.
The excitement of Becky passed to Susan, and now she could feel her own climax quickly closing in on her. It swooped down on her. Her ecstatic cries were muffled by Becky's sloshing pussy still surrounding her mouth. Her body seemed to freeze as her mouth opened wide and sucked in Becky's cunt. Shudder after shudder racked her body, making her thrust back strongly against Harlan's cock.
A second orgasm overtook Susan immediately after the first, and she realized it was an anal crisis. It thundered through her, meeting with her vaginal explosion.
Her convulsions caught Harlan's thrusting cock as it was plugged all the way in. He tried pulling back, but every muscle in Susan's ass clutched him tightly, and the friction suddenly caused his sperm to fountain forth, splashing into Susan's unyielding ass. White splashes spurted into her crushing asshole as her thighs closed around Becky and almost crushed her head.
Finally, all four went limp, and the men withdrew their sodden peckers.



CHAPTER TWELVE


Jack and Laura were the only two who hadn't participated in any games yet. Everyone agreed any contest between the two of them would be unfair.
Laura was capable of a dozen orgasms to one of Jack's. It was agreed that both would receive small prizes. Jack got a penis ring, designed to fit around the base of his cock after an erection had been achieved. The way it tightly clutched the organ would maintain his erection until he satisfied any woman.
Laura received a foot-long dildo.
But the two had to perform for the full satisfaction of the others. Laura lay down on the floor and Jack hovered above her, admiring her full, round tits. Jack's fingers played over them, causing her brown nipples to grow larger.
He kissed her hard, feeling her mouth suck his tongue in. Laura squirmed, writhing as his tongue snaked its way into her throat, before running down to her upstanding nipples. He sucked one into his mouth, his tongue licking it again and again, causing it to swell.
Her hands pulled at his hair as he began chewing her other nipple, sucking on it. Then he engulfed nearly the entire tit into his hungry mouth, letting his tongue continue to roam across her turgid nipple.
"Oh God!" he heard her mutter, as she crushed his head against her body.
Fucking Laura, would be a pleasure for Jack.
His hands slid lower, one in front, the other in back. His fingers carefully slid across her skin. One hand rubbed the soft mound of her belly while the other cupped the globes of her ass. His mouth continued working on her sensitive nipples, sucking first at one, then returning to the other.
Now his mouth released the hold it had on her heaving breasts, and his tongue slowly licked its way down her belly. He could feel her sucking in her breath.
Both hands began moving between her thighs, one from the front, the other from behind. The front one moved through the curled moss of her pelvis, already soaking with thick cuntjuice.
Laura arched her body, letting one of Jack's hands slip between her buttocks and press against her tight, squeezing asshole, while his other hand pressed against the swollen lips of her heated cunt. The oily substance covered his finger and then his hand as his palm rubbed her reeking pussy. The lubricant began to pour heavily out of her burning cunt, seeping into the crack between her ass. It covered the finger touching her asshole, making it slippery. His finger rubbed her quivering rosebud shaped anus, and little by little her squeezing sphincter yielded.
Laura felt his linger plunge into her rectum. For an instant it unnerved her, making her feel as if she might shit. And then she relaxed as his finger touched sensitive, erotic nerves.
A second sensation began coursing its way into her as his thumb began massaging her clitoris. She began bouncing up and down, unable to control herself. Her pussylips parted to admit his fingers.
First the center finger almost forced its way into the tight opening, past the inner cuntlips. It touched the upper wall of her blazing channel and she screamed.
Another prickling feeling began to course through her blistering nerves. Laura felt Jack's tongue delve into her navel. She squirmed. The finger in her squeezing asshole made her shudder. Now three fingers crowded into her lathered cunt, making pleasure fill her quim to the brim.
Jack felt his swollen cock throb. He wanted to bury it in the hot soaking chamber.
Not yet, he thought to himself. Not yet. Laura was far from ready. She was too good a cunt to hurry. Hers was a sweet pussy to savor. It needed a proper warm up before he plunged his cock deep into paradise. He'd make her squirm plenty when his red-hot prick finally stretched her cuntwalls. He'd make her writhe and wriggle in all kinds of ecstasy. He'd bring her to as good a climax as any of the others, if not better. His cock was as good as theirs. And Laura was reacting properly to the fingering he was giving her. Good! Very good!
He moved his head lower, slipping three fingers from her slick vagina, drinking in the beauty of the lovely, hair-fringed hole. He drooled as he stared at the pouting outer cuntlips.
Jack hungered for that lush, wet cunt. He pushed the finger in her asshole a little deeper, forcing her to raise her body slightly. He could see the coral color of the inside of her cunt. Blood filled those pussylips. Above them, her pulsating clit stood out, begging to be fingered.
As Jack's head neared the cunt, he breathed in the scent of Laura's pussy, and it made the blood pound in his head. He inhaled deeply, savoring her aroma, and his nose rimmed her oil-secreting cunt long before he let his tongue strike.
He couldn't hold back. Jack wanted to drink her cunt dry. His tongue reached out and lapped the juices at the bottom of the hole, and he felt her thighs contract. His tongue slurped into the center of her creaming cunt, lapping away furiously. The flesh was succulent. His tongue ran from one end of her slash to the other, slithering into the slit as deeply as it would go.
The silken clasp of her cuntlips on his tongue stoked the fires in his cock. He felt it straining. Christ! This woman was everything a woman should be. She had to be just about ready for a good, solid fucking.
Laura was in paradise at that moment. All the other cousins seemed far away. Jack was very good at what he was doing. Oh, he was no Ernie, but then Ernie had been handling her pussy for more than sixteen years.
The electric thrill of her pussy being eaten out so expertly by his flailing tongue set her off. When his tongue touched the quivering button of her swollen clit, she experienced her first climax. It started at her throbbing crotch and spread through the rest of her body. Then the second climax hit, and she realized she'd be going through a whole series of them before she reached the big one.
"That's great, Jack. Terrific." Jack continued lapping. His tongue probed against the delicate flesh of her cuntlips, moving to the hardened nub of her quivering clitoris, licking and sucking it, and then it returned to the depths of her pussy.
To Jack, Laura's delightful cunt was a wealth of rich tastes with a flavor like nectar, drawing him on and on. He pressed his yearning mouth to her pussy.
Laura yanked his face tightly against her hungering cunt, at the same time bouncing her body and ramming the finger in her ass ever deeper.
After a while, Jack became aware of her orgasms. Following her third, he raised his cunt-smeared face from between her loins, and asked, "Had enough?"
"You have to be kidding! I'll never have enough of this."
"You have to do me as well," he told her.
"I will, I will," she promised. "I'll do anything. Whatever you say, only keep eating my pussy."
"I could gobble you for days."
He plunged into her pussy. Her curling pubic hairs tickled his nose as his mouth and tongue covered her dripping cunt. He sucked strongly an her rigid clit. His tongue sang all the way in.
Laura's juices poured out of her cunt. She was emitting so much of it now, it was too much for Jack to swallow. Shot after shot of the honeyed liquid covered his face, his cheeks, stinging his eyes.
Jack drank down as much as he could, amazed a woman could lubricate so heavily, but loving every bit of it. His tongue speared into her fiery hole again and again.
Her cunt continued spewing out more and more of the syrupy liquid.
At one point Jack pulled his tongue from her pussy and planted his lips on her clit again, sucking on it hard. Pulling his finger from her clutching asshole, he used both hands to grab her cheeks and squeeze while he sucked on the red flesh of her hardened clitoris.
With the stiffened clit gripped tightly between his lips, Jack began to whip his tongue across it unmercifully.
Laura began to wail with passion. Her puffy, vaginal lips became swollen. Jack heard Laura moan and scream as her first big climax overwhelmed her. And as the lips of her cunt contacted, spurts of cuntjuice almost drowned him. Her cunt opened and cuntjuice cascaded against his hungry mouth.
Jack sputtered and choked, and yet kept on drinking.
He heard her scream, "No more, no more. I can't take it!"
Jack finally stopped. He crawled up beside her and lay there for a moment, hearing the applause of the onlookers.
Laura slid down and moved her head along his body. Her tongue slithered along his hairy chest, pausing only to fickle both nipples before continuing along his stomach. Moving past his stomach, she opened her mouth wide, and slowly brought it down to cover the glans of Jack's throbbing rod.
Laura thrived on the taste of his cum, licking it up. Her pillowy lips tightened around the aroused knob of his pulsating cock, careful not to touch it with her teeth. Her tongue wound its way around the shaft, moving ever lower, and then she began sucking while her head bobbed.
Jack had thought Maisie was a superb cocksucker, but his sister-in-law was a rank amateur compared to the thrills he was now receiving. He had a clear view of the way Laura was sensuously copping his knob. She was sucking his burning prick as no other woman had ever sucked it. True, at previous parties Nanette and Susan had come close. But Laura was the ultimate cocksucker.
Her lips tantalized his cockhead each time her head came up, and her flicking tongue teased the underside of his pulsating shaft each time her head moved down. She showed him how a woman who enjoyed prick-eating could do it. Each time her head dipped lower she took in more of his cock. He felt her lips touch the hairy base. Now she let her experienced teeth nibble on the root of his throbbing erection, biting without hurting. He could feel the back of her throat caress the tip of his prick, and more ointment gushed into her throat.
Then her mouth slid to the top of his mushroom-capped prick before her head zoomed down again, her wide, hungry mouth engulfing his cock.
God! Jack thought, a woman never looked so beautiful as when she's sucking a cock. He had known Laura many years, but this was the first lime he could truly appreciate how lovely she really was, now that her hollowed cheeks and hungry lips were sucking on his cock.
Her hands gently rubbed the sensitive sac beneath his prick, and she could feel it tighten against his body.
She continued rubbing the hairy balls with soft, strokes. Her pursing lips continued sucking on the prick lodged between her jaws. The thrill of the heated glans rubbing the back of her throat made her dizzy with lust. Then the muscles of her throat tightened around the spongy coronal ridge. His rubbery cockhead felt as if it were locked inside a crusher while the throbbing prick quivered as white, burning sperm shot from his balls and out the leaking hole into Laura's throat. The cock jerked furiously as more and more cum blasted out. His prick twitched with each blast, thick, gooey globs of cum oozing into her throat.
Laura drank and drank, surprised Jack had so much cum to offer. Still, it tasted so good she could have gone on sucking all night. She sucked until the hard cock was bone-dry.
Yanking her mouth off it, she looked at Jack and said, "Let's finish up with a good fuck."
"I'm with you," he nodded. "You want to be on the top or the bottom?"
"The bottom. You do most of the work."
"Suits me," he nodded, climbing onto her supine body.
"All the way," she told him, lying back.
Jack pushed his cock between her cuntlips. He eased it in slowly at first, hearing her sigh as his probing prick parted her pussy. Her cunt coated his cock with fluid, making his prick slick.
"That's great," Laura told him, urging him on. "That's terrific. Keep fucking, Jack."
He crammed the rest of his cock into her cunt.
Laura's arms circled Jack's neck, holding him tightly to her. Then her hands slid down his back until she reached his flat buttocks. She forced the hairy cheeks of his ass to part. She rubbed her hairy mound against his pelvis, forcing more of his cock to her aching cunt. He began fucking with long, hard strokes.
Laura gripped his ass, her thighs wide open, her heels pushing against the floor, her ass moving in wide circles as well as up and down.
Always enjoying a good fucking, Laura thrilled to the feel of the reaming cock stroking its way through her tight box. Jack's rampant rod continued thundering into her seething snatch. First one, then another, orgasm came charging into her fevered sheath.
"You're… oooh… damn good, Jack," she moaned. "I'm getting… another… one! Don't slow down… keep it movinnnnngggg…"
Jack pounded his solid dick into her cunt. Both were perspiring heavily now, gasping for air. He fucked as if he were trying to drive his cock clean through her, pinning her to the carpet. He rammed, shaved, and pushed, and the two bounced so hard they looked like they were trying to hammer a hole in the floor.
She spumed again and again, crushing his hammering cock. She clasped him tightly.
Then her thighs clamped around his thin waist. Her pussy muscles squeezed his pushing prick.
Straining to raise her head, she clenched her entire body tightly to his and spun over, now letting him lie back while she did some of the work, fucking up and down. She rode his cock. She leaned forward so her large, full tits rubbed against his hairy chest.
Her fist-like cunt was so tight, Jack feared she might snap his cock off at the root.
His grip on her ass tightened as she had another series of orgasms. It was on her final climax that Jack felt his own orgasm erupt, blasting his sperm into her.
This time his cock began shrinking.
All the other cousins, including his wife, applauded.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN


It was free-for-all time.
Ernie was one of the men who still craved more action. And since Misty was all set to go again, he figured he'd give her a good fuck.
They moved into the middle of the room. Ernie approached Misty, and kissed her hard.
They sat on the floor together and Misty pushed her left tit into Ernie's mouth. He felt the red-hot nipple grow while feasting on his hot tongue. It aroused him.
Finally pulling his mouth from her breast, Ernie began licking Misty all over, tasting the salty sweetness of her flesh. His eyes were staring at the patch of dark, tangled curls between her luscious thighs.
Misty leaned back, her weight on her hands behind her, squatting on her thighs, her long, dark hair cascading down her back like an inky waterfall. Her pussy was exposed.
"Fuck me, Ernie," she murmured, wiggling her body.
Her thighs were wide open. As her sopping cuntlips opened and closed, Ernie could hear sucking sounds.
Now his hands reached out and squeezed her tits.
Misty moaned and tilted backward, drawing Ernie on top of her as she fell over. She pushed her two breasts as close together as possible, sighing as his tongue wandered over both nipples again and again. And each time he sucked on one of them, Misty gasped.
His mouth began concentrating on her right nipple when he felt a funny feeling on both thighs. Without taking his mouth off her tit, Ernie looked down.
Nanette and Sydell had decided to join in the fun. Each was kissing one thigh, slowly moving up toward his quivering cock and dangling balls.
Ernie spread his thighs as wide apart as possible.
Sydell got to his nuts first, and very carefully let her hot moist tongue lick his left ball. Her hot tongue swirled across the wrinkled scrotum.
To Ernie, it felt so damned good he would have yelled had his mouth not been locked on Misty's right tit. Misty whimpered with ecstasy.
Nanette had gotten to the right side of his sac, and now she was lapping away at it with her hot tongue. His solid cock was like a large boom, slapping from thigh to thigh. He felt his entire body quaking with desire.
He began biting the nipple harder, and Misty started groaning.
Abruptly, he removed his mouth from Misty's tit and began licking his way down her body. In almost no time he was at her steaming pussy. Now her pulsing pussy seemed to be sending out signals to his mouth, and so he plunged his tongue deep into her very core.
In the meantime, he felt Sydell now sucking on both balls, taking his entire sac into her mouth. Nanette's mouth was tantalizing his hard cock, with her lips brushing the swollen, leaking glans.
Gripping Misty's asscheeks with both hands, Ernie literally rolled over onto his back, keeping his mouth glued to the girl's seething cunt. And the action at the other end of his body never stopped.
With his face still crushed between Misty's thighs, Ernie reached up and grabbed her tits, pressing both thumbs against her thimble-hard nipples. He pressed them so hard he felt her body quiver with delight as she squealed. His lips found her clit. When his tongue rubbed against it, she screamed, "Oh that's the way, Ernie. Suck my clit, suck my clit!"
Her clit grew larger. Her love juices flowed freely. It soon soaked his lips and his chin.
He felt Nanette's lips pulling harder on his solid cock. Her head was bobbing. Sydell's mouth was hungrily sucking his nut sac. Her teeth were carefully chewing on the scrotum flesh without actually biting his balls.
Then the two girls changed positions, and Sydell started sucking his cock while Nanette went to work on his balls. Each time Sydell forced her mouth down over his fat prick, Ernie rammed his face deeper into Misty's leaking snatch. Misty began rubbing her pussy, pressing it against Ernie's lips and tongue, her cuntjuice smearing all over his face.
"Damn it," Misty was cursing. "Either suck harder or fuck me!"
He pulled his rock-solid prick from Sydell's mouth, yanking his balls out of Nanette's hungering maw, and positioned himself between Misty's thighs.
Her legs came straight up and circled themselves around his neck as he fucked deeply into her.
This gave Nanette the chance to lie on her back and poke her head between his dark thighs, to lick Ernie's balls.
Seeing Nanette's body stretched out that way, Buddy slipped between her thighs. While she continued licking Ernie's balls, Buddy slowly eased his thick meat into Nanette's cunt.
Sydell, not wanting to be left out, circled around in front of Ernie and stood directly over him. Seeing her pretty, pouting pussy directly above him, he attached his mouth to her gleaming cunt, his tongue plunging inside while his cock continued thrusting into Misty's eager quim.
Now Felice wanted into the act. She lay on her back and slid under Buddy's humping body, letting his balls fall into her mouth. She sucked strongly, and Buddy thought she might castrate him with her lips. Her tongue lapped around each testicle, licked the scrotal flesh, and actually pulled out a few of his hairs when they got caught between her teeth. Her white thighs thrashed about, and Harlan, seeing her pink pussy beckoning so invitingly, decided he would take advantage of it. He kneeled between her lush thighs and plunged his heavy cock into the pink, creaming center of her cunt.
They looked like a human train with Sydell as the steam engine. Asses rose and fell in unison as the men fucked into the women. All three blazing pussies made squishing, gurgling sounds as the hard pricks reamed deeper and deeper into them.
Sydell was the first to come. She squeezed her thighs tightly around Ernie's face. Her come was so powerful, she began jetting lubricant into Ernie's face. He drank as much as he could, but there was too much. Her flow continued pouring all over his face, bathing it as she screamed.
She fell away from the fucking sextet, dropping to the floor near Laura, who was still recovering from the thorough fucking and sucking Jack had given her.
"Damn it, fuck harder!" Misty was saying, her eyes on her brother who was fagged out on the sofa, unable to move. She could see his limp cock dangling between his thighs and realized he had found other women he considered at least as good as she. Hell, for that matter she had found a group of men equal to Ira.
She liked Ernie's cock. It was as good as Ira's, maybe even a little better. She had liked Buddy's thick prong because it was a little thicker, and it filled her entire cunt.
Next year, at the next session, Misty decided she wanted to blow Buddy and see if his cockcream was as smooth and thick as the others. She liked smooth cockcream, though she hated when it got too thick and gummy and stuck in her throat.
She was ready to come, now. That fat, plunging cock was clear up to her cervix. It was so-o-o-o good. Christ, but cousin Ernie really knew how to wiggle his ass. His potent prick was ramming into her, making her sigh and moan and squirm.
It was going to be one helluva climax. She could feel his cock swelling up inside her, now. It was growing larger and larger, hotter and hotter, and then she was there, letting a loud scream escape. Still the hot prick kept plunging into her, enhancing her orgasm, until she could no longer take it. It was so fantastic. She had to pull away from Ernie. She was sorry he hadn't come, but she just couldn't take any more!
She pushed, and felt his huge prick "pop" out of her cunt.
"I can't take it," she gasped. "I'm sorry, Ernie. I can't take it."
Ernie found himself on his knees with his balls still filling Nanette's mouth, but with his solid prick waving in the air. The feeling was frustrating and aggravating.
It was Becky who came to his rescue. She swallowed his raging cock. Her head was directly above Nanette's, and the two women were able to see one another. The sight of Becky, her mouth filled with Ernie's cock, excited Nanette, and she felt something beginning to surge deep inside her. Soon she'd be blasting off again. And Becky also felt a warmth creep into her own sopping cunt.
Benny, who had been watching the action from the kitchen, felt his soft cock suddenly start to mushroom and grow.
He came around behind the kneeling Becky and plunged his cock deep into her snatch. Becky thrilled to the feel of the solid prick slipping all the way into her cunt, and she rocked back and forth in time to the way she was sucking Ernie's rampant prick.
Meanwhile Buddy, who was ramming his thick, hot meat into Nanette's tight, clutching cunt, felt his jism start to boil. It began rising swiftly, uncontrollably, and before he realized it, he was splashing sperm deep into Nanette's yearning box. He pumped spray upon spray into her, flooding her tight, pussy with cockjuice. His satiated cock began softening rapidly, and Nanette, completely unsatisfied, had to lie there with Ernie's balls in her mouth as Buddy dismounted and rolled off, pulling his own balls from Felice's hungry mouth.
But before Felice could regret losing Buddy's balls, she felt Harlan start a blast of milky seed into her blazing cunt. She clutched Harlan's ass tightly, forcing him to shove his pounding prick deeper before it, too, began shrinking.
Finally squeezed of his last drop, Harlan lay back on the floor, watching his poor wife's body squirm as she continued sucking Ernie's dark balls. He wanted to do something for her, but didn't have the strength to move. Looking around, he saw Ira asleep on the couch, and Jack an the floor too pooped to move.
Laura, he noticed, had gone upstairs, probably to douche. Susan was already in the downstairs john.
Buddy was in the kitchen getting a glass of cold water, and Felice was lying face down on the floor beside him, too tired to do anything at that point. Misty was on the couch now, beside her brother, also too tired for any more fucking and sucking. Merton was asleep.
Benny, who was locked into Becky's cunt from behind, was fucking her like a maniac, causing her to almost bite on Ernie's cock. And then Benny was reaching down and rubbing Becky's clitoris, causing her body to jump around, even though she was on her knees. His pinching fingers squeezed the sensitive little nub as he pushed his prick into her cunt again and again. Then Becky was suddenly coming, her cuntjuice pouring out. Benny came at the same time and the two fell off to the side.
Ernie rose, pulling his balls out of Nanette's mouth.
"There's just you and me," he said to her. "Let's fuck."



CHAPTER FOURTEEN


It was late Sunday evening. Harlan and Nanette's guests had left some fourteen hours before, and they had dragged themselves upstairs to bed where both slept soundly for ten hours. Afterward, they had baffled, dressed, and come downstairs to clean up. Both felt good. Both felt sated. Neither felt in the mood for anything physical, but both were glad to have one another.
"Ernie's right," she told her husband as they sat down at the kitchen table to eat a late supper. "We would never last if we had parties like this more than once a year. We really get our fill of it in the one night."
"True," her husband nodded, a satisfied smile on his face. "Did you really like it all?"
"Every bit of it," she unashamedly admitted. "And I noticed you did, too. I think this is the best thing that's ever happened to all of us. It makes us realize how lucky we are to have the marriage partners we have. I mean, with what we had last night, who needs anything else?"
"True," her husband agreed. "Besides, I hate to admit it, but I do find it stimulating to watch another man fuck you. Watching you and Ernie go at it at the end would have really gotten me hepped up had I not been so worn out, myself."
"Just think," she murmured, sitting in his lap and kissing him. "We now have each other alone for a whole year before we have to share and be shared again."
"True," Harlan smiled, kissing her lightly.
Merton and Becky, the youngest couple in the Cousin's Club, were totally revitalized Sunday night. Back in their own bed, they clung to one another, finding new thrills in being alone and enjoying each other.
"Want to go back next year?" Merton was asking.
"Would you feel bad if I said yes?"
"One thing I learned from being with the other cousins was the advantage at always being honest with one's mate."
"Well if it's all right with you, I'd very much like to go back next year."
"I think it's very healthy in the long run," Merton said. "We get to share a lot of other bodies and learn the different ways others make love. Yes, Becky, I think we will go back next year."
"Good," she smiled, pulling his cock deeper into her cunt.
Buddy was getting old. He had slept through the day and it looked like he would sleep through the night, as well. By eleven, Susan, who could no longer sleep, was sipping a cup of coffee in her kitchen.
It had been one helluva night, she'd had to admit. She'd enjoyed herself more than she'd thought she would. The addition of the six new cousins had helped a lot. It had kept the party from becoming stale.
She had lapped Becky's cunt, and had her own pussy eaten in return, and she had been fucked in the ass. She had also been eaten by Merton, who, for such a young man, had a surprisingly agile tongue. But she never really had felt a good cock up her pussy.
When Buddy slept it was impossible to rouse his dormant cock. Only Simon, her youngest son, could get a hard-on while asleep, have an orgasm, and never wake up and know about it.
Putting down her coffee cup, Susan went to Simon's room and peered in. Her youngest was very much asleep. Nothing would waken him. She'd done such a good job of sucking his cock the other night, there wasn't a wasted drop of semen on his body the next day to betray anything.
What the hell, she thought, shutting the door.
Pulling back the covers, she saw his erection. She raised her nightgown and climbed on the bed, and sat on the upstanding cock.
"That feels good," she murmured, as his prick slid into her.
Benny and Felice felt more harmonious than they had in a long time. Felice knew fucking and sucking with her husband would never again be a boring thing. Both agreed they'd enjoyed being with the other cousins very much. It had truly turned out to be the right cure for Felice's boredom.
And as Benny sank his cock deep into his wife's mouth while eating her snatch, he was glad she had agreed they would go back next year.
On her way to a religious charity affair with her mother, Sydell Atkins reminisced about the previous evening. It had been a lot more fun than any of the three previous parties. In fact, each get-together was becoming more fun than the last one. Next year's should be a fantastic ball.
Meanwhile, back at her apartment, Jack was telling Maisie, Sydell's sister, all about the party, and Maisie was pouting because she was still too young to attend the affair they'd be having next year.
"Never mind," Jack reassured her, shoving his long, thin cock into her cunt. "You still have me to comfort you."
"True," she sighed, enjoying the way his cock slid into her.
Ira was locked into Misty's tight little ass. Having seen all the ass-fucking the previous night, he'd felt an uncontrollable urge to fuck his sister's rectum.
Misty, as usual, was more than agreeable to any of Ira's suggestions. But like everyone else, her mind was dwelling on the party the previous night. Before the year was out she hoped to corner some of her male cousins separately and see if they were really as good as they had seemed.
She had liked being with them because their primary interest was to satisfy her, and not merely get their rocks off inside her cunt as Ira always did. True, Ira more than satisfied her most of the time, but Ernie had fucked her to satisfy her. When he hadn't been able to come and she'd pulled away from him, he hadn't threatened her or tried to force her to do anything, and his cock was no less satisfying than Ira's. And Buddy had the thickest prick of the bunch. She wanted that thickness in all three of her holes, and soon. The Cousin's Club annual party was a definite must from now on.
Most content, as always, were Ernie and Laura. Both had enjoyed themselves immensely, and both looked forward to next year's orgy. It would be at their house, and what a ball it would be. Ernie was already figuring out new games, while Laura was checking the list of relatives to see who might be added to the Cousin's Club roster. After all, this last party had proven, the more, the merrier.
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