
        
            
                
            
        

    
	FORE­WORD

	Today’s sub­urb­an­ites seem­ingly main­tain a middle-class, stable out­look which in real­ity masks the tur­moil ex­ist­ing be­hind drawn blinds.

	There is al­co­hol­ism, promis­cu­ous sex for the adult and pre-teen­ager alike, and, for some, the breakup of mar­ital re­la­tion­ships as a res­ult of wife-swap­ping. The chil­dren ob­serve their par­ents’ car­nal be­ha­vior at cock­tail parties. The mark is made. The ef­fect lasts a life­time.

	This is the story of a young boy who re­cog­nizes that his ex­uber­ant sex drive is be­ing stim­u­lated by his pro­voc­at­ive mother. Lead­ing nor­mal, quiet lives, what hap­pens to them is a start­ling rev­el­a­tion of how events can al­ter per­son­al­it­ies, how fate plays with all.

	Busi­ness as usual is the daily norm. But is it? Not for the James fam­ily – out­wardly yes, in­wardly no.

	PLAY­ING WITH MOMMY – a novel and a les­son for those un­aware of what is hap­pen­ing in a world that masks its evil­ness.

	-The Pub­lisher



	
CHAPTER ONE

	Paul James was a fairly typ­ical horny fif­teen year old. He was in­ter­ested in the usual pur­suits of a healthy, young boy. Like all other fif­teen-year-old boys, fuck­ing was con­stantly on his mind. He would be sit­ting quietly read­ing a comic and if Won­der Wo­man or Lois Lane showed a nice tit angle, Paul’s prick would grow and turn into a rock-hard bat. He would have to sneak off to re­lieve the tre­mend­ous hom­i­ness that only a teen­ager can know.

	Even though Paul was a good-look­ing kid, he didn’t do very well as far as im­prov­ing on the do-it-your­self method for get­ting sexual sat­is­fac­tion. All the girls in the eighth grade liked Paul; his slim but ath­letic physique showed prom­ise of be­com­ing a per­fectly formed man’s body in a few years.

	Still, with all his good looks, Paul was nowhere sexu­ally. The girls he knew were still young and shy and they held on to the idea that a nice girl didn’t go around fuck­ing boys. Of course there were a few girls who were no­tori­ous for their loose be­ha­vior and Paul heard all the stor­ies about what went on in the bushes when one of those girls showed up at the park.

	But Paul was a shy boy who hadn’t been lucky enough to be in the right place at the right time, so all his sexual ad­ven­tures con­sisted of a vivid ima­gin­a­tion and a strong right hand.

	It was the be­gin­ning of sum­mer va­ca­tion and Paul was look­ing for­ward to it. For the past few sum­mers, Paul hoped he would get the chance to rid him­self of his vir­gin­ity and his bur­den of hom­i­ness but, some­how, he hadn’t been able to.

	It seemed that the sum­mer rolled on and while he was busy play­ing with the boys, the girls were busy with each other. When the boys and girls did get to­gether to hang around the soda shop or the swim­ming pool, there al­ways seemed to be a bar­rier between the two groups. They would fool around and kid each other, and in a way it was in­cip­i­ent flirt­ing, but it rarely got bey­ond that in­no­cent stage. Every now and then one of the boys would brag that he had man­aged to sneak off with one of the girls and feel her tits.

	In any case, it never happened to Paul. Once in a while, he would find him­self alone with a girl from the neigh­bor­hood and it was al­ways a dis­ap­point­ing ex­per­i­ence. The girl would be friendly and would start a con­ver­sa­tion with him, but Paul would take one look at her young, perky tits and be­come tongue-tied. His cock would blow up un­til it was press­ing against his pants and give away his homy con­di­tion. He would turn red and make some limp ex­cuse to leave the girl stand­ing there alone.

	Now, at the be­gin­ning of an­other sum­mer va­ca­tion, Paul was de­term­ined to fuck one of the cute girls who were be­gin­ning to be­come real wo­men right be­fore his eyes every day at school. He was ready to do whatever he had to in or­der to get his throb­bing prick into one of the cute girls’ cunt.

	His days were spent in the play­ground with the guys play­ing base­ball and when the boys got to­gether with the girls after din­ner at the soda shop, it was the same old story. He would sit there and make sar­castic com­ments to the girls once in a while, but his eyes would be shoot­ing from one set of youth­ful tits to an­other and his prick would be test­ing the strength of his fly un­der the table.

	One even­ing at the soda shop was es­pe­cially dis­ap­point­ing to Paul’s plans. About five girls were hanging around drink­ing Cokes. He was in the next booth with a few of the guys and they were ex­chan­ging the usual snide com­ments back and forth with the girls when Joy, a sweet young thing with lar­ger than av­er­age tits and silky blonde hair, said good bye to her friends and left.

	Paul saw his chance and his hom­i­ness promp­ted him to act. Slip­ping out of the booth, he said some­thing about hav­ing to go home as he fol­lowed Joy out of the shop. He star­ted after her. As he walked along, the sight of her cute ass swinging back and forth sent hot waves of de­sire through his body.

	Paul didn’t walk as fast as he could. He was think­ing about what he might say to her when he fi­nally caught up.

	If only he could fuck her, then he would be the hap­pi­est boy in the world. As he watched her smooth thighs, he ima­gined put­ting his hand between them and caress­ing the mys­ter­i­ous re­gion of her crotch.

	She was wear­ing a pair of cut-off jeans, and they hugged her ass so tightly that the denim was stretched over the firm cheeks of her young ass, and the crack between them was clearly out­lined.

	A plain blue T-shirt covered her big tits, and it was ob­vi­ous that she wasn’t wear­ing a bra.

	Paul was go­ing wild and the more he wanted to fuck her the less he felt him­self cap­able of do­ing or say­ing any­thing that would en­able him to get what he wanted from her. He slowed down and let the sexy little girl gain ground un­til she was out of sight. Paul felt ter­rible and hope­less as he headed home. His prick was still throb­bing in his pants and he had to put his hand in his pocket sev­eral times to ad­just the place­ment of his cock so it wouldn’t be too pain­ful to walk.

	When Paul was walk­ing up the drive­way of his house, his prick had shriveled and he wasn’t think­ing about fuck­ing any more. His feet shuffled sadly on the pave­ment.

	Sud­denly Paul had an in­spir­a­tion. It oc­curred to him that it might be worth­while to walk around the other side of the house past his mother’s bed­room. His mother just might be get­ting un­dressed and in his horny con­di­tion the sight of a na­ked wo­man, even his mother, would be a big deal.

	Paul’s mother was thirty-three years old, and had a body that was as nice and firm as the high-school girls that made Paul drool with lust whenever he saw them. She had au­burn hair that was as smooth as silk. Her face was as beau­ti­ful as any movie star’s.

	Paul hadn’t seen his mother na­ked in sev­eral years. For some reason, just as Paul be­came in­ter­ested in girls, his mother began clos­ing her bed­room door when she un­dressed and she wouldn’t in­vite him into the bath­room to scrub her back, as she had done when he was younger. The memory of her na­ked body was vivid in his mind though.

	When he caressed his stiff cock un­der the bed sheets at night, the im­age of his mother’s tits and furry cunt came to life for him. As he slid the skin of his cock­shaft up and down rhyth­mic­ally, he ima­gined what he had never known; the way those lovely tits would feel if he could bury his face between them.

	He knew his mother’s tits were soft and heavy be­cause he could see the way they bounced around when his mother walked around the house. Of­ten, when the hot cream spur­ted from his cock and landed on his belly, he pre­ten­ded that it was his mother’s hand that had brought him to that ec­stasy and that she was telling him what a fine young man he was to have such a huge ejac­u­la­tion.

	Paul walked past the back door and through the yard. His prick was grow­ing again and when he saw that the light was on in his mother’s room, the head of his prick blew up like a bal­loon.

	Keep­ing in the shad­ows, he crept closer and closer to the win­dow. The shade was pulled down to within six inches of the bot­tom of the win­dow, giv­ing him a good view of the room. He could see the in­side of the room very clearly.

	Crouch­ing low, Paul sneaked closer to the win­dow. He got as close to the win­dow as he dared and peered all around the room. There was no one in sight, but now he could see that his mother had laid out one of her night­gowns on the bed. Was she tak­ing a shower, and would she come into the room na­ked? Paul cer­tainly hoped so.

	The mere pos­sib­il­ity that he was go­ing to be able to watch his mother get­ting ready for bed made him so homy that he wanted to whip out his prick and pound it furi­ously right then, but he knew that it would be so much more ex­cit­ing to do it while his mother’s na­ked body was in sight. He forced him­self to wait.

	Sev­eral minutes passed without any­thing hap­pen­ing and Paul was get­ting hom­ier. His eyes were glued on the door of the bed­room.

	Sud­denly she was there. She walked into the room and over to her dresser. Her body was covered in a flow­ing robe, but Paul knew that she would even­tu­ally have to take the robe off and put on her night­gown. His heart was pound­ing so hard he was afraid his mother might hear it and find him peep­ing in her win­dow!

	Paul’s eyes were bul­ging as was the crotch of his jeans. His mother didn’t have to be na­ked to look sexy. Her dark hair hung past the shoulders of the silky gown. The robe was drawn rather tightly around her body and her tits pressed the smooth ma­ter­ial of the robe out in two round mounds. Her tits were big. A braided, gold rope was tied around her waist keep­ing the robe closed around her slim waist. Her ass pro­truded sen­su­ously.

	Paul could feel the juices in his balls come to a boil and ex­ert a tre­mend­ous pres­sure at the base of his cock. He hoped and prayed that she would un­tie the rope around her waist and let the robe slip from her shoulders. He wanted to see his mother na­ked so badly.

	He watched as his mother leaned her body over the dresser and looked closely at her face in the mir­ror. Then she picked up a small bottle from a tray full of bottles on the dresser and ap­plied the li­quid around her eyes and mouth. Sud­denly she turned to­ward the win­dow and began walk­ing to­ward it.

	Paul al­most col­lapsed with fright, but his mother walked right past the win­dow and out of sight. Al­though he thought he was about to be caught, his rock-hard prick con­tin­ued to throb in the tight con­fines of his pants.

	Just as quickly as she had dis­ap­peared, his mother re­appeared. She walked over to the dresser again. She gave the rope belt a tug and the robe fell open. In an­other half a second, she threw the gar­ment off her and stood na­ked in the brightly lit room.

	Paul’s body re­acted to the sight as if he were hit by a sledge ham­mer. His mouth hung open and his chest heaved with the gasps of air he was des­per­ately suck­ing into his lungs.

	For some reason, his mother’s na­ked body looked dif­fer­ent than the last time he had seen it. Of course, the last time was be­fore his body had be­come a man’s body and his thoughts were still con­cerned with in­no­cent games of youth.

	Now, the body he was star­ing at drove him into an al­most un­bear­able frenzy. He looked at his mother’s tits and he could feel their soft­ness in his mind, even though he had never ac­tu­ally touched a wo­man’s tits. He could see the large, round nipples and he ima­gined him­self suck­ing one of those lovely nipples into his mouth.

	He watched as she leaned over and opened a drawer. Her heavy tits hung down and swung slightly in the air. If only he could walk right up to her and lift one of those globes in his hand, he thought as he fumbled with the fly of his pants.

	As he struggled to free his cock from the prison of his pants, he let his eyes roam down his mother’s body. He could see her pu­bic hair and he hoped that be­fore she put her gown on, she would give him a good view of the hairy patch between her legs.

	Paul wrapped his hand around the thick cock that was stick­ing out of his fly and, as he began to slide the loose skin over the hard bone, he stared at the beau­ti­ful sight of his mother’s bare body. It wasn’t easy to stroke his prick slowly but he forced him­self to go slowly be­cause he wanted it to last a long time.

	He tried to com­mu­nic­ate with his mother by men­tal tele­pathy by re­peat­ing over and over to him­self, “Turn to­ward me, turn to­ward me.” He wanted to get a good view of her cunt.

	Again, his mother was walk­ing to­ward the win­dow, but this time Paul wasn’t wor­ried that he would be dis­covered. He was too con­cerned with try­ing to catch a glimpse of the crack that he knew was bur­ied in that mass of curly hair. His mother’s cunt was a beau­ti­ful sight. The hair was too thick to en­able him to see the crack, but just know­ing that it was there drove Paul wild with the de­sire to stick his fin­ger through the curls and find her cunt-hole.

	Now she was walk­ing back into his view.

	Paul had a clear look at his mother’s ass. His hand moved a little faster up and down his shaft as his eyes caressed the deep crevice that sep­ar­ated those milky cheeks. The skin on that ass was so white and smooth that he couldn’t help wish­ing that he could put his face against it.

	Paul ima­gined what it would be like to rest his cheek on the soft flesh of his mother’s ass. It would be warm and fra­grant and would make a great pil­low. As he stood there with his eyes glued to the beau­ti­ful sight, he thought he could smell the mix­ture of his mother’s per­fume and the odor of her hot crotch. He wondered what it would be like to stick his tongue into that lovely crack. What would it taste like?

	His mother was pick­ing up the night­gown as Paul began to feel the juices in his balls erupt­ing. Fa­cing him once again, she gave her son an­other eye­ful of her gor­geous body and lif­ted the gown over her head. Her slightly sag­ging tits lif­ted as she raised her arms.

	Paul al­most blacked out with un­con­trol­lable lust as his sperm shot from his cock and hit the side of the house be­neath the win­dow. Load after load spur­ted from his prick as he was en­gulfed with the in­tense pleas­ure of sexual grat­i­fic­a­tion. He struggled to keep his eyes opened while he came.

	As his prick began to run out of the fluid that it had been spit­ting at the house, his mother let the silky gown fall around her. It was the fi­nal cur­tain after a lus­cious dis­play of nat­ural beauty.

	Paul put his cock away and crept into the back yard. His head was still spin­ning and he was breath­ing hard. He sat down on the cool grass and res­ted. It took quite a while for him to calm down enough to go into the house.

	“Where have you been, honey?” his mother asked him as he came into the house.

	“I was down at the soda shop with the guys,” he called to her.

	“Well, come in here and say good night to me and then go to bed.” Paul didn’t want to go into the bed­room. He felt guilty for peek­ing in his mother’s win­dow. He did give his mother a kiss every night though, and it would look very sus­pi­cious if he re­fused to do so now.

	She was sit­ting up in bed and had a book on her lap when he went in. The cov­ers were only up to her waist and the big tits he had just been star­ing at through the win­dow were vis­ible through the sheer ma­ter­ial of her gown, but Paul was care­ful not to look at them as he walked over to the bed.

	“Do you feel all right?” his mother asked as he sat down on the side of the bed. “You look flushed.”

	‘Paul gasped. He ex­pec­ted her to ask him if he had just jerked off while peek­ing in her win­dow, but, of course, she didn’t.

	“I feel fine,” he mumbled.

	He leaned for­ward and ex­changed kisses with her. The odor of a ma­ture wo­man’s body filled him with re­newed de­sire and when his mother put her hand on his fore­head to see if he had a fever, Paul felt his prick be­gin stir­ring in his pants again.

	“You don’t have a tem­per­at­ure,” she said, “but you do feel hot.” She was right about him be­ing hot. If she hadn’t been his mother, he would have torn his clothes off and got­ten in bed be­side her. Then he could have learned what it was like to fuck rather than merely pulling his prick and peep­ing in a win­dow.

	“I ran all the way home,” he lied. “That’s why I feel hot.” He stood up and waited for his mother to say some­thing that would in­dic­ate that she was ready to let him go.

	“Well go to bed now, dear, and get a good night’s sleep.” Breath­ing a sigh of re­lief, he said good night to her and went to his room. He got un­dressed and crawled between the sheets. The memory of his mother’s beau­ti­ful body and the sweet smell of her per­fume as it filled his nose when he kissed her good night stayed with him and pre­ven­ted him from fall­ing asleep.

	He had to take his throb­bing cock in his hand and bring him­self to an­other or­gasm be­fore he was able to drift off to sleep. Even after he fell asleep, he was haunted by the sight he had en­joyed through the win­dow. His dreams were filled with tits and cunts and asses. Un­for­tu­nately, he didn’t get any fur­ther in his dreams than he got in real­ity and he only was able to dream about jerking off while look­ing at sexy bod­ies around him. After all, he couldn’t dream about fuck­ing be­cause he didn’t know what it was like to put his prick into a hot cunt.



	
CHAPTER TWO

	Susan James put down her book a few minutes after say­ing good night to her son. Since her di­vorce she slept alone ex­cept for a few times when she went away for a brief va­ca­tion. Also, once in a while she would con­sent to go home with a man she was dat­ing for a quick fuck­ing. That is the way things had been go­ing for six years. Susan loved her son and wanted to provide a good home life for him and that would pre­clude bring­ing men home to share her bed.

	It wasn’t easy for a re­l­at­ively young wo­man to give up the fuck­ing and suck­ing she had en­joyed when she was still mar­ried. She and Paul’s father loved fuck­ing and they had fucked al­most every day. In fact, their love of fuck­ing had a lot to do with the fail­ure of their mar­riage.

	They both wanted to have their free­dom and they fucked around with many people while they were still mar­ried. Their open mar­riage worked for a while but the in­ev­it­able jeal­ousy fi­nally caused trouble. They de­cided that it would be bet­ter to end the mar­riage be­fore things got worse.

	Once or twice a week Susan went out on a date and she man­aged to fuck about half the times she went out. She wasn’t sat­is­fied with that though, and she found her­self re­liev­ing her frus­tra­tion in ex­actly the same way that her fif­teen-year-old son re­lieved him­self in the next room.

	For about two years she had been find­ing se­men stains on Paul’s sheets and she real­ized that there were two homy people shar­ing the house. There was no way that she could know if Paul had ever fucked a wo­man; their re­la­tion­ship wouldn’t al­low for her to ask him.

	The first time she found his sheets stained she had a talk with him. She ex­plained the facts of life to him in the way it was re­com­men­ded to her by a book that she bought on the sub­ject, but they both felt un­com­fort­able and Paul never asked her any more about it.

	Ac­tu­ally, Susan was more con­cerned with her own sex life. In all the years since her di­vorce she hadn’t got­ten ser­i­ously in­volved with any par­tic­u­lar man. It was ex­cit­ing to go from one man to an­other, but it seemed that just when she was get­ting good at fuck­ing with one guy, some­thing would come between them and she would find her­self with someone else.

	So Susan was left to de­pend on her own skilled Fin­gers for most of her sexual grat­i­fic­a­tion. The book she had been read­ing was a story about a wo­man in a sim­ilar situ­ation as her own, and she had just fin­ished a pas­sage about a fant­astic fuck that the main char­ac­ter had with a well hung stud she met at a cock­tail party.

	The book de­scribed the ac­tion so vividly that Susan was really turned on. She was so turned on that, al­though she wouldn’t ad­mit it to her­self, she felt at­trac­ted to Paul when he sat on the edge of her bed. She hadn’t failed to no­tice what a hand­some guy her son had be­come!

	Susan turned off the light and closed her eyes. She was too aroused to fall asleep. She raised her hands and put them on her tits. She loved the way her tits felt un­der her caress­ing palms.

	As she held her tits, she felt the soft, pink nipples harden against her hands. As she moved the huge mounds of tit-flesh around in circles, her body began to re­spond. The warmth of rising lust filled her and the slip­pery li­quid that moistened her cunt began ooz­ing onto her in­ner thighs. Her hands worked harder and faster as she be­came in­creas­ingly aroused.

	Susan lif­ted her knees and spread her thighs as if wait­ing for a man to get in the saddle and fuck her. She threw the sheet off her. The cool air of the room felt nice on the wet lips of her cunt. She knew that her curly, dark hair would be soak­ing with the fra­grant fluid that was flow­ing freely from her pussy, but she res­isted the urge to grab her leak­ing cunt.

	Susan liked to do things right, in­clud­ing mas­turb­a­tion. She learned a long time ago that if she was to have a really power­ful or­gasm, she would have to be pa­tient. So she kept her hands on her tits un­til she ab­so­lutely couldn’t res­ist mov­ing them lower on her flam­ing body.

	She pushed her right tit up to­ward her mouth and lif­ted her head to meet it. Her tits were big enough to en­able her to kiss her own nipples without much trouble. She loved the feel of her own tongue and mouth on her tits al­most as much as she loved to have them kissed by a skill­ful lover. Stick­ing her tongue out, she felt the hard knob of her erect nipple! She ran the tip of her tongue around the puckered flesh around the knob and then sucked the whole thing into her mouth.

	At first she sucked her tit gently, but as her lust moun­ted, she began to suck harder and harder un­til she was suck­ing with all her might. Des­per­ate sounds of un­con­trolled pas­sion were com­ing from her throat. Us­ing her tongue, lips and teeth, she played with her nipples ex­pertly and drove her­self deeper and deeper into the depths of ec­stasy.

	While she held her right tit up to her mouth, she slid her left hand over her smooth, flat belly. The hairs on her cunt seemed to bristle as her fin­gers neared that wet mass of wild pussy. Susan ran her fin­gers as lightly as pos­sible over the pu­bic hair.

	Next, Susan ran her fin­ger­tips lightly over the white skin of her up­per thighs. Her whole body was damp with sweat but the mois­ture on her thighs was a mix­ture of sweat and cunt-juice. She could feel her cunt open­ing as the lips swelled with hot blood. Be­fore delving any fur­ther into her pussy, she teased her­self by put­ting her hand up to her nose and breath­ing in a good whiff of the funky odor of her cunt. Her fin­gers smelled so good that she couldn’t res­ist put­ting them in her mouth and suck­ing them as long as the fla­vor las­ted.

	Reach­ing back down to her pussy, she let her hand fall squarely on the pink crack that was show­ing clearly through the wet curls. The meet­ing of her fin­gers and in­ner cunt­lips sent a shiver through her body.

	Slowly she began prob­ing the folds of flesh within the mouth of her cunt. She ran her fin­gers up and down the length of the crack and, with every stroke, she went a little deeper. When her fin­gers were in up to the first knuckle, she changed her strategy.

	Her in­dex fin­ger found the little bud that was her clit­oris. Press­ing on the but­ton, she ro­tated it slowly and gently. She moved her fin­ger away from her clit and sent it up the ooz­ing canal of her cunt. She moved it around the tender walls of that deep pussy. Her hips were squirm­ing all over the bed and her cunt was mas­sa­ging her fin­ger as much as her fin­ger was mas­sa­ging her cunt.

	Susan fol­lowed her in­dex fin­ger up her cunt with her middle fin­ger and her ring fin­ger. Her cunt was tight and she had to in­sert the other two fin­gers care­fully. When they were all com­fort­ably in there, she spread them and stretched the tube of her cunt wide.

	She wiggled her fin­gers around and gasped at the in­tense feel­ing that res­ul­ted. She had been hold­ing one of her tits with her free hand all this time, but she needed both hands in her cunt. She put her other hand to work on her clit while she con­tin­ued to ream her­self with those three busy fin­gers.

	Her legs were spread as far apart as she could spread them. She had her head thrown back on the pil­low and her mouth hung open. As she worked on her cunt with both hands, her body shook with elec­tric lust. An or­gasm began to grow in her belly.

	She began work­ing on her­self with re­newed en­ergy. She knew that the more vig­or­ously she rubbed her clit and mas­saged her cunt-walls, the stronger her or­gasm would be. If it were strong enough and if she con­tin­ued to ma­nip­u­late her cunt, she might even be able to keep go­ing for a long string of or­gasms.

	As the sen­sa­tions of com­ing en­gulfed her, Susan ima­gined a stiff prick in her cunt in place of her three fin­gers. She could al­most feel the hot body of a man cov­er­ing her as he fucked his prick in and out of her boil­ing pussy. Her or­gasm crept up from her cunt and con­sumed her.

	Her tits quivered as her body quaked with ec­stasy. She threw her head from one side to the other as a low moan es­caped from her throat. All her be­ing was caught up in the ec­stasy of com­ing. The only thought in her mind was her ima­gin­ary lover. He was a great fuck!

	At the height of her cli­max Susan had a sur­prise. Her ima­gin­ary lover began to take on the shape of her son – Paul! That was the first time any­thing like that had ever happened to her and she was fur­ther sur­prised to find that she wasn’t re­pulsed by the idea.

	She con­tin­ued to fin­ger-fuck and the kinky idea of fuck­ing her own son ad­ded to the total ex­per­i­ence. She man­aged to squeeze about three or­gasms out of the ses­sion. When the last one sub­sided, she fell into a deep state of re­laxed still­ness. It was then that the sig­ni­fic­ance of her sexual fantasy struck her. The idea of us­ing her own son as the ob­ject of her mas­turb­at­ory thoughts seemed sick to her.

	It was un­usual for Susan to re­main awake after jerking off, but she couldn’t fall asleep. She was ob­sessed by the vis­ion of her son fuck­ing her. Everything she had ever heard about in­cest went through her mind. She had heard how evil it was and she also had heard about cases of it hap­pen­ing every now and then.

	One thing that she never heard though was why it was re­garded as such a hor­rible thing. She was very con­fused and de­cided that the best thing to do would be to for­get the whole mat­ter. It was the first time she had thought about it, and it would be the last, she would see to that.

	Susan fi­nally fell asleep but didn’t sleep well. When she woke the next morn­ing, she felt tired and there was a strange feel­ing deep within her. She had tried to for­get what happened the night be­fore and had al­most suc­ceeded.

	Just at that mo­ment, Paul stuck his head in the bed­room door.

	“Good morn­ing, Mom,” he said cheer­fully. “I’m go­ing out. I already had break­fast.”

	“Okay dear, have a nice time. I’ll see you at lunch,” Susan said.

	Sud­denly the per­ver­ted thoughts of the night be­fore came flood­ing back to her con­scious­ness. She re­membered her fin­ger-fuck­ing ses­sion and her lust for her son. In the new light of the morn­ing, Susan real­ized that she had stumbled onto some­thing real and im­port­ant.

	Here she was, a homy, sexy wo­man liv­ing alone with an ad­oles­cent boy who she was sexu­ally at­trac­ted to, and who happened to be her son. She knew that she was think­ing about in­cest and that was sup­posed to be wrong, but some­how it didn’t seem to mat­ter.

	Susan wanted to fuck her son!



	
CHAPTER THREE

	Ever since the night that Paul peeked in his mother’s win­dow he had a men­tal im­age of her na­ked body im­prin­ted on his mind. He had been ob­sessed with fuck­ing for over a year, but since that epis­ode, he wasn’t able to think of much else. That was about a week ago and his young life had been changed by it.

	Rather than go­ing off with the boys to play base­ball, Paul would hang around where he was likely to run into some of the neigh­bor­hood girls. When he went to the soda shop, he sat with the boys but didn’t par­ti­cip­ate in their con­ver­sa­tion. Rather, he would stare at the girls and plan ways to get them into a situ­ation where he could talk them into let­ting him see what they hid in their be­gin­ner’s bras and panties.

	So far, he hadn’t worked up enough nerve to try any­thing, but he real­ized that if he didn’t soon, he might not be able to res­ist rap­ing one of those perky young girls. He knew he would have to come out of his shell and do some­thing!

	As these thoughts were run­ning through his mind one day while he was sit­ting on a swing in the play­ground, one of the girls he knew from school came into the play­ground alone.

	Paul knew that she must have come there look­ing for her girl friends. He also knew that this was the op­por­tun­ity he was wait­ing for.

	The girl’s name was Alice and she was one of the nicest-look­ing girls in the whole school. She had pretty big tits for a girl her age; she was fif­teen, the same age as Paul. Her hair was honey-colored and she wore it in pig tails that bounced around her shoulders as she skipped and ran around. The way her ass filled her cut-off jeans would be sure to ex­cite any man, but to a fif­teen-year-old sex ma­niac it was ab­so­lutely ex­plos­ive.

	As Paul tried to get up enough nerve to talk to Alice, he no­ticed that she was walk­ing right to­ward him! Sud­denly he wished he was out in the field, play­ing ball with the guys. Paul tried des­per­ately to pull him­self to­gether.

	He wanted to look at Alice and smile at her, but he found that his neck was locked in po­s­i­tion and his face was poin­ted at the ball game. But she was still com­ing and he would have to do some­thing or blow a situ­ation that he’d been wait­ing and hop­ing for for a whole week.

	“Hello, Paul.” The voice soun­ded mu­sical and sweet. This was it, he real­ized. He had to re­spond or be the most wretched per­son alive.

	“Hi,” he croaked as he forced his head around so he was fa­cing her.

	“How come you’re not play­ing ball with the other guys?” she asked.

	Paul could have killed him­self for not be­ing ready to an­swer her ques­tion. He should have known that it would be the first thing any­one would ask un­der the cir­cum­stances. If this is what it was go­ing to be like to get any­where with girls, he thought, he would rather stick to jerking off. At least he could do that without be­ing scared to death every time.

	Now he was star­ing at her with his mouth hanging open and not know­ing what to say. He would have to say some­thing or she would think he was a com­plete idiot, and that wouldn’t help his cause at all.

	“I don’t feel like play­ing ball today,” he said as he once again wished he were play­ing.

	“Larry said you were one of the best base­ball play­ers in the whole school,” Alice told him with a smile.

	Paul re­membered that Larry had been brag­ging about get­ting Alice into the bushes in the park, feel­ing her up and fin­ger-fuck­ing her. Now it seemed more likely to be true. Was she of­fer­ing to let him feel her up? Should he ask her? Where could he take her?

	“Do you know Larry very well?” he asked.

	Paul felt him­self re­lax­ing a little at last. His prick was even get­ting a little hard as he thought that he might be the next one in the crowd to brag about how he’d given Alice a feel.

	“Sure, Larry’s a real nice guy. I’ve known him since third grade,” Alice said.

	The im­age of his na­ked mother came back to Paul and he wondered how this young girl would com­pare. His prick was get­ting harder. Paul didn’t know ex­actly how to go about get­ting this girl into the bushes, but it seemed that the first thing would be to get to know her a little bet­ter by just talk­ing. Paul felt a nice warm feel­ing des­cend­ing on him when Alice said that she heard that he was a good ball player. He wasn’t used to com­pli­ments from cute, young girls but he sure did like it and he wanted more.

	“Yeah, Larry is a good friend of mine too,” he said.

	Alice sat on the swing next to him and began to swing gently back and forth keep­ing her toes on the ground. Paul couldn’t take his eyes off her. He began to get the fa­mil­iar feel­ing of want­ing des­per­ately to reach out and touch her firm, young tits, but he knew that he couldn’t.

	Since she had walked up to him, he thought he could smell her sweet body. How would she smell if he was close enough to hold her in his arms? What would her furry cunt smell like?

	Paul’s cock was bend­ing pain­fully against his pants, but he didn’t dare try to ad­just it with Alice so close. He thought he would be ter­ribly em­bar­rassed if she knew he had a boner. He thought a girl like Alice must know about such things, and he thought if she found out that he had one at that time, she would tell all the girls about it and they would giggle and laugh. At the same time, though, he wanted to take her hand and put it on his crotch so she could tell what ef­fect her pres­ence was hav­ing on him.

	Paul tried to think of things to say to her. He wished that she would keep talk­ing so he would be able to sit there and look at her body and en­joy her sweet odor, but she wasn’t co­oper­at­ing.

	Now she was swiv­el­ing the swing seat by twist­ing her hips and gaz­ing out into the field. She was watch­ing the ball game and Paul sud­denly felt that she was only there to look for Larry and was talk­ing to him only be­cause he happened to be there. Had he got­ten all ex­cited for noth­ing?

	Paul began to won­der how people ever fucked and got fucked without go­ing crazy in the pro­cess. Now he just wanted to go home and peek in his mother’s win­dow and jerk off. That had been so easy and very ex­cit­ing.

	Paul could hardly be­lieve what he heard him­self say­ing sud­denly.

	“Will you take a walk with me?”

	She turned her face to­ward him. He couldn’t tell by her ex­pres­sion what she was go­ing to say, but for a few seconds she just looked at him as if she were think­ing it over. Paul was really tak­ing a chance now. He knew how he was go­ing to feel if she re­fused him.

	“Okay,” she said. “Where do you want to walk to?” Paul could hardly be­lieve his ears. He was get­ting ex­cited again and it began to look like he might get some­where with this cute little girl after all.

	“To the park,” he said. It soun­ded more like a ques­tion than a sug­ges­tion and when she agreed it was as if she were con­sent­ing to dis­ap­pear into the bushes with him.

	Paul jumped off the swing and waited for Alice to get up.

	They star­ted walk­ing to the play­ground gate. He star­ted to think up things to talk about on the way, but he couldn’t think of a thing. When they went through the gate and star­ted to­ward the park, Paul no­ticed three other girls com­ing to­ward them.

	“Oh, here comes Betty, Kate and Joy,” Alice said.

	Paul wasn’t at all glad to see the other girls com­ing. He knew that that would be the end of his plan, for that day at least. Al­though he was dis­ap­poin­ted, he was also some­what re­lieved. At least he wouldn’t have to go through the agony of try­ing to think up some­thing to talk about with her.

	The other girls joined them and Paul began to feel very un­easy again. He had never been the only boy in a group of girls and he didn’t like it. His first im­pulse was to say some­thing nasty to them and walk away. He didn’t want to spoil the pro­gress he’d made with Alice though, so he waited around for an op­por­tun­ity to get away grace­fully.

	All the girls said hello to him and Paul greeted each of them in his sub­dued, shy voice.

	“Paul and I were go­ing to take a walk to the park,” Alice said to the three girls. “Want to come with us?”

	Paul’s heart sunk when he heard her say that. Now he wouldn’t be able to get away from them as eas­ily. Shit!

	Paul didn’t like be­ing so un­com­fort­able and guarded, but be­ing as homy as he was and in the middle of a bunch of cute girls without know­ing how to get what he needed from them, was a very frus­trat­ing ex­per­i­ence.

	“We were go­ing to watch the ball game,” Betty said.

	The other girls giggled.

	“You mean you wanted to watch Jack,” Joy said to her.

	“Oh yeah? Smarty ass,” Betty shot back. “And I sup­pose you don’t want to hang around and watch Bob so you can tell us how sexy he looks with his base­ball cap pulled down over his eyes.”

	Now all the girls looked at Joy and giggled un­con­trol­lably. Paul was glad the con­ver­sa­tion was stay­ing away from him and he was fas­cin­ated to hear the girls talk about the boys that way.

	It was amaz­ing to him that life could be so ex­cit­ing merely by be­ing around girls. This was bet­ter than fish­ing with his father or the ca­noe trip he took with his Boy Scout troop. It was cer­tainly bet­ter than stand­ing at second base, Paul’s po­s­i­tion, in the hot sun and try­ing to tag run­ners.

	“Well any­body who wants to come can come,” Alice said. “Paul and I are go­ing to the park.”

	Paul held his breath while he waited to see what would hap­pen. Com­pared to this, wait­ing for his re­port card was child’s play. He could hardly be­lieve it when the three girls de­cided to stay in the play­ground. It seemed that the situ­ation was go­ing up and down like a yo-yo and with it went his mood.

	Now he thought that Alice really did want to be alone with him in the park and it seemed that he still had a chance of break­ing the ice with this sexy little girl and get­ting his hands on her perky tits. He might even be able to get into her pants!

	Paul didn’t want to hope for more than the usual and then be dis­ap­poin­ted. The guys usu­ally talked about feel­ing the girls up. Once in a while, they claimed to have fingered one of their cunts, but that was rare. None of the guys had ever claimed to have ac­tu­ally fucked any of the girls from school. Those who said that they had ac­tu­ally fucked a girl, usu­ally had stor­ies about ex­per­i­ences they had on a va­ca­tion or with an older wo­man. Those stor­ies were al­ways im­possible to verify for one reason or an­other.

	On the way to the park, Alice kept the con­ver­sa­tion go­ing and all Paul had to do was give a quick nod or say one or two words every now and then. He kept think­ing about what Larry had said about get­ting Alice into the bushes. He was sure that Larry claimed to have fingered Alice’s cunt.

	The park was only a few minutes away and they were soon there. There was a wad­ing pool where moth­ers took their tod­dlers and there were sev­eral people in the wa­ter. Paul led Alice to the bank of a stream that snaked through the park and where there didn’t seem to be many people. A statue of a local Civil War gen­eral sat on his stone horse and looked over the park. Be­hind the statue, there were thick hedges.

	Paul knew that there were nice places in those bushes where people could lie down com­fort­ably and be hid­den from the view of pass­ers-by. He was pretty sure that Alice knew about those spots too. The only prob­lem now was to get Alice into one of those se­cluded places. He had no idea how to do that though and that really wor­ried him.

	They sat down on the bank of the little stream and took off their shoes.

	Alice had painted her toe­nails pink and Paul took that as a sign of her soph­ist­ic­a­tion. A girl who paints her toe­nails has been around, he reasoned.

	Alice con­tin­ued to dom­in­ate the con­ver­sa­tion. She asked Paul who he wanted for his teacher in the fall. He answered that he hoped to get Mrs. Pike. She was a young teacher with huge jugs. All the boys wanted to be in her class for that reason.

	“Why do you want to have her?” Alice asked him. “I think Mr. Clark is a much bet­ter teacher.”

	“You just want to be in his class be­cause all the girls think he’s hand­some,” Paul teased. He knew that it was true though. It sud­denly oc­curred to him that girls were in­ter­ested in the same things that the boys were. He began to feel more com­fort­able with her.

	“And you just want to be in Mrs. Pike’s class be­cause she has big tits,” Alice teased in re­turn.

	Paul was sur­prised to hear a girl be­ing so blunt. He began to learn that his im­pres­sion of the girls was a little dis­tor­ted.

	It was fun talk­ing about these things with a girl, more fun than talk­ing with the guys, for sure! Also, he hoped to be able to de­term­ine his chances of get­ting some­where with her. Already, it seemed that things were look­ing up.

	For­tu­nately for him, Alice was also eager to get the con­ver­sa­tion on a more ex­cit­ing track. Also, as with most kids their age, she was more ag­gress­ive than him.

	“Why do boys like big ones?” she asked.

	“Big ones?”

	“You know what I mean. Big tits!” She said that so loud that Paul was afraid that some grown-up would come run­ning to see what was go­ing on.

	Paul was get­ting a full hard-on now. The guys were al­ways talk­ing about tits, but he had never dis­cussed the sub­ject with a per­son who ac­tu­ally pos­sessed a pair of the coveted ob­jects. It seemed that it would be easy to steer the sub­ject to her own tits now.

	As for an an­swer to her ques­tion, Paul had no idea. He only knew that he liked big tits.

	“I don’t know,” he said. “You have pretty big ones. Aren’t you glad you have them?” He hoped he hadn’t gone too far. The last thing he wanted to do now was make her self-con­scious and shy.

	“It doesn’t mat­ter to me,” she said mat­ter-of-factly. “They do get in the way once in a while, but I guess I’m glad to have them be­cause all the boys like them so much. Do you like them, Paul?”

	He was taken aback by the ques­tion. There was no need to think about the an­swer though. Paul liked her tits so much that he was dy­ing to be able to touch their soft­ness.

	“I sure do,” he said, “I like your tits a lot.”

	“You don’t think my tits are too big, do you?” As she said that, she sat up straight and pulled her jer­sey down so that it stretched tightly over the twin mounds of firm, young tit-flesh.

	For the first time, Paul could see her nipples through her bra and jer­sey. He knew that a wo­man’s nipples could get hard just like his prick and that it could mean the same thing. He was on the verge of los­ing his self-con­trol.

	“No, I think they’re really great,” he gasped.

	One of his hands rose and reached for the closest tit. Paul found him­self watch­ing like a spec­tator as his hand moved to­ward Alice’s firm tit. As his fin­ger­tips touched the warm, soft tit­tie, his mind was be­gin­ning to spin so fast. As he squeezed hr tit, the won­der­ful way it com­pressed un­der his fin­gers and then came back to its full bloom as he re­leased it thrilled him. The weight of her tit sur­prised him.

	He no­ticed that Alice was turn­ing her head from side to side as she looked around. She was ob­vi­ously nervous and Paul was afraid she would stop him. He cer­tainly didn’t want to stop; in fact he didn’t think he could stop. There was no other choice but to take the bull by the horns, so to speak.

	“Let’s go be­hind the statue, Alice,” he whispered. It was dif­fi­cult for him to talk at all. “There are nice places back there where no one can see us.”

	Alice got up, took his hand and walked to­ward the statue and the bushes. Paul led her into his fa­vor­ite spot back there and pulled her down on the soft ground. As soon as they were com­fort­able, he put his hand back on her tit.

	He squeezed her tit and then began run­ning his hand all around the sur­face of the beau­ti­ful thing. Put­ting his hand be­neath it, he lif­ted her tit and weighed it on his sweaty palm. It seemed to him that he should be do­ing some­thing else too. After all, he had seen love scenes in movies and the lov­ers al­ways seemed to be en­twined.

	Paul put his other hand un­der Alice’s re­clin­ing body and pulled her tightly against him. Giv­ing her tit an­other firm squeeze, he pressed his lips on hers. Sud­denly he real­ized that he should have done that be­fore he grabbed her tits. He hoped she didn’t mind the se­quence; she didn’t seem to. In fact, judging by the way she was kiss­ing him back, she was en­joy­ing it as much as he was.

	As soon as their lips met, Alice pushed her tongue into Paul’s mouth. He had never French kissed be­fore, but he’d heard a lot about it. He couldn’t be­lieve how good it felt! His tongue fol­lowed hers back into her mouth where he ex­plored every nook.

	He couldn’t get enough of her tit and he began to real­ize that hold­ing a girl’s tit, fant­astic as it was, was not enough. Slid­ing his hand from her soft mound to her waist, he put it un­der her jer­sey. Her skin felt so nice as he slid his hand over it on the way back up to her tit, that he was afraid that he was go­ing to come right in his pants.

	His Fin­ger­tips touched the bot­tom of her bra and he wiggled his hand in­side the cup. With her big tit and his hand in there, there wasn’t much room to move around in. He was able to find her nipple, but it was dif­fi­cult to do much with it in that tight space.

	Just as he was really be­gin­ning to worry about com­ing, she took his wrist and pulled his hand from her bra. Paul pulled his head away from hers and looked at her to see what was the mat­ter.

	“I have to go,” she said.

	“Now? Why?” Paul stuttered.

	“We really shouldn’t be do­ing this, you know,” she replied as she got up and crawled out of their hid­ing place.

	Paul scrambled out after her. He fol­lowed her down the path that led out of the park.

	“Can we get to­gether again?” he asked.

	“Sure, I’ll see you in the soda shop.”

	For a second she looked him in the eye and smiled, then she took off down the street.

	Paul was still in a state of ad­vanced sexual frenzy and there was only one thing to do. As soon as Alice was out of sight, Paul star­ted for home as quickly as he could. It wasn’t easy to walk with a stiff prick stuffed pain­fully in his pants but he was in a hurry.

	When he ar­rived home, he went dir­ectly to his room and closed the door.

	Paul got out of his clothes and lay down on his bed. His cock was stand­ing up and twitch­ing to the rhythm of his pound­ing heart. The head of the pulsing prick was gorged with hot blood and swelled to the size of a golf ball.

	Usu­ally Paul would take out one of his spe­cial magazines from his hid­ing place and look at the pic­tures of the na­ked wo­men to get in the mood, but this time he didn’t want any­thing to dis­tract him from the memory that was burn­ing in his brain.

	Grabbing his cock tightly, he pic­tured Alice’s face an inch away from his own. In his fantasy, his own hand was mas­sa­ging her puckered, brown nipples. He would like to have ima­gined stick­ing his fin­gers into her cunt, but he didn’t have the in­form­a­tion in his head to con­struct a cunt in his ima­gin­a­tion.

	His hand began slid­ing the skin of his cock up and down – slowly at first but gradu­ally faster. Keep­ing his eyes closed, Paul saw Alice sit­ting next to him with her hand wrapped around his stiff prick. She was smil­ing at him as he mas­saged those lovely, warm tits.

	This was the first time that Paul made love to a real memory. Usu­ally his part­ner was a pic­ture in a magazine. The na­ked wo­men in the magazine were only pa­per and ink. He had never seen any of them in the flesh and he never would. But Alice was a real girl. He had been with her a few minutes earlier, he had held her tit in his hand, the same hand that now pumped the skin up and down over his throb­bing cock! And, most im­port­ant of all, he had a really good chance of ac­tu­ally fuck­ing her in the fu­ture.

	With his head full of Alice and his hand full of stiff cock, Paul was near­ing an or­gasm. His brain began to over­flow with in­tense pleas­ure. He squirmed around on the bed and groaned softly as he felt the white juice shoot­ing through the tube of his cock. Fi­nally, the hot cream rained over his belly and oozed over his hand, then his body began to re­lax.

	Paul con­tin­ued to fan­tas­ize. He ima­gined that Alice was ly­ing be­side him with her cunt full of his cum.

	His con­cen­tra­tion shif­ted to what was likely to hap­pen in the fu­ture. It seemed that Alice really liked him. He didn’t know why she had stopped him all of the sud­den but he knew that he couldn’t ex­pect too much at first. The very idea that he had fi­nally joined the ranks of young boys who had at least got­ten some bare tit filled him with hap­pi­ness and con­fid­ence. The thought that he might be able to fuck a girl gave him a thrill!



	
CHAPTER FOUR

	Susan James had a heavy date that night and was a little nervous, so when Paul picked over the food on his plate without eat­ing much of it, she got mad at him.

	“It took me over an hour to pre­pare this din­ner!” she yelled at him. “And you haven’t eaten a bite.”

	Paul was startled by his mother’s out­burst. He hadn’t real­ized that he wasn’t eat­ing but it was true.

	“I guess I’m just not hungry, Mom. It is good though.”

	“What’s the mat­ter? Are you m love or some­thing?” Susan asked him.

	Paul didn’t an­swer but she could tell by the way he seemed to with­draw that she had come pretty close to the mark with her ques­tion and im­me­di­ately wished that she hadn’t asked in that way. Reach­ing over the table, Susan put her hand on her son’s.

	“I’m sorry I snapped at you,” she said. “I’m a little tense about my big date. Help me clean up and do the dishes. I’ll wash, you dry, okay?”

	On top of everything else Paul had to deal with, he now had the usual jeal­ousy he felt every time his mother went out with a man. The thought of his mother be­ing with a strange man while he stayed home with the sit­ter bothered him.

	He wondered if his mother fucked the men she went out with. He had a feel­ing that she did. Why couldn’t he fuck someone too? It didn’t seem fair. Every­one in the whole world seemed to be fuck­ing ex­cept him. Even though he had got­ten his first feel the other day, it was be­gin­ning to seem like a long way from an ac­tual fuck and he didn’t know what his next move should be with Alice.

	Paul and his mother did the dishes side by side in the kit­chen without say­ing much to each other. He found him­self won­der­ing what time she would come home be­cause he was anxious to watch his mother get­ting ready for bed again.

	When the dishes were fin­ished, Paul went into the liv­ing room and turned on the TV. As he watched, he could hear his mother scur­ry­ing around get­ting ready for her date. He heard the shower run­ning and ima­gined his mother stand­ing na­ked un­der the hot wa­ter, rub­bing her soapy hands over her beau­ti­ful body. His men­tal im­ages and stiff prick made it dif­fi­cult for him to keep his mind on the tele­vi­sion pro­gram.

	Paul tried to put his mother out of his mind, but he knew he wouldn’t be able to. When she was ready, she would come into the liv­ing room and ask him how she looked. He al­ways told her she looked ter­rific.

	For some reason, when Susan came strolling into the room to ask her son how she looked, Paul thought that she looked even more beau­ti­ful than ever. She walked to the middle of the floor, spun around and struck a pose like the mod­els in the fash­ion magazines.

	“Well?”

	“You look very nice,” Paul told her.

	“Is that all?” she asked teas­ingly.

	It wasn’t all, but Paul was too abashed to say what he really thought. He would have liked to tell his mother that she was the most beau­ti­ful wo­man he had ever seen.

	She was wear­ing a pair of tight-fit­ting slacks that showed off her nice, round ass and even her pu­bic mound could be seen as it pressed against the cling­ing fab­ric. A plain cot­ton blouse covered the rest of her. Her tits held the blouse out far in front of her.

	Paul wished that Alice was the one ask­ing him how she looked. If it was her, he would say how fant­ast­ic­ally sexy she looked as he walked over to her to take her in his arms and kiss her hotly on the mouth. But the real­ity of the situ­ation was that the wo­man stand­ing be­fore him was his mother and he couldn’t have her for that very reason, even though he wanted her so badly!

	Susan waited for him to say some­thing else, and when he didn’t, she re­membered that he seemed up­set at din­ner. She un­der­stood that a boy of Paul’s age was likely to have prob­lems with his new de­sires and drives. She wished that there was some­thing she could do, but she knew that these prob­lems could only be handled by her son him­self. She went to where he was sit­ting on the floor in front of the TV and bent down to him. Put­ting her arms around his shoulders, she pulled his body to hers and squeezed him tightly. Be­fore she re­leased her hug, she kissed him ten­derly on the cheek.

	Paul tried to ig­nore the sen­sa­tion that his mother was caus­ing in his cock, but it was too power­ful not to be no­ticed. He wanted her to con­tinue hold­ing him. He wanted her to kiss him on the mouth and stick her tongue between his lips like Alice had done. He wanted to slip his hand in her bra and feel the warmth of her fat tits. How would he have felt if he even knew that his mother was hav­ing the very same de­sires?

	Susan was try­ing as hard as her son to ig­nore the feel­ings that were rising from the core of her body. When she stood up, she real­ized that she wanted to keep her arms around her son. He ex­cited her and she wanted to lie down on the floor be­side him and in­tro­duce him to the realm of sen­sual pleas­ure.

	The date she had that night was the first date she had in sev­eral weeks and she was quite homy, but if it were pos­sible, she would stay home with her hand­some son and make love to him. Of course it wasn’t pos­sible and Susan was shocked at her own thoughts.

	The door­bell rang and Susan went to an­swer it. Mrs. Baker, the sit­ter, came into the room. Paul said hello to her without much en­thu­si­asm. It was slightly hu­mi­li­at­ing for him to have to have a sit­ter and his mother prom­ised that he wouldn’t have to put up with it after his six­teenth birth­day. Mrs. Baker was a nice wo­man of about fifty who never had chil­dren of her own. Paul was quite fond of her as she was of him.

	With the pres­ence of the older wo­man, the mother and son seemed to for­get their at­trac­tion for each other mo­ment­ar­ily. Susan and Mrs. Baker made small talk while Paul con­tin­ued to watch the tube. Be­fore long the bell soun­ded once again.

	Susan got up and walked to the door with as much poise as she could muster, but it was clear by the way she tugged at her pants and smoothed her blouse that she was very con­cerned about this event. Paul didn’t take his eyes from the TV un­til he heard his mother in­tro­du­cing her date to him. When it be­came im­possible for him to re­main ob­li­vi­ous any longer, he stood up and walked to the man who was hold­ing his hand out to­ward him.

	He thought he heard his mother say that the man’s name was Sam Kent, or some­thing like that. Paul took Sam’s hand and shook it. He was some­what im­pressed by the fact that he had a power­ful grip and Paul tried to match it. Sam was a good-look­ing guy, and Paul couldn’t blame his mother for want­ing to go out with him. As soon as he could, Paul went back to his spot in front of the tele­vi­sion.

	“Good night, Paul,” Susan said. “Don’t stay up too late.” Paul looked up. His mother and Sam were stand­ing side by side. He couldn’t help no­ti­cing that they made a very hand­some couple. He said good bye to them and turned his at­ten­tion back to the tube be­fore they were out the door. Paul stared at the screen but could no longer fol­low the thread of the pro­gram.

	He began to ima­gine what was go­ing to hap­pen between his mother and Sam that night. His mother men­tioned that they were go­ing to the movies and he wondered if grown-ups necked in movie theat­ers.

	Sam prob­ably had an apart­ment some­where and he would prob­ably take his mother there after the movie. As Paul pondered the pos­sib­il­it­ies, he began squirm­ing around on the floor. Sud­denly, he got up and walked out of the room. Mrs. Baker fol­lowed him with her eyes and Paul felt sure that she knew what he was plan­ning to do and his face burned with frus­tra­tion.

	* * *

	Sam Kent was a dent­ist and bach­elor. When Susan had walked into his of­fice the first time, a few days earlier, he knew he was go­ing to ask her out. She con­sen­ted to see­ing him gladly and only hoped that she didn’t seem too anxious.

	Now here she was, be­side him in his Jag­uar on the way to his apart­ment. They had taken in a movie and had en­joyed it. It was a for­eign film and it seemed that there was an un­usual amount of na­ked bod­ies and bed­room scenes in it. She wondered if he had chosen that film be­cause he hoped that it would turn her on. It had, in any case, and when he sug­ges­ted that they go to his place for a drink, she con­sen­ted.

	In the el­ev­ator on the way up to Sam’s apart­ment, Susan was get­ting so eager that her cunt began leak­ing its warm juice. She wondered if she could main­tain her com­pos­ure and act a little re­luct­ant when Sam made his move. She knew that that was silly but most men seemed to ex­pect that or, at least, that’s what wo­men were taught to be­lieve that men ex­pec­ted. All she was sure of was that she was homy as hell and wanted to be fucked by this hand­some guy in the el­ev­ator with her.

	Sud­denly, she felt Sam’s hand on her hip pulling her to­ward him. Susan leaned against him. Turn­ing her head to face him, she saw his face ap­proach hers. She closed her eyes and let her lips sag open slightly as he placed a kiss on her eager mouth.

	Sam was too cool to start grop­ing pas­sion­ately in an el­ev­ator and he kept the kiss short but sweet.

	Susan was im­pressed by Sam’s apart­ment as soon as they went in. It was dec­or­ated very taste­fully and ex­pens­ively, yet it was the sort of place in which Susan would feel nat­ural walk­ing around na­ked. She walked to a very comfy-look­ing couch and sat down.

	As Sam walked to­ward her with her drink, she no­tice that the bulge in his pants seemed to be big­ger than be­fore. The wild wo­man within her began to come to the sur­face as she real­ized that in a few minutes she would be na­ked in the em­brace of this man. Her thighs were be­ing scorched by the mol­ten lust that oozed from her twat.

	She took the cold glass that Sam handed her as he sat down next to her on the couch. He put his arm around her shoulders and sipped his drink. Susan took a sip also, but she didn’t taste any­thing but the long­ing that filled her des­per­ate body.

	“I’ve been look­ing for­ward to this since I first saw you in my of­fice the other day,” he said and gave her an­other gentle kiss.

	Susan wondered if he could feel the hot sigh that es­caped from her nos­trils as he kissed her. If he could, she felt cer­tain that it would in­dic­ate to him how des­per­ately she needed what he was about to of­fer.

	Sam sat up, put his drink on the cof­fee table in front of them, then did the same with her drink. As she looked at him, Sam moved to­ward her un­til his face met hers and their lips touched. This time he kissed her long and deep. Through the rush of pas­sion that filled her brain, Susan felt Sam’s hand rest on her stom­ach mo­ment­ar­ily and then move up to her heav­ing tit. He cupped the huge tit gently at first, then began to squeeze it firmly.

	They were both be­gin­ning to breathe heav­ily as their lust in­creased. Their tongues in­ter­twined.

	Susan held Sam’s body tightly as he con­tin­ued to mas­sage her tit. He felt her tit as skill­fully as any­one ever had in her long ca­reer of fuck­ing.

	Sam moved his lips across her cheek to her neck and began kiss­ing the sens­it­ive skin there and nibbled on her ear­lobe. When he probed her ear with his tongue, he heard Susan’s breath be­come louder and faster.

	Sud­denly, Susan grabbed his head and turned it so she could stick her tongue in his ear. As she swirled her hot tongue around, she ex­haled deep sighs into the depths of his ear and ex­er­ted the same amount of lust on him as he had on her.

	Sam gently freed him­self from her em­brace.

	“Take your blouse off,” he whispered to her as he began to un­but­ton his shirt.

	Susan did as she was told, but her fin­gers were so shaky that she had to struggle with each but­ton for a long time. Sam had his shirt stripped from his body be­fore Susan had two but­tons un­fastened. He began un­but­ton­ing her blouse from the bot­tom as she con­tin­ued to fumble with the but­tons near the top. When all the but­tons had been opened, Sam slipped the gar­ment from her shoulders.

	He put his arms around her and un­fastened her bra. As he took it from her, he looked down at her ex­posed tits. They were even more beau­ti­ful than he had ex­pec­ted. Al­though her tits were mam­moth, they were very firm. Sam let his gaze rest on those beau­ti­ful tits for sev­eral seconds be­fore he lif­ted his hands up to them and caressed them ten­derly. His fin­ger­tips played with her erect nipples, while the weight of the tit-flesh res­ted on his palms.

	Susan’s eyes were closed and her head hung back as she muttered quietly to him, “Oh, baby, that feels so good. Oh, sweet­heart. Oh, honey. Oh-h-h-h.”

	Sam lowered his head to her chest and kissed her at the top of the val­ley that sep­ar­ated the soft mounds that he held. He turned his head and rubbed his cheek lightly over the smooth flesh. Push­ing her back on the pil­low at the end of the couch, he took her left nipple into his mouth and sucked on it.

	“Harder, suck me harder,” she cried.

	Sam fol­lowed her in­struc­tions, bit­ing down on the tit-flesh and suck­ing it farther into his mouth. He ran the tip of his tongue around the bul­ging nipple and then onto the nipple it­self. Push­ing on the knob with his tongue, he forced it into the pil­low of soft tit and let it pop back out.

	Sam played her breast like a true artist and Susan en­joyed every note. While his mouth was work­ing on her tit, his hands ran up and down the sides of her slim torso. He let his fin­gers skim the smooth sur­face of her body with the light­est touch he could man­age. Mean­while, Susan was mas­sa­ging the hard muscles in Sam’s shoulders and neck.

	Without los­ing a beat of his tit-suck­ing, Sam found the but­ton that held Susan’s pants closed and popped it open with a nimble move­ment of his strong fin­gers. As he grabbed the waist of the pants and began pulling them down, Susan lif­ted her hips, and the tight cov­er­ing was peeled from her like a rep­tile shed­ding its skin.

	Sam watched her belly come into view as he stripped her. Then her bikini panties were in sight and he no­ticed that he could see the rough tex­ture of her curly pu­bic patch through the nylon panties.

	As her thighs be­came ex­posed, Sam was pant­ing with the wild urge to bury his face between them and search out her cunt with his tongue. He pulled the pants from her feet and put it down on the couch be­side them. Susan was look­ing at him with ob­vi­ous long­ing as Sam stuck his fin­gers un­der the elastic waist­band of her panties and began pulling them off.

	Sam looked at the na­ked body that stretched out be­side him on the couch. It was a beau­ti­ful sight. Be­neath those gor­geous tits, her body nar­rowed to her waist with a gentle, grace­ful line. Satin skin covered her flat stom­ach. In the middle of the widest area of her body, a tri­angle of black pu­bic curls re­posed on a soft mound of fatty flesh. Her legs stretched sleekly out of sight be­hind Sam who sat next to her, gaz­ing down at the glory of her treas­ures.

	Con­tinu­ing his lust­ful visual feast, Sam stood up and un­fastened his belt. In an­other second his pants were around his ankles and he was step­ping out of them.

	Now it was Susan’s turn to stare. Sam’s cock was long and thick. Susan’s mouth watered as she con­tem­plated the bloated head that twitched vi­ol­ently with Sam’s blos­som­ing pas­sion. Sam sat back down on the couch and stretched his body next to Susan’s.

	She felt his cock press into her side as he caressed her and was thrilled by the heat and power of that prick. Their mouths came to­gether again, but this time with even more hun­ger. Sam ran his hands over her belly and thighs, but avoided her furry mound un­til they were at a higher level of ex­cite­ment.

	He began kiss­ing his way down her body again. Tak­ing his time, he sucked her tits un­til they had both reached the plat­eau of pas­sion they were on be­fore they stopped to get un­dressed. When he knew that Susan was ready, he began to kiss his way down the cen­ter of her body. He paused at her na­vel and probed it with his tongue. He slid his body farther down the couch and con­tin­ued his jour­ney to her steam­ing crotch.

	As he rubbed his lips and nose on the in­cred­ibly silky skin of her lower belly, he got his first whiff of cunt scent. The odor of a wet, hot pussy made his mouth wa­ter, but he res­isted the urge to dive into her cunt im­me­di­ately and he kept near­ing it slowly and pro­voc­at­ively.

	Susan was moan­ing softly and squirm­ing her hips in a def­in­itely las­ci­vi­ous man­ner. She spread her thighs to make room for Sam’s ap­proach­ing head. Sam man­euvered his body between her legs and lowered his face to the patch of curls that were already soak­ing wet with the li­quid that oozed from her twat.

	Breath­ing the va­por that rose from her pussy in­tox­ic­ated him with sexual long­ing as he searched through the tangle of wet curls with his tongue. When he found the en­trance to her cunt-hole and stuck his tongue into it, Susan gasped and put her hands on his head. She lif­ted her knees to give him bet­ter ac­cess and pressed his face firmly against her crotch.

	Sam lapped her pussy with long, power­ful swipes of his tongue. He fol­lowed the con­tours within that juicy gash. The tip of his tongue traced the in­ner lips up to the erect clit and back down the wet walls of her cunt to the en­trance of her deep va­ginal canal. He pressed his tongue up that cunt as far as he could and en­joyed the con­cen­trated fla­vor of fresh pussy juice. Trem­bling legs held his body in a vise­like grip as Susan began to feel the first stir­rings of an or­gasm deep in her crotch.

	Sam could tell by the tremors that shook her body that Susan was about to come and he drilled her clit with the tip of his tongue. Susan’s voice rose in a cres­cendo of ec­static moan­ing as her or­gasm grew in­side her. Sam wanted to give her the or­gasm of her life so he worked es­pe­cially hard and di­li­gently. He reached up and took her quiv­er­ing tits in his hands as he con­tin­ued to tongue her clit.

	A wave of pleas­ure washed over Susan – the res­ult of Sam’s ex­pert cunt-lap­ping. Every muscle in her body was tense and shook with the jolts of joy that surged through her. Sam’s face was bur­ied to the ears in her snatch and slip­pery cunt-juice dripped from his chin.

	Sam knew that a lusty wo­man like Susan would try for more than one cli­max so he re­turned to the more leis­urely licks that he had star­ted with and began to start the cycle all over again. Susan was grate­ful to find that Sam was will­ing to put off his own grat­i­fic­a­tion for a while as he con­tin­ued to eat her boil­ing pussy.

	“That was soooo good, baby!” she cooed. “So good.” He brought her off three more times and was will­ing to go for yet an­other when Susan sud­denly lif­ted his head from her tingling crotch. The way his lower face glowed with her wet­ness as he smiled at her made Susan real­ize what a fant­astic lover he was.

	They kissed and Susan tasted her own cunt fla­vor in his mouth. Push­ing him down on his back, she began crawl­ing down the length of his body. When she was face to face with his cock, she took it in her hands and caressed it lov­ingly. She ran her fin­gers up and down the shaft and held the fat head gently. Let­ting her hand drop to the base of his cock, she lif­ted the balls that res­ted in the val­ley between his thighs.

	With one hand around the thick shaft and the other hold­ing his balls, she kissed the head of his prick on the piss-hole and stuck the very end of her tongue into the tiny open­ing. As she opened her mouth to take the hot piece of meat into it, he felt her hot breath on his swollen glans.

	Susan had to open wide to ac­com­mod­ate the big cock, but she was able to swirl her tongue around just enough to give the throb­bing bulb a good lick­ing. She was a very ac­com­plished cock­sucker and Sam was get­ting the blow job of his life.

	While she bathed his cock in her mouth, Susan played with his balls and the part of his shaft that wasn’t in her mouth. With light scrap­ings of her fin­ger­nails, she raked the skin of his thighs just un­der his balls, giv­ing him a thrill­ing coun­ter­point to the wet squish­i­ness of her suck­ing mouth. His balls shriveled as she con­tin­ued to run her fin­gers teas­ingly around it.

	Susan snuck her tick­ling fin­gers into the crack between the cheeks of his ass and sought out the tight en­trance of his as­shole. When she loc­ated the puckered hole, she played with it and tested its tight­ness. She heard Sam fum­bling in the drawer in the end table at the head of the bed.

	Look­ing up from her suck­ing, she saw him pull a tube of KY jelly from the drawer and un­screw the cap. He held the tube out to her and she took her fin­gers from the crack of his ass and reached for the tube. As she con­tin­ued suck­ing, Sam squeezed a small amount of the clear, cool jelly on the tip of her middle fin­ger. Without miss­ing a stroke of her wig­gling tongue, Susan care­fully car­ried the jel­lied fin­ger back to the hot little hole hid­den between his mus­cu­lar as­s­cheeks.

	Sam gasped as he felt the cool­ness of the jelly on his as­shole and then gasped again as he felt her strong fin­ger slide smoothly up his ass. Her fin­ger mas­saged the lin­ing of his rectum just as he had mas­saged the lin­ing of her cunt a few minutes earlier. Susan then began rub­bing the area of his ass tube that was closest to his prick. This was where his pro­state gland was loc­ated and she knew that she would give him a high-powered or­gasm. As she mas­saged the pro­state more firmly, she tasted a drop of his fluid that she had squeezed out of his cock.

	With his cock and as­shole be­ing taken care of in this ex­pert way, it wasn’t long be­fore Sam was moan­ing loudly and throw­ing his head from side to side in ec­stasy. Susan braced her­self for the rush of juice that was due any second and in­creased her pres­sure on his pro­state.

	Sam came with a ter­rific ex­plo­sion. The first spurt of mol­ten seed shot into Susan’s mouth and hit the back of her throat like a bul­let. It took all of her self-con­trol to keep from gag­ging, but she wanted to make this a per­fect or­gasm for Sam and she con­cen­trated on her work and kept suck­ing.

	That first spurt was fol­lowed by many oth­ers and her mouth was soon over­flow­ing with the huge quant­ity of sperm. The white li­quid oozed out of the sides of her mouth and ran down her cheeks. She kept on suck­ing as hard as ever un­til his prick stopped shoot­ing and his body re­laxed again. Swal­low­ing his load, she looked up at him. He looked com­pletely spent and he was.

	“Oh, baby!” he moaned. “That was the greatest blow job I’ve ever had. I didn’t know that I could come like that.”

	“We aim to please,” was all she said as she held his de­flat­ing cock ten­derly in her hand.

	She crawled up his body and they kissed. Put­ting their arms around each other, they lay quiet and still. Susan wanted to fall into a deep sleep, but she knew that she had to get home at a reas­on­able hour to let Mrs. Baker go home. It would be so nice to be able to fuck and then fall asleep be­side the per­son she had just fucked.

	Sud­denly she began to think what it would be like to fuck her son. There would be no need to go out on these dates and then have to get home be­fore it got too late. She could stay home with her son whom she loved and fuck him. Then they could lie in bed to­gether and fall asleep.

	There was no point in deny­ing it; she was turned on by the good-look­ing, young stud that lived in her own home and who happened to be a product of her own body. She wanted to fuck Paul and she didn’t know why, ex­cept that he was young and virile and she knew that he was sweet and gentle. Also, he had a very nice body and, al­though she hadn’t seen him na­ked in sev­eral years, she knew that he had the equip­ment to sat­isfy a lusty bitch like her.

	Susan knew that he was homy and that he prob­ably wasn’t get­ting any pussy from the young girls his own age. He had been act­ing funny lately and al­though he hadn’t con­fided in his mother, she was pretty sure that he was bothered by his new de­sires and needs.

	Susan re­minded the sleep­ing guy next to her that she had to be home and he slowly got him­self to­gether.

	“It’s only el­even-thirty,” he said as he rose up on his el­bow. “We have time for an­other go at it, don’t we?”

	As he looked long­ingly at her, wait­ing for her an­swer, he put his hand on her left tit. When she felt her nipple tight­en­ing once more, she knew what her an­swer would be. There was time for one more.

	Their bod­ies came to­gether in an em­brace as pas­sion­ate as their first, and Susan felt the grow­ing bud of sexual need blos­som­ing in her once again. She kissed Sam with all her might to let him know that she was turned on.

	They put their hands on each other’s crotches and began play­ing skill­fully with each other. As Susan wrapped her hand around Sam’s cock, she couldn’t help won­der­ing how his cock com­pared to her son’s prick, and she was sur­prised to find that she was be­ing a proud mother as she told her­self that Paul’s cock was prob­ably even big­ger than this huge one that she was fond­ling. Sam was a good lover and, of course, her son would be a be­gin­ner, but she knew that un­der her ex­pert teach­ing he could be­come a cham­pion fucker in short or­der.

	The two lov­ers were ly­ing on their sides, fa­cing each other, and Sam put his prick between Susan’s thighs and rubbed it against the pink open­ing of her snatch which was be­com­ing wet once again. The fric­tion between the head of his cock and her clit­oris was driv­ing them both into a frenzy of ex­cite­ment. The rough feel­ing of her pu­bic curls gave Sam a wild sen­sa­tion as he rubbed harder and faster.

	“That’s right, honey. Right there, that’s the spot,” Susan muttered into Sam’s ear. “Now a little deeper. Oh yes!”

	She took his hand and put it on the warm cheeks other ass.

	They lay like that, play­ing with each other un­til they were ready to try for their next or­gasm. Susan closed her eyes as Sam man­euvered between her legs and moun­ted her, and her thoughts brought a men­tal im­age of Paul into fo­cus. She ima­gined that it was him on top of her, guid­ing his prick into the wet gash between her legs, caress­ing her tits, press­ing his lips to the sweaty skin of her neck as he began pump­ing his hips back and forth and driv­ing his stiff cock in and out of her drool­ing cunt.

	Her in­ces­tu­ous fantas­ies made this fuck some­thing spe­cial and Susan en­joyed it more than any fuck in re­cent memory. The dark side of the lust for her son was for­got­ten in the heat of her pas­sion and she let her per­ver­ted de­sires spice the real­ity of the fuck with for­bid­den fla­vor­ings.

	After a short rest she asked Sam to take her home.

	Susan thought about her new in­terest in her son as Sam drove her home. He asked her more than once why she was be­ing so quiet, and she told him that she was think­ing about that last fuck, and al­though that was only part of the truth, it was all she could re­veal to him.

	When he pulled up in front of her house, she said a quick good night, gave him a kiss and ran into the house. At times like this when Susan had things to think over, she liked to be in bed without any dis­trac­tions. She was glad that Paul was asleep. She paid Mrs. Baker and was left alone.

	It was early in the morn­ing when Susan fi­nally fell asleep. The thought of hav­ing to live with an un­ful­filled de­sire for her son was al­most as bad as the in­ces­tu­ous ful­fill­ment of those de­sires. How could she ever se­duce her own son? What would it do to their re­la­tion­ship?

	Her brain buzzed with these prob­lems as her body burned for the young boy in the next room. The bur­den of this para­dox fi­nally tired her to the point where she was able to fall asleep.



	
CHAPTER FIVE

	To say that Paul was think­ing about Alice and their fun in the bushes would be a gross un­der­state­ment. He thought of noth­ing else! For some reason, though, he didn’t see her around in the usual places and she re­mained a memory. He didn’t want to ask her friends about her be­cause he was afraid that they would tease him about lik­ing her. Oh, the tor­tures of youth!

	The ex­per­i­ence with Alice made him hom­ier than ever though, and he was de­vel­op­ing strong muscles in his right arm. His lust for his mother was grow­ing by the day too. Sev­eral times he walked around the house in hopes of find­ing her shade up enough for him to see into her room, but there was no such luck.

	Al­though he was a rav­ing sex ma­niac in the days fol­low­ing the epis­ode with Alice, he tried to main­tain a nor­mal, teen­ager’s life-style. He played ball with the guys and went to the soda shop and sipped Cokes. He kid­ded and joked and fooled around, but in­side he was a teem­ing cauldron of boil­ing lust.

	One day after a ball game, the guys were sit­ting around in the play­ground when Henry, an older kid, came up to them. He was known as a really weird guy but he was amus­ing and it was al­ways in­ter­est­ing to listen to him.

	“Hi ya, Squirts,” Henry said as he jumped on the high end of the teeter-tot­ter that Paul was sit­ting on, send­ing him fly­ing.

	All the boys laughed at that ex­cept, of course, Paul. He wanted to tell Henry what he thought about his stu­pid trick, but he knew that if he did, Henry would prob­ably twist his arm or give him some sort of slight beat­ing, so he kept quiet. That was the price that had to be paid when a kid dealt with older guys.

	Henry star­ted talk­ing about this and that without say­ing too much of any­thing. All the kids knew that he had just flunked tenth grade but none of them felt like bring­ing it up.

	Henry was a tall lanky kid with black curly hair that al­ways seemed to be hanging from his head as if it didn’t want to be there. He al­ways had a crazy sort of smile un­der his long, droop­ing nose.

	“See that car?” Henry asked and poin­ted to­ward the street.

	No one saw the car he was talk­ing about but that didn’t mat­ter. All the boys were eager to hear what he had to say about it.

	“I was hitch­hik­ing the other day and got a ride in that car. A really stacked bitch was driv­ing. Man, was she built, wow!” Henry shook his hand with a limp wrist and whistled.

	This was what they were all more or less wait­ing for. Henry had some in­cred­ible stor­ies and he was about to re­late one. None of the younger boys ever thought that he might be mak­ing them up, but that wasn’t im­port­ant. The stor­ies them­selves were the im­port­ant thing. After all, even if they weren’t true, they could be, there was noth­ing im­possible in them. If they hadn’t ac­tu­ally happened to Henry, they prob­ably had happened to someone, some­where and, most im­port­ant, it could hap­pen to one of them!

	“So this cunt asks me where I’m go­ing and I tell her I’m go­ing to Smith Street. Well, just be­fore we get there, she reaches over and puts her hand on my fuckin’ leg. Then she tells me what a good-look­ing guy I am and would I like to go over to her place. Well, by this time my prick is just about bustin’ my fuckin’ fly,” Henry said in a voice that was in­creas­ing in volume and speed.

	The six younger kids were listen­ing with rapt at­ten­tion. Their own cocks were grow­ing just as Henry’s had in that car.

	“So I tell her I’m not in a hurry and, sure, I could stop over at her place for a while. I didn’t want to seem too anxious ‘cause that really turns a chick off. You little fuck­ers would have been droolin’ so bad that you would have blown your cocks right then.”

	Paul had to ad­mit to him­self that he prob­ably would have blown it in just that way. He listened care­fully and was grate­ful for every word of wis­dom that came from Henry’s thick lips.

	“Well, we get to her place, it was one of those man­sions over on Elm Heights. First, she tells the maid to make some sand­wiches and we have a few drinks. Then she tells me to come up­stairs with her. Well, all this time I’m look­ing at her tits. They were huge. I could hardly climb those fuckin’ stairs with the bone in my pants.” Henry stopped for a few seconds and stared off into space as if he was rel­ish­ing those sweet memor­ies. “Well, to make a long story short, af­ter­wards we take a swim in her in­door pool and she drives me over to Smith Street, where my girl friend lives. Ah, it was great,”

	“What do you mean, Henry? Did ya fuck her or what?” Char­ley, one of the kids on the ball team, asked.

	All the guys began yelling at Henry that they wanted the long ver­sion of the story. De­tails! They needed de­tails!

	“Well, ya know, a gen­tle­man never tells,” Henry said with an air of dig­nity that didn’t suit him at all. “What’s the mat­ter with you punks, didn’t you know that? Geez! What per­verts.”

	Henry had a dis­gus­ted look on his face and all the kids felt as if they had broken a sac­red trust or some­thing.

	“Well, I’ll tell you this much,” Henry said with a char­it­able tone, “I came five times and once was in her mouth!”

	Paul’s mouth hung open as he real­ized what ec­stasy there was in this world. If some­thing like that would only hap­pen to him, he thought, his whole life would be trans­formed.

	“Where were you hitch­ing when she picked you up, Henry?” Paul asked.

	“Ha! What are you go­ing to do? Go there and wait for her to pick you up?” Henry’s voice mocked him and Paul wished he were Henry’s size. But since he wasn’t, he let the mat­ter drop.

	“Well, I gotta go. I got a date,” Henry said as he got off the teeter-tot­ter. “Hang loose, fel­las,” The whole ball team sat there for a while without say­ing a word. They all felt ashamed for not hav­ing any such stor­ies to tell about them­selves. Paul was al­most temp­ted to tell the guys about his ex­per­i­ence in the bushes with Alice. He could use the stature that it would bring him, es­pe­cially after the re­buff from Henry, but in com­par­ison to his story, the tit­tie-feel in the bushes was noth­ing.

	Be­sides, Paul knew that it would be to his ad­vant­age not to tell. He still hoped to get Alice into those bushes again.

	Mean­while, here he was again with a boner and noth­ing to do with it.

	Henry’s story put Paul back in the sexual frenzy that he had es­caped for a while by play­ing ball and hanging out with the guys. Now he would have to do some­thing about the cock that pulsated be­hind his zip­per.

	Pick­ing up his base­ball glove, he told the other guys that he was go­ing home. He walked out of the play­ground at a nor­mal pace but as soon as he was out of sight, he quickened his steps and hur­ried on his way.

	When he reached his house, he no­ticed that his mother’s car was gone and he was glad. When he had the whole house to him­self, he could be more ima­gin­at­ive in his jerking off. He could use any room and all the props he could in­cor­por­ate into it.

	Paul had whacked off in every room in the house in­clud­ing the kit­chen, al­though the kit­chen was his least fa­vor­ite. There was a large mir­ror over his mother’s dresser and if Paul stood on the bed he could get a good view of him­self and that was one of his fa­vor­ite jerk-off spots. That is where he de­cided to go for this one.

	He threw him­self down on the bed and began un­but­ton­ing his shirt. Soon he was ly­ing there na­ked. He took his stiff prick in his hand and squeezed it. It wouldn’t take long to bring him­self off in his wild con­di­tion and he wanted to go slowly un­til he was ready for a crash­ing cli­max.

	Get­ting off the bed, Paul walked around the room with his cock in his hand. A silky gar­ment lay in a wrinkled heap on a chair and, for some reason, Paul was sud­denly in­ter­ested in it. He had never paid the slight­est at­ten­tion to cloth­ing be­fore; his own or any­one else’s, but now the sight of that piece of wo­man’s un­der­wear was caus­ing his prick to buck like a wild horse.

	As he picked it up, the slick feel of the nylon on his fin­gers sent a wave of dizzi­ness through him. He could hardly be­lieve the ex­cite­ment that this piece of laun­dry was stir­ring in him.

	Hold­ing it in front of him, he could see that it was a short slip. It was made of nylon, it was very sheer and had a bor­der of lace around it. Paul pulled it over his head and down on his body. The cool, smooth fab­ric felt sen­sa­tional. He walked to the mir­ror and looked at him­self.

	The sight of this silky gar­ment on his body ad­ded to his ex­cite­ment. The place where a wo­man’s tits would be was empty and the ma­ter­ial sat wrinkled on his flat chest. The. Bot­tom of the slip came to just be­low his crotch, but his cock was stick­ing out proudly with a few folds of the nylon draped on the shaft.

	Turn­ing around, Paul could see the bot­toms of his as­s­cheeks un­der the hem and he thought it looked very much like it would look if a wo­man’s ass were stick­ing out.

	While he ad­mired the im­age in the mir­ror, he began to sense the odor of his mother’s body rising from the ma­ter­ial. It was the same smell that he knew from the times that his mother hugged and kissed him be­fore go­ing out on a date; the times when her per­fume stung his nos­trils with its sexy bite.

	The odor re­minded Paul that this wasn’t just a piece of wo­men’s un­der­wear, but it was his mother’s un­der­wear and that thought re­doubled his lust again. Sud­denly Paul was gripped by an un­con­trol­lable im­pulse. He ran into the bath­room and opened the laun­dry hamper. It only took him a second to find a pair of his mother’s bikini panties.

	With trem­bling fin­gers, he lif­ted the skimpy thing from the mass of rumpled laun­dry. The panties seemed in­cred­ibly tiny in his hand. They were made of the same sheer fab­ric as the slip that he wore, but they were pink rather than white like the slip. He straightened the gar­ment out and held it in front of him by the elastic waist­band.

	Without think­ing, he brought the tiny thing to his face un­til he felt its smooth­ness on his lips and nose. Paul took a deep breath through the nylon. The pun­gent odor of his mother’s hot crotch filled his head with its heady per­fume. Paul al­most lost his bal­ance as his head began to spin. He had never come so close to a wo­man’s cunt and he had no idea that the odor had such ma­gical ef­fects.

	Paul put one foot through the panties, and then the other. He pulled it up around his hips and thrilled at the touch of the thin nylon on his balls. Leav­ing his throb­bing prick stick­ing out of the low top of the panties and out from un­der the slip, he went back into the bed­room and climbed on the bed.

	Crawl­ing to the middle of the bed, he turned and looked at him­self in the mir­ror. The sight of him stand­ing there in his mother’s un­der­wear ad­ded to his pas­sion un­til he thought he would cum right there without even touch­ing him­self. He struck sev­eral poses; back, front, side and feasted on the sight.

	The smell of his mother’s body and the sight of him­self wear­ing those gar­ments were quickly bring­ing Paul to the edge of his en­dur­ance. He couldn’t res­ist touch­ing his jerking prick for an­other second. But just then he thought of some­thing that would in­crease his ex­cite­ment even more. He ran back into the bath­room and fished an­other dirty pair of his mother’s panties from the hamper.

	He stood on the toi­let and looked at him­self in the bath­room mir­ror. As he wrapped his right hand around his prick, he held the panties to his nose with the other. Watch­ing him­self whack­ing off, dressed in those sexy things and breath­ing the odor of his mother’s crotch from a pair of undies held against his face, was too much for him and his prick began spew­ing the juices that had been boil­ing in his balls. His cum shot across the bath­room after just a few strokes of his fat prick.

	Paul al­most fell off the toi­let. His vis­ion grew dark and all he was aware of was the in­tense, throb­bing pleas­ure in his groin.

	When the spasms of pleas­ure stopped and Paul’s body began to re­cover from the ex­er­tion of com­ing, he looked at him­self in the mir­ror. He felt a little fool­ish dressed that way, but there was no doubt that the in­tens­ity of his or­gasm was due to the ef­fects of the wo­man’s un­der­wear that he was wear­ing. He had cer­tainly dis­covered a new realm of sexual ad­ven­ture and he would have to ex­plore it fur­ther.

	He put the panties and slip back where he found them and wiped up the white cum-drops that he had shot all over the bath­room. He was very con­fused about what he had just done. Had any­one ever done any­thing like that be­fore or was he the only one?

	Paul knew that since he hadn’t hurt any­one or des­troyed any­thing, what he did couldn’t be wrong. Any­thing that could make him come like that could only be good. Still, it did give him a strange feel­ing and he didn’t un­der­stand why dirty cloth­ing had the power to turn him on like it had.

	When he was sure that he had left everything where he found it, Paul went to his room to con­tem­plate his ex­pand­ing sexual ap­pet­ite.

	Ly­ing on his bed, star­ing at the ceil­ing, he thought about the way the nylon panties had felt on his balls and in the crack between his as­s­cheeks. He knew that he would want to do that again and that it might be fun to wear a pair of his mother’s panties to school someday, but he also knew that jerking off with those things on wouldn’t sat­isfy his des­per­ate need to get fucked.

	He still had to pur­sue Alice and get her into the bushes once again. If only he didn’t have to chase those girls. If only he had a wo­man of his own whom he could fuck all the time, then he wouldn’t have to whack off with only the im­age of a wo­man in his mind to keep him com­pany.

	He wanted a cunt to stick his prick in, or some girl’s mouth. Any­thing but his own hand which was get­ting very bor­ing and not ful­filling his great hun­ger. If he could get into his mother’s bed one even­ing and put his arms around her; if he could feel her big tits and touch her furry cunt. Now he knew what she looked like na­ked; now that he had seen her beauty with his own eyes, he wished with all his soul that he could fuck her!

	* * *

	Since Paul be­came in­ter­ested in his mother’s un­der­wear, he began go­ing through her draw­ers whenever he was hot and his mother wasn’t home. Some­times he would put on her panties and slips, and other times he would just feel and look at them while he stroked his prick. A fa­vor­ite method was to wrap a pair of silky undies around his cock and jerk off into them.

	As he searched through her things, he came across an­other in­ter­est­ing toy. It was his mother’s douche kit.

	When he first came across the small, plastic pouch, he didn’t know what it was, but as soon as he opened it and saw the smal­ler of the two nozzles, the one that was for en­emas, a rush of memor­ies came to him.

	He re­membered his mother put­ting him across her lap with his bare ass stick­ing up. She would spread his cheeks, then she would guide a nozzle into his ass and fill him with hot wa­ter. He hadn’t thought about those en­emas in years. They had never seemed in­ter­est­ing to him; but now, with that sim­ilar nozzle in his hand, he re­membered that he had al­ways en­joyed get­ting an en­ema.

	His mother hadn’t given him an en­ema in years and he was sur­prised to find that the memory was mak­ing his prick swell and throb.

	Paul emp­tied the plastic en­vel­ope and ex­am­ine all the com­pon­ents of this won­der­ful kit. He found a rub­ber bag with a piece of string to hang it with and a length of rub­ber hose. There was also an­other nozzle and that was the most ex­cit­ing dis­cov­ery of them all!

	It was much lar­ger than the one that Paul’s mother used to stick up his ass. It had a series of holes on the sides near the wide tip and there was an in­ter­est­ing bend in the middle of it. Paul knew im­me­di­ately that it was for the other en­trance to a wo­man’s body, the en­trance that men didn’t have. This was the nozzle that was at­tached to the hose and he knew that his mother used this con­trap­tion to wash out that secret tun­nel in her hairy crotch that he had been think­ing about so much lately!

	Un­zip­ping his fly, Paul pulled his stiff prick out of its prison be­hind his pants and rubbed his cock­head on the hard plastic head of that douche nozzle. The meet­ing of his prick and that plastic nozzle ex­cited him as he thought about how his mother shoved that tube into the depths of her pussy. That is where Paul wanted to shove his own nozzle and he en­vied the black plastic.

	On im­pulse, he lif­ted the nozzle to his nose and smelled it. It didn’t have the cunt odor that his mother’s undies had. Rather, there was a minty smell to it that Paul found very ex­cit­ing as he real­ized that his mother filled her cunt with that fla­vor when she rinsed it out with this gad­get. He put the black tube in his mouth and thrilled to the thought that it had once been in his mother’s cunt!

	As Paul played with the douche kit, he began to re­mem­ber more and more about the en­emas that he got as a small child. He re­membered go­ing into the bath­room with his mother. She would tell him to take off his pants and un­der­pants while she filled the bag with warm wa­ter. She would hang the bag from the shower cur­tain rod and take out the jar of Vas­el­ine.

	While Paul watched, fas­cin­ated, she would smear the smal­ler nozzle with the Vas­el­ine and tell Paul to lean over her lap. It seemed in­cred­ible to him now that he didn’t have a hard-on like the one he had now, but he was just a kid then and now he was a man.

	The way his mother had put her fin­gers on his ass and spread the cheeks came back to him so vividly that he thought he could feel it still. It was hard to tell if the memor­ies were real or just his own ima­gin­a­tion filling in the de­tails.

	Did he really thrill to the feel­ing of the nozzle slid­ing smoothly up his ass, or was it only the know­ledge that he would feel that way now if he could lie across his mother’s lap and get an en­ema?

	Paul knew that he had to try it out on him­self. He took the kit into the bath­room. He was so ex­cited that he couldn’t get his clothes off fast enough.

	Soon he was stand­ing there with only his jer­sey on, just as he had stood there years be­fore when his mother was get­ting his en­ema ready. He turned on the wa­ter and waited for it to get hot. He hung the bag just where his mother had hung it and where she prob­ably hung it now when she gave her­self a douche.

	Paul de­cided to use the big­ger nozzle and left it on the hose. It didn’t take him long to fig­ure out how to use the valve on the hose and he closed it while he got the jar of Vas­el­ine from the medi­cine cab­inet. He dipped his fin­ger in the stuff and brought out a glob which he spread on the fat tip of the douche nozzle. He wiped the rest of it on his tight as­shole.

	Lean­ing over the sink and rest­ing on it, he guided the nozzle around his hip and to­ward his ass. Slowly, he brought it to the puckered hole. When he had the blunt tip on tar­get, he care­fully pushed it into the canal of his rectum. Paul in­haled sharply as he felt the cool plastic enter his hot as­shole. He was sure that it hadn’t felt that good when he was younger, even though it was his mother who had guided the pipe into his as­shole. He had been too young to really en­joy it then, but now it was dif­fer­ent. It was an­other new and ex­cit­ing ex­per­i­ence for him.

	Paul wiggled the nozzle around and shoved in the whole length of the plastic nozzle so that the rub­ber hose was the only thing that stuck out of his ass. When he had it com­fort­ably situ­ated, he opened the valve and waited to see what would hap­pen.

	Soon, he felt his ass filling with the hot wa­ter and his cock was jerking with wild con­vul­sions. He was get­ting more ex­cited. When his ass felt full, he closed the valve and slipped the pipe from his ass.

	It felt like he had to take a tre­mend­ous shit, but this time it seemed very pleas­ur­able. He began to feel cramps in his belly and he sat down on the toi­let seat. With a fant­astic rush, the wa­ter came gush­ing from his bowels, send­ing a tingle through his buzz­ing body.

	The sen­sa­tion was un­be­liev­able and it left Paul out of breath and trem­bling. Stand­ing up and sup­port­ing him­self on the sink, once again he took the hose and guided it to his ass. Again, he filled him­self with the wa­ter and, sit­ting on the toi­let, let it gush back out. He re­peated that pro­cess over and over un­til there was only enough wa­ter in the bag for one more filling.

	Stick­ing the nozzle in him for the last time, he let the re­mainder of the wa­ter drain up his ass. He wanted to use it all so he let it How un­til the bag hung limp and empty. He didn’t know if he could hold it all in when he took the nozzle out, but he con­cen­trated on keep­ing his as­shole tight and his legs close to­gether.

	With a burst­ing bowel, he sat care­fully down on the toi­let and took his prick in his hand. Pump­ing the skin up and down along the shaft brought more than the usual amount of pleas­ure and Paul knew that hav­ing his ass full must have caused this new de­vel­op­ment.

	As he neared his cli­max, it be­came harder to keep the high-pres­sure wa­ter in and a few squirts es­caped from time to time. The de­li­cious feel­ing of com­ing began to en­gulf him and he let his as­shole re­lax.

	The wa­ter came flood­ing from his rectum in a tor­rent just as his sperm began shoot­ing from his cock. The rush of wa­ter from his as­shole some­how caused his or­gasm to mul­tiply in its in­tens­ity and his head swam in a mael­strom of ec­stasy for a long time.

	When his ass and prick were fi­nally empty, Paul sat limp and re­laxed on the toi­let seat, con­tem­plat­ing that su­per or­gasm. He was en­ter­ing a new realm of sen­sual de­lights. It was a world that he never knew ex­is­ted, but he was learn­ing fast. At that rate, it was only a mat­ter of time be­fore he would ex­per­i­ence the ul­ti­mate thrill – com­ing in a real live cunt!



	
CHAPTER SIX

	Paul wasn’t the only one in that house­hold who was hav­ing prob­lems with hom­i­ness. Susan was be­com­ing more and more bothered by her lust for her son. She began find­ing stains on his bed­sheets more of­ten, and now there was more evid­ence of his ex­pand­ing sexual hun­ger.

	More than once, while do­ing the laun­dry, she no­ticed that her panties were covered by the stiff stains of man’s seed. At first she thought it was the res­ult of one of her own dates, even though she couldn’t re­mem­ber any time that a boy friend of hers hadn’t been able to get her panties off be­fore com­ing.

	When she found her panties in that con­di­tion again, she real­ized that Paul must be us­ing them for a source of sexual ex­cite­ment. Susan knew that it was nor­mal for a man to be turned on by a pair of funky undies. Her own boy­friends had dis­cussed their own fas­cin­a­tion for wo­men’s un­der­wear with her so she wasn’t wor­ried that Paul would be­come ob­sessed on them and be­come some sort of per­vert.

	It did in­dic­ate that the poor boy was des­per­ate for sex though. Susan felt bad about her son’s depriva­tion. She re­membered from her own child­hood what it was like to crave fuck­ing and not get it, and she knew that that was ex­actly what was hap­pen­ing to Paul.

	Paul’s state of con­stant need had an­other ef­fect on Susan though. Since she was at­trac­ted to him sexu­ally, she knew that ad­vances on her part would most likely be wel­comed by him. There was noth­ing stand­ing in the way of her grat­i­fy­ing her lust for her son ex­cept her own self-con­trol which was be­gin­ning to crumble day by day!

	She wished that Paul would bring home a nice young girl and in­tro­duce her as his girl friend. Susan real­ized that she would be jeal­ous, but it would end his hom­i­ness and help make her for­get her de­sire for him. But as things were, she couldn’t get him off her mind.

	As she struggled with her de­sires and her sense of mor­al­ity, she came across some­thing that proved to be the straw that broke the camel’s cherry.

	Late one even­ing, after Paul had gone to bed, Susan was feel­ing rest­less. She had to find a way to re­lax and she knew that simply mas­turb­at­ing wouldn’t be enough – she had been rub­bing her cunt so fre­quently that it didn’t have much ef­fect on her any more.

	One of her fa­vor­ite meth­ods for re­lax­ing was to get into the tub and give her­self a good, hot douche fol­lowed by a bath. She could mas­turb­ate sev­eral times in the tub, and that, plus the hot wa­ter in­side her cunt and out would re­lax her.

	She took her douche kit from the drawer and went into the bath­room. Her pussy was get­ting wet in an­ti­cip­a­tion. Susan liked to tell her­self that douch­ing was good for her, but deep down in­side she knew that it was mainly an ex­cuse to jerk off.

	Susan began to get things ready then no­ticed that her douche bag was wet. It had been weeks since the last time she used it and it shouldn’t have been wet. For sev­eral seconds she wondered how it happened. Then she wondered if Paul had been us­ing it.

	At first, that seemed to be an un­likely ex­plan­a­tion. Why would he want to mess around with her douche kit? Then she re­membered how she gave Paul an en­ema when he was younger every time he com­plained about a stom­ach ache.

	Like Paul, she hadn’t thought about that in a long time, but she began to think about it very ser­i­ously now. She re­membered that the doc­tor had sug­ges­ted that she give him an en­ema once when he was con­stip­ated. She had en­joyed giv­ing it to him and from then on, just about every time he com­plained of any sort of symp­tom, the en­ema bag would come out.

	At the time, she tried to tell her­self that she was do­ing it for his good, but now she real­ized that she en­joyed it so much that she looked for­ward to his stom­ach aches so she could take him across her knee and slip that en­ema tube up his little as­shole.

	Had she been the cause of his present in­terest in her douche kit? Was she the cause of his pas­sion for her un­der­wear?

	Susan began to feel that she had harmed her son by her own weird sexual tastes. But what harm was there in his in­terests? He wasn’t do­ing any­thing that most homy boys his age did.

	Susan had many friends with sons and they had told her stor­ies of their own boys’ strange, pu­bes­cent be­ha­vior. She came to the real­iz­a­tion that Paul was still a nor­mal kid: horny and in­quis­it­ive, but nor­mal.

	Once she had straightened out her thoughts about Paul, she began to think about her­self again. There was noth­ing to do but ad­mit that her sexual in­terest in her son went back to his early child­hood.

	She had en­joyed giv­ing him en­emas, and now that she was find­ing the proof of his man­hood on his sheets, she was hot for him in an adult way. Susan still couldn’t con­vince her­self that she should give in to her im­pulses and se­duce Paul, but she knew that it was go­ing to get harder to res­ist.

	As she lay in the tub with the douche nozzle in her cunt, she wished Paul was a small boy again so she could take him into the bath­room and give him an­other en­ema. Susan let her thoughts drift back to those days when he came to her com­plain­ing of a stom­ach ache.

	She re­membered how he wiggled around on her lap when the warm wa­ter filled his ass.

	Susan pulled the nozzle from her cunt and spread her cheeks with the fin­gers of her left hand while her right hand guided the nozzle to her as­shole. She re­called a men­tal pic­ture of her­self sit­ting on the toi­let seat with her son across her knees and the en­ema pipe in her hand. As she slid it up her own ass, she thought about Paul’s cute as­shole and wondered if she would like to take him across her lap now and give him an­other en­ema. Of course she would like it! The only ques­tion now was, would she have the nerve to sug­gest it to him?

	Susan had a good friend named Beth whom she of­ten brought her prob­lems to. She would call her to­mor­row. Susan knew that Beth was a wild wo­man who thought any­thing was right if it felt good. But, still, she reasoned, just be­cause Beth was a loose wo­man it didn’t fol­low that what she had to say wasn’t valu­able ad­vice. And in this case, Beth had noth­ing to gain by telling her that she should go ahead with her de­sires re­gard­ing Paul.

	It was dif­fer­ent the first time she had gone to Beth for ad­vice.

	Susan had known Beth a long time, and al­though Beth was about five years older, they had al­ways been very close. Just be­fore Susan got mar­ried, she de­cided she had to clear up a prob­lem that had been both­er­ing her for quite a while.

	Beth didn’t bat an eye when Susan told her that she was afraid that she was a les­bian. Al­though she hadn’t done any­thing about it. Susan found that she had a strong urge to make love to an­other wo­man. Susan talked for about an hour and without wait­ing for Beth to say a word, came to the con­clu­sion that she should act out her pas­sion for a les­bian lover.

	It was only then that Beth told her that she agreed; and only then that Beth took her in her arms and kissed her.

	Susan real­ized that Beth had been mak­ing it with wo­men as well as with men.

	The more Susan thought about it now, the bet­ter the idea seemed. She de­cided to call Beth the next day and ar­range to see her. Susan was ex­cited about talk­ing to Beth about the mat­ter. It was the first real ac­tion she was tak­ing along the road to fuck­ing her son.

	After her bath, Susan got into bed and tried to think about some­thing other than her lust for Paul. She found that think­ing about Beth was the only way she could di­vert her mind. Beth was a pretty ex­cit­ing topic and it wasn’t long be­fore Susan had for­got­ten about Paul for the time be­ing.

	Susan thought about the time Beth had in­tro­duced her to the beauty of les­bian love. She re­membered it.so clearly. Susan re­membered how up­set she was when she began to real­ize that she was turned on by other wo­men. As she lay in bed she could still re­mem­ber the sound of her own voice, quiet and scared as she told Beth about her shame­ful pas­sions.

	While she had spoken, Beth put her arm around her and listened pa­tiently.

	“And what have you done about it?” she asked the older wo­man.

	“Well, I didn’t res­ist my nat­ural in­clin­a­tions,” Beth told her mat­ter-of-factly.

	“You mean...”

	“Yes, of course. I’ve been mak­ing it with wo­men for years. I haven’t given up men, I would never do that. But if a per­son can en­joy both sexes there are twice as many people to go to bed with,” Beth ex­plained.

	Susan wondered if she was at­tract­ive enough for Beth’s at­ten­tion. She asked her about it.

	“I’ve al­ways been at­trac­ted to you, Susan, but I knew you weren’t in­ter­ested. I’m glad to hear that you are now though,” Beth said gently.

	Susan stood in the middle of the room. She never felt so con­fused be­fore in her life. The idea of mak­ing it with an­other wo­man was con­trary to everything she had learned as a girl, yet here she was telling her friend that she thought she was a les­bian, and find­ing out that her friend was an ex­per­i­enced les­bian.

	Susan was scared, but her cunt was ooz­ing warm juice and she knew what she wanted. Her fear was be­ing over­taken by her de­sire, she couldn’t de­cide what to do.

	“Come here, honey,” Beth said.

	Susan obeyed. She walked to the couch and took Beth’s hand. Beth pulled her down be­side her and put her arm around Susan’s shoulders. She looked into Susan’s face for a mo­ment as if to make sure of her will­ing­ness and then kissed her lightly on the lips.

	Susan re­membered how that kiss felt. It was the tenderest and most de­li­cious kiss she’d ever ex­per­i­enced. When Beth fol­lowed that with an­other kiss, Susan kissed her back with un­res­trained pas­sion. The two wo­men wrapped their arms around each other and pulled their bod­ies tightly to­gether.

	Susan could still feel the soft warmth of Beth’s tits as they em­braced. Beth slipped her tongue into Susan’s re­cept­ive mouth and reached up to her heavy breasts. Susan was los­ing all her fears and doubts about mak­ing love to a wo­man. Sud­denly it seemed as nor­mal as mak­ing it with a man, but there was a thrill­ing dif­fer­ence that made it even more beau­ti­ful.

	“You’re beau­ti­ful,” Beth told her as she opened her blouse and gazed at her tits.

	Beth put one hand on each of her tits and ran her fin­gers over the smooth skin. Susan could feel her nipples con­tract.

	“Take it off,” Beth told her, as she un­buttoned her own blouse.

	In an­other minute, both wo­men were bare breasted. They fell into an­other em­brace. Susan couldn’t be­lieve how won­der­ful it felt to hold an­other wo­man in her arms and feel an­other set of tits rub­bing against her own. Beth’s tits were big­ger than her own but not as firm.

	They ex­plored the depths of each other’s mouths. When Beth felt Susan’s breath be­come deeper and faster, she slid down her body, kiss­ing her neck and shoulders on the way.

	Susan let her­self be pushed back against the arm of the couch as Beth got into po­s­i­tion to kiss and fondle her tits. Susan closed her eyes and con­cen­trated on the ter­rific feel­ing that Beth was caus­ing in her tits by her skill­ful lick­ing and suck­ing.

	Beth gobbled her tits hun­grily but with a gen­tle­ness that no man had ever achieved. Susan was still a little shy about touch­ing Beth, but as she worked away on her tits, she put her hands on Beth’s head and bur­ied her fin­gers in her long black hair.

	Beth stopped her tit-suck­ing and looked up at Susan. “Does it feel nice, tell me.”

	“Oh yes, it feels great. Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop,” she whispered as Beth lowered her head once again and re­sumed suck­ing on her rock-hard nipples.

	As Beth lay be­side Susan with her face on Susan’s tits, her own tits were spread over Susan’s – stom­ach. Susan was amazed at the heat of Beth’s tits. She reached down and found that she could grab one of them and pull it closer to her. She had never felt an­other wo­man’s tits be­fore and she was sur­prised that they felt so dif­fer­ent than her own. Beth hummed her ap­proval without tak­ing her mouth from Susan’s tits.

	Beth’s ex­pert mouth was send­ing Susan to the heights of pleas­ure and giv­ing her cour­age to be more ag­gress­ive. She squeezed the soft warm tit in her hand. The brown circle at the tip be­came stiff. Susan was be­gin­ning to feel more and more re­laxed and wondered what the big deal was about en­ter­ing the world of les­bi­an­ism. Now it seemed com­pletely nat­ural.

	Beth lif­ted her head from Susan’s tits and told her to stand up. Susan felt shaky with ex­cite­ment.

	Beth kneeled in front of her on the floor and put her arms around Susan’s hips. Susan waited eagerly to see what she would do next. Beth kissed her stom­ach and wiggled her tongue around in her belly but­ton. Then, sit­ting back on her haunches, she un­fastened Susan’s pants. Beth had no trouble peel­ing them down. When they were around her ankles. Susan stepped out of one leg then the other.

	Beth leaned for­ward and kissed Susan’s flat belly while she slipped her fin­gers up the leg holes of her panties, on the tense cheeks of her ass. She ran her fin­gers to the bot­toms of the round and firm as­s­cheeks and to the crack between the tops of her thighs.

	Susan shivered.

	Her panties were soak­ing wet and she knew that Beth was just dis­cov­er­ing that, as her fin­gers entered the hairy hole of her twat. Sud­denly, Beth took her fin­gers from the panties and began to slowly pull them down. She left them around Susan’s ankles and sat back on the floor look­ing up at her new lover. Susan waited to see what Beth would ask of her next.

	“You really are beau­ti­ful, darling,” Beth said as her eyes moved over Susan’s na­ked body. “Come here and sit on my face.”

	Susan was shocked at that sug­ges­tion, but Beth was ly­ing down and she real­ized that her friend meant it. Susan had been eaten be­fore, by men, but the dir­ect way Beth had phrased the state­ment seemed very crude.

	But after the ini­tial shock wore off, Susan real­ized that Beth knew what she was do­ing. The com­mand, put in those words, sent a wave of pas­sion through Susan’s body and she couldn’t wait to lower her crotch on her friend’s wait­ing face.

	She walked over to Beth and stood over her head, one foot on each side. Beth was get­ting an ex­cit­ing view and Susan lowered her­self slowly. Reach­ing up, Beth’s hands met Susan’s lower­ing hips and guided her down to her face. Susan squat­ted over Beth’s head. Po­s­i­tion­ing her­self so that her drool­ing, hairy crotch was dir­ectly over Beth’s mouth, Susan waited for Beth’s next move. It didn’t take long.

	She felt the tip of Beth’s warm tongue probe the lips of her pussy.

	Beth ran her tongue along the open­ing of her cunt with a light, quick mo­tion. Beth licked Susan’s cunt un­til she felt her legs, at each side of her head, be­gin to tremble. Slowly, she pushed her tongue farther up that salty cham­ber un­til she was lap­ping the slick walls of her deep cunt. Susan moved her hips and lowered her cunt un­til Beth’s jaw dis­ap­peared into it. Susan was in a frenzy but she man­aged to reach be­hind her and find Beth’s tits. Susan fumbled with Beth’s tits but found that she couldn’t do what she wanted to with them.

	“Let me turn around, honey,” Susan said to the cunt-lap­ping les­bian be­low her.

	She lif­ted her hips and turned so she was fa­cing Beth’s feet.

	Beth pulled her down quickly as though she were starving for Susan’s cunt. As Beth re­sumed her meal, Susan looked at the view she now had of Beth’s body.

	Beth was heav­ier with some real meat on her. Not fat at all, but well pad­ded. Her skin was milky which off set the black tri­angle of curly hair between her thighs.

	Now Susan could eas­ily reach Beth’s tits and her hands trembled as she did so. She handled her tits the way she liked to have her own handled and Beth seemed to like it too. She moved the massive tit-flesh around in circles as her fin­gers gently mas­saged them. The nipples were hard; they stood up like gum drops and Susan held them between the tips of her fin­gers, twist­ing them gently.

	As she played with Beth’s tits, she felt Beth’s tongue slide to the rear of her cunt-hole and then out of it. She gasped as she felt Beth move her tongue over the inch of skin that sep­ar­ated her cunt from her as­shole. When the tongue-tip reached that tight open­ing, Susan trembled.

	Susan hung her head as her body shook with vi­ol­ent quavers. Hold­ing on to Beth’s tits for dear life, she felt her press the tip of her tongue against her puckered as­shole un­til it slipped into that nar­row tube. Beth was able to get over an inch of her tongue up Susan’s hole and Susan could feel Beth’s teeth press against her ass as she tried to stick her tongue in even farther.

	When Beth was sure her tongue was in as far as pos­sible, she began to wiggle it around in the con­fines of that funky cham­ber and drove Susan into a frenzy. Beth kept her tongue in Susan’s ass as long as she could without let­ting her cunt cool off. At just the right mo­ment, she went back to lap­ping her cunt.

	As Beth shif­ted from ass to pussy, she drew her knees up and spread her thighs: a clear in­vit­a­tion to Susan. The idea of eat­ing a pussy had been in Susan’s mind, but the real­ity hadn’t presen­ted it­self un­til that very mo­ment.

	With a com­bin­a­tion of an­ti­cip­a­tion and ap­pre­hen­sion, Susan began to lean for­ward over her friend’s body. As she neared Beth’s crotch, the odor of her cunt rose to her nos­trils. It smelled very’ much like her own cunt when she was hot. Susan had tasted her own cunt-juice when she had licked her juice from her fin­gers, but she had never stuck her tongue into a hot cunt and drank dir­ectly from the source.

	Susan ran her lips through the curly pu­bic hair on her lover’s mound as she got ready to join the ranks of les­bian cunt-lap­pers. The odor was adding to her already high level of pas­sion. Susan hes­it­ated.

	Beth sensed Susan’s re­luct­ance to go all the way and she gave her a little in­spir­a­tion by slow­ing down her own lap­ping. Susan real­ized that it was a give-and-take pro­pos­i­tion and she would have to do her part.

	Without hes­it­at­ing an­other second, Susan stuck out her tongue and combed through the curls un­til she tasted the hot ooze of Beth’s cunt. It was very ex­cit­ing and it took her about two licks to get to like the idea of be­ing a cunt-lap­per. She began lash­ing the pink in­terior of her friend’s cunt with a vig­or­ous stroke.

	Her mouth began wa­ter­ing and her saliva mixed with the co­pi­ous flow from the lips of Beth’s de­li­cious twat. Susan could see the gleam of her cunt-juice on the bot­toms of her as­s­cheeks and she could ima­gine how much of her own juice Beth must be swal­low­ing.

	Susan felt great that she was able to get right into the swing of cunt-lap­ping and Beth was proud of her. Now that Beth was get­ting some ac­tion too, she star­ted to get ser­i­ous about her work. She put the tip of her tongue on Susan’s clit­oris and wiggled the little bud with a quick mo­tion. The lust that had been sim­mer­ing within Susan now came to a boil.

	Beth was cre­at­ing an or­gasm in her; and, eager to prove her­self to her friend, Susan tried to match her lick for lick. Susan did to Beth all the things that felt best to her when a skilled guy put his tongue to work on her snatch.

	Beth was vi­brat­ing Susan’s clit and she was rap­idly near­ing a cli­max. Her chest was heav­ing with her rush­ing breath, but she kept her tongue busy in Beth’s pussy. When the full im­pact of com­ing hit her, she lost a few strokes but as soon as she could she got back into the rhythm.

	Beth eased up after Susan’s cunt stopped twitch­ing in its ec­stasy and then star­ted all over. Susan was on her way to her second or­gasm when she brought Beth off. Beth came with a rum­bling, crash­ing or­gasm and Susan was amazed at the in­tens­ity of it. Her voice filled Susan’s cunt with cries and moans, which was an ad­ded at­trac­tion for her. Beth’s body writhed and her legs kicked wildly. With all her con­tor­tions she didn’t stop rub­bing Susan’s clit with her tongue.

	Susan en­vied her for the great amount of pleas­ure that she was ap­par­ently get­ting from her cli­max, and for her self-con­trol. It must have taken self-con­trol to keep up her lap­ping while in the throes of that or­gasm.

	The two lusty les­bi­ans kept up that feast un­til they were both ex­hausted. They lay on the floor be­side each other un­til they re­gained their breath.

	“You turned out to be a real ti­ger, baby,” Beth said as she held Susan around the waist.

	“Thanks to you, sweety,” Susan cooed. “That was great. I’m so glad I came to you.”

	“I’m glad you did too.”

	Now Susan was go­ing to see Beth again and she had the feel­ing that this visit was go­ing to open up a new di­men­sion in sexual pleas­ure too.



	
CHAPTER SEVEN

	All the kids in Paul’s crowd spent Sat­urday af­ter­noons in the local movie theater. Lately it had be­come a place to grab a girl and feel her up. Paul had listened to the other guys talk­ing about do­ing that, but, so far, he hadn’t got­ten in on it.

	Paul was de­term­ined to give it a try and on Sat­urday he got to the movie theater early. He hoped to find Alice and ask her to sit with him. Ac­cord­ing to his friends, the way to go about it was to go up to a girl with nice tits and ask her if she would like to sit with you. If she said she would, she would prob­ably let you kiss and feel them. It was as simple as that.

	Paul was one of the first kids in the theater. He was very nervous but his de­term­in­a­tion and hom­i­ness would carry him through. He thought the best bet would be to hang around the lobby un­til Alice came in and then ask her to sit with him. He bought a box of pop­corn to calm his nerves and waited and watched.

	The theater was get­ting full and there was only a few minutes left be­fore the pic­ture star­ted, and Alice still hadn’t shown up. Paul was just about to gather his cour­age and ask an­other girl to sit with him when he saw her.

	As he feared, one of those mil­lion things that could go wrong, went wrong. Why hadn’t he thought of it? She was with Joy and Kate. How could he ask her any­thing like that when she was with her friends?

	He had to think fast be­cause she was com­ing his way and would see him in an­other second. Paul was stand­ing there with his fin­gers in his box of pop­corn when Alice spot­ted him. He was happy to see her face light up when she saw him.

	“Hi, Paul,” she said as she walked to­ward him.

	“Hi,” he said. His heart was pound­ing in his chest now. Joy and Kate were still by her side as she walked over to him.

	“I haven’t seen you around for a while. Where have you been?” she asked him.

	“Oh, I’ve been around. I’ve been look­ing for you,” he said but was sur­prised to hear those words. He hadn’t meant to say that. He thought he saw the other girls look at each other with a sly smile on their lips and he wondered what Alice had told them about him.

	“Are you alone?” Alice asked.

	“Yes.”

	“Why don’t you come sit with us then?” she asked.

	“Sure,” Paul stammered.

	Well that took care of that. But now he was go­ing to be with all of them. How was he go­ing to do any­thing with her if her girl friends were sit­ting right be­side them?

	As they walked down the aisle, Paul wondered what he should do.

	“Where do you want to sit?” Joy asked.

	That gave Paul all the lever­age he needed, to get away from the two ex­tra girls. He waited to see what they would say.

	“I like to sit close,” Kate said.

	“I like to sit in the back, but not too far back,” Alice said.

	“I kind of like to sit in the back too,” Paul said. “How about sit­ting back here with me, Alice, and Kate and Joy can sit up front?”

	Paul no­ticed the girls giv­ing each other those know­ing glances again, but he didn’t care. Be­ing so close to Alice and her big tits was mak­ing him very bold. He was learn­ing that hom­i­ness is one of Mother Nature’s most power­ful forces; right after hur­ricanes and earth­quakes.

	“That sounds like a good idea,” Alice said. “I’ll see you girls after the movie.” They sat down and waited for the lights to go out. Paul offered her some pop­corn but couldn’t think of any­thing to say to her.

	Fi­nally, Alice broke the si­lence. “I hope you’re not mad at me for leav­ing so sud­denly that time in the park.”

	“No, I wasn’t mad. But how come you did leave like that?”

	“Well, I didn’t want you to get the wrong idea. I don’t usu­ally do things like that,” she ex­plained.

	Her words stung Paul’s ears. Did that mean that she wasn’t go­ing to let him feel her up now? Was he go­ing to have to sit through a whole movie be­ing homy and dy­ing to grab her tits and not be able to? Why do girls have to make things so dif­fi­cult?

	The lights died and the screen lit up. There was a Road Run­ner car­toon but Paul didn’t feel like laugh­ing. He could see guys all over the place put­ting their arms around the girls next to them, and he could ima­gine what they were do­ing with their hands. Paul began to identify with the coyote in the car­toon – he was be­ing foiled at every turn.

	As he sat there in the dark, he was given an­other sur­prise by the girl be­side him.

	“You can put your arm around me if you want to, you know,” Alice told him.

	“But I thought you...” Paul didn’t know what to think and he figured that the best policy would be to keep quiet and take ad­vant­age of the in­vit­a­tion.

	He put his arm around her and held her shoulder in his hand. That was enough to start his prick grow­ing in his jeans. He put his other hand on her arm, which was ly­ing on the arm rest between them.

	After wait­ing what seemed a reas­on­able amount of time, and it took him all that time to gather his cour­age, he tried to kiss her. He wondered if she would know that he wanted a kiss. If she didn’t, he would have to reach his head all the way around to where her lips were.

	As he leaned to­ward her, he was sur­prised to see her turn her head and face him. Her eye­lids were droop­ing and her head was tilted slightly. Just like in the movies, he thought, as their lips met.

	Once again, Paul tasted the ex­cit­ing fla­vor of a girl’s mouth. He felt her lips part and he stuck his tongue between them. She ac­cep­ted him into her mouth and toyed with his tongue.

	Paul moved his hand to her tit. He touched her tit softly and she let him. Be­fore long, he was mas­sa­ging her tit as vig­or­ously as he had in the bushes that af­ter­noon a week ago.

	Time flew as they kissed and groped at each other. They were ob­li­vi­ous of the movie. Paul was get­ting a good les­son in fe­male ana­tomy and he was a good stu­dent. When he had learned all he wanted to about her tits, he tried for a more ad­vanced course.

	Slip­ping his hand from her bra, he let it fall to her thighs. After a little thigh mas­sage, he stuck his fin­gers between her legs and pressed her crotch.

	Alice let her thighs spread slightly and Paul could tell that she was en­joy­ing her­self. His curi­os­ity about the hid­den treas­ures of a wo­man’s cunt re­mained a mys­tery for him, though. All he could feel was a firm but soft mound of flesh. He knew that he would have to break the cloth­ing bar­rier to ex­plore that re­gion prop­erly.

	He tried to get his hand into the waist­band of her pants, hop­ing and pray­ing that she would let him. She didn’t stop him but her pants did; they were too tight. Should he dare try to un­fasten her pants right there in the theater? There was only one way to find out. He began to fumble with the but­ton on the side of the waist­band.

	When he felt her hand on his wrist, he thought that it was all over, but her hand was limp. She was mak­ing a token ef­fort and it didn’t take Paul long to find out that it was only an­other part of the game.

	He heard her gasp as the but­ton popped through the but­ton hole. There was plenty of room for Paul’s hand now and he began to slide his fin­gers to­ward her crotch. He kissed her, as much to keep her from telling him to stop, as any­thing else, while his fin­gers traveled down the smooth skin of her belly.

	When he met the thick curls that were hid­ing down there, his whole body re­acted with a jolt. This was too much! His own hand on a real, live cunt! Yippy!

	But there was no sat­is­fac­tion yet. He had to fin­ger her cunt. There was still more to con­quer. He had to get to the depths of that mys­ter­i­ous hole.

	It wasn’t easy to man­euver in the con­fines of her pants, but Paul struggled and soon felt the top of the cunt-hole that would ad­mit him to the ec­stasy that he knew awaited him.

	He began to shove his hand down with more force and he fi­nally hit the wet­ness that told him that he was mak­ing pro­gress. Sud­denly, he was able to slide his fin­ger into her cunt-hole with ease. It was a strange but won­der­ful ex­per­i­ence for him to fin­ger a girl’s cunt without ever really know­ing its secrets, but now he was learn­ing fast.

	He could feel the satin lin­ing of the outer cunt-lips and the ridge of the in­ner lips. He knew that there was a hot tun­nel be­hind those in­ner lips and he wanted to go into it. He couldn’t quite get his hand in the right place to launch an as­sault up her pussy so he tried to get her to spread her legs farther apart.

	This time he met some res­ist­ance. She didn’t seem to want to let him in any farther. He took his lips from hers and asked her what the trouble was.

	“I don’t do this,” she said in a hoarse voice.

	Paul un­der­stood what she said even though it made no sense at all. He was learn­ing a great deal about wo­men. Even though he knew what she was say­ing, he wasn’t ready to give up yet.

	“Don’t you like it?” he asked.

	“It’s not that, Paul. I just can’t let you. I just can’t,” she said as she pulled his hand from the warmth and ex­cite­ment of her pants. “You can keep your hand here if you want,” she said, put­ting his hand back on her tit.

	There was noth­ing he could do but make the best of what was offered to him, and for the re­mainder of the movie, he mas­saged her tits and kissed her. After the ex­cite­ment of her cunt, though, he began to grow bored with her tit­ties.

	He was glad when the movie ended and they were joined by Kate and Joy. That made it easy for him to say good-bye. Alice looked a little troubled as he left and he sup­posed that she was wor­ried that her stop­ping him from fin­ger­ing her cunt had made him mad at her. He de­duced that she wanted to be with him again and it gave him a good feel­ing.

	He was very happy about the way things had turned out even though he didn’t get all he wanted. As soon as he was out of the girls’ sight, he did what he had been wait­ing to do for about an hour. Hold­ing his hand to his nose, he sniffed the fin­ger that had probed Alice’s cunt. It was there! That same funky odor that he had sniffed on his mother’s undies. But this time it was fresh from a cunt and he had got­ten it from the source!

	Paul’s head was spin­ning as he walked home. He con­cen­trated on the way Alice’s cunt felt in those pre­cious minutes that he had his fin­ger in it. He felt that he was be­com­ing an old hand at squeez­ing tit and that made him feel ten feet tall. He would get his hands on her again and go even farther. It still seemed like a long road to get­ting fucked, but the road was an in­ter­est­ing one.

	When he got home, he went into his bed­room and took his clothes off. He lay down on his bed and thought about Alice. In a few minutes he re­leased the tre­mend­ous pres­sure that had built up in his balls. He had a feel­ing that it wouldn’t be long be­fore he knew the ul­ti­mate ex­per­i­ence.



	
CHAPTER EIGHT

	The next day was Sunday, al­ways a slow day for Paul. The guys would prob­ably have a ball game or go fish­ing, but there wasn’t much hap­pen­ing in the morn­ing. Paul lay in bed and thought about the day be­fore. It seemed that things were fi­nally pick­ing up for him. He wondered if he could find Alice again that af­ter­noon. Shit, he didn’t even have her phone num­ber.

	Paul listened to his mother mov­ing around the house. She al­ways seemed to be busy. He wondered what she thought about his be­ing in bed so long. As the memory of his ad­ven­ture with Alice began to re­play in his mind again, he sniffed at his fin­ger and was pleas­antly sur­prised to find that there was still a trace of the cunt scent re­main­ing. He was glad that he didn’t wash the night be­fore.

	With his funky fin­ger un­der his nose, and his stiff rod in his hand, Paul began the fa­mil­iar ritual of strok­ing the skin on his prick up and down. He closed his eyes and ima­gined that Alice was in bed with him and that he was about to slide his prick up her juicy cunt.

	Sud­denly Paul stopped the mo­tion of his hand. He didn’t want to go through the same old routine of jerking off. That had been go­ing on for years and he was fi­nally learn­ing that if he wanted some­thing bet­ter he would have to be ag­gress­ive and am­bi­tious. He would have to take chances.

	There was some­thing he could do right then and there. Some­thing he had been think­ing about for a few days but hadn’t ac­ted on. Without think­ing about it any longer or mak­ing any elab­or­ate plans, he jumped out of bed and went to look for his mother. He found her in the liv­ing room empty­ing ash­trays and straight­en­ing up.

	“I have a stom­ach ache, Mom,” he said with his hand on his stom­ach.

	Susan looked at her son with sur­prise. He hadn’t an­nounced to her that he had a stom­ach ache like this in years. She didn’t know what to do or say.

	“Gee, honey, I’m sorry to hear that. Is there any­thing I can do for you?” Paul shrugged his shoulders, look­ing miser­able and help­less. It had been so long since he had come to her like that. At one time she would have taken his tem­per­at­ure and maybe give him – But of course! The real­iz­a­tion of what was go­ing on made Susan break out in a sweat.

	“Have you moved your bowels lately?” Susan said, try­ing to keep her voice from shak­ing.

	“I guess not,” he replied.

	Susan took a deep breath be­fore ask­ing the next ques­tion. She wanted him very much to an­swer af­firm­at­ively.

	“Do you want me to give you an en­ema?” she asked.

	He hadn’t felt so nervous about any­thing since she was a girl and just be­gin­ning to dabble in sex with the young boys.

	Paul found that he was as scared as his mother and had a hard time an­swer­ing her. All he could man­age was an­other shrug.

	“Well, maybe I’d bet­ter,” Susan said. “Go into the bath­room. I’ll be there in a minute.” Susan could see Paul’s face turn­ing a deep shade of red and she wondered if he could see her blush­ing too. He could.

	He went into the bath­room and sat down on the toi­let. He could hear his mother get­ting her douche kit from her drawer.

	While he waited, his cock began to swell, but he wished it wouldn’t be­cause he knew he would be em­bar­rassed when he had to pull down his pa­jama bot­toms in front of his mother. His nervous­ness kept his prick fairly soft; for the time be­ing at least.

	Be­fore he knew it, Susan was com­ing through the bath­room door with her douche kit in her hand. The sight of the thing made him even more ex­cited than he already was. It was the same kit that he had been us­ing on the sly, but see­ing it in his mother’s hand was even bet­ter. While he watch, she began get­ting it ready.

	First, she turned on the hot wa­ter and let it run while she took out the bag and long tube. She pulled off the big­ger, va­ginal nozzle and re­placed it with the other one. After reg­u­lat­ing the wa­ter tem­per­at­ure, she filled the bag un­til it was stretched with the weight of the wa­ter and then she hung it from the shower cur­tain rod, just as Paul had done.

	“Okay, baby, take off your pa­ja­mas,” she said as she took the jar of Vas­el­ine from the medi­cine cab­inet.

	Paul stood up and let his pa­ja­mas fall to the floor. He felt a tre­mend­ous rush of ex­cite­ment as he watched his mother dip her fin­ger in the Vas­el­ine and ap­ply it to the black nozzle. He knew that in an­other minute she would be slip­ping that tube into his ass. Just stand­ing there na­ked in front of her was thrill­ing to him.

	Susan didn’t want to stare at her son’s cock, but she could see from the comer of her eye that he took after his father in at least one re­spect: he was well hung.

	Paul could feel his cock be­gin­ning to rise so he was glad that his mother wasn’t star­ing at him.

	“I think you’re too big for me to take across my lap like I used to,” she said to him. “Why don’t you get down on all fours?”

	Paul obeyed. He knelt on the bath­room floor and res­ted on his el­bows. Be­ing in that vul­ner­able po­s­i­tion in front of his mother, with his bare ass stick­ing out was enough to in­flate his cock fully.

	Susan was as ex­cited as her son. She could feel the warm li­quid that oozed from her pussy wet­ting the in­sides of her thighs. Look­ing down at her son, she could see that he was a fully de­veloped, virile man now. That was ob­vi­ous. She could see his balls hanging between his legs. Paul had his thighs fairly far apart, but she would have to spread his cheeks to find the hole that she was about to in­sert the nozzle into.

	As she knelt be­hind him, she could feel her tits heav­ing with her deep, pas­sion­ate breath­ing. Hold­ing the hose in one hand, she spread the firm cheeks of his ass with the other. She no­ticed that Paul shivered slightly when she touched him. The puckered en­trance to his ass was ex­posed to her and she brought the plastic nozzle to it. Her hand was trem­bling and it wasn’t easy for her to press the end of the tube into him.

	Paul closed his eyes as he felt the cool tube enter his ass. Un­til then, his ex­cite­ment came from the idea of be­ing in that situ­ation with his mother, who he had been lust­ing after for weeks. Now, that was joined by the ac­tual feel­ing of her en­ema tube in his ass, guided by her own hand rather than his.

	“That’s not in too far, is it?” Susan asked.

	“No,” he said.

	She pushed it in even farther and asked if he were ready. He nod­ded his head. Susan opened the valve and Paul felt the wa­ter flow­ing into his bowels. It was rather hot, hot­ter than he ever made it for him­self but it felt good.

	When he began to feel cramps, he told his mother that he thought that that was enough. She closed the valve and Paul got up and sat on the toi­let. He let all the wa­ter in his ass rush out.

	“Let’s try it again, just to make sure,” Susan said.

	When he had stood up, she saw that his cock was fat and full. The sight of a stiff prick al­ways sent Susan into a state of des­per­ate pas­sion and the sight of this young cock – so hard and beau­ti­ful – had an even stronger ef­fect on her. Susan knew that she couldn’t let him go with just an en­ema. It didn’t mat­ter that he was her son, that just made it more ex­cit­ing.

	Paul got back into po­s­i­tion for an­other charge and Susan ad­min­istered it. Once again he got on the toi­let and let it flow.

	Now Susan was star­ing at his prick with un­con­scious con­cern. All she could think about was get­ting that beau­ti­ful prick into her starving cunt.

	Paul no­ticed that his mother’s eyes were glued to his prick and that made his cock stand even more ri­gidly. His prick was twitch­ing with a wild rhythm and Paul felt proud that his mother was so in­ter­ested in his cock.

	“Paul, baby, you’ve grown into quite a man,” she said as she took his hand and pulled him to his feet.

	She put her hands on his na­ked waist and pulled him against her. He felt her huge tits flat­ten against his hard chest as his cock poked her in the belly. Susan pressed her lips over his and put her tongue to work in his mouth.

	Paul was taken by sur­prise even though this is what he had hoped for. In a few seconds, how­ever, he was kiss­ing her back as if they’d been lov­ers for years.

	“Come with me,” Susan said and led him in the dir­ec­tion of her bed­room.

	She sat Paul down on her bed where he waited to see what would come next. He watched as his mother began to get un­dressed.

	A little while ago, he was peep­ing in her win­dow try­ing to get a glimpse of her na­ked body and now here he was, in her room, watch­ing her take her clothes off just for him!

	She faced him as she un­buttoned her blouse and pulled it off her back. She was wear­ing a soft bra. She sat on the edge of the bed and asked Paul to un­fasten it.

	With shaky fin­gers he man­aged to do so with a min­imum of fum­bling. Turn­ing to­ward him once again, she let the bra fall from her tits. The view from the win­dow didn’t pre­pare Paul for the gor­geous sight that met his eager stare.

	Her tits were mag­ni­fi­cent! He couldn’t be­lieve that they could be so firm and big too. The nipples were dark brown which, for some reason, made them look even more sexy.

	Susan kicked her san­dals play­fully across the room be­fore tak­ing off her pants. As she pulled them down, Paul could al­most hear his heart pound­ing in his ears. He could hardly be­lieve this was hap­pen­ing to him!

	Susan no­ticed that his eye­balls were al­most leap­ing from their sock­ets and his mouth was hanging open in amazed dis­be­lief. She hoped he wouldn’t al­ways seem so cunt-struck, but, after all, this was new to him. She knew how ex­cited he must have been be­cause she was just as ex­cited.

	Susan stripped her panties off and stood na­ked be­fore her equally na­ked son. She walked to him and got on the bed be­side his young, firm body.

	Paul knew that all his dreams about fuck­ing were about to come true. When he felt the heat of his mother’s body on the bed be­side him, he was so ex­cited he thought he might faint. When she put her arm over his chest and leaned over him, he was ready to re­turn the kiss that she placed on his opened mouth.

	He felt her huge tits come down on his hard body, cov­er­ing him with their heat. The feel­ing of hav­ing a wo­man’s na­ked body pressed against his own was even bet­ter than he had ima­gined.

	He began to ex­plore his mother’s body with grop­ing hands. He felt the mass of tits that were press­ing them­selves into his chest. They were so much lar­ger and spon­gier than Alice’s tits that Paul was amazed. He had al­ways thought that tits were just tits, but he was learn­ing that there were all sorts of tits and it would be a long time be­fore his dis­cov­er­ies would fail to sur­prise him.

	Susan moved slightly so her son could get his hands around those beau­ti­ful tits.

	Paul moved his hand around on the sur­face of the huge breast. The erect nipple must have been stick­ing out at least an inch, Paul thought as he pinched it between his fin­gers. The skin around it was in­cred­ibly rough com­pared to the satin smooth­ness of the rest of her tit.

	Susan lif­ted her mouth from Paul’s and pushed his head down to her hot tits. As soon as he real­ized what she wanted from him, he eagerly moved down her body un­til his face was right between those mag­ni­fi­cent tit-mounds. Put­ting both hands on them, he stared at her tits.

	Her tits seemed just right to put into his mouth and suck on. Then he re­membered that was ex­actly what they were for and that he had sucked on those very nipples a long time be­fore. He was go­ing to en­joy it even more this time though. Open­ing his mouth, he let one stiff nipple pass through his lips and teeth un­til it touched his tongue. He licked the nipple hun­grily.

	“Oh Paul, sweet­heart, that feels so good,” he heard his mother say­ing to him. “You’re a won­der­ful boy, baby, so good to your mother.”

	As she talked to him, she pulled his face tighter against her tit, for­cing it into his mouth. Paul opened his mouth wider to get more of the de­li­cious flesh. With the stiff, rough nipple crammed in his mouth, Paul began gnaw­ing on it with boy­ish de­light. He could hear his mother purring, so he knew that he was do­ing the right thing.

	She was rub­bing the back of his neck and shoulders and that felt al­most as good as the mouth­ful of tit he was chew­ing on. His mother was an ex­per­i­enced wo­man who knew how to do things that could send a kid like him into a fit of ec­stasy. And Paul wasn’t far from ec­stasy as he con­tin­ued munch­ing on her tit.

	“A little harder, darling!” she in­struc­ted him. “Yes, that’s it Oh yes! Paul wanted to show his mother that he was a real man. He was so ex­cited that he hardly knew what was hap­pen­ing to him. He knew he was fi­nally go­ing to get a chance to ex­per­i­ence the ul­ti­mate pleas­ure – fuck­ing! He moved his hips closer to his mother un­til he felt her thigh with his twitch­ing cock. He pressed his prick and balls tightly against the warm skin and felt his heart speed up with lust. He was get­ting anxious to plunge his prick into her cunt, but he de­cided to let his mother set the pace. When she was ready, he knew she would let him know.

	The real­iz­a­tion that there was a na­ked cunt within his reach be­came too much for him and he sent his hand on a jour­ney down his mother’s side.

	He neared her pussy, slowly but surely. When his fin­ger­tips entered the forest of curly hair, Paul sucked the tit that was in his mouth harder as he was over­come with out­rageous pas­sion.

	Susan cried out and told him he was suck­ing too hard so he pulled him­self to­gether, as well as he could, and eased up a bit. He moved his fin­gers deeper into the hair and to­ward the slit that he knew was hid­den in there, and tried to keep his tit-suck­ing in con­trol.

	When he found the top of the open­ing, the same spot he man­aged to get to with Alice, he felt his mother spread her legs to give him room to man­euver in. That was the best in­vit­a­tion he had ever had and he knew that the mys­ter­ies of a wo­man’s cunt were about to be re­vealed to him.

	His fin­gers crept along that gash un­til he felt the hair change from a coarse dry­ness to a slick wet­ness. The lips of her cunt were ooz­ing a warm cream that en­abled him to slide his fin­ger ef­fort­lessly into the hot meaty open­ing.

	As he put his fin­ger into her cunt, he heard his mother gasp and he felt her body tense. The idea that he could cause such deep emo­tions in her ad­ded a new di­men­sion to his lust.

	As he in­ser­ted his fin­ger up the canal that led deep into his mother’s body, she began to make noises, the likes of which Paul had never heard. For a second he was afraid he had hurt her, but the sounds weren’t those that ac­com­pan­ied pain. His mother was ob­vi­ously ex­per­i­en­cing a joy as in­tense as his own!

	The in­sides of a cunt were new and strange ter­rit­ory to him. He couldn’t have ima­gined how strange it felt to stick two fin­gers in a hot, slimy cunt. He found that he was able to spread his fin­gers and stretch the tube of his mother’s cunt. There was a lot of room in there, yet it could be tight too.

	He couldn’t reach the end of her pussy and he had no idea how deep it really was. He pulled his fin­gers out of her cunt and began to ex­plore the outer re­gions of her twat. The in­ner lips fas­cin­ated him and he felt how they guarded the open­ing to the deep tun­nel. But there was lots more in there that needed ex­plor­ing.

	There seemed to be an in­ter­est­ing area near the front. The in­ner lips came to­gether there like an ar­row­head. His mother was mak­ing louder and more des­per­ate noises. It seemed that she liked to be felt there, so he let his fin­gers linger and play with that part of her cunt.

	“Oh Paul,” she gasped. “You’re so good. I’m so proud of you, honey. I knew you could do it.

	Oh-h-h-h.”

	Paul was amazed to hear his mother talk­ing like that to him. He felt like a man and it was a good feel­ing.

	Susan put her hand on his, and made a slight ad­just­ment of his fin­gers. When she took her hand from his, she was mak­ing more noise than ever and Paul tried to mem­or­ize the spot in there that caused her so much pleas­ure.

	“Yes, oh yes, baby! Keep that up! You can make me come, I know you can.” She was al­most breath­less and had trouble talk­ing, but she wanted to let her son know that he was do­ing a good job fin­ger­ing her pussy.

	Paul had heard that girls can come just like a guy could, but he didn’t know whether it was true or not. Now he was go­ing to find out just what it was like to be with a wo­man while she was com­ing.

	Fuck­ing was so much more than he had ever ima­gined it might be, that he could hardly be­lieve it, but here he was, find­ing out all about it with his own mother!

	Paul moved his fin­ger­tip back and forth over the spot that his mother had shown him and she began to squirm around on the bed be­side him. She was act­ing like he ac­ted when he jerked off. Paul was learn­ing a lot fast.

	He had been suck­ing on her tit all this time, but now she was pulling him up along­side of her again. When they were face to face, she at­tacked his mouth with hers and began kiss­ing him with more pas­sion and en­ergy than she had be­fore.

	Her whole body was twitch­ing wildly as she kissed him. He had a hard time keep­ing his hand in her cunt as she gyr­ated her hips crazily, but he real­ized how im­port­ant it was to her and he tried his best to keep up the steady rhythm of his clit-rub­bing.

	As their tongues lashed to­gether, Susan began mak­ing strange, low moans that she cried right into his mouth. Paul was as amazed and be­wildered as he was ex­cited. In all the hun­dreds of times he jerked off, ima­gin­ing what it would be like to fuck a wo­man, he never dreamed that it could be so wild and ex­cit­ing. Be­ing with his own mother while she was in a sexual frenzy made it even more bizarre.

	Susan was be­gin­ning to feel her or­gasm creep­ing through her body and blos­som­ing forth. Paul’s hand was soak­ing wet with the slip­pery li­quid from his mother’s pussy. He could smell the pun­gent fra­grance of her cuntjuice and it was adding to the power­ful charge of ex­cite­ment that was grow­ing within him.

	Sud­denly, Susan threw her head back and howled like a ban­shee. Paul was flab­ber­gas­ted but he kept rub­bing that spot in her cunt. She held him in a bear hug so tightly that he had trouble breath­ing. Her hips were thrust­ing up and down and Paul had to make a spe­cial ef­fort not to lose the but­ton he was did­dling.

	His cock was pressed against her thigh and the move­ments of her body were bring­ing him very close to join­ing his mother in the ec­stasy of com­ing. He didn’t want to cream on her thigh though. He was de­term­ined to get a genu­ine fuck and he tried to move his twitch­ing prick away from the fric­tion of her hip.

	After go­ing com­pletely wild with ec­stasy, Susan began to calm down a little. Paul kept rub­bing her clit though, wait­ing for her to tell him what to do next. He began to feel her body start in­creas­ing its mo­tion again and he knew that it was all go­ing to start over!

	“Get in me, baby!” Susan whispered hoarsely. “Quick, fuck me!” It only took Paul a second to re­spond. This was it! He scrambled between her legs and lowered him­self over his mother’s body. He guided his thick cock to­ward the soak­ing mass of curls and the gap­ing mouth of her cunt, He lunged but he missed the open­ing. Again, he thrust his prick at the tar­get but hit too low and felt the bald cheeks of her ass.

	As he pre­pared to thrust a third time, he felt his mother’s hand grip­ping his hard cock and pulling in to­ward her cunt. She led him dir­ectly to the en­trance of her pussy.

	Paul felt the head of his prick enter the hot, slip­pery open­ing. Then, as he brought his hips down and for­ward, he felt her cunt-hole slip around his throb­bing cock and hold it like a glove. The cunt cham­ber was hot and wet and held his cock tightly but gently. It was the most beau­ti­ful feel­ing that he had ever ex­per­i­enced. With his chest ly­ing on the soft pile of his mother’s tits and their mouths pressed to­gether, Paul found him­self in the most won­der­ful situ­ation that a man can be in.

	He im­me­di­ately began to move his hips in a rhythmic fuck­ing mo­tion, and his cock slid back and forth in Susan’s grasp­ing cunt. The feel­ing of hav­ing the sat­iny smooth walls of her pussy strok­ing and lick­ing his cock was so much bet­ter than his own hand that he knew why jack­ing off had never really sat­is­fied him.

	Susan began moan­ing again and he joined in with his own grunts of pleas­ure. Through the in­cred­ible waves of joy that flowed through his body from his plunging cock, he could feel the thrill of feel­ing his mother’s hands grasp­ing the mus­cu­lar cheeks of his bob­bing ass. He could even feel his balls bounce against her ass with every thrust.

	Soon, his be­ing was over­flow­ing with ec­stasy as his prick began to over­flow with the thick, white cream. He was ac­tu­ally com­ing into a real, liv­ing cunt! And it was bet­ter than he dared hoped!

	“Paul, that was great, just great,” Susan said when they had both spent their lust.

	“Oh, Mom, it was even bet­ter than I thought it would be,” he said. “I can’t be­lieve how great it was.”

	Susan smiled at her son and stroked his head. It was a very moth­erly touch and it seemed strange after the way she had been touch­ing him, and con­sid­er­ing that he was still ly­ing on top of her with his prick in her cunt.

	“That was your first time, wasn’t it?” she asked.

	Paul felt em­bar­rassed but ad­mit­ted that it was the first time he ac­tu­ally fucked.

	“I’m glad that I was your first, sweety,” she told him.

	“So am I, Mom.”

	Paul could feel his prick soften­ing in the grip of Susan’s cunt, but it still felt good to leave it in there. Also, the mat­tress of tit-flesh made a more com­fort­able bed than Paul could find any­where else.

	“You know, some people don’t think it’s right for a mother to fuck her own son,” she said. “I think we’d bet­ter keep this between you and me. It’ll be our secret.”

	“Okay, Mom, I won’t tell any­one.”

	They lay there, still and quiet, for a while. Paul was think­ing how nice it was go­ing to be to have a wo­man that he could fuck any time he felt like it. He thought about all the other things he would want to do with his mother in the fu­ture. As he let his ima­gin­a­tion run, they both no­ticed that his prick was grow­ing again and filling her cunt.

	Without hav­ing taken it out of her pussy, he began mov­ing it back and forth. In an­other minute, they were moan­ing and grunt­ing, sweat­ing and sway­ing, grop­ing and com­ing. The second or­gasm was even bet­ter than the first for both of them.

	After that one, Paul rolled off his mother and she went into the bath­room. When she came out, she came into the bed­room and dressed as Paul watched. Then she told him to go out and play. She was go­ing to do some work in the garden.

	She put the douche kit away and Paul went to his room. His head was so full of new ex­per­i­ences that he couldn’t think straight.

	When he left the house with his base­ball glove in his hand, he waved to his mother who was pulling weeds from the garden. She told him to have a nice day as she waved back.

	When Paul was out of sight, Susan stopped her weed­ing and sat back on the grass. She was feel­ing that warm re­lax­a­tion that al­ways fol­lowed a good fuck, but she was feel­ing other things too. She wondered if she had done the right thing. It would be great hav­ing a fuck on a steady basis again and Paul was go­ing to make a fant­astic stud. She could still sleep with other guys, Paul would have to learn to share her, and she would en­cour­age him to fa­vor the girls his own age with his tal­ents too.

	Susan couldn’t help smil­ing. Yes, it was good, for both of them, and she was happy.



	
CHAPTER NINE

	Paul headed to the play­ground but his mind was still on the events of that morn­ing. He felt ten feet tall and a hun­dred pounds lighter as he sauntered along. The fuck­ing had given him a new per­spect­ive and everything looked a little dif­fer­ent to him.

	Even his walk was dif­fer­ent. Now that he had scored with his mother, who was the wo­man that he lus­ted after most, he thought that it would be easy to make it with all the other girls. All he had to do was be dir­ect and ag­gress­ive and any girl would fall at his feet. He had lost his vir­gin­ity and he was fly­ing high.

	When he went into the play­ground, he found Bill and Ben hanging around near the swings. Their gloves ly­ing on the ground and their base­ball caps sit­ting low over their eyes made it clear that they were wait­ing for a game.

	As Paul walked over to them, he no­ticed Larry and Joey com­ing in from the other dir­ec­tion. It would be a while be­fore there were enough guys to start a game and Paul was look­ing for­ward to the con­ver­sa­tion that he knew would en­sue.

	The boys said hello to each other and talked about get­ting a game go­ing and who would be on each team. It was still too early to know how many play­ers they would have, so the con­ver­sa­tion switched to other mat­ters.

	“Did you see that movie yes­ter­day?” Larry asked them all.

	Paul wanted to talk about all his re­cent ex­per­i­ences and he saw his open­ing.

	“Well, I was in the theater but I missed the film,” he said.

	“Yeah, I saw you with Alice,” Joey said. “I was sit­ting about three rows be­hind you with Joan. Too bad you didn’t get any­thing.”

	“What do you mean, didn’t get any­thing?” Paul fired back.

	“Well, what did you get then?” Larry asked.

	Paul smiled as he re­membered that Larry had bragged about hav­ing felt Alice’s tits.

	“None of your busi­ness,” he told them, but then he held his fin­gers up to his nose and sniffed loudly. The odor of his mother’s cunt filled his head with fresh proof of his new status.

	“Yeah, sure,” Ben yelled. “Let’s have a whiff.” He began grabbing at Paul’s hand.

	Paul pulled his hand away and said, “You guys wouldn’t re­cog­nize the smell any­ways.” Paul knew that would in­cite them and he was right. They all began clam­or­ing after him, try­ing to grab his wrist. After a short struggle, he re­len­ted and gave them proof of his suc­cess.

	They each sniffed his fin­gers and raised their eye­brows. Paul was the cen­ter of at­ten­tion now.

	“Ac­tu­ally this smell is from this morn­ing,” he said as he smelled his own fin­ger again. “The other hand was the one I used on Alice.”

	“This morn­ing?” they all yelled. “Who were you with this morn­ing, Mr. Stud?”

	“Sorry guys, I can’t tell you,” he said with an ex­ag­ger­ated air of secrecy.

	“Well, at least tell us what happened,” Ben pleaded.

	“Oh, noth­ing spe­cial. I just got laid.”

	“Really?”

	“Who?”

	“Where?”

	“Is there any left?”

	“Look guys,” Paul answered, “I really can’t tell you. But it was fant­astic.” All the guys gathered around Paul and listened to his story. As he told them all the par­tic­u­lars, ex­cept the iden­tity of the wo­man, they kept ab­so­lutely si­lent. They rel­ished every word and their eyes flashed with Paul’s vivid de­scrip­tions.

	Other boys joined the group dur­ing the tale and they be­came quiet and at­tent­ive too. When he was fin­ished and had re­peated the be­gin­ning a few times for the late-comers, he sat quietly and smugly and listened to the com­ments. It seemed that he was the idol of the whole ball team. When the ques­tions star­ted again, Paul re­mained firm and re­fused to an­swer them.

	“It was prob­ably his mother,” Bill howled de­ris­ively.

	The other boys laughed at that but Paul froze. He knew it was a joke but it had its ef­fect.

	“No, it was your mother,” Paul said in a loud voice.

	The boys howled with de­light. Paul felt proud about get­ting out of it that clev­erly.

	When there were enough boys for a game, they chose sides. Paul was made cap­tain of one team; it was the first time that had ever happened to him. It seemed that scor­ing with girls led to scor­ing in other ways too.

	The teams were chosen and the game began. Paul was play­ing first base and he was do­ing a good job. He was con­fid­ent and se­cure in his po­s­i­tion. When he was hit­ting, Paul hit a homer his first time up.

	Things were cer­tainly look­ing up for him.

	After the game, all the guys went to the soda shop. A few girls who had shown up to watch the game went along with them. At first, Paul thought he saw Alice watch­ing from the side­lines but it wasn’t her. He hoped to run into her while he was feel­ing like a cham­pion stud.

	While he sipped his Coke, he saw Alice come into the shop with Kate and Joy. She looked at him with a friendly smile. Paul smiled back, but was sur­prised to find that he didn’t feel like a con­quer­ing stud any more. He began to feel the same shy­ness and awk­ward­ness that he’d al­ways felt around girls. He didn’t want to give in to that old feel­ing, he didn’t even want to ad­mit that he felt it, so, as soon as the girls sat down in a booth, Paul got up and went to join them.

	He ig­nored the rub­bery feel­ing in his legs as he sat down next to Alice and said hello. The girls seemed glad to see him and they made it easy for him to re­lax.

	“Did you like the movie yes­ter­day?” Kate asked him.

	Paul could tell by her sly smile that she was teas­ing him. She caused a pink glow to rise in Alice’s cheeks too.

	“I really don’t re­mem­ber the movie very well, but I did have a very nice time,” he told her.

	The girls giggled.

	Paul’s heart was pound­ing with nervous­ness, but at least he wasn’t dy­ing of hom­i­ness. He real­ized that hav­ing got­ten fucked took a lot of pres­sure off him and he was able to be more re­laxed with these girls.

	Sit­ting back in the booth, Paul could let his gaze wander from one girl’s tits to an­other’s without those de­li­cious tit­ties driv­ing him to des­per­a­tion. He was get­ting a hard-on though.

	In com­par­ison to his mother, these young girls were not that spec­tac­u­lar. Still, they all had nice bod­ies. The memory of Alice’s tits came back to him and he knew that he would still like to get an­other crack at them.

	Kate and Joy went to the juke box to study the se­lec­tions, leav­ing Paul alone with Alice. The thought that he should be nervous with her now that he was an ex­per­i­enced stud was ri­dicu­lous so Paul ig­nored the strange feel­ings in his stom­ach.

	_ “I really did have a nice time at the movies yes­ter­day,” he told her again.

	Alice smiled at him and said, “I had a good time too.

	"

	“I’d like to get to­gether with you again soon,” he said.

	Alice looked shy and stared down at the table top.

	“How about it? Can I see you to­night?” he asked.

	After a slight pause she said, “Well, I’m baby-sit­ting to­night. You could come over and keep me com­pany.”

	Paul agreed and got the ad­dress. He told her he would be there on time and that he was really look­ing for­ward to it. Alice re­mained quiet and shy but Paul felt great. He could hardly be­lieve that she had been so will­ing to see him and, every­body knew that when a girl was baby-sit­ting the situ­ation was just right for fuck­ing.

	When Joy and Kate came back to the booth, Paul ex­cused him­self and went to join his friends. They asked him what was go­ing on with Alice and he told them that he had a date with her that even­ing. He could tell by their ex­pres­sions that they were think­ing that the fuck he was brag­ging about was with her.

	Since he hadn’t said it was her, he didn’t feel com­pelled to straighten them out. Be­sides, by to­mor­row he might be brag­ging about fuck­ing her.

	When the group at the soda shop broke up, Paul went home. He wondered bow his mother would treat him now that they were lov­ers.

	Susan said hello to him and told him to get ready for din­ner, just as she al­ways did. He was re­lieved to find her act­ing nor­mally to­ward him. She asked him if he were go­ing out that even­ing and he said he was. When he told her that he had a date, she smiled and said, “Two dates in one day? My, but you do get around.”

	Paul saw that she was kid­ding him. He wanted to tell her that he had her to thank for it all, but he didn’t. Later, the next time they fucked, he would be sure to let her know how grate­ful he was to her.

	They had din­ner and talked about the usual top­ics. There was no men­tion made of their hav­ing fucked that morn­ing ex­cept for that little joke of his mother’s about his two dates in one day. But his mother didn’t seem to be the least bit nervous or up­tight either and Paul had the feel­ing that he would get more of her fa­vors any time he wanted them.

	After din­ner, he began to get ready for his date with Alice. As he was get­ting ready to leave, it was be­com­ing more and more dif­fi­cult for him to ig­nore the gnaw­ing feel­ing in his stom­ach, but he wouldn’t ad­mit to him­self that he was nervous; not a stud like him!

	Be­fore he left, he gave his mother the cus­tom­ary kiss, but this time there was a slight but no­tice­able dif­fer­ence. Susan kissed him just a little harder and longer and pulled him a little tighter against her tits.

	“Good luck,” she called after him as he went out the door.

	“Thanks,” he called back.



	
CHAPTER TEN

	It was a long walk to where Alice was baby-sit­ting, but Paul made it in re­cord time. When he rang the bell, Alice came to the door and let him in. She told him that the baby she was watch­ing was asleep and that they were alone. That soun­ded like an in­vit­a­tion to him and he lost no time.

	He put his hands on her hips and, lean­ing for­ward, kissed her lightly on the lips. He could feel that she wasn’t as eager as he was to get star­ted, but he was con­fid­ent that he could warm her up soon enough.

	Lead­ing her to the couch, he sat down be­side her.

	“Paul, you seem to be in such a hurry,” she said.

	“I can’t help it, you turn me on.” He was sur­prised to hear him­self be­ing so smoothly ag­gress­ive.

	His words had their ef­fect be­cause when he put his arm around her, she leaned against his side and put her head on his shoulder. Paul kissed her and their tongues met with eager pas­sion. In a few seconds their breath­ing turned to wild pant­ing.

	Paul’s cock was bul­ging and press­ing against his jeans. He lif­ted his hand to her tits and cupped one in his strong fin­gers. Her tits were smal­ler than the ones he had fondled that morn­ing, but they were cer­tainly ample and amaz­ingly perky. Paul no­ticed that Alice was be­gin­ning to re­spond more act­ively everytime he touched her tits. Now she gasped and tensed her body as soon as his fin­gers pressed into the firm flesh of those beau­ti­ful tits.

	Alice put her hand on Paul’s thigh and gripped him tightly. Her hand sent waves of elec­tric lust through his thigh and into his balls.

	He con­tin­ued kiss­ing her and mas­sa­ging her tits un­til he was sure she was ready for the next step. One of the first things he no­ticed when he came into the house was that she was wear­ing a skirt. That would make it easier for him to get to her good­ies, and Paul took that as a good sign.

	When Alice was breath­ing as heav­ily as he was, he made the move from her tit to her bare thigh. He felt her body tense once again and he was afraid that she would try to stop him. He knew he would have to move care­fully and slowly. He stretched his fin­gers out on the warm skin of her thigh and thrust his tongue deep into her mouth to get her as ready and will­ing as he could for his next move.

	Slowly but firmly, he moved his hand from the top of her thigh to the in­ner side and closer to her crotch. He waited for a few seconds and when it seemed that she was go­ing along with the pro­gress he was mak­ing, he slid his hand an­other couple of inches to­ward her cunt.

	When his hand had dis­ap­peared un­der her skirt and he was only inches away from her pussy, he stopped and made the most of his pro­gress so far. The skin of her thigh was so smooth and soft that Paul was in no hurry to pass it by. The sweat that dampened the area seemed to be a pre­view to the wet­ness he knew he would find on the lips of her young pussy.

	Run­ning his fin­ger­tips over the tender skin was turn­ing Alice on, and she was mak­ing little cry­ing noises deep in her throat. Paul felt that noth­ing could stop him now.

	Mov­ing his hand on­ward, he felt the slick ma­ter­ial of her panties, but a split second after, he felt her hand grab his wrist. She pushed his prob­ing fin­gers away from her hot cunt. Paul felt dis­ap­point­ment bum his body.

	“What’s the mat­ter, baby?” he asked, and be­fore she could an­swer he put his hand back un­der her skirt.

	“Oh Paul, you make it so hard for me to say no,” she told him.

	“Then don’t say no,” he said.

	His fin­gers were once again touch­ing the nylon crotch of her panties. He could feel the soft mound of her fur-covered cunt be­neath the fab­ric. She took his wrist in her hand again and pushed it away from her skirt. Paul could tell that she was giv­ing in by the weak way she tugged at his hand.

	He looked at her. Her head was ly­ing back on the couch and the ex­pres­sion on her face told Paul that she was as lust­ful as he was at that mo­ment. Her mouth hung open and her eye­lids were at half-mast.

	He smiled at her and put his hand back where it was be­fore she re­moved it. There was no way she could have res­isted again and they both knew it.

	When Alice felt the pres­sure of his fin­gers on the sens­it­ive mound of her cunt, her eyes closed and she sighed. Paul gently moved his fin­ger­tips around the spongy muff. He felt the tex­ture of her pu­bic hair pressed Hat un­der the nylon and the slot that ran down between her thighs to the cheeks of her ass.

	When he was sure that she wasn’t go­ing to stop him again, he pried his way into the leg open­ings of her panties. The hair was moist and soft as he combed his fin­gers through it. Al­though her panties were tight-fit­ting he had no trouble mov­ing around in there. His fin­gers found those tender cunt-lips that guarded her satin-lined cunt and, just as he ex­pec­ted, they were ooz­ing hot juice. He tucked the tips of three fin­gers into the lips and felt the meaty in­terior.

	Alice was squirm­ing her hips around on the couch and clutch­ing at him. Her fin­gers held onto his thigh and her other hand was on the back of his neck. She was moan­ing softly.

	Paul kissed her on the neck as he pushed his fin­gers farther up her cunt. He felt the in­ner lips give way, and he began to search around in her cunt. Alice was in the grip of sexual ec­stasy as Paul stretched the lin­ing of her cunt with his wig­gling fin­gers.

	After sink­ing into her cunt up to his knuckles, he with­drew his fin­gers and played with the in­ner lips. They formed a reg­u­lar little mouth and Paul was fas­cin­ated with the hot­ness of her cunt. He re­membered where he had diddled his mother’s cunt with such good res­ults and he tried to find the same spot in Alice’s pussy. With his fin­ger­tips, he fol­lowed the in­ner lips for­ward to the place they came to­gether and he felt for the little bud that he had found that morn­ing in an­other cunt.

	He was sure he could find her clit. Then he knew that he had found the right spot when Alice arched her back and in­haled sharply through her clenched teeth.

	He pressed the clit and wiggled it around and was thrilled by the way she re­acted. The harder he pressed and the faster he wiggled, the more her body twis­ted and shook. He was in com­plete con­trol of her body.

	He ex­per­i­mented with dif­fer­ent ways of fin­ger­ing her cunt, try­ing to pen­et­rate her pussy while con­tinu­ing to rub her clit. All the nooks and cran­nies of her pussy came un­der Paul’s scru­tiny at one time or an­other while he fin­ger-fucked her cunt with his curi­ous fin­gers.

	Alice had spread her legs as wide as she could. One of her legs was thrown over Paul’s leg and the other was drawn up and sup­por­ted with a foot on the edge of the couch.

	Sud­denly Paul wasn’t sat­is­fied to merely feel her cunt, he wanted to see it too. He re­membered what a thrill­ing ef­fect the sight of his mother’s body had had on him, and he wanted to see all of this young j girl’s body too. He took his hand away from her panties and began un­but­ton­ing her blouse.

	“I’ll do that,” she said, but when he just stared at her as she un­buttoned her­self, she said, “Put your hand back in there, please, Paul.”

	He re­sumed fin­ger-fuck­ing her pussy as he watched her take off her blouse. She struggled out of the gar­ment. She didn’t need any help with her bra. Paul was im­pressed with the way she put her hands be­hind her back and un­fastened it in less than a second.

	The bra fell from her tits and ex­posed her firm, young tit­ties. Al­though Paul had had his hands on them a few times, he had never seen them be­fore.

	He was amazed at the way her tits seemed to point up­wards. The tops were like ski jumps’ and the bot­toms had a very nice curve to them Too. Her nipples stood out at the pointy tips. They were pink rather than brown like his mother’s and Paul was de­lighted at the dif­fer­ence.

	“Take off your skirt too,” Paul urged her when she hes­it­ated after bar­ing her tit­ties.

	She seemed to think about it for a second and then her fin­gers began to undo her skirt.

	Paul pulled his hand out of her panties as she stood up to take the skirt off. She dropped it to her feet and, just as fast as she re­moved her skirt, she stripped the panties from her hips.

	For the second time that day Paul gazed at the na­ked body of a gor­geous and hot fe­male. Alice’s body was as nice as his mother’s. She was thin but shapely. Her hips were wide just as his mother’s hips were and the tri­angle of curls that covered her cunt was just as in­vit­ing.

	Alice in­ter­rup­ted his ogling by jump­ing back on the couch be­side him.

	“Now you get un­dressed,” she told him.

	Paul was eager to join her in her na­ked­ness, but he was shy too. He wondered if she had ever seen a stiff prick be­fore. In any case, he was well hung and knew it, so he could be proud of his cock.

	Alice pulled her feet up in front of her and hugged her legs as she watched Paul un­dress. He man­aged to get his shirt un­buttoned and pulled off. When he stood to take off his pants, his erec­tion made a huge lump at the front which gave Alice a hint to what was to come.

	He lowered his jeans and kicked them to one side, then he put his hand in his shorts to pull his cock out of the way, so he could take off his jock­eys without get­ting them caught on his cock.

	As he lowered the shorts, he kept his eyes on Alice.

	She was star­ing wide-eyed at his prick. Her face re­vealed that if she had seen a prick be­fore, she hadn’t seen one that size. Paul stood be­fore her for a little while to give her a chance to feast her eyes on his cock.

	Paul sat back down be­side Alice and they re­sumed the po­s­i­tion they were in be­fore they took their clothes off. Be­ing na­ked made a world of dif­fer­ence though. There was no doubt any longer about what might hap­pen.

	As Paul put his hand back in her cunt, Alice reached for the prick that stood proudly from his lap.

	“It’s so big, Paul,” she said with a tone of amazement. “Are you sure it isn’t too big for me?”

	“No, it won’t be too big,” he as­sured her.

	Alice held his cock. She could hardly wrap her hand around his prick. Just as he had ex­plored her cunt, she was ex­plor­ing his erec­tion. Her fin­ger­tips danced over the head of his cock and then she squeezed the bulb.

	She ran her hand down the long shaft and found that the skin could be moved over the hard core. She lif­ted his balls and pinched the sack. Paul began to real­ize that his cock and balls were just as in­ter­est­ing to a fe­male who wasn’t fa­mil­iar with it. The way she was hand­ling his prick was mak­ing Paul very ex­cited.

	He didn’t want to come all over her hand so he told her to take it easy on him. She seemed to un­der­stand what he meant and she began to play with his cock more gently.

	Paul was get­ting close to com­ing and he knew he couldn’t keep up the fin­ger-fuck­ing much longer. Alice was pant­ing and moan­ing just as she was be­fore they stopped to un­dress and he sup­posed that she was as ready as him. He moved to the edge of the couch to make room for her to lie down.

	She didn’t res­ist when he pushed her down and lay down be­side her. He found that that was a much bet­ter po­s­i­tion for both of them. He pressed her body to hers as they con­tin­ued to play with each other’s crotches. Their breath­ing was get­ting hot­ter and harsher as they reached dizzy­ing heights of pas­sion.

	“Fuck me now, Paul, quick!” Alice whispered breath­lessly into his ear.

	He lowered him­self on her. He re­membered the trouble he had that morn­ing try­ing to Find his mother’s open­ing so he reached around her thigh and put a few fin­gers in her cunt to hold it open. Then he guided his prick to her pussy-lips un­til he felt the head of his cock dis­ap­pear into the tight pussy. From there it was easy to slide his cock up her wait­ing canal.

	She was much tighter than he had thought and he had to press down hard to get his fat cock in there. Alice cried out as his prick dis­ap­peared up her cunt. From then on, her moans were a com­bin­a­tion of joy and pain. Paul real­ized sud­denly that she was a vir­gin.

	The beau­ti­ful feel­ing of hav­ing his prick sheathed in a hot, wet pussy once again came over Paul. Her cunt fit a lot tighter than his mother’s. Up and down went his hips and his prick slid in and out of her tight pussy.

	They grabbed at each other as the sweat of sexual ex­er­tion covered their bod­ies. Paul turned her face so he could cover her opened mouth with his own. His other hand had re­mained un­der her crotch and Paul could feel his own prick plunging back and forth in her cunt.

	Just as Alice began writh­ing un­con­trol­lably, Paul began to come. His prick ex­ploded in her cunt and they both could feel the white-hot sperm fir­ing into her pussy. The sound of fuck­ing filled the room as their bod­ies came crash­ing to­gether for at least a dozen thrusts.

	Then they stopped. Still clutch­ing one an­other, they lay in an ex­hausted heap of sweaty flesh. Slowly their minds fo­cused on the real­ity of that beau­ti­ful fuck.

	“Oh, Paul,” Alice moaned. “That was so won­der­ful. Was it good for you too?”

	“It was great, Alice,” he said. “Really great.” They sep­ar­ated that night with the prom­ise that there would be more of the same in the fu­ture.

	On his way home, Paul was float­ing. Yes­ter­day he was a vir­gin among vir­gins and now he was an ex­per­i­enced fucker with two notches on his cock. If this kept on, he thought, he will have fucked about a hun­dred dif­fer­ent wo­men by the time the sum­mer was over. He didn’t ex­pect to do that well, but he wouldn’t be dis­ap­poin­ted if he only fucked the same two a couple of hun­dred times be­fore he had to go back to school in the fall. And there was no reason why he shouldn’t.

	It was still early but there was noth­ing he could do to top that visit to Alice now, so he went home.

	When he walked up to his house, he re­membered the time he peeked in his mother’s win­dow. It was only about a week ago, but some­how it seemed like years. He wondered if his mother had any plans for him that night. If she did, he was ready, but when he got closer, he no­ticed that her car was gone.

	Paul went to bed early that night. He was very tired after a long, hard fuck. It would be a day that he would re­mem­ber for the rest of his life and the thou­sands of fucks in his fu­ture wouldn’t be more ex­cit­ing than the two fucks he got that day.



	
CHAPTER EL­EVEN

	The next day in the play­ground the usual ball game was go­ing on, but it seemed that the guys weren’t really in­ter­ested in it. There were a lot of er­rors and sloppy plays. Be­fore the nine in­nings had run their course, they de­cided to give it up and look for an­other source of ex­cite­ment. As usual the sub­ject turned to sex and their hom­i­ness.

	“I can’t wait un­til next Sat­urday,” Bill said to the group, “I al­most got my fin­ger into Joyce last Sat­urday and I know next time I’ll be able to do it.”

	The idea of fin­ger-fuck­ing in the movies seemed child­ish to Paul, but he could sym­path­ize with these homy guys.

	“Yeah, I think I’ll try to get Betty to go to the park with me the next time I see her,” Ben said. “I’ve been try­ing to fuck her for months but I think I’m mak­ing some pro­gress. Last time I got my hand in­side her bra.”

	“Big deal,” Larry yelled. “You’ve got a long way to go from bare tit to get­ting fucked.”

	“Well that’s bet­ter than sit­ting at home and look­ing at those magazines that you have un­der your mat­tress,” Ben shot back.

	The guys laughed.

	“My brother goes down to Broad­way to get fucked,” Joey said. “Why don’t we go down there and see what’s go­ing on?”

	All the guys knew that part of Broad­way. It was where all the top­less joints were and all the porno shops. It seemed like an ex­cit­ing idea.

	In an­other minute they were on their way to the bus stop.

	They watched the scenery pass through the bus win­dows and when the signs on the build­ings began to pro­claim, “Top­less Go-Go Girls” and “Books”, the guys knew they were there.

	When they stepped off the bus, they looked up and down the street. They didn’t see any whores run­ning to­ward them and pulling off their clothes, but their ex­cite­ment wasn’t di­min­ished.

	“Maybe Monday af­ter­noon isn’t the best time to come down here,” Paul said.

	The guys knew that it wasn’t, but they didn’t want to give up. They star­ted down the street and watched out for whatever might hap­pen.

	In front of one of the bars that had top­less girls, they stopped when they heard mu­sic. The win­dows were covered with posters and black and white glos­sies of the go-go girls. The boys stud­ied them. The girls all had big tits, but someone had drawn hal­ter tops on them with black ink. Even here on Broad­way the guys were be­ing frus­trated by un­seen forces that were ded­ic­ated to keep­ing them horny.

	The door of the joint was covered by a drapery and they waited for someone to come out or go in, and lift the drape enough for them to get a glimpse in­side. Fi­nally the cur­tain was swept to one side and a man came out.

	The guys craned their necks but it was as dark as a closet in the bar and they couldn’t see a thing. The man who came out saw what the boys were up to and he went back to the drapery and held it to one side.

	Through the smoky black­ness they could see a wo­man dan­cing on a stage in the rear of the bar. She was top­less and her tits were swinging wildly from side to side. The kids on the side­walk al­most dropped their eye­balls as they stared at the won­drous sight.

	The man lowered the drape and chuckled as he walked away.

	Just as they were con­grat­u­lat­ing them­selves on their good for­tune and get­ting ready to settle down for the af­ter­noon in front of this place and get shots at the dan­cer’s tits, a guy with an ap­ron on came out.

	“Okay, fel­lows, let’s go,” he bel­lowed at them.

	“There’s no law against us stand­ing here,” Bill told the man. “This is pub­lic prop­erty.”

	“Oh yeah?” the man said as he came to­ward them. “I’ll take you punks over my knee. How would you like that?” The guy was too big to ar­gue with, and the boys beat a quick re­treat down the street.

	They con­tin­ued down the street with their eyes open. They looked at more pho­tos in sa­loon win­dows, but they didn’t have as much luck with see­ing the real thing as they had at the go-go joint. Still, it was ex­cit­ing to walk around a neigh­bor­hood like that.

	They were still talk­ing about the tits on that go-go dan­cer when they passed a door­way. Only Ben no­ticed the wo­man stand­ing there as they passed by.

	“Her blouse was un­buttoned down to here,” Ben whispered to them, point­ing to a spot on his stom­ach.

	“Let’s go hack,” Larry sug­ges­ted and they all agreed.

	They walked past the door­way again, but this time all eyes were on the wo­man stand­ing there. She was short and dark. Her hair was piled up on her head and she wore thick makeup on her lips and eyes. The tops of her tits were clearly vis­ible and they could see that Ben hadn’t ex­ag­ger­ated when he showed them how far down she was un­buttoned.

	Be­neath her skirt, shapely legs clad in black stock­ings were on dis­play. She stared at them with the same ex­pres­sion of sur­prise as they wore on their faces, but be­fore they were out of sight, her lips turned up in a friendly smile.

	When they had walked out of the hooker’s hear­ing range, they stopped. Grabbing each other ex­citedly, they giggled and made eyes at each other. There could be no doubt about it. Here was a fuck for sale. What to do about it was the most press­ing con­cern.

	“How much do you think her pussy would cost?” Larry asked.

	“More than we have, for sure,” said Joey.

	“How much do we have?” Paul asked. Even though he had felt above this sort of thing since the day be­fore, the sight of the tits on that dan­cer had made him as homy as the oth­ers. Now that they found a wo­man who looked like she might be will­ing to fuck for enough money, he was as ex­cited as he’d ever been.

	They coun­ted their money and it turned out to be some­what less than three dol­lars between them.

	“Do you think that’s enough?” Ben asked.

	“That isn’t enough for one of us to feel her tit,” Joey said.

	“Well, we could ask her what we could get for three bucks,” Paul sug­ges­ted.

	The next prob­lem was, who was go­ing to ap­proach her and ask for a price list. None of them wanted to be the one to tell her that they only had three dol­lars.

	“The only fair way is to draw straws,” Paul said.

	“We don’t have any straws,” Bill said.

	“We can pitch pen­nies,” Ben said. “The closest to the wall wins, the farthest loses and has to ask her.”

	They all agreed and pitched. Paul lost – maybe he was too nervous to con­cen­trate.

	The oth­ers looked at Paul to see if he was will­ing to keep his bar­gain. Paul wondered how he got into these situ­ations. He was the only one who had been fucked, at least re­cently, and now he had to ask some whore what she was will­ing to do for a bunch of homy kids for the grand sum of three bucks.

	There was no way he could back out now, so he took the money and walked back to the door­way. He hoped that she wouldn’t be there any­more but he soon saw that she was.

	He tried to smile as he ap­proached her, but he could feel his face twist into a nervous grin. At least she was smil­ing back at him, he no­ticed, and that would make it a little easier.

	“Hi,” he said as he stepped into the door­way with her.

	“Hello,” she said.

	Paul had hoped she would say more, but she just looked at him with a friendly but in­creas­ingly puzzled look on her brightly painted face.

	“Eh, I’m with some guys and, eh-h, we thought, that is, we wondered if, eh-h-h-h, if you might... Well we don’t have much money, just three dol­lars, but, eh-h, they wanted to know...” Paul could fee! Sweat break­ing out on his up­per lip. He wished he were any­where but in that door­way.

	“How old are you, kid?” the wo­man asked him.

	“I’m fif­teen, but...”

	“You’re a cute kid. Why don’t you come back in a few years and bring some money,” she told him.

	He was star­ing at her cleav­age and she didn’t fail to no­tice. Be­cause the view was so good, Paul was re­luct­ant to leave. There didn’t seem to be any­thing else to say to her and he turned to go.

	Just as he was about to step away, she grabbed his hand. He turned back to see her open her blouse more than it was already. She lif­ted his hand to her chest and stuck it into the blouse. He in­stinct­ively cupped his hand around the warm globe of tit-flesh in there and his cock began to come to life.

	She pulled him close and kissed him on the cheek and then, be­fore he knew what had happened, she pulled his hand from her.tit and pushed him out of the door­way.

	“Just so you wouldn’t have to go away empty-handed,” she called after him.

	The guys heard what the wo­man said to Paul and they saw the shocked ex­pres­sion on his face as he came run­ning back to them. When he got to them, Paul broke into peals of laughter and con­tin­ued down the street so the wo­man wouldn’t hear his re­ac­tion.

	The boys asked him what had happened as they fol­lowed him down the street. When he thought they were far enough away, he stopped and told them ex­actly what happened.

	“Bull­shit,” they all yelled in uni­son.

	Paul told them that it was true and since they heard what she said and saw the ex­pres­sion on Paul’s face they had to be­lieve him. Ben de­man­ded that he get a chance to ask her the same ques­tion and try for the same res­ults, but they ex­plained to him that that sort of thing doesn’t hap­pen twice.

	“She’d prob­ably kick you in the ass and laugh at you,” Larry pre­dicted.

	They all went down the street to see what else they could come up with. It wasn’t long be­fore they were en­grossed with the win­dow dis­play in a book store. There were hun­dreds of pa­per­back books and they all had very in­ter­est­ing cov­ers.

	The boys pressed their noses to the glass as they in­spec­ted the pic­tures on the books. Some were draw­ings and oth­ers were pho­to­graphs, but they all had an ex­cit­ing sub­ject. They poin­ted out books that they par­tic­u­larly liked to each other. Paul no­ticed that Ben kept point­ing out cov­ers that showed rear views of wo­men with beau­ti­fully curved asses, Joey liked the ones with gi­gantic tits and he had to ad­mit that the cov­ers that showed older wo­men with young kids turned him on the most.

	Bill was struck speech­less by the art­work in the win­dow and he sug­ges­ted that they go in­side.

	“You can’t go in there,” Ben told him. “You’ll just get thrown out.”

	“So what,” Bill per­sisted. “At least I’ll get a chance to look around a little.”

	“Yeah, very little,” Paul ad­ded.

	They couldn’t talk Bill out of his plan so they stood around and waited to see how he would man­age. It turned out that they un­der­es­tim­ated his skill be­cause he man­aged to slip into the store and be­hind a book rack without the clerk no­ti­cing him.

	As they watched through the win­dow, Bill began leaf­ing through the magazines. They could tell by the look on his face that the magazines con­tained some really good stuff. Every once in a while, Bill would peek through the book rack to see if the clerk had spot­ted him yet.

	They were in awe of his bravery and skill in the art of sneak­ing. Bill turned an opened magazine to the win­dow where the oth­ers were watch­ing. The pic­ture in the opened magazine showed a wo­man sit­ting on the edge of a table with her legs spread and her cunt open and smil­ing out at them.

	The guys pressed closer to the win­dow as Bill held an­other magazine up for them to see. They were so in­ter­ested in the pic­tures that they didn’t see the man be­hind the counter look­ing at them. He wondered what they were look­ing at and went to in­vest­ig­ate.

	That’s when they saw him; just as he spot­ted Bill. Even through the plate-glass win­dow, the boys out­side could hear the guy yelling at Bill.

	Poor Bill dropped the magazine he was look­ing at and stood up. His face was pale now as the clerk rushed over to him. They watched as the man grabbed him by the arm and dragged him to the door. Bill was ejec­ted into the street as if he were shot out of a can­non.

	As soon as he real­ized that he wasn’t go­ing to be in­jured or hu­mi­li­ated fur­ther, the color came back into his face and he smiled.

	“See I told you I could go in there,” he said proudly.

	The other guys just shook their heads as they walked away from the shop. They didn’t get what they came look­ing for but they had a good time any­how. They de­cided to cel­eb­rate the ad­ven­ture by spend­ing the three dol­lars on ham­burgers and Cokes.



	
CHAPTER TWELVE

	Paul sat at the din­ner table with his mother the next night and told her about his ex­per­i­ences with the guys on Broad­way. He wanted to get on the sub­ject of sex with his mother in hopes that it would turn her on and give her the idea of fuck­ing him again.

	Susan listened to his story with ob­vi­ous pleas­ure. She laughed mer­rily at the really funny parts and Paul felt proud that he had a mother whom he could share his ad­ven­tures with. He hadn’t told her about fuck­ing Alice be­cause he didn’t want to make her jeal­ous, and he wanted her to think he was homy and in need, so she would want to take care of him. He made the story about the trip to Broad­way sound more of a fail­ure than the guys really thought it was.

	“It’s too bad that young guys have to go to those sorts of places for sex,” Susan said. “You know you don’t have to do that sort of thing, don’t you, dear?”

	Susan reached across the table and put her hand on his as she said that. She looked at him to see what his re­ac­tion to her words would be. Paul looked up at her with an in­no­cent ex­pres­sion on his face.

	“I wasn’t sure,” he said in a tiny voice.

	“Well, I want you to know that you can have me any time you want,” she said to him. “Do you un­der­stand?”

	“Can we do it again to­night?” he asked.

	Susan’s face broke into a broad smile and she nod­ded her head.

	“Right after din­ner?” he asked and again she smiled and nod­ded.

	Sud­denly they be­came too ex­cited to eat an­other mouth­ful. Paul got up and went around the table to his mother’s side. Sit­ting on a chair be­side her, he lif­ted his hand to her big, soft tit and put his head on her shoulder. As he res­ted his head, he squeezed the huge tit in his fin­gers. It was amaz­ing how fast he could get horny.

	His body was cry­ing for sex. Once again his cock was swell­ing in the con­fines of his tight jeans and his heart was pound­ing in his chest. He knew that his mother’s cunt was get­ting wet, too, and that she was feel­ing as homy as him.

	“Let’s go, sweety,” she said as she squeezed his thigh.

	They got up and went into his mother’s bed­room. She began to get un­dressed and Paul fol­lowed her ex­ample.

	As he took off his clothes, he watched her hun­grily. Soon he was con­fron­ted with the sight of a gor­geous hunk of na­ked wo­man.

	Susan looked down at the cock that was point­ing up at her and jerking its fat head. She smiled. Throw­ing the cov­ers back, she hopped into bed and Paul hopped in be­side her. They looked into each other’s eyes and wrapped their arms around one an­other’s bod­ies.

	The smooth warmth of his mother’s body sent a charge of lust through Paul and he was de­term­ined to make this fuck even more wild and ex­cit­ing than the last.

	Their mouths came to­gether in a wet kiss. Paul felt his mother’s tits com­press­ing against his chest and he squeezed his cock between their bel­lies. He ran his hand down her back all the way from her neck to the round full­ness of her ass.

	A wo­man’s body was so smooth and won­der­ful to touch that Paul still couldn’t be­lieve it. He put the tips of his fin­gers in the crevice of her ass. It was so nice and warm in there that he wished he could crawl in and snuggle up next to her as­shole.

	Susan lif­ted her leg and put it over Paul’s hip, giv­ing him free ac­cess to her crotch. Paul moved his fin­gers to­ward her as­shole and, as he touched that puckered door, he felt his mother squeeze him tighter. He moved his fin­ger up and down in her as­shole and thought he would come back to it later and ex­plore it in more depth. His fin­gers went to her cunt. From there it was a smooth slide right up her canal, and the slick juice that was leak­ing from her cunt made his fin­ger glide right in.

	Susan caught her breath as Paul fingered her snatch.

	Susan reached over Paul’s hip and put her hand on his ass. While he fingered her, she wiggled her fin­gers into his ass crevice. Her strong fin­gers made their way to his hole and, slowly and gently, she pressed her middle fin­ger up his hot as­shole.

	Without lub­ric­a­tion, it hurt a little but she was tak­ing it easy and Paul was ex­per­i­en­cing a thrill that his own fin­ger never could match. There could be no doubt­ing that his mother was an ex­pert at love! With her middle fin­ger up his ass, she was able to tickle his balls with her pinky.

	Paul began mov­ing his fin­ger in and out of his mother’s cunt and everytime he took it out, he smeared some love juice on her as­shole. Soon her puckered open­ing was well-oiled and he entered it with his in­dex fin­ger. He found her hole very much like his own, but when he stuck his middle fin­ger in the neigh­bor­ing open­ing, her cunt, he was sur­prised to find that he could feel the fin­ger he had up her ass on the other side of the thin wall that sep­ar­ated the two cham­bers.

	He wiggled both fin­gers and Susan began to wiggle her body in uni­son.

	“Oh, baby, oh!” she moaned. “You’re so good. A good lover, M-m-m-m, O-o-o-o.”

	“Just tell me if there’s any­thing you want me to do, Mom,” he said.

	“You’re do­ing just fine, son,” she said. “Your fin­ger up my ass feels so-o-o good. M-m-m-m.”

	When they began to grow tired of tick­ling the in­sides of each other’s as­sholes, Susan pulled her face from Paul’s and spoke to him.

	“There is one thing you can do that would make me very happy,” she said.

	Paul froze with an­ti­cip­a­tion. He was about to learn an­other tech­nique and he couldn’t wait. He asked her what it was.

	“Eat my cunt,” she whispered.

	Paul had a feel­ing that that was what she wanted. The very idea made his head spin. Could he stick his tongue up a wet cunt? He was at­trac­ted and re­pelled by the thought at once. Without an­swer­ing, he began to creep down the length of her body.

	“Take your time, though, baby,” she told him as he star­ted down.

	He lingered at her tits and sucked them for a while. He made both nipples stand at at­ten­tion with his tongue and lips. The brown skin around the nipples was con­trac­ted into a bumpy, hard disk.

	Glid­ing his smooth cheek along Susan’s stom­ach, he con­tin­ued on his way. He dipped his tongue in her deep belly but­ton. He was get­ting close.

	As he brought his face to the curly tri­angle, the odor of hot twat filled his nos­trils. He knew that in an­other minute he would have the taste of his mother’s cunt drip­pings in his mouth.

	His lips touched the mass of curls and he made him­self com­fort­able between his mother’s legs. She lif­ted her knees and spread wide for him.

	Put­ting his arms un­der her thighs and his hands on her belly, Paul po­si­tioned his head for a good, hot meal. He stuck out his tongue and felt his way to her pink slot. The taste of pussy met his tongue when it touched the satin lin­ing of her cunt. He found the taste to be strange but good. His mother’s breath­ing had thickened.

	He began lick­ing the walls and in­ner lips and every lick was more power­ful than the last. He knew what a cunt felt like to the touch of his fin­gers and he was find­ing that it felt the same with his tongue but he had the ad­ded at­trac­tion of the funky taste and smell. The more he lapped, the more he liked it, and he began us­ing all the strength of his tongue on her ooz­ing gash.

	Susan began mov­ing her hips as if she had a cock in her cunt rather than a tongue, and Paul as­sumed that her move­ments were in­vol­un­tary; her body was re­act­ing to his tongue and she had no con­trol over it. He tried to find the bud that had given her so much pleas­ure when he ma­nip­u­lated it with his fin­ger.

	He felt the clit and knew that it was the right spot when his mother’s hips jumped and she began mak­ing strange noises. As he pressed his tongue on the but­ton and wiggled it around, his mother’s body shook so much that he had trouble keep­ing his mouth on her pussy.

	He grabbed her hips and held on as she bucked like a wild horse. Paul pressed his face tightly against her soak­ing cunt and kept up his work on her clit. She grabbed him by the hair and held his face against her cunt as she trembled and writhed in the grip of a power­ful or­gasm. Her voice rose to a shrill cry that filled Paul’s ears with the as­sur­ance that he was do­ing a good job.

	Susan’s con­vul­sions slowed down and she was able to re­lax her body. Paul lif­ted his head and looked at her. Her mouth hung open and her tits heaved. She was covered by a glaze of sweat.

	“Beau­ti­ful, just beau­ti­ful,” she muttered breath­lessly.

	Paul lay down be­side her and watched her face to see what she was go­ing to do for him. His prick was stretched longer and fat­ter than it had ever been and he was ready to ex­plode.

	Lap­ping his mother’s cunt was the greatest ex­per­i­ence of his young life and he wanted an­other great ex­per­i­ence right away; he wanted his mother to give him a blow job and he told her so.

	“Okay, son,” she said, smil­ing at him. “You sure de­serve it.” She got into po­s­i­tion and took his prick in her hands. Hold­ing it between her two palms, she lowered her head and opened her mouth.

	Paul watched as her head des­cen­ded over his twitch­ing cock. He felt her lips brush over the bloated head and then his cock was in the heat of her wet mouth. It seemed in­cred­ibly hot to him as she began rais­ing and lower­ing her head, slip­ping his cock in and out.

	Every time she lif­ted her head, he felt her teeth scrape the tender skin that formed the col­lar around his cock­head. He real­ized that she must have had her mouth opened as wide as she could and it wasn’t quite wide enough to avoid bit­ing him a little.

	While she sucked his prick, she picked up his balls and caressed them in her hand. Her other hand slipped un­der his hips and found the open­ing that she had fingered be­fore. With her fin­ger in his ass and her mouth around his cock, Paul was float­ing on a cloud of sexual de­light. He rubbed his mother’s shoulders to show his ap­pre­ci­ation and to give her moral sup­port.

	Susan began to twist her head as well as move it up and down to give him more fric­tion and to make it more fun. She bobbed her head with in­creas­ing speed and range un­til she was plunging it up and down very fast and tak­ing his whole prick into her mouth and down her throat.

	Paul began to feel that sen­sa­tion in­side him that told him that he was about to come, but this time the feel­ing was mag­ni­fied by ten. He knew that he was go­ing to have a su­per or­gasm, but he tried to make his pleas­ure last as long as pos­sible. It was hard to keep from com­ing with a cock-sucker like his mother at work on him though, and the dizzi­ness that pre­ceded ejac­u­la­tion over­came him.

	“Uh-h-h, I... I... I’m com­ing! Uh-h-h-h ah-h-h!” His voice seemed to echo in his head.

	Susan dropped his balls and wrapped her hand around the shaft to send him to the highest level of joy that she could. Paul felt his prick spew­ing his seed into his mother’s mouth and she was tak­ing every drop. She had to swal­low fast to keep the stuff from over­flow­ing and run­ning down her chin.

	When his load was spent, she kept her mouth on his cock and bathed it in her warm saliva un­til it was clean as a whistle. When she lif­ted her head, the prick slipped out of her mouth and lay against his stom­ach. His prick was limp and tired look­ing after the or­deal it had been through.

	“How was that?” she asked him proudly.

	“Wow, Mom, I never thought I could come like that,” he said. “I really am glad I’m get­ting this chance to do some fuck­ing.”

	“I’m glad that you’re such a fant­astic stud. You really are, you know.” They lay side by side; Paul held one of his mother’s tits and she cupped his balls in her hand. They fell asleep that way and both slept soundly un­til the sun, stream­ing in the win­dow, woke them the next morn­ing.



	
CHAPTER THIR­TEEN

	Paul hadn’t seen Alice for a few days and he wondered what happened to her. He knew where she lived and al­though he had never been there he de­cided to pay her a visit. He knocked on her door and her mother answered it.

	$he was a good-look­ing wo­man and Paul could see where Alice got her looks. She told Paul that Alice was home and in­vited him in. Her mother said she was up­stairs and called up to her. She said there was a young boy to see her.

	“Send him up,” was the reply from above. Alice’s mother hes­it­ated for a few seconds. After all, it wasn’t proper for a young man to visit a girl in her bed­room. But things were dif­fer­ent these days and she knew her daugh­ter was a “good girl.” As Paul walked into Alice’s room, he no­ticed that she was pack­ing a large suit­case.

	“Hi, Paul,” she said and looked glad to see him. “Hi, are you go­ing away?”

	“Yeah, didn’t I tell you? We’re go­ing to our sum­mer place in Maine.”

	“No, you didn’t tell me. Gee, I was hop­ing to see a lot of you this sum­mer.” He put his hands on her sides and pulled her to him. They kissed.

	“When are you leav­ing?”

	“The first thing in the morn­ing,” she said. “I’ll miss you.”

	“Yeah, I’ll miss you too. Can’t we get to­gether to­night though?”

	“I’d really like to but we have to go say good bye to a lot of re­l­at­ives and stuff like that,” she said.

	They kissed again, but this time they didn’t stop. While their tongues wrestled, Paul took her perky tit in his hand. His prick began to swell and they could both feel it between their bod­ies.

	“I want to fuck you one more time be­fore you leave,” Paul said.

	“I really can’t, Paul. I’d like to, but I can’t get away at all be­fore we go.”

	“How about right here?” he asked.

	At first, Alice just looked at him, but then he could see that she was think­ing it over. She went to her door and looked out into the hall. With an ex­pres­sion of ur­gency on her pretty face, she walked back to Paul and kissed him again.

	“Pull down your pants,” she told him.

	Without ask­ing ques­tions, Paul did so. Alice pushed him down on the bed and sat down with him. Paul’s prick was in its full glory and it stuck out long and hard. They kissed and as their tongues met, Alice put her hand on his cock. She began to run her hand over the head and down the shaft to his balls. As they con­tin­ued to kiss, Alice grabbed his prick firmly and moved the loose skin up and down over the hard bone within.

	Paul was sur­prised to find that she was good at jerking him off. He wondered where she learned. Stick­ing his hand un­der her jer­sey and into her bra, he once again thrilled to the touch of a bare, soft tit.

	He tried to put his other hand in her pants, but she stopped him. She was do­ing good work on his cock so Paul wasn’t too dis­ap­poin­ted at not be­ing able to fin­ger her pussy. He figured that with her mother in the house she was be­ing care­ful.

	“A little faster,” he whispered to her and she took his sug­ges­tion im­me­di­ately.

	She began pump­ing the skin up and down as fast as she could. Her hand be­came a blur on his prick. Paul gasped as he felt his juices come to a boil in his balls. A bul­let of jism shot from his cock and made a high, arch­ing tra­ject­ory and landed on his chest. The fol­low­ing shots were less power­ful un­til the last few spurts merely drooled from his prick and down over Alice’s hand.

	He looked at her as he wiped the glob of cream from his chest and they both laughed. She handed him a tis­sue to blot the other spots where his juice landed and she used one to dry her hand. Paul pulled up his pants.

	“That was great, Alice, thanks. I wish I could do some­thing for you too, though.”

	“That’s okay,” she said. “I’ll be back in a couple of months and we can do all that then. You’d bet­ter leave now. I have a lot of pack­ing to do. I’ll send you a card.” They said good bye and kissed.

	* * *

	Paul headed for the soda shop. Paul felt like sit­ting over a root beer float and con­tem­plat­ing the way his life had been go­ing lately. He had been feel­ing like a soph­ist­ic­ated man of the world lately and he wanted to sit around and en­joy the feel­ing.

	Paul sat in the last booth along the wall. He ordered a root beer float and dropped a quarter in the juke box. Sip­ping leis­urely on the straw, he re­laxed and thought about his mother, Alice and girls in gen­eral. His whole life had changed dra­mat­ic­ally in the last week and he knew how happy he was about it.

	Just as he was about to leave to look for the guys, Joey, Larry and Ben came into the shop. They joined Paul in his booth.

	“Any new con­quests lately, big shot?” Ben asked him as he slid into the booth.

	“Only the usual,” Paul answered.

	“I hear that Alice is leav­ing to­mor­row,” Joey said. “Looks like you’re go­ing to be as homy as every­one else around here.”

	“No, I won’t have any wor­ries,” Paul said. “I’ve got a dy­nam­ite chick who’s go­ing to spend the sum­mer right here.”

	“Who is the mys­tery wo­man any­how?” Larry asked him.

	“Told you. I can’t tell,” he said.

	Just then Paul heard his name and he looked up.

	It was his mother! He had never seen her in the soda shop be­fore and it seemed strange for her to be there. She looked dif­fer­ent to him some­how there in the place where he and his friends hung out. It seemed to him that she looked younger and pret­tier. She wasn’t wear­ing a jacket and her huge tits were dis­played to ad­vant­age un­der her tight-fit­ting top.

	“Paul, do you have your house key?” she asked him. “I seem to have lost mine.”

	“Sure, Mom,” he said and handed his key to her.

	She said hello to the other boys; she had met Ben and Larry and Paul in­tro­duced her to Joey.

	With a friendly smile, she said good bye and left. As she walked out, all eyes were on her sen­su­ously swinging ass which showed up well through her tight skirt.

	“Hey, Paul, your mother is a fine chick,” Joe said.

	“She looks bet­ter than I re­membered,” said Ben. “Her tits are fant­astic!”

	“Yeah, she’s good look­ing,” Paul said.

	“I’d give any­thing to fuck her,” Larry said. “I’ll bet she’s great in bed.”

	“She is,” Paul said.

	He hadn’t planned to say that but he couldn’t res­ist. He wanted them to know that he had what they all wanted. The guys looked at him in amazement for a while be­fore any of them said any­thing.

	“You mean the wo­man you’ve been fuck­ing is your mother?” Ben asked.

	“Yep.”

	“If she were my mother, I’d fuck her if I had the chance,” Larry said.

	“I’d fuck her if she was any­body’s mother,” said Joey. “I’d fuck her if she was my father, for fuck’s sakes.”

	“Yeah, she’s a real fine piece of ass,” Ben ad­ded. “How did you start fuck­ing her, Paul?”

	“You might say it was mu­tual at­trac­tion,” Paul said. “It’s really nice be­ing able to go to your own mother, in your own house and start fuck­ing her.” They sat around for a while talk­ing about the ad­vant­ages of fuck­ing one’s own mother and how sexy Paul’s mother was. Paul told them about his in­ces­tu­ous af­fair in some de­tail and they all had stiff pricks in envy of him. They didn’t seem to think that there was any­thing wrong with fuck­ing your mother, es­pe­cially when she looked like Susan.

	On his way home Paul wondered if he should tell his mother that he told the guys about them.

	Dur­ing din­ner Paul told his mother that she had made a big hit with the guys that af­ter­noon. They all thought she was beau­ti­ful, he told her. When he thought she was in the right frame of mind, he told her that he let them in on their secret.

	At first, she looked shocked and didn’t say any­thing for a while. She seemed to be think­ing it over. Then she said that it would be okay. Fi­nally, she smiled and said she was glad that he told them.

	She asked Paul why none of the guys came over any more to play bas­ket­ball in the yard where Paul had a hoop.

	“It’s base­ball sea­son, Mom,” he said.

	“Oh,” Susan said.

	Paul no­ticed that she had a strange look in her eyes.



	
CHAPTER FOUR­TEEN

	The next morn­ing, while Paul was eat­ing break­fast, there was a knock on the back door. Look­ing up from his bowl of Wheat­ies, Paul saw Ben, Larry and Joey at the door. Ben had a bas­ket­ball un­der his arm.

	“Hi,” Paul said to them. “Come on in.”

	When they filed into the kit­chen, Paul asked them what was go­ing on and why did they have a bas­ket­ball with them.

	“Oh, we just thought it would be nice to shoot some bas­kets,” Larry said.

	“But it’s base­ball sea­son,” Paul told them.

	“Yeah, we know,” Ben said. “It’s not il­legal to play bas­ket­ball in base­ball sea­son, you know.”

	“We just got tired of play­ing base­ball every day,” Joey said.

	Paul sensed that there was some­thing go­ing on that he wasn’t in on. The guys were act­ing strange. He no­ticed that they seemed to be look­ing for some­thing, es­pe­cially Larry who was cran­ing his neck to look down the hall­way that led to the bed­rooms.

	He fin­ished his break­fast and they all went out to the yard.

	The guys shot bas­kets and passed the ball around, but they didn’t seem to be in­ter­ested in start­ing a game. They kept look­ing to­ward the house and Paul sup­posed they were try­ing to get a glimpse of his mother.

	Susan was ly­ing in bed, listen­ing to the boys’ voices. As she listened to the loud voices that came in her win­dow from the yard, she thought about the boys. If they were like Paul at all, she had some real hot stuff right in her back yard. How nice it would be to have them all crawl into bed with her. All those stiff, young pricks to play with at one time would be a dream come true.

	She had been gang-banged once when she was in high school and the memory stayed with her. It was one of the most ex­cit­ing things that ever happened to her. She couldn’t re­mem­ber how many guys had fucked her; it was five or six, she guessed. Her pussy was be­gin­ning to drool in hun­ger.

	Out in the yard, the bas­ket­ball was still fly­ing around, from boy to boy, up in the air and through the hoop.

	Sud­denly, Ben passed the ball to Joey but the ball hit him on the side of his head without him even no­ti­cing it. He seemed to be hyp­not­ized. Then they real­ized that he was star­ing in­tently at some­thing over by the house. Fol­low­ing his gaze, they looked at the house. There was some move­ment at the opened bath­room win­dow.

	They could see Susan lean­ing over the bath­room sink. She seemed to be top­less and they could see her tits hanging down from her body. They all con­verged to­ward the win­dow to get a bet­ter look.

	She was wash­ing her tits! Bring­ing hand­fuls of wa­ter from the faucet, she splashed her tits with it and rubbed them vig­or­ously. They could see the huge amount of loose tit-flesh jump and quiver as she handled it and then let them hang heav­ily as she scooped up more wa­ter.

	The boys stood there with their mouths opened and the crotches of their pants bul­ging. Susan stood up­right and picked up a towel. She dried her tits with as much en­ergy as she washed them and con­tin­ued the show. The guys kept walk­ing to­ward the win­dow.

	When they were al­most un­der the win­dow, Susan put down the towel and gave them a good view of those melon-sized tits. The guys could see her brown nipples clearly and even the blue veins that ran along the sides of the tits could be seen. Then, sud­denly, she turned and dis­ap­peared.

	The boys looked at each other in amazement. They were speech­less. They looked at Paul and saw that he was as struck by the sight as they were.

	“If I could get my hands on those tits, I’d die happy,” Ben said.

	“Paul, you’re the luck­i­est guy I ever met,” Joey said.

	“Yeah, I know,” Paul agreed.

	They star­ted toss­ing the ball around again, but they were even less in­ter­ested in it now. Fi­nally, they put the ball down and sat on the steps of the back porch. They hardly said a word as they tried to keep the im­age of those beau­ti­ful tits alive in their minds.

	They were so lost in their fantas­ies that at first they didn’t hear Susan call­ing. Fi­nally, her words sunk into their heads. She was ask­ing them if they wanted to come in for a snack.

	They ac­cep­ted the in­vit­a­tion gladly and went into the kit­chen. When they saw Susan, their mouths hung open once again.

	She was wear­ing a sheer dress­ing gown. It was cut so low in front that most of her tits were show­ing. Her nipples were un­der the flimsy ma­ter­ial, but they could be seen right through it. The val­ley between those tits was ex­posed and it seemed to be in­vit­ing them to jump right in there. The light that was com­ing from the win­dow shone through the gown and showed them every curve of her body. As Susan walked across the room, her bra-less tits rose and fell en­ti­cingly.

	On the table there was milk and cook­ies and the guys sat down. There was a lot of clumsy stum­bling as they pulled out the chairs and sat down without pay­ing too much at­ten­tion to what they were do­ing. As they sipped the milk and nibbled the cook­ies, Susan walked around the room put­ting things away and straight­en­ing up.

	They watched her. They looked like an audi­ence at a slow-mo­tion ten­nis match. Susan saw how they watched her and she put on a good show for them.

	She knew her body was hav­ing an ef­fect on them and she thought about all those nice, hard cocks un­der the table. Her cunt was wet and she was get­ting ex­cited. This might be her big chance to re­peat an ex­per­i­ence that had thrilled her like noth­ing since, but she didn’t know if she could pull it off.

	How could she get these homy kids with their big, young cocks in her bed without simply ask­ing them? Maybe she could simply ask them. Would that make them too nervous and shy, or was she un­der­es­tim­at­ing them? She knew that they had seen her through the win­dow; she had planned that little show and she knew they had en­joyed it.

	She pulled a chair up to the table and sat down between Joey and Ben. Pick­ing up a cookie, she began to nibble on it. All the kids were star­ing at her tits.

	“What have you guys been up to this sum­mer?” she asked.

	No one answered, they were too busy star­ing.

	“What’s the mat­ter with you guys,” she asked in a loud voice. “Haven’t you seen tits be­fore?”

	That got their at­ten­tion. They sud­denly looked at her face, prob­ably for the first time. She was smil­ing so they began to chuckle about the com­ment she had made.

	“Well, haven’t you?” she asked again. “Larry, an­swer me!”

	“Yeah, sure I have,” he said.

	“Well, you were star­ing so hard at my tits that I thought you didn’t. How about you, Ben?”

	Ben said he had seen tits be­fore, too, and so did Joey when she asked him.

	“Well I know Paul has, so I guess that means that you all have seen tits be­fore. Can any of you guys tell me why you were all star­ing at mine like that?” There was a play­ful tone in her voice and the guys began to re­lax.

	“Well, I’ve never seen such big tits,” Ben said.

	“Or such nice tits,” Paul ad­ded.

	“I’ll bet you’d like to have a bet­ter look,” she teased.

	“We’ve already had a bet­ter look,” Ben giggled.

	“Were you little punks peek­ing at me through the win­dow?” she asked with ex­ag­ger­ated in­dig­na­tion. “I’ll fix you guys.”

	She grabbed Ben play­fully by the hair and pulled his face down to her chest and, with a swinging mo­tion of her body slapped his cheek with her tit. She hit him hard enough to make a slap­ping noise that the other guys could hear. They all laughed at that un­ex­pec­ted pun­ish­ment and at the ex­pres­sion on Ben’s face when he real­ized what happened.

	Susan swung around to grab Joey and give him a whack, but he jumped up in time and she missed him. They were all laugh­ing wildly now and Susan got up and went after Joey.

	He ran into the liv­ing room and she went after him with the other guys fol­low­ing. Joey found him­self trapped and had to sub­mit to a tit to his cheek.

	Then Susan turned to go after an­other boy. She still owed one to Larry and Paul. While she was try­ing to comer Larry, Ben snuck up be­hind her and grabbed her around the rib cage just be­low her heav­ing tits. Paul grabbed her around the knees and they brought her to the floor.

	As she wrestled with them, one of her tits es­caped from the dress­ing gown and wobbled all over her chest. The dress­ing gown was spread open over her thighs and the guys could see the smooth, white skin al­most all the way up to her crotch.

	They all gathered around her and dropped to the floor with her. Be­fore she knew what had happened, Susan had four pairs of young hands on her body. Ben and Larry had one tit apiece and they were lift­ing and mas­sa­ging them.

	Paul stroked his mother’s thigh and Joey, with trem­bling hands, lif­ted the gown from her crotch. Un­der the sheer fab­ric was the mys­ter­i­ous treas­ure. Joey gasped when he looked down at the fuzzy tri­angle. Ben and Larry kept mas­sa­ging her tits, but their eyes were on her cunt, too.

	Susan wiggled her­self away from them and left them hold­ing her dress­ing gown as she slipped out of the room. Now it was the boys who chased her. In a flash they were hot on her heels.

	Susan slowed down and beat them into the bed­room only by inches. As soon as they were all through the door, they grabbed her and the whole bunch of them fell on the bed. She had them where she wanted them now!

	Be­ing covered by a flurry of young boys’ hands and bod­ies made her feel like a kid again.

	“It’s not fair for me to be the only one without any clothes,” she yelled and grabbed Ben.

	Sud­denly, they were all pulling Ben’s clothes off him. He didn’t res­ist too strenu­ously and he was soon as na­ked as Susan. Then they turned on Larry and be­fore long they were all na­ked on the bed. The guys were able to get back to their ex­am­in­a­tion of Susan’s body and she was look­ing for­ward to fuck­ing or suck­ing each of their hard cocks.

	The kids began to settle down on vari­ous parts of her body. Susan pulled Larry’s face to hers and placed a hungry kiss on his mouth. Ben lowered his face to one of her tits and gobbled the puckered nipple into his mouth. Susan didn’t know who it was that was suck­ing her tit but the feel­ings it was caus­ing in her body made her grate­ful for his at­ten­tions.

	Joey spread her legs and looked into her cunt. He could see the lips of her cunt through the dark, curly hair. He touched the pink lips and felt Susan flinch. With his thumb and in­dex fin­ger, he spread the lips and lowered his head to get a bet­ter view. The in­ner lips were plainly vis­ible and the en­trance to her deep canal stared back at him. The pink in­terior of her cunt was glisten­ing with the juice that flowed from her canal and the scent rose so Joey could smell it. He gently shoved his fin­ger up the tun­nel and felt around in there to see what it was like. It seemed to him that her cunt felt like a satin sock that had been soaked in warm oil.

	Paul held one of his mother’s thighs against his stiff piece of meat and watched Joey probe her pussy. Susan began mov­ing her hips rhyth­mic­ally as Joey ex­plored the depths of her cunt.

	She was still kiss­ing Larry, and Ben was on his way down from her tits to her belly. When he ar­rived at her crotch, his fin­gers joined Joey’s in her cunt. Ben was more in­ter­ested in ex­plor­ing that pussy with his cock rather than with his fin­gers, and he moved Joey over and got between her legs. He guided his prick up the cave of her pussy leav­ing Joey out in the cold.

	Ben began pump­ing his hips back and forth and Paul and Joey could see his cock­shaft mov­ing in and out of the open lips of Susan’s twat. His prick shone with the glossy coat­ing of cunt juice.

	Hav­ing noth­ing else to do, Joey slid his hand un­der Susan’s ass and stuck his fin­gers in the crevice he felt un­der there. It didn’t take him long to find the tight hole of her ass and he stuck a fin­ger up it. It was tight and hot in there as he wiggled his fin­ger around.

	Paul moved up to his mother’s tits and began caress­ing them. They could hear Ben grunt­ing with the spasms of his or­gasm. When he had shot his load, he climbed out from between her legs and made room for someone else.

	Joey, see­ing his chance, pulled his fin­ger from Susan’s as­shole and took Ben’s place. He shoved his cock up her snatch and slid it in and out.

	Larry, who had been kiss­ing Susan so pas­sion­ately, began inch­ing his way down her neck to her tits where he sucked on one while Paul sucked on the other.

	Susan had her eyes closed. She didn’t want to be dis­trac­ted by her visual senses. The pleas­ure that she was get­ting from the touch of four wild boys was send­ing her into the realm of pure eu­phoria. In­side and out, she was be­ing rubbed, caressed and pawed and she was lov­ing it!

	Her cunt was filled with a big plunging cock and each of her tits had a homy kid suck­ing on it. Real­iz­ing that one of her holes was still un­used, she reached for one of the guys who was suck­ing her tit and pulled at him. It didn’t take her long to con­vey the mes­sage.

	It happened to be Paul whom she grabbed and he knew what she wanted. Strad­dling her up­per chest, he put the head of his cock to her lips and she opened her mouth and took the of­fer­ing. Paul’s balls were set­tling on her chin as she began suck­ing his prick.

	Ben, who was re­cov­er­ing from his re­cent cli­max, was ready to join the ac­tion once again and he took over Paul’s po­s­i­tion on Susan’s left tit. Joey was ram­ming his cock in and out of her cunt with in­creas­ing speed and pant­ing loudly. As he shot his cream into her pussy, he made a loud groan­ing noise.

	Susan, feel­ing the hot lava flow­ing into her pussy, con­trac­ted the muscles in her cunt and gave his prick a lov­ing squeeze. When Joey pulled his prick from her cunt, it was soft and covered with the sticky mix­ture of his cum and her lub­ric­at­ing juice.

	Larry had been wait­ing for his chance to fuck her furry pussy and he scrambled to her crotch as Joey was climb­ing over Susan’s trem­bling thigh.

	Larry had the biggest prick of them all, and when he shoved it in her pussy, Susan re­acted by bit­ing down on her son’s prick.

	With a strong, young boy fuck­ing her and her son’s big prick in her mouth, Susan was go­ing crazy with lust. The ec­static ten­sion was build­ing in her and she was go­ing to start com­ing any second.

	She wanted to feel her­self be­ing filled with jism from both ends and tried to make the prick in her mouth shoot at the same time that the cock in her cunt was ready to ex­plode. She could feel the rhythm of Larry’s prick as it speeded up and she knew that she would have to suck a lot harder to bring Paul off at the same time.

	By lift­ing and drop­ping her head, she was able to slide her tongue over the cock in her mouth. As she did that, she also swirled her tongue around his cock­head with stronger strokes.

	Her own or­gasm was about to blos­som within her and, as she felt the heat of Larry’s cream rush into her cunt, her head began to float with the joy of sexual re­lease. She wanted to cry out with lust, but her mouth was full of prick and she could only hum her de­light. A high-pitched sound filled the room from her throat and the vi­bra­tions it caused in Paul’s prick sent him off.

	His cock began spew­ing its fluid into her mouth while Larry’s cream was still be­ing pumped into her cunt. She was a re­pos­it­ory for sperm and loved the role. There could never be enough jizz for her, she real­ized, and ima­gined her­self covered in buck­ets of the gooey stuff. The taste of Paul’s cream only whet her ap­pet­ite for more and the heat of the cum in her snatch was cool­ing much too fast.

	Paul pulled his cock from her mouth and she felt her­self be­ing turned over. There was a boy un­der her and she felt him stick his shaft up her cunt. She began mov­ing her hips up and down on his prick in an at­tempt to make that last or­gasm turn into a chain of cli­maxes.

	As her hips bobbed, she felt fin­gers on her ass part­ing the cheeks and the cool air of the room felt nice on her as­shole. She felt the blunt tip of a cock bounce off the cheeks in an at­tempt to pen­et­rate the tight ring. It took all of her will power to stop pump­ing her hips, but she knew that if she could get two cocks in her at once it would be worth it.

	The in­tru­sion into her as­shole made her gasp as she felt her rectum fill with a young cock. As soon as the prick was in place up her ass, she began her hip-pump­ing once again. With every stroke, two hard cocks slid in and out of the twin open­ings of her crotch.

	As she thrilled to the dual ac­tion, she felt some­thing soft and hot hit her lightly on the mouth. Open­ing her eyes, she saw a fat cock right un­der her nose. She opened her mouth as wide as she could and the prick slid in.

	With her ass bob­bing up and down and her mouth suck­ing, she wondered how she could be even more ac­com­mod­at­ing. She soon found out. One of the kids squirmed un­der her chest and put his prick between her tits. He grabbed the loose flesh, squeezed it around his prick and began rub­bing his cock with her tits. All four of those homy fuck­ers were work­ing on her and their com­bined grunts, groans and cries made a weird chorus of pas­sion­ate har­mony.

	Susan couldn’t dis­tin­guish between the dif­fer­ent places on and in her body where there was a cock thrust­ing. It all blen­ded into a uni­fied, throb­bing ex­cite­ment. She was so far re­moved from the de­tails of her situ­ation that she was sur­prised to find her mouth sud­denly full of the thick li­quid that she loved so much. She swal­lowed some of it but, in her dazed state, she let most of it drool out of her mouth and down her chin and neck. The hot sen­sa­tion of hav­ing a cock ex­plod­ing in her as­shole and cunt felt even bet­ter.

	The boys began tak­ing turns fuck­ing the vari­ous holes of Susan’s body. Their teen­age vir­il­ity en­abled them to fuck her over and over with only a short rest between each or­gasm. Susan was ready and eager every time one of them sought out a place to stick his cock. She had come so many times already that she was in a state of per­petual cli­max; her cunt was charged with elec­tric lust and her mind was buzz­ing. Her cunt was loaded with the re­peated pour­ings of teen­age jism and she had swal­lowed so much that she wouldn’t eat lunch that day.

	The guys settled down on the bed to rest from their ex­er­tions. Four limp cocks and one tired cunt waited to re­cover their vigor.

	It didn’t take the boys as long to rest up as it took Susan. When she once again felt their fin­gers and stiff pricks on her, she let them go ahead with their ad­ven­ture but didn’t par­ti­cip­ate very act­ively.

	She knew these young studs would be spend­ing as much time in her bed for the rest of the sum­mer as they were go­ing to spend on the base­ball field, so she would have to pace her en­ergy.

	She felt the fa­mil­iar sen­sa­tion of her cunt lips open­ing to ad­mit a fat cock. Once again the boys had come to life and were swarm­ing over her.

	Well, it was new to them, she thought. It’ll level off and they’ll go back to their other games, but she knew that the rest of the sum­mer was go­ing to be busy for her. There was a smile on her lips when a cock­head knocked on them for ad­mit­tance.

	THE END
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