
        
            
                
            
        

    
	CHAPTER ONE 

	“Christ, I’m fuckin’ horny!” Laurel Hut­ton sighed softly, put­ting her fin­ger sud­denly and ac­cur­ately upon the un­easy ten­sion that had as­saul­ted her all day.

	Laurel was stand­ing be­side the tiny swim­ming pool which graced her sub­urban home’s high-fenced, smallish back­yard. It was early spring and a little cool to be dressed as she was, in a tiny string bikini, but Laurel wanted an­other deep, rich tan this year and she knew it would be warm enough once she settled down onto the sun-warmed tile be­side the pool.

	“Men go ga-ga over a tall, slim blonde with big tits and a chocol­ate tan,” Laurel muttered to her­self as she knelt on the warm sur­face.

	Laurel loved men, or at least she loved cock, the stun­ning di­vor­cee smiled to her­self. The long hard cock that thrust out from between their legs, the part that rut­ted her juicy, sen­sa­tion-filled pussy to heaven al­most every night.

	Two things about the last thought made Laurel’s beau­ti­ful face curve into a frown. Num­ber one, the man she had been with last night had come too soon – much too soon – and he had been too old to do much after the first time. Num­ber two, Donny, Laurel’s teen­aged son, was start­ing to be­come re­sent­ful about his mom’s many “boy­friends”, her eu­phem­ism for the end­less stream of men who had fucked their way into and out of the in­sa­ti­able blonde’s life over the last two years.

	Donny was grow­ing up, and he was be­gin­ning to look askance at Laurel now when she ex­plained an all-night ab­sence with some wild tale about flat tires or a fog so thick that it was im­possible to drive home through. He was start­ing to look as un­trust­ing as his father had be­fore ab­ruptly pack­ing his bags two years ago and stomp­ing out of the house forever.

	Laurel un­did her bikini top and lay for­ward on the hot pave­ment, rel­ish­ing the heat against her big, sens­it­ive nipples. Her mouth made a little pout, like a child brood­ing about denied candy.

	It wasn’t fair! Laurel told her­self. She shouldn’t have to give up fuck­ing just so Donny wouldn’t find out what a hot, un­con­trol­lable nature his mom had. That thought really scared Laurel be­cause she had just turned thirty-two a week be­fore. Even though there wasn’t an ounce of fat on the per­fect body nor a sag vis­ible any­where Laurel was ter­ri­fied of get­ting old and sud­denly los­ing the cock-harden­ing sex ap­peal she had ex­hib­ited since she had been Donny’s age.

	As if to as­sure her­self that her good, looks hadn’t van­ished as she thought about los­ing them, Laurel raised up onto her el­bows and turned to ex­am­ine her sleek, sexy body in the bright sun­light. She smiled as she eyed the deep, firm con­tours of her near-per­fect ass, the supple, bulge­less line of her smooth thighs and calves, the small­ness of her waist­line.

	A move­ment be­hind the slid­ing glass patio door caught Laurel’s eye and she turned to see what it was. Donny was peek­ing out from around the half-open cur­tain, watch­ing his mom twist­ing and turn­ing on the warm tiles. The hand­some young teen’s eyes were wide with fear, as he real­ized that he had been caught red-handed star­ing at his mother’s na­ked, bob­bling tits.

	Laurel smiled at her only child and waved, the mo­tion mak­ing her left breast jiggle even more. Donny gulped and waved back limply, sur­prised by his mother’s calmness.

	“Whatcha’ do­ing?” Laurel called out. “Why don’t you come out and swim, you chicken. The wa­ter’s not THAT cold!”

	Donny giggled, em­bar­rassed, and shrugged his shoulders. He ducked back be­hind the cur­tain.

	Laurel chuckled and put her head down on her arms, sun­ning her­self once more. Her heart was beat­ing crazily with ex­cite­ment, a weird, un­ex­pec­ted kind of ex­cite­ment caused by the way she had shame­lessly shown her body off to her own son. The beauty told her­self that she had done it all so coolly be­cause she didn’t want the boy to grow up with any guilt about na­ked­ness or sex. But the ham­mer­ing heart in­side her rib­cage told Laurel that she had also shown her tits off to Donny for quite an­other reason: it turned her on to ex­hibit her­self to men, any man, even her own flesh and blood!

	Laurel de­cided that a mom-son talk ses­sion was called for, the sooner the bet­ter. She told her­self that she wouldn’t al­low the kinky thrill she got from bar­ing her tits to Donny to hap­pen again. She got up and put on her top, re­solved to sit with Donny and talk things out un­til she was sure he was on the right track about, sex. She was de­term­ined to be a good mom for once, to put her baser in­stincts to rest at least tem­por­ar­ily.

	In­side the house, Laurel looked first in the kit­chen for her son but there was no sign of the al­ways-hungry teen­ager. She went down the hall to his room.

	The door was slightly ajar when Laurel reached for it, and a low moan from in­side the room made her hand stop be­fore touch­ing the handle. Laurel moved up close to the small crack left by the par­tially open door and looked in­side. Re­flec­ted in his dresser mir­ror, the anxious young mother could see Donny spread out on the bed, his clothes scattered about the room, his hand mov­ing furi­ously up and down over his groin.

	“Good God!” Laurel whispered to her­self. “What a big cock for a kid!” It was true. Her darling Donny had be­come a good deal more manly some­where along the way. The last time she had seen him na­ked, his balls had been two cute, tiny marbles in a hair­less sac. Now they were the fur-covered, plum-sized ovals of a grown man.

	But it was the boy’s cock that really took Laurel’s breath away. The six-inch, throb­bing prick that Donny was so fer­vently strok­ing was one of the thick­est, red­dest cyl­in­ders of prick-meat Laurel had ever drooled over. And she had seen her share, that was for sure!

	Donny was groan­ing, his boy­ish ass lift­ing up off the bed, his eyes closed with lust as his come ap­proached. His closed fist went faster, his breath­ing be­came more ragged. Small, grunted words spilled from his curled lips, and Laurel leaned closer to the door to hear what he was bab­bling.

	“Fuck… shit… oh… oh, Je­sus what tits!” Donny was gasp­ing, his body go­ing ri­gid, his hand stop­ping – frozen on his cock. “Oh, Mama, I want your big, big tiiiiiits!”

	The boy screamed and star­ted pump­ing his fist wildly once again. His nuts jerked and a blob of creamy goo shot high in the air above Donny’s twist­ing body.

	Laurel felt her cunt build to a rapid, un­ex­pec­ted boil as she watched her boy jack­ing off. It had been a long time since the vo­lup­tu­ous thirty-two-year-old had seen a young boy come. She had for­got­ten the in­cred­ible amount of pussy-pleas­ing ball juice a boy this age could gen­er­ate. It was a far cry from the two small squirts of jism Laurel’s forty­ish, rich date from the night be­fore had man­aged to con­jure up and pump into her eager cunt be­fore he col­lapsed, heavy and spent, on her still un­sat­is­fied body. She found her­self won­der­ing what it might be like, hav­ing a young, virile teen­ager rut­ting in­side her, spew­ing out his wad after wad of hot spunk, the way Donny was moan­ing and pump­ing it out right now!

	The very no­tion of be­ing on the re­ceiv­ing end of such a heav­enly come de­luge made Laurel weak in the knees and even hot­ter in the crotch. The stun­ning blonde pushed the door open a bit wider, so that she could see every pearly drop of the young­ster’s hot out­pour­ing as it rock­eted out of his wilt­ing prick. She couldn’t be­lieve the amount of cream the boy was un­load­ing. Her cunt twitched wildly as she watched it spurt into the air and fall splash­ing onto the rug and bed­spread.

	“M-Mama,” Donny sud­denly croaked, his nearly closed eyes snap­ping wide open as he saw his mother peek­ing through the crack in the door.

	“My God, honey, there sure was a lot of that stuff!” Laurel grinned ap­prov­ingly, step­ping into the room.

	She didn’t know what else to say or do. She could give the boy a lec­ture on self-ab­use, but she didn’t really think jerking off was very ab­us­ive, and, be­sides, she would have felt hy­po­crit­ical about chew­ing him out for do­ing some­thing she had en­joyed watch­ing as much as she had en­joyed this.

	Donny moaned as his gor­geous, nearly na­ked mother came into his room. The sight of her jig­gling tits in their barely con­tain­ing bikini top drew an­other clench from his empty­ing cock. The big squirt of spunk arched up off the bed, across the few feet that sep­ar­ated them, and spattered onto Laurel’s bare thigh a few inches be­low her nearly nonex­ist­ent swim­suit bot­tom.

	“Oh, my, my, how hot and nice this stuff is!” Laurel giggled at her son’s sperm-filled trib­ute to her beauty, gath­er­ing the slip­pery cream in her fin­ger-tips and rub­bing them to­gether. “So slick and warm and good!”

	It was all Laurel could do to keep from lick­ing the de­li­cious-smelling jizz off her fin­gers right be­fore the boy’s eyes. It was so tempt­ing, so man­nish and pun­gent smelling, so de­light­fully strong and earthy.

	Maybe it was her dis­ap­point­ing fuck the night be­fore, maybe it was the guilty, yet ter­ribly ex­cited and proud way Donny was look­ing at her, maybe it was some­thing spe­cial about the tex­ture and feel of his boy­ish come between her fin­gers – Laurel didn’t know. But she did some­how know that she could no more stop her­self from say­ing what she said next than she could stop rain from fall­ing.

	“You know, Donny honey, you really shouldn’t waste this beau­ti­ful cream,” Laurel said slowly, her voice a deep purr of sexual in­vit­a­tion. “You shouldn’t just spray it up in to the air and let it fall. You ought to find a nice, hot, juicy pussy to pump this de­li­cious jizz into, darling. That’s what it’s for, you know.”

	Donny gasped at his mother’s lewd words. His prick gave a last jerk of dwind­ling lust and a fi­nal jet of come burbled up out of the soften­ing prick and dribbled across the boy’s fin­gers.

	“See, your cock knows a hot cunt sounds bet­ter than a hand job,” Laurel teased, grin­ning.

	Laurel’s cunt was seeth­ing with need. She knew what she was go­ing to do was aw­ful, against every ta­boo in the book.

	She thought about it and de­cided she didn’t care. Her pussy was bub­bling, the sexy black bikini bot­tom prob­ably showed a thin line of grow­ing wet­ness by now. Her nipples were stand­ing out taut and tender against her flimsy cups, aching for a tender mouth upon their pink­ness. She could never re­mem­ber need­ing a fuck as badly as she needed one right now.

	“Yeah, baby, I think that neat little fireplug of a cock of yours would fit real nice in a tight, hot little pussy,” Laurel whispered softly, com­ing right up to the bed. “And I think I know where you can find one, if you’re in­ter­ested.”

	Star­ing down at her son, her deep blue eyes filled with pas­sion, Laurel slowly licked the come off her fin­gers. With her free hand, she reached back and un­did her top, her eyes never leav­ing Donny’s.

	“Holy… shit!” Donny gasped as he saw his mother lap the spunk off her hand like a cat clean­ing a kit­ten’s fur.

	The big, round tits tumbled out of their en­clos­ure and the boy’s eyes grew even wider. His mother’s tits were huge, even big­ger than they had looked from a dis­tance, now that they were bob­bing and sway­ing na­ked above him. Her nipples were jut­ting out like tiny pink spouts, goose bumps of de­sire all around the ex­ten­ded tips.

	“Like ‘em?” Laurel asked in an ex­cited whis­per.

	“G-God, yes!” Donny mumbled dumbly, his eyes trans­fixed by the gently bob­bing treas­ures.

	“Good,” Laurel said softly, ex­tend­ing her hand. “Then fol­low me and I’ll let you do any­thing you want with ‘em!”



	
CHAPTER TWO 

	Donny got up off the bed and put his hand in his mother’s. Nervously, they made their way down the hall to Laurel’s room, both of them trem­bling with lust, ex­cite­ment, and the ad­ded zest of know­ing what they were about to do was con­sidered wrong by al­most every­one.

	“If you’re gonna be a man,” Laurel ex­plained, tak­ing her na­ked son into her arms as they got in­side her bed­room. “Then I guess it’s okay for me to show you how to be a man, isn’t it?”

	Their lips came to­gether be­fore Donny could stam­mer an an­swer. They pressed their bod­ies close, Donny gasp­ing at the feel of his mother’s big tits mash­ing into his chest, their hot little nipples burn­ing against his bare skin like a pair of glow­ing coals.

	Laurel was still slightly taller than the gangly young­ster and she had to bend her head a little to press her hot, will­ing lips to his. She didn’t mind a bit. The heady thrill of kiss­ing, really kiss­ing her hand­some young son had her mind reel­ing and her cunt pump­ing. She squished her tits into him and opened her lips, her tongue wrig­gling against his closed mouth, seek­ing entry.

	Donny opened his mouth, sigh­ing as his mother thrust her tongue in­side and ex­plored the roof of his mouth and all around his tongue in­side the boy’s cheeks. Hot, sweet saliva, fresh from Laurel’s mouth, splashed every­where and Donny sighed deeply and grew bolder, his arms tight­en­ing around his mother, pulling her in closer.

	The boy’s tongue went as ri­gid as the cock Laurel could feel press­ing against her bare thigh. The pant­ing older wo­man sucked hard on the boy’s tongue, ima­gin­ing it was his prick, lick­ing and nib­bling at the smooth, wet tongue as she moved her com­pressed lips up and down its firm stalk.

	Donny quivered in his mother’s arms, ex­cited bey­ond any­thing he had ever ima­gined in his wild­est jerk-off fantas­ies. His cock jumped against his mother’s vel­vety flesh, threat­en­ing to un­load its spunk be­fore she even touched it.

	Real­iz­ing the danger of go­ing too quickly, Laurel backed off a little. The vo­lup­tu­ous blonde pulled her tongue slowly out of the sigh­ing teen’s hot mouth, caress­ing his bare arms and shoulders as she did so.

	“The bed,” Laurel gasped, her eyes alive with lust. “The bed, darling. Get on it and wait for Mama. I’ll be with you be­fore you know it!”

	Donny prac­tic­ally ran to the large, lushly ap­poin­ted wa­ter­bed across the mas­ter bed­room. He looked quite funny, his eyes wide with ex­pect­ancy and won­der, his prick stick­ing out in front of him, wob­bling crazily as he moved quickly to­ward the bed. He plopped him­self down on his back, his body rising and fall­ing in choppy waves on the wa­ter­bed’s fluid sur­face, his cock bob­bling above the rise and fall like a ship’s mast in heavy seas.

	Laurel watched the boy­ish prick dip up and down with un­dis­guised arousal. She ima­gined it slid­ing in and out of her juicing cunt… up and down between her suck­ing lips… drilling its way tightly up and back in her grip­ping as­shole… pound­ing against her clenched fist as she pumped it.

	Stand­ing over the bed, her tits as full and ripe as a set of flesh-colored mel­ons, their nipples elong­ated with need, Laurel hooked her fin­gers in the clingy, taut bikini bot­toms. She licked her lips sug­gest­ively and began work­ing the tight fab­ric down­ward, her eyes toy­ing hun­grily with the boy’s.

	“Jeeezus!” Donny gasped as he saw the first wisps of his mother’s curly blonde pu­bic thatch glide into view above the des­cend­ing, tan­tal­iz­ing black ma­ter­ial.

	Laurel en­joyed it. She moved her lips in an ex­cit­ing, pro­voc­at­ive roll-and-grind mo­tion as she lowered the panties. The move­ment made her tre­mend­ous tits sway flu­idly across her chest. Donny’s cock jumped un­con­trol­lably as he watched her and that made it even bet­ter.

	The top of Laurel’s smallish, wet cunt came into view. Donny’s eyes went large as door knobs as he watched more and more of the sweet pink open­ing emerge un­til, at last, the bikini bot­toms slid away down the sleek white thighs and his mother kicked free of them and faced him in all her nude splendor.

	“Holy God!” the boy breathed rev­er­ently, his rapt gaze telling his mother that she was the first na­ked wo­man her son had ever be­held out­side the pages of a men’s magazine.

	Rel­ish­ing every thrill­ing second of it, Laurel put one foot on the bed, her cunt open­ing wide as she split her legs. The sen­su­ous blonde moved one hand up to her nipples and began teas­ing them to their full, throb­bing glory as her other hand stole down­ward. Laurel winked at her son and plunged one fin­ger up into her pussy, work­ing it in and out with a squishy, reg­u­lar ca­dence that ex­cited them both al­most bey­ond en­dur­ance.

	“Do you… do you… like me?” Laurel teased in a low, throaty whis­per, her own arousal so com­plete that she was in danger of com­ing right there in front of him without his even touch­ing her.

	Donny groaned and reached for his twitch­ing cock, his hand stop­ping to hover just above it, as though he knew it would shoot off the second he ac­tu­ally touched it. His eyes pleaded with Laurel.

	“P-Please, Mama… show me!” Donny breathed in agony. “Show me how to… to… DO it!”

	Laurel smiled and stopped strok­ing her­self. She got onto the bed and moved to­ward him.

	“That’s ex­actly what I’m go­ing to do, darling,” she prom­ised the turned on boy with a sigh filled with de­sire. “That’s just ex­actly what I’m go­ing to do. Just re­lax and hold back. Don’t think about com­ing, and you won’t. Just lay back and do what Mama tells you. I’ll take care of everything!”

	Donny nod­ded dumbly. He didn’t move. His eyes stayed wide and ex­pect­ant as his mother moved over him, her big tits dangling down like the swollen tips of twin blimps. Her pink­ish-red nipples jut­ted out like spires of lust.

	“Suck me first, baby,” Laurel cooed softly. “Open your lips and let Mama feed you a big, hot titty. Just nurse a little, darling, like when you were a baby. Don’t worry, you’re already an old pro at this, you’ve done it lots of times. It will all come back to you.”

	Laurel could re­mem­ber the beau­ti­ful, cunt-ful­filling thrill she had got­ten years be­fore, when Donny had sucked the milk hun­grily from her nipples as a baby. It had been one of the most won­der­ful, un­ex­pec­ted be­ne­fits of moth­er­hood Laurel had ex­per­i­enced.

	But it was all go­ing to pale be­fore the ex­quis­ite sen­sa­tion of the boy’s lips on her tit­ties now. Laurel was sure of that be­fore his mouth had ever touched her sens­it­ive flesh.

	Then it happened. Donny’s moist nervously trem­bling lips en­gulfed Laurel’s right nipple. His tongue flattened it­self against the tender nub and licked.

	“uuuuun­nnnngggggh­h­hhh!” Laurel gasped, her trim belly bow­ing up­ward as the white-hot thrills tore through her and raced down into her pussy.

	Donny stopped for a mo­ment as his mother cried out, half-afraid that she had changed her mind. But then he saw that she was really get­ting off on his mouth against her tit and he began suck­ing hard, his tongue slip­ping all over and all around her pulsing nipple cap.

	“Aggh­hhh! Je­sus, Je­sus, Donny, that’s it! That’s so good!” Laurel urged him. “Suck me. Suck Mama’s tits, baby! Suck ‘em both! Suck harrrrrrd!”

	Donny had changed tits ab­ruptly and the first tug of his in­sist­ent lips against her del­ic­ate nipple flesh sent a sur­prise jolt of or­gas­mic fury flash­ing through both tits. The large globes jerked and clenched wildly, thrill­ing cur­rents of come joy circ­ling between them and throb­bing down into Laurel’s un­touched pussy socket.

	Laurel bucked and moaned and tossed on the bob­bing wa­ter­bed, rev­el­ing in her come. She couldn’t be­lieve how well and how quickly the in­ex­per­i­enced boy’s mouth on her lus­cious tits had made her shoot over the top. What would hap­pen, she wondered, when his thick fireplug of a prick ac­tu­ally got up in­side her clench­ing pussy? Would she even be able to stand the hot, erotic good­ness of be­ing moun­ted and fuc­cked by her own baby boy?

	The thought made her cunt jerk one last time, a power­ful mini-or­gasm that gripped Laurel and shook her des­pite the fact that her ori­ginal come was ebbing away. The in­tens­ity of her sen­sa­tions today was so strong that it ac­tu­ally frightened the lovely blonde a little. But she knew she was more ex­cited by the for­bid­den nature of what she was ex­per­i­en­cing than she was scared away by it.

	“M-Mama, are you… are you through?” the boy’s tent­at­ive voice came to Laurel through the fog of her own twis­ted thoughts and emo­tions.

	The spec­tac­u­larly built God­dess laughed. “No, darling, Mama’s not through for the day, not by any means.”

	Laurel lay down next to her boy and ran her fin­gers through his hair. She kissed his neck and shoulders, her soft, warm lips against his boy­ish skin ex­cit­ing them both anew. His prick jerked in the air as she licked him like a cat clean­ing kit­tens.

	“No, baby, there’s lots more for us to do today,” Laurel as­sured her son in a low, husky mur­mur, nuzz­ling him. “First, I want you to play with my tits, darling. Hold them, heft them, get the feel of them in your hands. Touch my nipples. Touch my… CUNT!”

	Donny gasped as his mother said the word. He had never heard her say any­thing like that be­fore today, and it shocked and ex­cited him to hear such things com­ing from his gor­geous, proper mom.

	As if to show him she was really ser­i­ous about dip­ping his fin­gers in her cunt, Laurel opened her legs. She was ly­ing on her side, fa­cing the boy, and she brought one leg up and res­ted her foot on her other knee, ex­pos­ing her furry pussy slot com­pletely to his wide-eyed gaze.

	“See? See how it’s all wet and hungry for your touch, baby?” Laurel cooed softly, run­ning her own fin­gers through the lust-sod­den curls.

	Trans­fixed by the sight of his mother toy­ing with her own cunt, Donny reached down awk­wardly to­ward the gush­ing pink­ness. As if mes­mer­ized, the boy sought the golden, wet bush.

	“That’s it, darling,” Laurel en­cour­aged him. “Just in­side the lips, that’s where it feels best to Mama. See this little bump? That’s my clit, my love but­ton. That’s what makes Mama get off when a fat, hard cock like yours slides in­side her. Even a fin­ger… or a tongue will do it, if the per­son is good with it.”

	“Tongue?” Donny soun­ded in­cred­u­lous.

	“Of course, baby!” Laurel’s tink­ling laughter filled the room. “Haven’t your friends ever told you about eat­ing pussy?”

	She smiled shyly at her hand­some young son. “Haven’t you heard about… suck­ing cock?”

	Donny gulped. He was too em­bar­rassed to speak. He just nod­ded.

	“How would you like to play with my tits and eat my cunt while I suck that beau­ti­ful little cock of yours?” Laurel asked sud­denly, en­joy­ing the shocked, stricken look on the boy’s face as she spoke.

	Sens­ing that Donny was will­ing to try just about any­thing she wanted, but was too frightened at this point to move, the vo­lup­tu­ous wo­man smiled and kissed her son lightly an the mouth. She guided his hands onto her tits, sigh­ing as she felt him be­gin to knead them.

	“Ummmmmmmm, that’s lovely, darling,” Laurel en­cour­aged her son. “Just the tips now. Just play with my nipples for a little while, then my pussy again.”

	Donny was warm­ing to his as­sign­ment. Some of the fear was leav­ing the boy, re­placed by lust for his mother’s lus­ciously ac­cess­ible body.

	The boy tweaked Laurel’s nipples, then jiggled her firm tits ap­pre­ci­at­ively in each hand, then squeezed them to­gether un­til the reddened tips touched and played off one an­other. Laurel groaned and felt her cunt be­gin­ning to leak hot juice once more. She thrust her chest into the boy’s de­mand­ing palms, sigh­ing in ec­stasy as he gripped and teased her tits.

	“My… my… pussy, baby!” Laurel gasped, know­ing she could come again at the first touch of his fin­gers against her pulsing clit. “Fin­ger-fuck me, darling. Fin­ger my hot cunt!”

	Donny nod­ded, his eyes wild with need. He bent and sucked in a nipple as he moved one hand down to his mother’s juicy cunt, his other hand still ex­cit­ing her other taut bud.

	“Oh­h­h­h­hhh, Je­sus! That feels so good!” Laurel tossed her long, per­fect blonde locks and groaned. “Suck me. Suck my big, hot tit­ties as you fin­ger me, baby. Oh, yesssssSSS!”

	Laurel came for the second time. The boy’s fin­ger moved in and out of her pussy only a few times be­fore it was in­und­ated in a lava flow of steamy cunt jizz. His greedy mouth and slip­pery tongue on her nipples, his fly­ing fin­ger drilling, in and out across her up-raised clit – it was just too much stim­u­la­tion for the aroused blonde to take.

	“Cqmmming!” Laurel cried out bliss fully. “Oh­h­hhh, baby, do you feeeeel it?” Donny moaned, show­ing his mother that he did. His fin­ger pierced her again and again, draw­ing still more of the slick, won­der­fully hot fluid from her pump­ing loins. He didn’t stop fin­ger­ing the over­flow­ing hole un­til the de­luge had re­ceded to a trickle.

	Laurel gradu­ally stopped quiv­er­ing wit de­light. She was pant­ing once more, her beau­ti­ful face beaded with per­spir­a­tion. Her big tits rose and fell quickly, Donny’s nurs­ing lips still glued to one of them, his fin­gers stir­ring twinges of joy in the other.

	The horny blonde found that the two or­gasms in less than ten minutes had not di­luted her hun­ger at all. Laurel pulled Donny’s head from her breast and kissed him hard, her tongue slither­ing in­side his mouth and roam­ing wildly about the hot cav­ern. She pulled away and whispered in his ear, her hands all over his back and ass.

	“I want to suck your cock, baby. I want to feel it shoot in my throat. I want to gulp down every last drop of your warm, de­li­cious spunk!”

	Donny went board-stiff in her arms. She could feel his heart pound­ing in his rib­cage as if it were try­ing to bat­ter its way out.



	

CHAPTER THREE 

	“I… I… oooh, Mama!” Donny moaned, un­able to speak co­her­ently.

	The ex­cited dis­be­lief was mirrored in the boy’s face. He wanted des­per­ately to ask Laurel to do ex­actly what she had said she would do to his up­right cock, that was clear. But he could not really bring him­self to be­lieve that all of this was hap­pen­ing, that his gor­geous mother would really put her sweet, sen­su­ous lips around his cock and suck it till it came.

	Laurel wanted to show him just how true that was. She licked all around his up­per body, feel­ing his heart ham­mer­ing un­der her tongue. She kissed his boy­ish, hair­less nipples. She sucked them gently, her fin­gers tra­cing down his flat stom­ach to­ward the flag pole-like cock.

	Donny screamed with de­light. He hadn’t known his nipples could be points of erotic in­terest, just like a wo­man’s. But un­der his mother’s ex­per­i­enced tongue and lips, he soon found his whole body was a quiv­er­ing, sen­sa­tion-pro­du­cing in­stru­ment of sexual need. An in­stru­ment that Laurel could play with vir­tu­oso skill.

	The lap­ping, kiss­ing blonde’s fin­gers found her boy’s cock. The wide shaft jerked wildly as Laurel’s hand wrapped around it, but the boy some­how main­tained his cool and kept from shoot­ing off all over the bed.

	“Mmmmmmm, Donny darling, what a fine, fine cock you’ve got for Mama!” Laurel cooed, kiss­ing the boy’s belly, work­ing her head slowly down­ward, nib­bling and lick­ing as she went.

	“Mom, oh, oh, Christ, when you touch it!” Donny croaked, his prick twitch­ing again.

	“Ummmmm, no, no, baby, mustn’t cream yet,” Laurel smiled back up at the boy. “Must let Mama lick it and suck it a little be­fore you un­load.”

	“Ugh­h­h­hhh!” Donny groaned, plainly strug­gling to hold back.

	Laurel knew that the first touch of her lips to her son’s cock would bring him off. He was just too ex­cited. She de­cided to hold back a little, to let him cool down a bit be­fore she tried suck­ing him. And she knew a beau­ti­ful way to wait.

	“Donny, lover. Would you like to learn to eat pussy?” Laurel asked the boy, mov­ing down a little fur­ther, kiss­ing his thighs and ig­nor­ing his cock for the time be­ing. “I can prom­ise you that know­ing how to lap a pussy just right will make you very, very pop­u­lar with all the girls in your high school, once the word gets around.”

	Laurel had slowly shif­ted around on the bed so that her head was down by Donny’s cock and her cunt was just op­pos­ite her son’s face. The boy was look­ing right down into her open, gleam­ing pink­ness. Her clit was stand­ing.

	“How, how do I do it?” Donny asked, his tone mak­ing it clear that he was not at all sure he wanted to.

	Laurel scissored her per­fect legs open a bit wider and lay over on her back. She pushed her cunt up­ward off the bed’s rolling sur­face and circled her juicing pussy with her fin­ger­tips.

	“Here, darling,” she urged him gently. “Just lick all around here, slowly. Don’t rush it. Take your time and work up to it. It works the girl up too, makes her really hot for your sweet tongue then you fi­nally start eat­ing her. Try it.”

	Donny was not a boy who was used to ar­guing with his mom. He bent and kissed the smooth, taut flesh of her well-roun­ded thigh. Donny’s tongue came out and touched the warm skin and Laurel groaned with joy.

	“Oh­hhh, yessss, honey, do it!” the turned-on mother sighed con­ten­tedly. “Lick me. Lick all around my cunt. Tease me, baby, tease Mama’s tummy with your tongue. Then lick me. Lap the honey out of my cunt. Eat it. Eat my pussy!”

	Donny was kiss­ing and lick­ing like crazy, urged on­ward by his sexy mom’s hot pleas. The boy was ob­vi­ously get­ting very fond of the taste of hot cunt oil. He licked all of the musky fluid from Laurel’s thighs and flicked the drops of lub­ric­ant deftly out of her curly blonde pu­bic mat with his tongue tip.

	The boy was bet­ter than she had ever hoped he would be, Laurel real­ized hap­pily. His tongue was tan­tal­iz­ing her al­ways-re­spons­ive pussy into a furi­ously sat­is­fy­ing or­gasm, her third of the af­ter­noon!

	“Oh, fuck, baby, have you got tal­ent!” Laurel gasped as Donny’s wrig­gling tongue found the en­trance to her flow­ing gash and plunged in­side. “Do it! Fuck me. Fuck me with your hot tongue, my darling!”

	Donny did just that. Suck­ing with pursed lips at the heady de­luge of cunt oil bub­bling out of his mother’s snatch, Donny rammed his tongue in and out of her thrust­ing, jerking pussy as though it were an oral cock.

	Laurel screamed and kept on pump­ing her hips up and down, the nat­ural mo­tion of the wa­ter­bed help­ing her. The in­can­des­cent glow of her third come hovered near, and she didn’t try to hold it back. Laurel knew that just the thrill of her mouth on Donny’s prick would bring her near a fourth or­gasm, so she let the third roll through her hungry body like thun­der through a canyon.

	“Oooooouuuuuugggh­h­hhh!” Laurel wailed as the heav­enly con­trac­tions star­ted deep in her pussy.

	What felt like a tidal wave of cunt cream sud­denly boiled out of Laurel’s cunt as the all-con­sum­ing sen­sa­tions gripped her lush body. The spas­ming blonde squealed and moaned and hunched her cli­max­ing pussy wildly up­ward, grind­ing the hot pink flesh against her little boy’s mouth like an or­ange half against a juicer.

	The sound of Donny lit­er­ally gulp­ing down her steamy jizz made Laurel came even harder. Her tits shook and her throat could make no fur­ther sounds as the full fury of com­ing took her and she shuddered her way from peak to fiery peak.

	Donny had in­her­ited her full-blown sex drive. The fact hit Laurel some­where in the back of her mind right in the midst of one of the best comes she had ever ex­per­i­enced. It was ob­vi­ous. The boy was suck­ing and swal­low­ing and tonguing the pulsing pussy for all he was worth, his breath com­ing in ragged gasps, but his need to gulp the slip­pery juice grow­ing stronger and stronger as he grew used to sex. His fin­gers were dug into his mother’s gyr­at­ing ass, hold­ing her in place as best he could to lap still more of the burn­ing out­pour­ing from her cunt.

	“Oh, baby, you’re so gooooooood!” Laurel howled as the last and biggest surge of come fever tore through her.

	Donny’s lips found her clit and fastened down onto it as if he were try­ing to nurse soda up through a tiny straw. The in­cred­ible rush of sen­sa­tion Donny’s suck­ing lips pro­duced from Laurel’s vi­brat­ing clit al­most knocked the horny blonde sense­less. Her mind was reel­ing un­der the on­slaught of the ex­quis­ite, total, vi­ciously good or­gasm that fol­lowed so closely and so spec­tac­u­larly upon the heels of the last one.

	“Eeeeeeeeeeeeee!” Laurel screamed help­lessly, her pussy clos­ing, her ass fly­ing up off the bed once more, her whole body as ri­gid as a cock.

	Donny sucked the new gush of hot jizz down as eagerly as he had mouthed the first out­pour­ing. Maybe even more eagerly! The bay’s tongue was all over and in­side Laurel’s cunt as she tremored through her come this time, draw­ing out still more of the shiny jism, and his lips were glued to her bub­bling slit as the hot oil poured out.

	“N-N… No m-moooore!” Laurel gasped, groaned, and begged limply. “Let me rest for a mo­ment, darling!”

	The un­be­liev­able in­tens­ity of the twin or­gasms had drained the nor­mally in­sa­ti­able blonde mo­ment­ar­ily. She didn’t want to come again for a while, at least un­til she caught her breath, and she was a little awed by the furi­ous nature of the cli­maxes her in­ex­per­i­enced lover had given her.

	It must be be­cause he’s my son and it all seems so beau­ti­fully for­bid­den, so totally, won­der­fully wrong, Laurel told her­self. That had to be it. Other men had eaten her just as well, prob­ably a lot bet­ter, tech­nique-wise, but no one had ever made her pop so hard, so fast, so close to­gether.

	Is this what I’ve come to? The lus­cious blonde asked her­self fear­fully. Is this the only way I can really get off the way I like to get off? Teach­ing young boys to be de­praved, as de­praved as I am? My own SON!

	Laurel pushed her fear to the back of her mind, not want­ing to think about it. After all, she told her­self, Donny would have learned all this some­where, some­time. Prob­ably soon, the way kids all fucked each other silly in high school and even be­fore that nowadays.

	Some­thing poked the guilt-rid­den wo­man in the cheek. Laurel turned and saw the boy’s cock, swollen and stiff but not quite as ready to shoot as it had been earlier, nudging in close to her.

	“I did prom­ise you, didn’t I, darling?” Laurel asked out loud, more to her­self than to her son. “And it wouldn’t really do to have Mama go back on a prom­ise, would it? Es­pe­cially after you’ve learned how to please your old mom so well.”

	Laurel kissed the tip of the boy’s hard cock, smear­ing the pre-come fluid across her lips as she did so. Donny groaned and pushed for­ward, his cock jump­ing once more as he saw his sexy mama lick his cream off her lips and swal­low it.

	Not too close to­gether, Laurel told her­self, watch­ing her son’s nuts. That was good. She would have time to lick and suck the thick shaft a little be­fore he came. She was glad she had di­ver­ted him for a while with the pussy eat­ing, given him a chance to calm down a little be­fore she had tried suck­ing him off.

	Laurel gave her boy’s prick sev­eral long, lazy tongue swipes, base to tip. Donny emit­ted a chok­ing, de­lighted gasp as his mom bathed his prick in hot, slick spittle, her silky tongue caress­ing him as she spread the warmth up and down.

	“Mmmmmmmm, what a de­li­cious cock you’ve got, baby!” Laurel mur­mured, kiss­ing the wet prick all over with light, suck­ing pecks. “You must let me suck it more of­ten. It’s beau­ti­ful! So big and thick!”

	Donny moaned with pleas­ure, too ex­cited to speak. His mother ex­ten­ded her tal­en­ted tongue again and swirled it all around the very tip of his cock head.

	“Aggghhh!” Donny gulped, hold­ing back. Laurel smiled, see­ing the boy’s balls move in tighter, her pre­lim­in­ary mouth­ings bring­ing him near erup­tion once again. She moved her tongue in a widen­ing spiral, lap­ping at the firm mush­room of prick now, bast­ing it in hot spit. The fat cock jerked un­der her tender at­ten­tions, al­most beg­ging her to take its whole swollen mass into her warm, hungry mouth. Laurel de­cided that it was time to do just that. She opened her lips and sucked the reddened cock head into her mouth, her tongue glid­ing all around the marble-hard dome of flesh as it entered her.

	“Je­sus! Je­sus! Je­sus!” Donny shouted ex­citedly. “You’re doin’ it! You’re really doin’ it!” Laurel smiled in­wardly and moved her pursed lips down the already moist shaft. She lub­ric­ated the hot prick thor­oughly with her own warm saliva, splash­ing it on with her tongue.

	The en­trapped cock made a sexy, suck­ing sound as it slid back through Laurel’s nurs­ing lips on the up­stroke. She moved her head back slowly, let­ting the firm prong feed out of her com­pressed lips as if it were a tight, hungry pussy. Her tongue never stopped glid­ing over the small, fat prick’s smooth sur­face.

	“God, oh, God! I never dreamed…” Donny cried out in sheer ec­stasy, still not quite be­liev­ing it was hap­pen­ing to him. “So hot – so fuckin’ hot and good!”

	Laurel mur­mured and moved her head up and down a little faster, suck­ing hard. Her boy’s cock was ab­so­lutely the best tast­ing, most de­li­cious prick she had ever sucked. She couldn’t wait to taste his spunk!

	“Mama, oh, oh… Je­sus!” Donny moaned, his body quiv­er­ing un­der her sen­sa­tional oral caress.

	Laurel saw the boy’s balls jerk. She licked his won­der­ful cock up and down, and bobbed her head even more quickly. Her lips were tight on his prick and her cheeks hol­lowed with suc­tion on the up­strokes.

	Donny flailed about un­der the rising and fall­ing lips like a fish sud­denly thrown up on a dock. He could stand it no longer. The boy reached for his mother’s lush ass and drew her into him, his mouth des­cend­ing on her wet pussy. He sucked and nipped at her sop­ping cunt as her mouth went wild on his slid­ing prick.

	“Ummmmmmm! Aggh­h­hhh! Oh­h­h­h­h­hhh!” Laurel mur­mured, then groaned as the boy’s tongue and lips worked their newly found ma­gic on her cunt.

	The whim­per­ing, cock-suck­ing blonde didn’t really want to come again – all she wanted was to suck Donny off – but the boy wanted her to get off with him, and he spared no ef­fort in lap­ping and suck­ing her cunt to get her there in a hurry. The moan­ing teen­ager humped his ready-to-spurt prick in and out of his mother’s jaws with a wild, nat­ural rhythm that matched her greedy mouth-lunges per­fectly. He ate her pussy mer­ci­lessly as he balled her lips, his sharp young teeth graz­ing her clit again and again as he tongued her.

	Laurel felt it com­ing over her like a scream­ing freight train gone out of con­trol. Her come roared up out of her well-nibbled clit, en­gulf­ing her pussy and vi­brat­ing up to her clench­ing tits. Her whole sen­su­ous, twist­ing body shivered with the keen pleas­ure of total or­gasm.

	“Ummmmmmm!” the cli­max­ing blonde moaned ec­stat­ic­ally, let­ting Donny know how beau­ti­ful and com­plete her come was.

	The hump­ing, pussy-suck­ing teen­ager’s cock could take the heated suck­ing of his mother’s greedy, slid­ing lips no longer. The pulse of Laurel’s howl­ing throat against his prick was the last straw.

	“Oh, oh,gaaaawwwd­ddd!” Donny wailed up into his mother’s clasp­ing pussy slit.

	A foun­tain of come splashed up into Laurel’s nurs­ing mouth. The or­gas­ming blonde gulped it down hun­grily, her tongue still swirl­ing around the boy’s cock as it rammed in and out of her tight lips.

	“God, I’m in heaven,” Laurel told her­self as she swal­lowed the tasti­est, most for­bid­den cock cream she had ever tasted. The flow seemed end­less, and the rich­ness of Donny’s jism made Laurel feel as if she was down­ing mouth­ful after mouth­ful of heavy, salted sour cream.

	The in­ces­tu­ous lov­ers clung to­gether un­til the last throb of sen­sa­tion had pumped through Laurel’s body and the thick cock in her mouth had gone com­pletely slack. She licked the last de­li­cious glob of come from the soft tip and let it fall from her lips.

	“Je­sus… that was… that was, fant­astic!” Donny sighed con­ten­tedly.

	“It’ll be even bet­ter, darling,” Laurel as­sured her son in a low, sexy purr. “When I fuck you.”

	Donny groaned. “Are we, are we really gonna… do it, Mama?”

	“Mmmmm, you know it, baby,” Laurel cooed.

	The honey-blonde leaned for­ward to suck in her son’s limp prick once more. Just as her lips touched it, there was a knock on the front door.

	“Shit!” Laurel cursed, sit­ting up on the bed.

	She went to the closet and got into a robe, head­ing for the front room.

	Who in the fuck can that be? Laurel asked her­self as she ap­proached the front door.



	

CHAPTER FOUR 

	Mar­sha Gil­roy stood im­pa­tiently on the front step, her pert eight­een-year-old body jig­gling up and down as she bounced on one foot wait­ing for the door to open. Mar­sha, a pretty bru­nette, was chew­ing gum loudly and hum­ming off-key. She was wear­ing a skimpy bikini and a half-open terry­c­loth robe.

	Laurel re­membered now. Mar­sha was sup­posed to come over this even­ing to stay with Donny in case Laurel’s date kept her gone all night and Laurel had cas­u­ally men­tioned that if the good-look­ing little babysit­ter wanted to come over early and use the pool with her and Donny, it would be okay.

	Mar­sha ob­vi­ously wanted to get a jump on the bathing suit sea­son, too. She was four hours early!

	“Donny, get your swim­suit on,” Laurel turned and yelled down the hall­way. “Mar­sha’s here! We’ll just have to con­tinue our… uh, les­sons some other time.”

	“Okay, Mom, I’m ready,” Donny’s voice came back to his mother.

	Laurel nod­ded and opened the door. She smiled at the young girl, not­ing the full­ness of the firm, youth­ful tits, the sleek­ness of the eight­een-year-old girl’s thighs.

	“Well, hi, Mar­sha, didn’t ex­pect you this early!” Laurel gushed as she in­vited the girl in­side. “Come in, please.”

	The lovely teen­ager sauntered in, her well-de­veloped hips sway­ing pro­voc­at­ively as she moved. The bru­nette’s big tits jel­lied in their thin re­straints when Mar­sha plopped her­self on the couch.

	“Are you and Donny gonna join me by the pool?” Mar­sha asked. “Re­mem­ber, you said it’d be okay to come by and sun.”

	Laurel nod­ded. She sup­posed she might as well lay out for a while longer. Now that the babysit­ter was here, she and Donny couldn’t do what they really had wanted to do – fuck each other silly!

	“I’ll just slip this robe off and join you two,” Laurel said, want­ing Mar­sha to think she had her suit on be­neath the terry­c­loth. It seemed less sus­pi­cious that way.

	Mar­sha smiled and went out­side, grabbing the tran­sistor ra­dio off the kit­chen table as she went. Be­fore Laurel could even get out of the liv­ing room, she could see Mar­sha’s curvy young body spread-eagled on the warm ce­ment, the ra­dio blast­ing away on a rock sta­tion.

	“Kids!” Laurel told her­self, hur­ry­ing down the hall­way to change to her suit.

	The sun had grown caress­ingly, glow­ingly hot in the late af­ter­noon. It beat down on the trio of sun bathers like warm oil flow­ing onto their lan­guid bod­ies, re­lax­ing them com­pletely. Laurel made her­self a jug of wine cool­ers and the kids a pitcher of grape drink. They had been pinch­ing the wine be­hind her back, gig­gling and gulp­ing it down, and the half-tipsy Laurel merely winked at it, let­ting them think that she didn’t see them pour­ing the dark wine into their plastic glasses.

	By three o’clock, all three of them were act­ing silly and laugh­ing a lot. Mar­sha seemed to sense there was some new bond between mother and son that hadn’t been there be­fore, but she was too in­ex­per­i­enced to guess its nature. She just shrugged and gulped her wine and joined in the fun.

	“Mmmmmm, Je­sus! Look at the line I’m get­ting!” Laurel sud­denly no­ticed aloud as she looked back over her body.

	The statuesque blonde was ly­ing on her stom­ach, look­ing back to­ward the house. The swim­suit tie cut­ting across her sump­tu­ous flesh had moved a little when she turned, ex­pos­ing the white crease.

	Without even think­ing about it, Laurel un­did the strap, free­ing her big tits from the top’s con­fin­ing cups. Cas­u­ally, the stun­ning blonde slipped the dis­carded top free and dropped it next to her, her mam­moth tits pud­dling be­neath her on the pave­ment as she lay her face on her crossed arms.

	“W-Wow!” Laurel heard Mar­sha breathe ex­citedly.

	Laurel got up onto her el­bows and turned to face the girl. Mar­sha was sit­ting wide-eyed and star­ing a few feet away, her eyes riv­eted on the older wo­man’s spec­tac­u­lar set of tits. Laurel smiled and looked down, not­ing that from where Mar­sha and Donny sat, you could just see the very tops of her pink nipples. But be­cause of the size of Laurel’s breasts that still meant you could see a lot of tit!

	“What’s the mat­ter, honey, haven’t you ever seen a pair of tits be­fore?” Laurel asked in­no­cently en­joy­ing the younger girl’s dis­com­fort at her cas­ual nud­ity. “Don’t you take gym in school? Or do they have private shower rooms, one to a girl there now?”

	Mar­sha turned red all the way down to her own bul­ging tits. She shook her head and shrugged.

	“Uh, no, Mrs. Hut­ton, I mean… yes!” the em­bar­rassed eight­een-year-old stammered. “That is, I’m try­ing to say that I do take gym and I’ve seen lots of ti… girls na­ked. It’s just that, you know, I mean with Donny here and all… I just thought that… I mean, it cer­tainly doesn’t bother me! It’s just that…”

	Laurel ended the girl’s hope­less at­tempt to get out of her verbal pre­dic­a­ment by cut­ting her off. The beau­ti­ful blonde laughed.

	“Oh, God, honey, Donny’s seen scads of knock­ers! You should see his room. It’s just bul­ging with Play­boys and Pent­houses, not to men­tion some of the porno magazines he keeps hid­den at the top of his closet that show a lot more than a bare boob or two!”

	Now it was Donny’s turn to blush in front of the two fe­males. Mar­sha and Laurel giggled wickedly at the boy’s sheep­ish grin and help­less turn to crim­son.

	“Be­sides,” Laurel went on. “I don’t think it’s un­healthy for a boy to see his mama in the raw once in a while, not if she’s got a good shape. And I think my shape is at least… ad­equate, don’t you?”

	The gor­geous older wo­man lif­ted her massive, solidly out thrust tits free of the con­crete, present­ing them like a pair of prize soc­cer balls for Mar­sha’s crit­ical in­spec­tion. The pebbly little nipples stuck out like tiny pink knobs and the flesh was creamy white and ut­terly flaw­less.

	“M-more that ad­equate!” Mar­sha gasped at the view. “You have got to have the biggest, pret­ti­est tits I’ve ever seen!”

	Mar­sha be­came em­bar­rassed at the si­lence that fol­lowed her blur­ted ad­mir­a­tion. She turned her eyes down­ward.

	“I’d give any­thing to have tits like that,” the girl muttered just loud enough for Laurel to hear.

	“Oh, I don’t know, yours look pretty nice right now,” Laurel was quick to com­pli­ment the girl. “And you’re young. You might gain an inch or two in cup size over the next couple of years!”

	Mar­sha looked very pleased at that pro­spect. “Do you really think so? And do you really think they look good now? I was al­ways afraid that they were a little too… uh, you know, big on the ends. Too big in the, uh, well, that is to say, I al­ways wished I had small, pretty nipples, like yours!”

	Mar­sha was pain­fully aware of Donny’s pres­ence again. It was clear that, like most young girls, she wanted des­per­ately to be­lieve that she was as pretty as she hoped she was. As­sur­ance from a knock­out like Laurel Hut­ton would go a long way to ease her girl­ish mind. But the young boy sit­ting next to her made talk­ing about breasts size and shape and things in that cat­egory very dif­fi­cult.

	“Let’s see what you’ve got, honey,” Laurel sug­ges­ted in a bright, easy tone.

	“Wha-What?” Mar­sha burst out.

	“You know. Why don’t you join me in go­ing top­less?” Laurel asked, an imp­ish grin play­ing across her pretty fea­tures. “Let’s take a look at your tits, and you can get a bet­ter tan at the same time.”

	“B… But… Donny!” Mar­sha croaked, turn­ing and star­ing at the boy.

	“It’s per­fect!” Laurel as­sured her. “Donny’s not really all grown up yet, but as I told you, he knows a good set of tits when he sees one. It’s all boys think about when they’re his age, from what I read about it. He can give you the male view. Come on, Mar­sha, don’t be such a young prude! Have an­other slug of that wine you’ve been filch­ing all day and join the party! Hell, I thought all you teen­age chicks were lib­er­ated and un­afraid!”

	Mar­sha shook her head as if she couldn’t be­lieve what was hap­pen­ing to her. Laurel’s verbal jab about be­ing a prude and un­lib­er­ated had ob­vi­ously reached the girl, but she wasn’t quite ready to prove that she was as lib­er­ated as the next girl by tak­ing off her top – not quite yet. She took an­other big blast of wine, straight this time as Laurel had sug­ges­ted.

	“I dunno, ‘bout thiz!” the girl slurred awk­wardly as the heady wine hit her solidly and al­most im­me­di­ately, cour­tesy of the warm af­ter­noon sun.

	“You do what you want, honey,” Laurel sighed, pre­tend­ing she was tired of wait­ing. “But I’m not let­ting this good tan­ning light go to waste a second longer. No sir, I’m get­ting me an all over tan, while the get­ting is good!”

	With that, Laurel drained off what was left in her wine­glass, feel­ing the rush over­take her as she fin­ished it. Calmly put­ting down the empty glass, Laurel un­did her bikini bot­tom and wriggled out of the tiny tri­angles of cloth that had barely covered her pussy and ass crack.

	Mar­sha watched in some­thing like awe, as the de­li­cious body of the older wo­man came into view. Laurel spread her long, sleek legs and poured sun­tan oil onto them, mas­sa­ging her ass and thighs un­til they gleamed with the shiny stuff.

	Sit­ting up, Laurel bathed her en­tire, heart-stop­ping body in oil. She worked it into her moun­tain­ous tits, smoothed it across her rib­cage and down onto her nonex­ist­ent tummy. The trail­ing, caress­ing fin­gers rubbed the warm goo into the vel­vety skin un­til Laurel glowed like a per­fectly chiseled, well-oiled ala­baster statue.

	“Good God! What a fuckin’ bod you got!” Mar­sha sighed un­der her breath.

	“Well, don’t just sit there,” Laurel smiled back at the girl. “Show us yours.” Ob­jec­tions some­how over­come by the wine and the sight of Laurel’s na­ked, gleam­ing body, Mar­sha reached back and star­ted to undo her own top. She fumbled with the ties a little, her mo­tor re­flexes re­duced by the wine.

	“Next to you, I look like a boy, prac­tic­ally.” Mar­sha said shyly, fi­nally get­ting the stub­born top loose. She let the ties slide through her fin­gers, the long strands of ma­ter­ial and the cups flut­ter­ing off her chest and hanging into her lap.

	“No danger of any­one think­ing a boy could have tits as big and pretty as those!” Laurel hissed ex­citedly as the round, firm tits spilled into view.

	Mar­sha’s tits were as she had de­scribed them. Large and full and globe-shaped, with big, brown nipples that jut­ted de­fi­antly out­ward into the bright spring sun­light. Both Laurel and her son’s eyes were glued to the springy spheres as they gradu­ally bobbled to a stop.

	“I sure know some boys who’d like to have tits like that,” Donny whispered hotly. “To play with, I mean!”

	Mar­sha blushed but not as badly as be­fore. It ob­vi­ously pleased her that a good-look­ing youth like Donny ap­proved of her bared tits with their nipples.

	“Yes, they’re really nice,” Laurel agreed, slightly mes­mer­ized by the younger girl’s na­ked, gently rising and fall­ing tits. “Their size is per­fect, darling. They’re just big enough to really get a man’s at­ten­tion, and hold it. And yet they’re not a bit saggy. And they make your waist look so TRIM! I never real­ized how thin your tummy was be­fore, dear. Nor how well de­veloped your ass is. It’s really very shapely. You ought to take off your suit bot­tom, be­fore you ruin your tan with those ugly white lines.”

	Laurel made the sug­ges­tion in a friendly, off-hand man­ner. She was trem­bling with ex­cite­ment and lust in­side. It had been many years since Laurel had handled an­other girl’s body with sex in mind, but she could sense that Mar­sha was go­ing to be dif­fer­ent. Laurel some­how had to have this one. She had to share Mar­sha with Donny, to bring all three of them into the closest most in­tim­ate of bonds.

	“Uh… Gee, this is kind of neat,” Mar­sha’s voice was shy and tent­at­ive as she looked around the high-fenced, very private little yard. “I mean they sun-bathe nude in France and places like that all the time, don’t they?”

	“Sure,” Laurel was en­thu­si­astic, en­cour­aging. “And that nice little ass of yours would look so much bet­ter with an all-over tan in­stead of those aw­ful suit lines!”

	Mar­sha looked around guiltily, a gleam of ad­ven­ture in her big, brown eyes. Donny was play­ing it as cool as he could, star­ing off the other way as if he had grown tired of the sight of his mother’s cunt and had no in­terest in see­ing Mar­sha’s bared, dark-furred muff.

	“Well,” Mar­sha drawled, teas­ing all three of them for a mo­ment longer. “I don’t really see any harm, and an even tan would look a lot bet­ter.”

	Her voice trailed off and the thin bikini strings trailed slowly down her shapely thighs, un­cov­er­ing her pretty pink slit and its sur­round­ing thick brown fur. She kicked the suit away and sat fa­cing Laurel with those big eyes full of fear and long­ing.



	

CHAPTER FIVE 

	“Good­ness, you’re nice all over, aren’t you, darling?” Laurel asked the trem­bling girl in a soft, teas­ing voice, her eyes bor­ing into Mar­sha’s na­ked, pink pussy mouth.

	Mar­sha didn’t turn red this time. She smiled shyly and closed her legs a little, but she didn’t blush. She was grow­ing used to be­ing looked at and ad­mired, and she clearly liked the feel­ing.

	Turn­ing onto one side, Mar­sha ef­fect­ively hid her cunt from the oth­ers. She lay on one el­bow, cov­er­ing one sway­ing tit par­tially but leav­ing the other wob­bling free and ex­posed in the warm sun.

	“Look at her… her… ass, Mom,” Donny whispered, point­ing. “She’s got white marks from last year. Her skin’s white as a snow­drift. She’s gonna get the burn of her life.”

	Laurel nod­ded. “Yes, I think he’s right, darling,” the older wo­man said to the girl. “Why don’t you turn over on your tummy and let Donny and I put some lo­tion on you, so you don’t get your­self deep-fried. I’ll do the bot­tom half, of course, for pro­pri­ety’s sake, and Donny can rub it into your back.”

	Mar­sha didn’t see any­thing wrong with that. She rolled onto the warm ce­ment and spread her legs a little, wait­ing for the first splash of the cool sun­tan oil on her bare skin.

	Laurel sucked in her breath as the girl’s legs split open and the blonde God­dess found her­self star­ing up into the cute little teen­ager’s moist pussy once again. Usu­ally, girls didn’t do much for Laurel. Her few les­bian-ori­ented ex­per­i­ences had been years ago, in high school, and they had been noth­ing to brag about, really.

	Why was her hand quiv­er­ing so as she reached for this girl’s supple ass? Laurel asked her­self im­pa­tiently. Why did she want to nuzzle and lick and fondle this saucy, dark-eyed little bru­nette so badly all of a sud­den?

	Laurel put the ques­tions from her mind as her fin­gers made con­tact with Mar­sha’s warms pli­ant ass cheeks. Put it down to Mar­sha’s in­ter­rupt­ing the fuck ses­sion with Donny earlier, Laurel told her­self as she mas­saged the slick oil into the girl’s soft, baby-like skin.

	All Laurel knew was that touch­ing Mar­sha, rub­bing the slip­pery sub­stance all over her youth­ful, un­blem­ished flesh, was a huge turn-on for both of them, and for Donny. Laurel could see Donny’s cock stand­ing out un­der his swim­suit as he moved in on his knees to do Mar­sha’s back and shoulders. Mar­sha was sigh­ing and grind­ing her bot­tom up into the air to meet Laurel’s in­sist­ent caress in a way that left no doubt that the sexy teen­ager was be­com­ing very ex­cited!

	The circle Laurel’s fin­gers were tra­cing be­came gradu­ally lar­ger. The oil-slick fin­ger­tips moved down the lovely, firm thighs, just miss­ing the wisps of pu­bic fuzz that grew down­ward from the puffy cunt mouth.

	On the up­sweep, Laurel an­noin­ted Mar­sha’s ass un­til the tiny pucker of the girl’s as­shole was shim­mer­ing with warm oil. The star-shaped as­shole gulped the vis­cous fluid down as the muscles con­trac­ted in­vol­un­tar­ily un­der Laurel’s sen­su­ous fin­gers. Mar­sha moaned as the slip­pery oil greased her as­shole. She ground her pussy lips to­gether by mov­ing her legs slightly, rev­el­ing in the sexy feel­ing of be­ing totally re­laxed and lub­ric­ated in both holes.

	Laurel smiled at the girl’s move­ments, know­ing the tan­tal­iz­ing rub­down was really get­ting to the teen­ager. The tall blonde dug her fin­gers into Mar­sha’s ass mounds and squeezed, her right thumb “ac­ci­dent­ally” pop­ping into the girl’s as­shole as it slid off the greasy cheek a little. Laurel left it in­side, work­ing it deeper as she kneaded the taut, girl­ish flesh like twin loaves of beau­ti­fully leavened bread.

	“Oh­h­h­h­h­h­hhh,” Mar­sha groaned, her cunt do­ing a suck­ing, grasp­ing dance around the in­vad­ing thumb.

	The little bru­nette’s cunt let loose a wa­ter­ful of clear, shiny oil that gleamed like sil­ver in the sun­light. Mar­sha’s pussy was trans­formed into a pool of cunt juices in just a few seconds. The rich sheen sparkled and ran down the puffy lips.

	Laurel smiled and moved her other hand down­ward, leav­ing her thumb in the girl’s ass.

	Abandon­ing all pre­tense of spread­ing sun tan oil, the honey-blonde tickled Mar­sha’s slick pussy open­ing with her fin­ger­nail.

	“Uh­h­h­h­h­h­hhh!” the pretty bru­nette moaned loudly as Laurel’s thumb sluiced nois­ily, suc­cu­lently, in and out of her moist as­shole and her nails raked Mar­sha’s tender cunt mouth.

	The en­rap­tured teen lif­ted her ass higher auto­mat­ic­ally, ram­ming Laurel’s fin­ger into her as­shole still deeper as she ex­posed her dis­ten­ded clit to the older wo­man’s skilled fin­ger­ing. Laurel found it eas­ily and rolled it back and forth between her fore­finger and thumb as she fin­ger-banged the girl’s as­shole.

	“Eeeeeeeee!” Mar­sha screamed at the sud­den in­crease in sen­sual pleas­ure, her body wrig­gling wildly un­der Laurel’s tal­en­ted fin­ger. “Oh­h­h­h­hhh! Oh, that’s so fuck­ing good!”

	Laurel winked at her son. She began fin­ger fuck­ing the sexy teen­age girl’s cunt in per­fect syn­chron­iz­a­tion with her thrusts into Mar­sha’s as­shole. Each fin­ger plunge into the bru­nette’s pussy bent the girl’s aroused clit in half.

	“Oooooooooah! Shit! Oh, holy shit!” Mar­sha wailed help­lessly, her hips jerking up and back in a crazed fuck-me mo­tion.

	Bring­ing Mar­sha quickly right up to the brink, Laurel stopped the sav­age, beau­ti­ful sen­sa­tions just as the younger girl was about to tremor into or­gasm. Laurel held her there, just be­low the peak of ul­ti­mate pleas­ure, work­ing her fin­gers slowly in and out of the little bru­nette’s grip­ping holes, teas­ing her, un­til Mar­sha was pant­ing and buck­ing against her delving hand like a frus­trated, tied-down an­imal long­ing for free­dom.

	“Oh­hhh, Mrs. Hut­ton, pleeeeeeease!” Mar­sha howled. “I… I wanna… I gotta commme!” The girl tried to work her plush little ass back into the re­lief-prom­ising fin­gers, but Laurel with­drew them at the last second. Shak­ing like a bitch in heat, Mar­sha still hung at the brink of cli­max.

	“Turn, over, darling,” Laurel com­manded the teen­ager in a sweet but firm voice. “Turn onto your back so that Donny can eat your de­li­cious little pussy while I suck those fat, big-nippled tits!”

	Mar­sha shuddered and whipped her head up and down in re­lieved agree­ment. “Oh­h­h­hhh, yessssss!” she hissed. “Yes, do thaaaaat! Eat me! Eat my pussy and suck my hot tits!”

	Donny grinned at his mother, a new re­spect spark­ling in his eyes. The un­spoken know­ledge that he had had the hots for his at­tract­ive babysit­ter for years flashed between mother and son in that in­stant, and he scrambled around on the warm ce­ment to change places with Laurel, an in­cred­u­lous smile on his face. He was be­ing handed a piece of gor­geous teen­age pussy on a plat­ter, pussy he had of­ten jerked off think­ing about. Given to him at last by his mom!

	The boy had learned a lot in the brief les­sons his sen­su­ous mother had taught him earlier. As Donny moved into po­s­i­tion between Mar­sha’s wide­spread legs he worked a fin­ger im­me­di­ately up into the girl’s as­shole as he kissed and licked his way up one lus­cious thigh and down the other.

	Mar­sha trembled and moaned softly, her eyes half closed against the bright sun as she lay on her back. It gave her an even sex­ier, droopy-eyed bed­room look. The girl hunched her fin­ger-fucked ass up off the con­crete to­ward Donny’s nib­bling, suck­ing lips.

	“Oh, kiss me there!” Mar­sha begged, com­pletely at the mercy of the erotic sen­sa­tions run­ning through her lovely young body. “K-Kiss my hot pussy, please. Please, just lick it for me, Donny darling!”

	Donny was his mother’s son, that was for sure. He knew how to en­joy a situ­ation. He had ob­vi­ously day­dreamed about de­lect­able, sexy Mar­sha beg­ging him for it on a thou­sand oc­ca­sions in the past, never hav­ing the slight­est hope that his youth­ful lust-dream would come true. Now that he had the pop­u­lar, un­ap­proach­able bru­nette laid out nude and cry­ing for his at­ten­tions, the young­ster savored every second of it.

	“Mmmmmm-ooooooooh, Dooon­nnyyy­eee!” Mar­sha gasped, then squealed de­lightedly as the boy lapped the cunt juice out of her in­und­ated pussy, just tick­ling her clit enough to make her scream, then pulling away and kiss­ing her thighs once more.

	Donny smiled up at his mother. She had taught him well. He licked Mar­sha’s pussy again briefly, bring­ing the girl up to wail­ing, head whip­ping side-to-side ec­stasy in just a few skill­ful swipes with his know­ing tongue. He stopped lap­ping at Mar­sha’s cunt, not want­ing her to come quite yet, and went back to work­ing his fin­ger ex­per­i­ment­ally in and out of her tight as­shole.

	“Jeeezuz, Je­sus, yes!” Mar­sha shouted after less than a minute of the noisy, squishy-sound­ing ass fuck­ing. “I, I feel hot back there too. Oh, oh, God! I think I’m gonna come back there!”

	Mar­sha’s shot off the ground once more, bury­ing the boy’s fin­ger deep in the slickened socket. The taut-thighed girl wiggled her ass against the heav­enly fin­ger, moan­ing and mur­mur­ing, “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” over and over again as she twis­ted and humped her bot­tom on the spear­ing fin­ger.

	“Enough, darling,” Laurel sud­denly cau­tioned her son. “We want Mar­sha to come but not quite yet.”

	Laurel reached down and cupped a rosy, throb­bing tit in each hand, run­ning her fin­ger­tips across the up­raised nipples. Mar­sha gulped and her tits jerked con­vuls­ively in Laurel’s palms.

	“See, Donny?” his mother asked quietly, fas­cin­ated by the big, re­spons­ive tits. “See how much bet­ter it will be for her if you suck her pussy while I suck these?”

	Mar­sha was hot as a glow­ing blast fur­nace. At the lovely older wo­man’s lewd words, the girl reached up off the ground and wrapped her arms around Laurel’s neck, drag­ging her down.

	Laurel gave the cute teen­ager a little sur­prise, sud­denly mov­ing her des­cend­ing lips up­ward at the last minute, land­ing not on Mar­sha’s pulsing nipples, as the girl wanted, but on the young bru­nette’s half-open mouth. Mar­sha went stiff as the other fe­male kissed her just like a pussy-hungry boy would in the same situ­ation. She hadn’t been ready for that!

	Tak­ing ad­vant­age of Mar­sha’s shock, Laurel forced her tongue deep into the girl’s slack lips. Her tongue toyed with Mar­sha’s, tasted the young­ster’s sweet saliva, trailed hotly across the roof of Mar­sha’s mouth.

	“Mmmmmmmuuulllppph­hhh!” Mar­sha moaned, then gurgled, try­ing to force the other wo­man’s tongue out of her mouth.

	The only way Mar­sha could do that was by tight­en­ing her lips and push­ing with her tongue against Laurel’s. As soon as the sweet lips pursed tighter and the two tongues col­lided, a shock-wave of sen­sa­tion passed between the two wo­men. Laurel growled pas­sion­ately and star­ted fuck­ing the younger girl’s lips with her tongue, her fin­gers coil­ing through Mar­sha’s wild, dark tresses, her tits banging into the girl’s as she kissed and stabbed at Mar­sha’s mouth.

	“Mmmmmmmmmmm!” Mar­sha mur­mured hotly, her tits quiv­er­ing frantic­ally as Laurel’s nipples touched hers and the in­tens­ity of their kiss heated to a fever pitch.

	Gone was all res­ist­ance now. Mar­sha rubbed her big tits up into Laurel’s ex­cit­ing, dangling ones, rel­ish­ing the pulsing flashes of good­ness it gave both of them. She tightened her grip around Laurel’s neck and kissed her back, her own tongue com­ing to life now and seek­ing out the older wo­man’s.

	Donny jumped back into ac­tion, in­spired by the in­cred­ible sight of his mother soul-kiss­ing the fuck out of Mar­sha. The turned on teen­ager thrust his tongue into his babysit­ter’s suc­cu­lent pussy, ream­ing her as­shole with his fin­ger as he licked her.

	Mar­sha came up off the con­crete this time as if the hard sur­face had sud­denly been heated to a thou­sand de­grees. Moan­ing and writh­ing, Mar­sha went ut­terly crazy. Her hands were sud­denly all over Laurel’s tits, then touch­ing Donny’s bob­bing head, ur­ging him in deeper and faster, then caress­ing Laurel’s face and hair, then touch­ing her own tits, tweak­ing her own nipples, cup­ping her own jel­ly­ing tits and for­cing them up into Laurel’s firm ones.

	“Gonna come… oh, oh, God, never came like… like this be-be­fore be­forrrrrrreeeee!” Mar­sha was scream­ing, her body jerking and hunch­ing and spas­ming out of con­trol.

	Bet you haven’t, darling, Laurel thought to her­self as she sucked one of the cli­max­ing girl’s fly­ing tits into her mouth and bit down gently on the tender knob.

	“Aaaaaaaaaaah­h­h­h­h­hhh!” Mar­sha’s scream went lower, a sheer bel­low of sexual re­lease.

	Laurel chewed del­ic­ately on the other girl’s en­gorged nipple, milk­ing every last twinge of en­joy­ment out of the near-de­li­ri­ous teen’s tit. The honey-blonde twis­ted and played with Mar­sha’s other nipple as she sucked and nipped, in­creas­ing the girl’s pleas­ure to the point where she was not sure Mar­sha could en­dure it.

	Mar­sha clearly wasn’t sure either, but she was bey­ond wor­ry­ing about earthly mat­ters such as san­ity right now. The or­gas­ming bru­nette was too caught up in the come of her life to worry about any­thing at the mo­ment.

	Laurel watched in awe and build­ing lust as the girl shook and groaned, and dumped a gal­lon of hot pussy juice down Donny’s greedy throat. The boy licked and sucked un­til Mar­sha had col­lapsed back onto the ground in a sob­bing, gasp­ing heap. Only then did Donny re­move his tongue from the dark-haired pussy and his fin­ger from the girl’s re­laxed ass.

	Donny sat back and wiped the cunt juice from his chin and cheeks. He slurped it down hun­grily as Laurel and the tired Mar­sha watched. He wiggled the fin­ger he had crammed up Mar­sha’s ass, watch­ing ap­pre­ci­at­ively as it moved around.

	“Thought I broke it there for a minute,” the boy com­men­ted. “Boy, it got tight in there when she came!”

	Laurel smiled at him and leaned over Mar­sha’s re­clin­ing body. She kissed Donny wetly, lick­ing off some of the girl’s gleam­ing cunt jizz as she mouthed him.

	“I bet it did get tight,” Laurel whispered to her son in a voice loud enough for Mar­sha to over­hear.

	Laurel put her fin­ger in the girl’s open cunt, draw­ing a sigh of con­tent­ment from her. The honey-blonde worked it around in the steamy gash a little, bring­ing a louder moan from Mar­sha as her en­lar­ging clit got rubbed re­peatedly.

	“I bet this little goodie got plenty tight too,” Laurel said aloud, her fin­ger sluicing more quickly in and out of Mar­sha’s wet cunt.

	Reach­ing down with her other hand, Laurel pulled Donny’s loose-fit­ting swim trunks nearly down to his knees. More than half of his rock-hard, thick cock came into view. She fit­ted her fin­gers around it and brought it all the way out quickly.

	“I think I just found some­thing that would fit real nice in this juicy little thing when it gets tight again,” Laurel sighed, put­ting two fin­gers up Mar­sha’s hot cunt.

	Mar­sha’s mouth dropped open. There was a flut­ter of in­creased, ra­cing, heart activ­ity between the two na­ked breasts.

	“M-Mrs. H-Hut­ton! Y-You mean you want me to…” Mar­sha stammered, her eyes go­ing to Donny’s stiff cock and stay­ing there.

	“Yes, darling, I want you to give my little boy a good, hard fuck­ing… as you eat my hot pussy!” Laurel hissed at the dumb­foun­ded girl.

	Mar­sha looked ut­terly stricken. “B-But, I never, I mean… ugh!” Laurel smiled at her. “You mean the idea of eat­ing an­other girl’s snatch isn’t your cup of tea?” she asked Mar­sha in­no­cently. “Well, here, let me show you how good it can be.” With that, Laurel pushed Donny back a foot or two and dipped her head down in between Mar­sha’s open thighs. Be­fore the startled teen­ager could re­act, Laurel’s tongue was glid­ing up into the cunt mouth, de­press­ing the pearl-like clit in a mad­den­ing, heart-pound­ing man­ner as it slid deep in­side.

	“Oh­h­h­h­h­h­hhh!” Mar­sha moaned ap­prov­ingly, her legs auto­mat­ic­ally fall­ing open even wider.

	Laurel sucked nois­ily on the girl’s de­li­cious cunt lips, gulp­ing down her golden nec­tar.

	When she was sure Mar­sha was too far gone to stop, Laurel swung a leg over the girl’s sigh­ing, toss­ing head and lowered her own cunt down onto the pretty face.



	

CHAPTER SIX 

	“Mmn­m­mfffffffff!” Laurel heard the girl’s muffled cry as her pussy covered Mar­sha’s open mouth.

	There was a brief, half-hearted struggle by the girl to free her­self of the slip­pery pink meat’s warm em­brace, but Laurel held her between her strong thighs and mashed her cunt again and again into the help­less girl’s face. Laurel also en­sured her suc­cess by lick­ing away at Mar­sha’s juicy pud­ding un­til she felt the younger wo­man re­lax be­neath her and be­gin to un­du­late her hips up to meet the sat­is­fy­ing tongue thrusts.

	Then Laurel felt it. The first un­easy, ex­plor­at­ory laps of her little cap­tive’s tongue. It split Laurel’s well-lubed cunt lips and slid in­side, draw­ing back out al­most in­stantly.

	Laurel waited the out­come of Mar­sha’s oral ver­dict. Would the musky taste of pussy be re­pug­nant to the young girl’s in­ex­per­i­enced mouth?

	The tongue moved slowly but deeply back into Laurel’s hot snatch, and the honey-blonde re­laxed. Mar­sha was tonguing her nicely now, really get­ting into eat­ing pussy. In less than half-a-minute of the for­bid­den sex-play, Laurel felt the girl’s strong fin­gers dig­ging into her ass cheeks, split­ting them wider so that more of the hot, spicy meat was avail­able to Mar­sha’s hungry, suc­tion­ing lips. The thick nec­tar pour­ing from the tall blonde’s aroused clit emp­tied nois­ily down the little teen­ager’s work­ing throat, and Laurel moaned hotly as she heard Mar­sha swal­low her steamy juices.

	Laurel was gob­bling the young­ster’s suc­cu­lent pussy as if there were no to­mor­row. The more Mar­sha got car­ried away with eat­ing Laurel’s pump­ing cunt, the more the sleek blonde got into lap­ping and suck­ing at the sex-crazed younger girl’s.

	The two wo­men were like a hunch­ing, in­ter­twin­ing snake by now, each fired to new heights of lust by the other’s pas­sion. Cunt pitched wildly against will­ing mouth, head dove furi­ously into the val­ley cre­ated by jerking, needy thighs thrust­ing up­ward.

	“Jeeeeezus!” Laurel heard her son’s breath ex­pel it­self in a greedy hiss of amazement.

	Laurel pulled her head out of the girl’s glisten­ing cunt and looked up at her boy. Donny had his swim trunks off and was kneel­ing just in front of her, his hard, wide cock in his boy­ish fist. He jerked the fiercely red rod back and forth as he watched the lewd tableau cre­ated by the two girls un­fold in front of him.

	“Don’t waste it, darling,” Laurel counseled her son in a voice tight with ex­cite­ment. “Stick it in here. Right in this tight little pussy!”

	The turned-on boy’s eyes lit up like search beacons. He looked down at the won­drously wet and pink gash his mother had just stopped suck­ing.

	“Yes, darling, do it,” Laurel urged him on, mov­ing her head back slightly so that he would have easy ac­cess. “Do it to her… right… now!”

	The boy needed no fur­ther coax­ing. Donny moved for­ward on his knees, his hard cock boun­cing ob­scenely out in front of him as he hur­ried into place.

	“That’s it, dear, rub it all around in her hot juice,” Laurel in­struc­ted, eyes bright with won­der as the boy did her bid­ding just inches in front of her nose. “Get your beau­ti­ful little cock all wet, then pound that big fucker right on in!”

	Mar­sha sighed some­where in the back­ground, her head still sur­roun­ded by the older wo­man’s thighs and drip­ping slit. Laurel paid her no mind, mov­ing her pussy down­ward so that the last vestige of Mar­sha’s weakly protest­ing moans were cut off. The girl burbled help­lessly up into Laurel’s hot cunt.

	“Sink it, Donny, sink it!” Laurel breathed hotly.

	Donny centered the firm cock head in the middle of the youth­ful bru­nette’s tiny cunt. He punched his hips for­ward in an all-out lunge, drilling his cock deep into the girl’s slip­pery pussy.

	“Agggh­h­h­h­hhh! Oh­h­h­h­h­hhh, Mama!” Donny gasped as his ri­gid prick went all the way into the girl’s gush­ing cunt.

	Mar­sha moaned loudly up into Laurel’s en­gulf­ing pussy well. The younger girl tossed and bucked be­neath mother and son, but her ac­tions only moved her hips up and back, eas­ing her juicy slit along the boy’s en­gorged cock.

	“Uh­h­h­hhh! Oh, fuck, Mama, it’s so hot!” Donny mur­mured, lost some­where in the con­fines of total bliss. “SO hot and good! Didn’t know any­thing could feel so fuckin’ good!”

	“Fuck her, baby!” Laurel whispered as if in a trance, watch­ing the girl­ish pussy move in­vol­un­tar­ily up and down her son’s hard prick. “Fuck her hot young pussy good and deep. Really ram it in her!”

	Donny grunted with de­sire and moved his hips ex­per­i­ment­ally in and out. A huge, sat­is­fied grin broke over his face as he ex­per­i­enced for the first time the tight hot­ness of a juicy young cunt suck­ing at his im­pal­ing cock.

	“Oh, God, it’s fuckn’ fant­astic!” Donny sighed, his hips mov­ing faster.

	Laurel fought off her come. Just see­ing her boy dick-deep in Mar­sha’s de­li­cious pussy, and feel­ing Mar­sha go­ing crazy un­der his im­puls­ive, stiff cock thrusts was enough to make the sen­su­ous blonde shoot her load.

	But Laurel wanted more. She got to her knees and el­bows and struggled to turn, to face the groan­ing, eyes-closed girl be­neath her, to watch Mar­sha moan­ing and coo­ing and purs­ing her sweet lips in search of more of the for­bid­den pussy she had been eat­ing so avidly. Mov­ing up on Mar­sha’s su­pine form quickly, Laurel squat­ted right over the girl’s ec­static face. Mar­sha needed no prod­ding this time. She reached up and put her arms around Laurel’s spec­tac­u­lar ass cheeks and pulled her down­ward, smear­ing the older wo­man’s cunt lips all over her pretty face.

	“Uh­h­h­h­h­hhh, that’s it, lover!” Laurel hissed as the girl’s tongue made con­tact once more with her clit. “Lick it! Lick my pussy un­til I come all over you! Lick un­til we all come to­gether!”

	Mar­sha was burbling ex­citedly up into Laurel’s juicy pussy now, her hips driv­ing up off the ce­ment to meet Donny’s thrusts. Laurel rolled her head from side to side and bounced up and down on the girl’s lick­ing, suck­ing mouth. The statuesque blonde’s big tits were wob­bling like jello, and her hair was fly­ing every­where.

	Laurel looked over her shoulder and saw her boy’s fat cock glid­ing rap­idly in and out of the bliss­ful girl’s pussy. The sight – plus Mar­sha’s tongue ream­ing her own cunt so hun­grily made Laurel’s head be­gin to spin out of con­trol. Her or­gasm was com­ing, and it was go­ing to be dev­ast­at­ing in its power and in­tens­ity.

	Donny and Mar­sha were close, too. Laurel could tell from the lust-charged, frantic at­mo­sphere that sur­roun­ded them. Donny was driv­ing his thick cock deep into Mar­sha’s suck­ing cunt, knif­ing it in just a little harder and deeper with each sav­age stroke. And Mar­sha was a wild girl when it came to toss­ing her cunt up­ward with total aban­don and bury­ing her cute young face in Laurel’s wet cunt as if she just couldn’t get enough pussy.

	As all three of the pant­ing, de­li­ri­ous trio reached for the fi­nal cres­cendo of pas­sion, Mar­sha sud­denly let go of Laurel’s sump­tu­ous ass and reached up. The moan­ing girl caught the flop­ping, jerking tits on the fly, her tiny hands squeez­ing hard on the sens­it­ive, ready-to-ex­plode nipples.

	“Eeeeeeeeaaaah­h­h­hhh!” Laurel squealed, then groaned as the white-hot arc of come fury shot down­ward from her tits right into the cen­ter of her pussy.

	Mar­sha’s lips united around Laurel’s quiv­er­ing clit at just that mo­ment, and the girl gave the petite fin­ger of sens­it­iv­ity a gentle, in­sist­ent suck. The tremor of pure or­gas­mic ec­stasy that her fin­gers and lips pro­duced on Laurel’s tits and pussy was so strong that the scream­ing blonde nearly blacked out from the heat of her cli­max.

	A wave of cunt juice washed down out of Laurel’s wildly con­tract­ing pussy mouth, spill­ing into the girl’s gulp­ing throat more rap­idly than Mar­sha could swal­low. Puddles of clear, hot li­quid built along the sides of the pretty, young mouth and trickled down the rosy cheeks as Laurel’s cunt came and came.

	Laurel felt the girl’s fin­gers clench spas­mod­ic­ally on her tits and looked down­ward. A dreamy, blissed-out ex­pres­sion had re­placed the fren­zied look on Mar­sha’s teen­age face, and Laurel looked back over her shoulder.

	Donny was gasp­ing for breath, his prick bur­ied as deep as it would go in Mar­sha’s clench­ing, eagerly ac­cept­ing cunt. Laurel could see her son’s spunk spill­ing out of the already flooded open­ing, his balls jerking to send more of the white seed slam­ming up into the twist­ing, cli­max­ing girl.

	The know­ledge that all of them were shar­ing the mo­ment, the ma­gical, mind-blow­ing mo­ment of total joy, made Laurel’s pussy throb furi­ously. A second, even bet­ter wave of fever tore through the sway­ing blonde. Laurel groaned and pushed her cunt down onto Mar­sha’s drilling tongue, in­und­at­ing the eight­een year-old in an­other hot out­pour­ing of girl jizz!

	Mar­sha didn’t seem to mind at all. The little bru­nette ate the hot pussy mash­ing it­self down into her open mouth un­til no more of the glor­i­ously slip­pery, tasty oil splashed out. The girl kept work­ing her hips up and down on Donny’s cock un­til it went soft and small in her pussy’s sperm-slick grasp. She sighed as the limp prick slid at last from her outer lips.

	Laurel re­mained still for a few mo­ments as her own come slowly drained away. It was only after she felt Mar­sha’s fin­gers loosen and fall from her swollen tits that the honey-blonde fi­nally breathed a deep sigh and slipped down onto the hot ce­ment next to the girl.

	“Oh­h­h­hhh, God!” Donny spoke first, flop­ping face down onto the tile a few feet from the wo­men. “My balls are com­pletely dry!”

	Laurel laughed. “Men are the same at any age. First they com­plain they’re not get­ting any fuck­ing, that their nuts are turn­ing blue. Then you ball ‘em a little and they com­plain that you sucked them dry!”

	Mar­sha giggled. She nod­ded her head in agree­ment, smil­ing shyly but hap­pily at Laurel.

	“That’s what I’ve found, Mrs. Hut­ton,” Mar­sha said in an al­most little-girl voice. “That’s what my boy­friend al­ways pulls on me.”

	Laurel laughed again and leaned to­ward the girl. She looked deeply into the brown eyes and licked her lips.

	“I think you can call me Laurel now, dear,” she whispered softly. “Don’t you think we know each other, uh… in­tim­ately enough?”

	The girl turned crim­son, giggled again, and nod­ded. “I guess we do… Laurel.” Smil­ing, Laurel reached down into the dewy cunt between the eight­een-year-old’s thighs. She drew her hand out, covered with Donny’s cream-like spunk. Still look­ing dir­ectly at Mar­sha’s pretty face, Laurel slowly licked the come from her fin­ger­tips and swal­lowed it.

	Mar­sha’s tummy fluttered at the sight of the lovely blonde temp­tress gulp­ing down her own son’s sperm. But it wasn’t a quiver caused by re­vul­sion, that was clear from the gleam in the teen’s brown eyes.

	Laurel dipped out an­other fin­ger full of come and held it out to Mar­sha. Slowly, de­lib­er­ately, the girl’s mouth opened and her tongue snaked out­ward. Mar­sha lapped the thick wad of goo from the other wo­man’s fin­ger obed­i­ently, her eyes never leav­ing Laurel’s.

	The pair leaned closer to­gether. Mar­sha wet her lips ex­pect­antly with her jizz-smeared tongue.

	“How would you like me to lick that sweet little cunt of yours clean again?” Laurel whispered in a voice that was a low-pitched moan of pure de­sire.

	“Yes! Oh, yes!” Mar­sha re­spon­ded in­stantly.

	Their lips met in a blaz­ing kiss that prom­ised a long, hot af­ter­noon.



	

CHAPTER SEVEN 

	It wasn’t un­til the next day that the guilty thoughts began inch­ing into Laurel’s con­scious­ness. Mar­sha had stayed most of the night, and her tender young cunt had been eaten what seemed like a hun­dred times by the raven­ous blonde. Donny had been sucked off by the girl twice and had fucked her to com­ple­tion once more be­fore all three of them had fallen vic­tim to total ex­haus­tion.

	It had all seemed beau­ti­ful at the time. But now, in the cold light of the spring morn­ing, Laurel was feel­ing very un­com­fort­able about it all.

	He IS my son! Laurel kept telling her­self, feel­ing chag­rined and ashamed. Is that any way to bring him up? Suck­ing pussy right in front of him and teach­ing him to se­duce young girls… and me?

	Laurel had her­self pretty well talked into writ­ing yes­ter­day off as a bad dream or some­thing that simply would not hap­pen again, when she sud­denly re­membered how big Donny’s boy­ish cock was, how good it had felt in her hand and in her glid­ing lips! The very thought of all that youth­ful cock – and how of­ten it shot its in­cred­ibly big wads of spunk and then got al­most in­stantly hard again soon – had the vo­lup­tu­ous blonde sigh­ing with need once again.

	“It’s just the old farts I’ve been dat­ing re­cently,” Laurel told her­self in a whis­per. “Plenty of money but no stay­ing power.”

	That was it, Laurel told her­self, pulling on her robe. It wasn’t spe­cific­ally Donny she needed. It was just bet­ter fuck­ing. Younger, harder cock, that was all!

	Go­ing to the door, Laurel slipped into the hall­way and pad­ded down to her son’s room. She needed to see him, to as­sure her­self that she wasn’t ir­res­ist­ibly drawn to him as a lover. The bed­room was empty. Laurel was a little dis­ap­poin­ted, a little re­lieved to find her son up and gone.

	It was the day Donny usu­ally played base­ball with his pals, Laurel re­minded her­self with a smile. She had to ad­mire the stam­ina of youth. Fuck­ing half the night with an in­sa­ti­able little cunt like Mar­sha, then get­ting up in time to make the weekly sand­lot game! Where did kids get the en­ergy?

	Laurel had to ad­mit to her­self, as she moved down the hall to­ward the front of the house, that her own en­ergy level was fairly high as well. She had been up half the night with Mar­sha and Donny and she still felt an un­answered itch between her trim thighs. Laurel had eaten cunt and cock all night and she had poured a gal­lon of girl-come down Mar­sha’s lovely, gulp­ing mouth – but she hadn’t had any of Donny’s hot cock up her pussy. She real­ized ab­ruptly that if her son had been in his room a few mo­ments ago, she would have se­duced him. She might not have star­ted out to do it, but that’s how it would have ended up.

	“Teen­age cock!” Laurel whispered aloud. “That’s what I’ve been crav­ing. That’s what I NEED!”

	As if in an­swer to an ob­scene prayer, the back gate of the yard swung open a few mo­ments later. A tall, gangly boy who looked like he couldn’t be a day over sev­en­teen came stum­bling onto the patio car­ry­ing a big va­cuum hose and a clean­ing brush. The name on the back of his blue over­alls iden­ti­fied him as the new­est mem­ber of Al’s Pool Ser­vice.

	“Oooooh, he’s beau­ti­ful!” Laurel sighed, drink­ing the tall, thin mas­cu­line shape in with widened eyes.

	The boy closed the gate and began to set up his equip­ment. He was in­tent on the pool, his back turned to the house. He couldn’t have seen Laurel stand­ing in­side, back in the shad­ows by the hall, even if he had looked in.

	Laurel went hast­ily into the bath­room and flicked on the light. The robe was as sheer as wet tis­sue pa­per and she had only a pair of trans­lu­cent panties on un­der it.

	Smil­ing, Laurel pinched her nipples through the gos­samer fab­ric un­til they stood out firm and pro­nounced in the cen­ter of her mam­moth tits. She worked on them un­til she was sure they would stay hard for a few minutes, then turned and walked quickly through the house and out onto the patio.

	The jut­ting buds showed as clearly as if Laurel had taken off the gown as the sen­su­ous blonde stepped out into the bright sun­light. The boy looked up and saw the near na­ked vis­ion of sen­su­al­ity and al­most fell in the pool.

	“Hi, I’m Laurel Hut­ton,” the tall God­dess smiled at the startled boy.

	“Uh… I’m Jerry, Jerry Daniels,” the mus­cu­lar teen man­aged to stam­mer back. “I – uh, came to clean your pool.”

	“I guessed that, from your uni­form,” Laurel teased the star­ing young­ster gently. “I see you have all the right equip­ment to do it.”

	Laurel moved her gaze down to the youth’s tight jeans, right onto his bul­ging cock, as she said he had the right “equip­ment”. It wasn’t very subtle, but then Laurel wasn’t feel­ing very subtle, just horny. She wanted the kid’s hard, hot prick up her cunt and the look on her pretty face left little doubt about it.

	“Yes, I really go for a young guy with nice ‘equip­ment’,” Laurel sighed sex­ily, mov­ing closer to the pool.

	The boy swal­lowed hard, his eyes mov­ing nervously up and down the sump­tu­ous, barely covered body dis­played in front of him so al­lur­ingly. He had heard about things like this hot vo­lup­tu­ous older wo­man who liked to make it with younger guys – but it had never happened to him be­fore!

	“Uh… this sure is a nice p-place ya’ got here,” Jerry stammered. “Great pool! Easy to clean.”

	He turned his head and peered into the blue depths. “You sure are beau­ti­ful, Mrs. Hut­ton,” the young pool man man­aged to sigh, now that he wasn’t look­ing right at Laurel.

	The stun­ning blonde looked down at Jerry’s prick. The boy’s cock was grow­ing stiff against the tight jean fab­ric right be­fore her eyes. The sight of that long cunt­ful of cock made Laurel’s pussy wet and her mouth wa­ter.

	“Ummmmm, you’re a hand­some boy, Jerry,” the ex­per­i­enced se­ductress whispered. “I hate to see you work so hard. Why don’t you join me over here, in the shade of the patio for a little while? Let me rub some of the stiff­ness out of your muscles.”

	Laurel reached out and caressed the boy’s prick through his jeans. Jerry’s eyes went wide as she boldly touched him, but he stood where he was and let the gor­geous honey-blonde fondle his hard prick.

	“Come. Come with me, darling,” Laurel urged him, step­ping back to­ward the patio area.

	The tall teen­ager fol­lowed halt­ingly. His eyes were on the wo­man’s firm, bob­bling tits be­neath the sheer gown. He moved for­ward into the shade as if mes­mer­ized by their rolling, jig­gly mo­tion.

	The pair came to the chaise lounge. Laurel sat down on the edge of the over­stuffed mat­tress, her head now even with the tall boy’s bul­ging cock. Smil­ing, she reached for him again.

	“Oh, Je­sus,” Jerry sighed as he felt the older wo­man’s fin­gers tra­cing along his stiff prick.

	“It looks so big, so… cramped in those tight pants,” Laurel mur­mured. “Let’s give it room to breathe, shall we?”

	Be­fore Jerry could an­swer, Laurel’s nimble fin­gers were at work on his fly. The zip­per whirled down­ward. In seconds, the boy’s belt was un­done, and his pants were un­buttoned.

	Laurel’s smile deepened as she worked the teen’s pants down over the mus­cu­lar, lithe legs. She grasped his shorts at the bot­toms and pulled them down slowly, evenly, teas­ing her­self and the boy by bar­ing his swollen man­hood with tan­tal­iz­ing slow­ness.

	At last, the tip of the youth’s hard cock cleared the top of the shorts and it sprang out­ward, free of its bonds. Laurel’s eyes glowed with de­sire as she saw the fat cock head sway­ing near her lips. The boy’s prick was long and curved.

	“Oh­h­h­h­hhh, it’s so big, so hard!” Laurel hissed ex­citedly, not act­ing any more now. She took the hefty prick in her fist. “It’s hot, too. Hot as a glow­ing skil­let! Let me coot it down for you, baby. Let me cool this hot thing off!”

	Laurel’s tongue snaked out of her mouth and swirled around the tip of the teen­ager’s swollen cock. Jerry gasped as he saw the lovely blonde head lap­ping hotly at his fevered cock head. The boy’s knees shook un­con­trol­lably and his hips jerked for­ward, try­ing to de­posit more of the throb­bing prick in Laurel’s open mouth.

	“Ah­h­hhh, you like that, don’t you?” the stun­ning older wo­man teased, draw­ing her head back slightly. She grinned up at the tor­tured boy, then wet her lips. “Okay, darling, let’s see how you stand up to this.”

	Laurel opened her mouth to a tight, en­circ­ling “O” and slid her soft lips over the boy’s hot knob, her tongue glid­ing over the sur­face of the smooth, hard meat. Jerry whined like a puppy and tried to press for­ward again.

	This time Laurel let him do as he liked. She held her head in place and al­lowed the young­ster to drive his burn­ing cock deep into her suck­ing lips. Laurel licked at his thrust­ing cock as the boy ex­citedly rammed his long prick into her will­ing mouth, fuck­ing her tight lips like a second pussy.

	“Ummlll­ph­hhh!” Laurel gurgled hap­pily as she felt the teen’s scratchy pu­bic fuzz against her nose and the base of his lengthy cock kiss­ing her ova­led lips.

	Jerry was all the way in. The boy shivered in ec­stasy as he looked down and saw the beau­ti­ful golden-haired wo­man suck­ing hun­grily on his whole swal­lowed length. Her neck muscles caressed his bur­ied cock head as she nursed on his prick.

	“Gawwwwwwwd! God, you’re eat­ing every inch of it!” the bliss­ful youth sighed. “Oh, suck me, baby! Suck my big cock!”

	“Mmmmmmmmm!” Laurel purred con­ten­tedly, do­ing just that.

	The prick-hungry wo­man moved her head up and back in long, sweep­ing thrusts, glid­ing the boy’s long cock slowly in and out of her tightly pursed lips. Laurel’s tongue was ever-mov­ing as she sucked at the hot meat, her lips never ceased their greedy, hungry tug­ging.

	“Fuck, oh, fuck!” the young­ster cried out. “Je­sus, lady, can you ever suck cock!” Laurel whimpered, aroused even more by the boy’s crude com­pli­ment. She ad­ored the strong, manly aroma and fla­vor of his cock. The more she licked and sucked at the rock-hard prick, the more she wanted it in­side her juicy, su­per-heated pussy.

	Still mak­ing little an­imal noises of lust and need, the vo­lup­tu­ous blonde fi­nally re­leased the boy’s blood-en­gorged prick. It shone throb­bing and wet with her saliva. The veins stood out, pulsing with ex­cite­ment, and the tip was slick with Laurel’s spittle and the teen’s slip­pery pre-come fluid.

	“How would you like to put that big, hard cock right up my pussy?” Laurel breathed hotly, her eyes never leav­ing his prick. “My cunt is wet and hot and ready. Just suck­ing your long, beau­ti­ful cock has me drip­ping down there. Here, feel for your­self!”

	The youth stepped out of his jeans and kicked off his shoes. He tugged at his shirt and was com­pletely na­ked and kneel­ing be­side the de­lect­able blonde on the chaise lounge in seconds.

	Jerry opened Laurel’s sheer robe with trem­bling fin­gers and put his big, awk­ward hands on her large tits. The hot-blooded older wo­man groaned as her young lover’s fin­gers found her pebble-hard nipples and began to twist them lov­ingly.

	“Oh, yes, that’s it! Feel my big tits. Play with them. Squeeze my hot nipples, darling.” Laurel was groan­ing and push­ing her moun­tain­ous tits up at the boy.

	Jerry moaned and leaned for­ward, his lips seek­ing the tiny pink nipple centered in Laurel’s firm right tit. His hot mouth en­gulfed the hardened knob and the sen­su­ous blonde whin­nied like an ex­cited colt.

	“Yes! Suck me. Suck my hot tits!” Laurel begged, writh­ing hap­pily be­neath him. “Lick my nipples as I stroke your big, stiff prick!”

	The turned-on se­ductress found Jerry’s long cock with her left hand and began mov­ing the smooth, soft skin up and down slowly. She gripped him a little tighter, like a hot pussy clamp­ing down on a slid­ing prick, and in­creased the mo­tion of her palm just slightly.

	“Uh­h­h­h­hhh! Oh­h­h­h­hhh!” Jerry groaned, his hips jerking against the wo­man’s know­ing hand hold.

	The suc­tion on Laurel’s throb­bing nipple in­creased dra­mat­ic­ally as she worked his cock up and back faster and faster. She wanted Jerry turned-on and hot to fuck, but she was care­ful not to ex­cite him too much. The prick-hungry blonde wanted the teen­ager’s load of jism up her pussy – not spread all over the patio from a hand job!

	Jerry gasped and changed tits ab­ruptly, his pel­vis jerking in­stinct­ively against Laurel’s clutch­ing fist. He fucked her fin­gers as need­fully as he had slapped his cock into her hot mouth earlier.

	Laurel stopped jerking his prick in her fist. She teased his cock tip with her fin­ger­tips in­stead, want­ing to make him last.

	“My pussy,” she mur­mured. “Fin­ger my hot cunt as you eat my tits, baby!” The boy’s hand knifed down un­der the statuesque blonde’s waist­band, his fin­gers plow­ing quickly through her moistened cunt hair. The tip of Jerry’s middle fin­ger found Laurel’s steamy pussy and sluiced in­side.

	“Uh­h­h­h­hhh!” the horny di­vor­cee groaned as the eager teen­ager’s fin­ger glided along her clit and dipped deep into her wet cunt.

	Laurel put her hand be­hind the boy’s head and mashed his suck­ing lips tighter against her throb­bing fist. At the same time, she took his ri­gid cock in her fist once more and lif­ted her hips up to meet his fin­ger thrusts as she jacked him off.

	“Je­sus!” Jerry cried out. “Je­sus, this is wild!” The ex­cited teen­ager dove back into Laurel’s heav­ing tits, lick­ing and suck­ing furi­ously as she stroked his jerking prick. Her cunt was as hot as lava around his delving fin­ger. He reamed it in and out of her pussy un­til Laurel was whin­ing and writh­ing like a crazy wo­man, her fist fly­ing up and down his reddened cock staff.

	“In me!” the be­side-her­self wo­man wailed. “Put this big fucker in my hot pussy!” The boy pulled his fin­ger out of Laurel’s cunt and sat back. His en­larged, crim­son prick waved above his tightened nuts as Laurel re­leased his cock and whipped off her panties.

	Na­ked now ex­cept for the sheer, open robe, the wan­ton di­vor­cee lay back on the chaise lounge and let her long legs fall open. She hunched her shim­mer­ingly wet pussy up at the aroused teen.

	“Come on, stud,” she chal­lenged him. “Put it in me.” Jerry came around to the front of the chaise and knelt between Laurel’s wide­spread legs. He centered the tip of his stiff prick in the middle of her juicy cunt and pushed for­ward slowly with his hips.

	The end of Jerry’s prick punched the tight lips open and two inches of hard cock slid in­side. Laurel closed her eyes and moaned as the pulsing, rock-firm teen­age cock entered her. She moved her feet back up onto the lounge and dug her heels in, push­ing her cunt up onto the long prick.

	“Oh­h­h­h­h­h­hhh!” Jerry growled as the su­per-heated pussy sucked in his man­hood.

	Laurel urged her hips up­ward un­til the last thrill­ing inch of the young­ster’s cock was driven down into her well-oiled depths. The pant­ing blonde shivered with joy as she felt her cunt lips kiss the base of the boy’s steely cock.

	“Uh­h­h­h­hhh!” Laurel moaned. “Don’t move yet. Let me move. Let me just stir that long prick around in me for a minute, darling.”

	The wildly aroused wo­man kept her ass up off the lounge cush­ion and began ro­tat­ing her ass in a tight circle. The boy groaned as his prick rubbed against the sides of Laurel’s clasp­ing, slip­pery cunt. The hon­eyed walls sucked hun­grily at him and the hot over­flow from her welling pussy bathed his cock in boil­ing cunt oil.

	“Fuuuuck, oh, fuck!” Jerry cried help­lessly. “It feels so hot, so good. Gotta fuck you, lady. Gotta do it now!”

	The anxious­ness and power of the young teen­age stud took Laurel by sur­prise. She felt power­less to res­ist as Jerry sud­denly pinned her to the lounge with a solid, driv­ing thrust of his hips. The boy nailed her cunt down and yanked his cock nearly free, then rammed it hilt-deep once more.

	“Ugh! No, slower, not so fast!” Laurel begged, but Jerry paid no at­ten­tion.

	Again and again the long, hard prick split Laurel’s de­fense­less cunt wide open and plunged in­side. With each thrill­ing stab, the hot-blooded di­vor­cee felt the boy’s balls slap­ping against her up-turned ass.

	It had been years since Laurel had ex­per­i­enced the bull-like, all-out rut­ting of a turned-on teen­age boy. The hot pound­ing in her juicy cunt soon had her blood ra­cing as fast as it had been last night with Donny and Mar­sha.

	“Mmmmmmm, yesssssss!” Laurel sud­denly growled, giv­ing her­self totally to the heady sen­sa­tion of be­ing slam­mingly, mer­ci­lessly fucked. “Do it that way. Stuff me full of it. Ham­mer that big cock into me, baby!”

	The tall blonde whipped her slender legs around the boy’s jerking ass and rode up on his pile-driv­ing cock. Laurel whimpered with lust as the long prick crammed it­self into her even deeper and tighter. She threw her arms around the young pool cleaner’s shoulders and mashed her big tits against his lightly furred chest as he fucked her.

	Jerry grunted and threw more of his weight down onto Laurel’s eager body. The in­sist­ent slap of his nuts against the wo­man vo­lup­tu­ous ass be­came louder and quicker as he drilled his cock into her with ever-in­creas­ing speed. The boy’s hand­some fea­tures grew con­tor­ted with lust as he felt Laurel’s clingy wet­ness close even more tightly around his dick. Each rapid stroke felt bet­ter and bet­ter, and the boy could not help but in­crease his pace.

	“Oh, oh, fuck, lady, are you ever balling me!” Jerry groaned into Laurel’s ear. “Holy shit, can you ever move.”

	It was true. The lovely blonde was throw­ing her pussy up to meet each thrust. Laurel was moan­ing and mew­ing with lust, wrig­gling her cunt up­ward with com­plete aban­don to­ward the steel-like cock.

	“Gonna… gonna…shoot, baby!” the boy gasped, his breath be­com­ing ragged and quick as his thrusts.

	Laurel reached down and gripped the young­ster’s balls lightly. She felt the balls throb­bing, ready to pump their hot treas­ure up the lad’s furi­ously pound­ing cock and deep into her pussy. The very thought of all that rich, burn­ing teen­age come spat­ter­ing up into her made Laurel tremble near or­gasm. The first splash of the mol­ten jizz in her pussy would send the groan­ing, fiercely hunch­ing blonde spiral­ing over the top. She knew it already.

	And then it happened. The back cur­tain on the slid­ing glass door por­ted and Laurel saw Donny peer­ing dis­gustedly out at her.

	The trapped di­vor­cee wanted to scream, to tell the grunt­ing, sweat­ing teen­ager atop her to pull his prick out, to go away. But it was too late now.

	Jerry gripped Laurel’s shoulders hard and rammed his cock deep in­side her, his pel­vis crush­ing up against hers, his cock head bot­tom­ing against her cer­vix. A low, al­most pain­ful groan es­caped the boy’s clenched lips.

	“Ugggh­h­h­h­hhh!” the young­ster growled in Laurel’s ear as the first boil­ing jets of his come rock­eted into the depths of her cunt.

	Laurel didn’t want to come in front of Donny. She didn’t want him to see her get­ting off with an­other boy’s jizz pump­ing furi­ously into her, but the sen­sa­tion was over­power­ing and, some­how she re­luct­antly ad­mit­ted to her­self, know­ing that Donny was see­ing her twist­ing and moan­ing through her or­gasm made it even more in­tense in some kinky way!

	“Un­nnnnnnnng!” Laurel gurgled as the heav­enly clasp­ing began around the boy’s prick in­side her. “Oh, God, it’s hap­pen­ing. I’m fuck­ing com­ing! Oh, screw me. Screw me hard, baby. Fill me with creeeeeeeam!”

	Jerry’s eyes went wild with lust and he rut­ted his spurt­ing cock in and out of the frantic wo­man’s clench­ing cunt with sheer an­imal fury. Laurel whined and held tight as the sear­ing jizz spilled into her and her own burn­ing juices flowed up out of her hotly work­ing pussy.

	The blind­ing or­gasm raged on and on. Laurel couldn’t be­lieve how much come the boy had stored in his jerking cock. The white jelly pumped into her un­til it back-washed out of Laurel’s clamp­ing pussy lips and dribbled down her thighs.

	“Un­nnnngh! Oh, God, baby, give it to meeeee!” the pant­ing wo­man whined as a fi­nal thrill­ing spurt of come puddled into her still-throb­bing cunt.

	“You got it, lady,” the boy sighed, go­ing to dead weight atop her, his prick be­gin­ning to soften in­side her. “You got every last fuckin’ drop.”

	They lay still for long mo­ments, un­til the boy’s bulk was un­com­fort­able, sprawled out on the re­clin­ing blonde. She shif­ted be­neath him and the boy got the hint and slid off. He sat next to her on the chaise, his once-proud cock now spent and limp with dry­ing come.

	Laurel looked at the house. Donny was gone. A surge of shame and ex­cite­ment washed through her as she re­lived her shat­ter­ing cli­max, as she re­membered Donny’s eyes riv­eted on her lush, trem­bling body.

	The pool clean­ing kid’s drained prick beckoned to her. Laurel found her­self slightly horny already, just think­ing about all the come the boy had spewed up into her. She wondered if older boys could get up as fast as her Donny.

	Why not? Laurel asked her­self. The dam­age was already done now. Donny had already seen her fuck­ing this other boy. The kid had already shot one huge wad up into her. Why not in­dulge her­self if she felt like it?

	“Let’s just see, good lookin’,” Laurel whispered to the boy, lean­ing over near his de­pleted prick. “Let’s just see if I really DID get every drop.”

	The gor­geous blonde opened her mouth and sucked all of the boy’s flac­cid prick into her warm lips. Her tongue ran up and down the spongy tube like an agile, tick­ling liz­ard.

	“G-God, lady!” the sur­prised teen­ager gasped.

	Jerry sat back on the chaise to watch the lovely, shame­less blonde eat his soft cock. He watched in awe as she licked him clean and gulped down his sticky come, his prick be­gin­ning to stir in her mouth as she nursed at him.

	Laurel was in heaven. The kid’s spunk was de­li­cious. She worked her lips up and down the harden­ing prick faster and faster. She wanted a mouth­ful of the gooey, hot stuff, and she knew that this good-look­ing, easy-go­ing kid was go­ing to give it to her. She tightened the “O” of her suc­tion­ing lips and licked frantic­ally at the pulsing tip.



	

CHAPTER EIGHT 

	It wasn’t un­til the clock above the kit­chen stove read eight o’clock that Laurel be­came wor­ried. When it even­tu­ally read eight-thirty, then nine, and there was still no word from Donny, the vo­lup­tu­ous di­vor­cee began to panic. It was com­pletely dark out­side now and the street­lights were on.

	Laurel threw on a sweater and went out­side. She paced up and down the street, look­ing for the boy at the play­ground and in the Dawsons’ front yard. No Donny.

	At nine-thirty, Laurel called all of Donny’s friends she could re­mem­ber. Still no trace of him. She got in the car and began driv­ing. Up and down every neigh­bor­ing street, in an ever-widen­ing circle, Laurel guided her big sta­tion wagon.

	A sink­ing feel­ing in her heart, the wor­ried mother told her­self: “Two more blocks. If I don’t find him in two more blocks of driv­ing, I’m go­ing back to the house and call the po­lice!”

	As she roun­ded the corner of the last block she had al­loted her­self, Laurel’s head­lights picked up a flash of white. It was a boy’s white tee shirt – the kind Donny wore con­stantly in the spring and sum­mer – she was sure, but now it was gone.

	In­stinct­ively, Laurel crammed the big car into re­verse and hit the gas. The wagon lurched back­ward sud­denly, its lights catch­ing the skulk­ing fig­ure be­hind the tree in their re­veal­ing glare just as the boy jumped back­ward for cover.

	Laurel shoved the wagon into park and got out, mad as hell. The tall, statuesque blonde looked like an Amazon war­rior maiden as she stomped an­grily across the darkened sub­urban street to­ward the cower­ing boy.

	“And just what in the hell do you think you’re do­ing?” Laurel shouted as she got near her back-ped­al­ing son.

	“I… uh… thought I’d take a walk,” Donny began de­fens­ively, still back­ing up. His eyes sud­denly flashed de­fi­antly.

	“I didn’t think you’d no­tice, Mama. I thought you’d be busy fuck­ing all night – I…” The slap was short, power­ful, un­ex­pec­ted, and dev­ast­at­ing. It came from Laurel’s right hand and car­ried all of her long, lean power be­hind it. She had never struck Donny in the face be­fore, so he wasn’t ex­pect­ing it, and the force of the blow lif­ted the sur­prised teen right off his feet and rolled him in the grass.

	“Get up, you little bas­tard, and get in that car!” the ir­ate blonde screamed.

	Ter­ri­fied by a side of his mother neither of them had known ex­is­ted be­fore, Donny scrambled onto his feet and bolted for the wagon. Tears were stream­ing down his stunned face as Laurel slid be­hind the wheel be­side him and threw the lever into drive.

	“You don’t talk to your mother that way, young man,” Laurel hissed as she whipped around a corner and floored the car to­ward their street.

	“Like… like… what?” Donny sniffed un­der his breath. “Like you’re a whore, which you are!”

	Laurel screeched like a wounded cat and smacked Donny solidly across the mouth with the back of her hand.

	“Shut up! Shut up!” the fren­zied wo­man screamed, hit­ting her son two more glan­cing blows as he ducked, frightened, away. “I’ll show you what hap­pens when you talk to me that way, you self-right­eous brat!”

	The car was in the drive­way. Laurel turned off the ig­ni­tion and hur­ried around to Donny’s side. She tore the door open and reached in­side, her long fin­ger­nail bit­ing into the squirm­ing, protest­ing boy’s ear as she grabbed him and hauled him to­ward the house.

	Donny was sniff­ling an­grily and hold­ing his puffy ear. He was in a state of semi-shock and made no move to res­ist when his mother grabbed him by the belt and towed him down the hall to her bed­room.

	“Now we’ll see who’s a whore, mis­ter!” Laurel panted, her an­ger ra­ging out of con­trol as she tore the belt from the boy’s pants and ripped at the snap and zip­per.

	Jeans stripped down around his ten­nis shoes, Donny seemed to real­ize all at once what his mother was up to. The teen tried to run, tripped, and fell to the soft car­pet face down.

	Laurel was on him in a minute, strip­ping the boy’s shorts down around his ankles. She raised the belt over the teen­ager’s bare ass and let it rip down­ward.

	“Aggh­h­hhh!” Donny screamed as the tough leather snapped onto his ex­posed flesh. “No you don’t, you dirty bitch. I’m too old for whip­ping!”

	Donny struggled up onto his arms in a push up po­s­i­tion and tried to turn onto his butt. Maddened even more by the boy’s in­sult and res­ist­ance, Laurel cast around for some­thing to re­strain him with. She saw one of her house­coats ly­ing on the nearby bed and drug it over, strip­ping the soft cot­ton tie-string from around the waist.

	Donny screamed bloody murder and kicked wildly as his mother threw her full weight onto him and pinned him to the car­pet on his belly. Laurel tied one hand se­curely in the drawstring, then laced the other to it and cinched the two fists se­curely to­gether.

	“That ought to hold you!” the pant­ing blonde snapped as her son flopped around like a beached fish at her feet.

	Laurel stood up and went to Donny’s room. She found his bath­robe hanging in his closet and took the tie from the waist. She re­turned to the bed­room and tied the boy’s feet as care­fully as she had his hands, leav­ing him totally help­less and thrash­ing on the car­pet.

	“Now we’ll see who’s too old to whip,” Laurel said quietly, a strange, power­ful warmth flow­ing over her as she caressed the belt leather with her hand and watched the ter­ror re­flect­ing out of Donny’s trapped eyes.

	“Mama, no,” the teen pleaded in a little-boy voice. “No, please, don’t beat me. You’ve never beat me be­fore!”

	Laurel smiled a cruel, cal­cu­lat­ing smile that made the boy cringe. A surge of com­plete dom­in­a­tion coursed through the tall blonde.

	“Maybe that’s why you’re be­hav­ing like such a bad boy,” Laurel ad­mon­ished her son in a soft, dream-like voice. “Maybe that’s why you’re treat­ing me so badly. Maybe I should have whipped you like this long ago.”

	The golden-hair beauty sunk to her knees back of her son, an al­most trance-like ex­pres­sion on her lovely fea­tures. She caressed Donny’s na­ked, trem­bling flesh briefly with one hand, still toy­ing with the hard leather sur­face of the belt with the other.

	“So mommy’s a whore?” Laurel hissed, barely aud­ible, lean­ing for­ward. “Well how’s this for be­ing strict?”

	The belt flew up and came down hard across the boy’s bare rump. The loud smack and Donny’s thin wail of dis­com­fort filled the room.

	“You liked it when mommy sucked your hard little cock, didn’t you, baby,” Laurel teased, the belt com­ing up again. “But when she does it for someone else, she’s a whore. Well, maybe this will teach you not to be so greedy. And this and this, and this!”

	The belt popped across the youth’s tender cheeks again and again, Donny shriek­ing, as much with the hu­mi­li­ation of it as the pain, his body jerking and writh­ing be­neath the loud snap of the leather. Laurel’s eyes were bright with ex­cite­ment at the boy’s yelp­ing and wrig­gling. Her cunt felt sud­denly wet and hot, and the sweater she had on over her blouse was now bulky and much too warm.

	Stop­ping for a mo­ment, the suc­cu­lent blonde peeled off the sweater and, al­most be­fore think­ing about it, the blouse, as well. Now Laurel was dressed in only her slacks and a skimpy bra that barely held her sump­tu­ous tits in check as she raised her arm once more and brought the belt down on her son’s reddened ass.

	“Oh­h­h­h­hhh! Mama, no!” Donny squealed in agony. “Stop hit­ting me, Mama, pleeease!” Laurel whacked the clam­or­ing teen on the ass sev­eral more times, her clit throb­bing and her nipples glow­ing with in­creased ex­cite­ment every time she brought the leather down. The huge tits swung heavy and ripe in their flimsy re­straint, aching to roll free. Laurel’s cunt was so wet she feared the pussy juice would leak through her panties and ruin her slacks.

	“Ah­h­hhh, so now it’s ‘please’ and ‘Mama’ again, not ‘bitch’ and ‘whore’,” Laurel purred hap­pily, bring­ing the strap down as hard as she dared.

	“Eee­beeeeegh!” Donny whined, madly seek­ing to twist and worm his body away from the tor­ture.

	White-hot with a kinky pas­sion she had never known ex­is­ted in her be­fore, Laurel whipped off her bra and un­did her slacks. The sex-crazed blonde yanked her­self free of all her clothes and knelt na­ked and trem­bling next to her half-stripped son.

	“Does my body look like a whore’s, Donny?” Laurel asked in a low, husky whis­per. “Does it? An­swer me, you little fucker!”

	The belt snapped harm­lessly on the rug next to the en­trapped youth this time, but Donny whimpered and jumped as if it had lashed his flesh. He shook his head frantic­ally.

	“No, Mother, no! I swear to God you don’t!” the ter­ri­fied boy pro­tested, still try­ing des­per­ately to wriggle away.

	Laurel smiled. She reached down and rolled Donny to one side so that she could reach his cock. A startled, de­lighted gasp es­caped her mouth as she rolled her son into the new po­s­i­tion.

	“Well! So you like this, eh?” the lovely blonde asked as she eyed the boy’s stiff prick. “It turns you on, be­ing hit by Mama and watch­ing her big tits flop around. You like what the whore does to you?”

	Laurel’s hand found Donny’s rock-hard prick as she spoke. The boy whimpered with fear and the in­cred­ible con­trast between the bite of the strap on his tor­tured flesh and the gentle caress of his firm cock.

	“I asked you a ques­tion,” Laurel hissed quietly, her fin­ger­nails bit­ing just lightly into the head of the boy’s prick.

	“Y-Yes! Yes, Mama, I like it,” Donny blur­ted obed­i­ently, leery of the sharp nails and the hov­er­ing strap.

	Giv­ing him a smile of ap­proval, Laurel brought her fin­gers into a fist around Donny’s pump­ing cock and began softly strok­ing it. The boy mewled with pleas­ure and began to re­lax.

	Laurel brought the belt down sharply across the lad’s re­laxed ass while she con­tin­ued pulling at his cock. Donny screamed, but his prick jumped like mad in Laurel’s fist and she could see his balls tighten with an in­vol­un­tary jerk.

	“So you like it a little rough?” Laurel sighed, smack­ing him again, her own cunt flood­ing with juice as she watched him grunt and rut at her hand. “Well, Mama will give it to you just the way you want it, darling!”

	Faster and faster, the tug­ging hand moved up and down the fevered prick. The belt whacked re­lent­lessly at Donny’s reddened ass. The boy was blub­ber­ing about how good it felt with one breath, how bad it hurt with the next. His hips jerked away from the mad­den­ing belt, his prick drove cease­lessly in and out of his mother’s pis­ton­ing palm.

	“Oh! Oh… Mama… I… oh­h­h­h­hhh, it’s sooooo… I’m gonna…agghhh!” Donny’s tied-up body bent over like a drawn bow. The veins in the boy’s neck stood out and his cry of pained de­light strangled it­self off.

	Laurel felt her clit twitch wildly as the youth’s eyes grew in­cred­ibly wide and the first shud­der of total re­lease shim­mied through the lean body. A streamer of spunk three inches long tore out of the end of Donny’s prick and arched its way five feet across the bed­room car­pet.

	“Oh­h­h­h­hhh, yesssssss!” Laurel growled ex­citedly. “Do it, you little fucker! Shoot a big load for Mama!”

	The fren­zied blonde jerked faster and faster on her son’s squirt­ing cock and pummeled his ass with the heavy belt. Laurel’s spec­tac­u­lar body shook with un­leashed de­light as a quick, fiery or­gasm shuddered through her. Every jet of milky boy-come that shot from the tip of Donny’s throb­bing cock sent a new surge of ex­cite­ment through his mother’s pant­ing body.

	“More, more,” Laurel was chant­ing, barely above a whis­per. “More hot, hot come!” Donny was caught in the throes of a su­per cli­max, his nuts already churn­ing out vol­ley after vol­ley of the gooey white cream. The boy cooed with sat­is­fac­tion and speared his hips for­ward des­per­ately against his mother’s tight fist. He moaned and banged his come-smeared cock into Laurel’s hand un­til there wasn’t one squirt of juice left.

	“Mmmmmmm, that was nice, very nice, darling,” Laurel sighed at last, re­leas­ing her son’s prick and put­ting down the belt.

	Smil­ing dream­ily, the statuesque blonde licked her hand clean of Donny’s pud­ding-like come. Bend­ing for­ward, Laurel sucked the boy’s de­flated prick into her mouth and laved every drop of the de­li­cious cream off her son’s spent cock. She swal­lowed nois­ily and licked Donny’s balls un­til they were as clean as the head of the boy’s shiny prick.

	“There. Now I hope you learned some­thing out of this,” Laurel told her son, un­ty­ing his hands.

	Donny rubbed his wrists and sat up, think­ing about it for a few mo­ments. “I guess I learned about the neatest way in the world to get a whip­ping if you’re gonna get one,” he said at last.

	Laurel smiled. “I think you’re go­ing to need that kind of whip­ping at least once a week, darling, from now on. I think I can guar­an­tee it. Only next time, Mama may get on top of that big, hard cock of yours and ride it a little, or maybe suck it off, after she’s whipped you till you’re hard as a rock. Would you like that, baby?”

	Donny just groaned, and Laurel knew from the look in his eye that they had just stumbled onto a new, once-a-week fam­ily treat. She got up and Donny fol­lowed.

	“Come on, little stud, let’s go fix you some­thing by way of a late din­ner. We’ve got to keep your strength up, now don’t we?” Laurel winked at her son.

	Donny grinned and Laurel put her arm around him. They dis­ap­peared down the hall arm-in-arm, laugh­ing and jost­ling each other like a pair of happy school chil­dren.



	

CHAPTER NINE 

	Laurel waved good­bye to Jerry over the fence. She could still taste the faint chalk­i­ness of his come in her mouth as she watched him hop in his truck and drive off.

	The boy had come over to fin­ish clean­ing the pool after be­ing side­tracked by Laurel and her chaise lounge three days earlier. This time, Jerry had got­ten the pool all done, but the lus­cious di­vor­cee had still man­aged to oc­cupy an ex­tra half-hour of his time.

	Jerry had fucked Laurel in the house this time, right in the middle of the liv­ing room rug. They had been down an all fours, Jerry mount­ing her from be­hind like a young stal­lion. Laurel had come like crazy around the boy’s slam­ming cock, then pulled it out of her­self just at the last minute.

	“Wha… what are you do­ing?” Jerry had screamed in an­guish.

	Laurel had answered him by spin­ning onto her back be­neath him, scoot­ing between his legs, and suck­ing all of the ready to shoot dick into her hungry mouth. The hot en­vel­op­ment of the lovely blonde’s lips had set Jerry’s cock off in­stantly. Wave after wave of hot spunk had jet­ted down Laurel’s eagerly ac­cept­ing throat as Jerry gasped and shivered in ec­stasy.

	Donny had come home from play­ing base­ball just as Jerry had un­loaded in Laurel’s hungry mouth. The boy had stood in the door way, watch­ing in­tently, as his mother ate sev­eral big mouth­fuls of the heavy cock cream, then licked her young lover’s prick free of come.

	Jerry hadn’t even no­ticed the younger boy at first. He had been too caught up in or­gas­mic de­light to care. He had star­ted to say some­thing, but Laurel shook her head.

	Donny watched un­til the ac­tion ceased, then turned down the hall and dis­ap­peared into his room, seem­ingly un­con­cerned. Jerry had left scratch­ing his head in won­der.

	“If it don’t bother him, it don’t bother me,” he had kept re­peat­ing.

	Laurel was frown­ing. Now that Jerry was gone, she had to face Donny and make sure that everything really was okay with him. Sum­mon­ing up her cour­age, the cur­va­ceous blonde went back in the house and star­ted for the boy’s room.

	“So, how was the ball game?” Laurel asked as she reached Donny’s room and found him sprawled out on his bed.

	Donny eyed his gor­geous mother and her skimpy swim­suit ap­pre­ci­at­ively be­fore an­swer­ing. “Not as much fun as yours,” he replied sourly after a few more seconds. “We won.”

	An­ger and dis­ap­point­ment flashed in Laurel’s eyes. She took a step into the room.

	“Jeal­ousy is still a prob­lem with you, I see,” the tall blonde said in a threat­en­ing voice.

	“No! No, it’s not!” Donny was quick to blurt. “I learned my les­son on that one. Whatever you want to do is great with me!”

	The boy had moved back­ward on the bed, his hands held up pro­tect­ively in front of him. Fear of the kinky whip­ping he was cer­tain Laurel had in mind for him was etched in Donny’s wide eyes.

	This isn’t what I want, Laurel thought. I want to get rid of his jeal­ousy and pos­sess­ive­ness vol­un­tar­ily, not scare him into it!

	“Okay, honey, we’ll talk about it later,” Laurel said aloud, softly. “After I get back from my date. I’m go­ing to see if Mar­sha will come over and stay while I’m gone.”

	Laurel walked down the hall, the plan still form­ing in her mind. If everything worked out, Donny would soon be over his jeal­ousy. He’d learn all about the joy of shar­ing, Laurel would see to that…

	Mar­sha was only too happy to come over and stay with Donny. The girl was there minutes after Laurel’s phone call. She was ex­tremely friendly, but Laurel didn’t re­spond at all. The stun­ning di­vor­cee had other plans for Mar­sha’s even­ing.

	“You keep an eye on things around here, dear, and I’ll be back late this even­ing,” Laurel told Mar­sha as she gathered up her purse and headed for the front door. “You keep an es­pe­cially-close eye on Donny. That sexy little devil is al­ways in trouble lately!”

	With a know­ing wink, Laurel turned and left the house. It never hurts to plant the seeds so the right idea can take root, Laurel said to her­self as she drove off. She was sure Mar­sha – sexy, cock-lov­ing Mar­sha – would get the right idea in no time.

	Laurel parked the wagon way down the block and around the corner. She had driven around for an hour, un­til it was near dark. She had stopped in a bar and had a couple of drinks and made one phone call to Jerry, the pool clean­ing kid, at his folks’ home num­ber. It was all part of her little plan…

	Now, as she sneaked guiltily up on her own house in the gath­er­ing dark­ness, Laurel found she was hop­ing that the plan was go­ing to work. Everything looked good so far. The lights were off in the front of the house and the pool light was on in the back­yard, re­flect­ing up off the big tree that shaded the house. The sound of a girl’s care­free laughter floated on the still night air, then the splash of someone diving in the pool.

	Laurel smiled with sat­is­fac­tion and slipped the lock on the front door open with her key. The house was dark, but the back patio was lit up from the un­der­wa­ter light in the pool. The deck and pool area looked as stage-lighted as if it had been done by a set de­signer for the local theater guild.

	Slip­ping into the kit­chen, Laurel made her­self a whis­key and wa­ter from the open bottle on the counter. She sipped the strong drink as she made her way down the hall to her room in the dark­ness. Laurel’s bed­room win­dow over­looked the pool and she went im­me­di­ately to it and eased it open so that she could hear what was said as she peered out through the slightly open cur­tains.

	Donny and Mar­sha were stand­ing by the pool, drip­ping wet, drinks in their hands. Mar­sha was gig­gling and ob­vi­ously quite tipsy and it was clear from the way Donny’s thin, wiry frame wobbled back and forth as he leaned back to take an­other drink that he was keep­ing up with the older girl’s al­co­hol con­sump­tion.

	“I’m get­tin’ really fucked up!” Mar­sha laughed.

	Donny smiled and reached for the girl’s big tits. “How about just get­ting fucked in­stead?” he asked wolfishly, his words slur­ring a little.

	Mar­sha giggled again and stepped back, shak­ing her wet hair. She had on one of Laurel’s skimpy two-piece suits and the teen’s big tits al­most spilled out of the flimsy cups as she jerked her up­per body back.

	“Uh-uh,” Mar­sha shook her head neg­at­ively. “I keep telling you, that other time was a mis­take. It was the wine, and hav­ing your mom out here with us, and, uh, I don’t know. It was just weird, dif­fer­ent. I’m not that way, really!”

	Donny har­umphed. “Aw, come off it, Mar­sha. Jeff Wal­lace told me he fucks you all the time. Come on, how about a little tit at least?”

	Mar­sha’s eyes went wide. An­ger flashed across her pretty, young face.

	“That fuck­ing big-mouthed Wal­lace!” the girl stormed. “Just what did he say? That prick never could keep his mouth shut!”

	Donny laughed. He drank the rest of the bour­bon in his glass and set the empty down on the pic­nic table. He was clearly en­joy­ing his secret know­ledge of Mar­sha’s var­ied sex life.

	“Wal­lace just told me about the time he took you out and you two drank a lot of beer be­fore the Spring Fling dance,” Donny smiled cun­ningly at Mar­sha. “We just talked about how, uh… friendly you get when you’ve had a couple of drinks, baby.”

	Even in the pool light, you could see Mar­sha turn­ing a little red. She stamped her foot and took an­other big drink.

	“And just what else did that fuck­ing prick tell you?” the eight­een-year-old de­man­ded.

	“Oh, he just men­tioned about how Dale Henry had a flask of bour­bon at the dance and him and Jeff and you were hit­ting off it, get­ting really screwed up, and how you all ended up out­side in Jeff’s car in the park­ing lot,” Donny went on, chuck­ling. “And how you sucked Dale’s cock un­til he came in your mouth while Jeff fucked you from in back.”

	Mar­sha went red­der.

	“And he went on to tell about how Sam Henry happened to see his little brother, Dale, giv­ing you a mouth­ful. So when the two of them fin­ished. Dale and Jeff that is, good old Sam and a pal of his climbed on and each gave you a cunt full.”

	Mar­sha was too em­bar­rassed by what the teen­ager knew about her to speak. Donny smiled and stepped for­ward, his hands snak­ing around Mar­sha to the snaps be­hind her back that kept the top on. He un­did it and the shocked girl numbly let him pull the top off com­pletely.

	“So see, Mar­sha, you don’t have to act so high class with me,” Donny said quietly. “After Jeff let me in on what you did with him and his pals, and after what you did here with Mom and me, I feel like we know each other pretty good. See?”

	Donny walked over to the pool and pulled off his swim trunks. His thin cock was half-hard in the soft glow of the light as he waved for Mar­sha to join him.

	“Come on, honey, let’s skinny dip a little,” the boy urged the half-na­ked girl.

	Ap­par­ently Mar­sha was just drunk enough and just con­vinced enough by what Donny had said to fig­ure “what the hell?” The eight­een-year-old nymph eased out of her bot­toms and walked na­ked to join Donny.

	The boy smiled and turned his at­ten­tion to his dive. He launched him­self off the edge and split the wa­ter in a clean, steep arch. Donny came up ten feet away from the side and mo­tioned for Mar­sha to give it a try.

	“The wa­ter feels great on your bare skin!” Donny shouted hap­pily.

	Mar­sha put her arms over her head and leaned for­ward, her big tits rolling for­ward with a jelly-like shake. The older girl didn’t have the boy’s good form, but she splashed in on her belly and knifed the wa­ter over next to him.

	“Now these are what I call a set of buoys!” Donny laughed, grabbing Mar­sha’s bob­bling tits, one in each hand, as they floated to the sur­face.

	“Now, Donny, I thought we were gonna swim!” Mar­sha began to protest. “Mmmmm, oh­h­hhh, myyyyyyy!”

	Mar­sha gurgled hap­pily and stopped try­ing to pull her tits away from Donny’s hands as the boy found her semi-erect nipples with his fin­ger­tips and began mas­sa­ging them. The boy’s thumbs flicked across the pink nubs un­til Mar­sha was moan­ing and her twin knobs were as stiff as a pair of pen­cil erasers.

	“These look too good to miss tast­ing,” Donny mur­mured, bend­ing for­ward.

	His mouth found Mar­sha’s left nipple and sucked the hot nub­bin in­side. The raven-haired girl cooed de­lightedly as the lad’s lips tugged at her tits.

	Donny was tread­ing wa­ter with one arm and both feet, suck­ing Mar­sha’s big tits al­tern­ately as he swam. His other arm was around the girl’s trim waist be­neath the sur­face, his hand on one of her sleek ass cheeks as she kicked and paddled to keep her­self afloat. Donny moved his hand down a little and let a fin­ger float up between the girl’s scis­sor­ing legs and dis­ap­pear up into her hot pussy.

	“Oh­h­h­h­h­h­h­hhh!” Mar­sha groaned loudly, miss­ing a few strokes and nearly go­ing un­der.

	“Let’s get out for a little while,” Donny panted, re­leas­ing the tit he had been busily nurs­ing. “I can do a bet­ter job of suck­ing these big tits on dry ground. Wouldn’t you like that?”

	“Oh, yessss!” Mar­sha purred.

	Donny towed the aroused girl over to the side of the pool and jumped out. He reached down and took Mar­sha’s hands in his and pulled her up out of the wa­ter. As soon as her feet touched the con­crete, Donny was help­ing her into the house, his arm around her na­ked body, caress­ing her boun­cing tits as they crossed the patio.

	In­side the bed­room, Laurel was smil­ing to her­self. She had ob­served the scene out on the patio and in the pool in­tently, nurs­ing her own drink as she did so.

	Now, in the dark­ness of her room, Laurel eased out of her own clothes and fin­ished what was left of her drink. The beau­ti­ful blonde felt as fucked up from the three drinks she had bought at the bar earlier and the one she had just downed at home as the kids in the front room.

	“You like my cock, baby?” Laurel heard her son ask Mar­sha as she crept down the hall to­ward the pair in the liv­ing room.

	“Mmmmm, you have a nice, nice cock for a kid, Donny,” Mar­sha answered softly.

	“How would you like to suck it, honey?” Donny urged the girl. “How would you like to put that sweet mouth of yours on it and lick it a little?”

	Laurel felt her pulse quick­en­ing as she heard the girl say teas­ingly: “Well, maybe just a little!”

	The vo­lup­tu­ous blonde tip­toed to the end of the hall and peered into the liv­ing room. Donny was flat on his back in the middle of the car­peted floor, his prick stand­ing up un­waver­ingly above his tight­en­ing balls. Mar­sha was kneel­ing next to the boy, her head hov­er­ing close to the tip of his steely prick.

	“Oh, yeah, baby, suck it just a little,” Donny was ur­ging her. “Take all of it in your hot mouth!”

	Mar­sha smiled and moved in closer, her lips kiss­ing the head of Donny’s cock lov­ingly, teas­ingly. From her vant­age point in the hall Laurel could see the girl’s tongue lash­ing out in between the peck­ing kisses. The hot, pink snake lapped and caressed the head un­til it shone with the girl’s warm spittle.

	Donny sighed and writhed with need, his slender hips bump­ing up off the floor in an at­tempt to sheath his hard prick in­side the girl’s teas­ing mouth. Mar­sha licked at the thrust­ing cock, but con­tin­ued to pull her mouth back just as it looked as if Donny might pen­et­rate her tan­tal­iz­ing lips.

	“Pleeese!” the frus­trated boy begged, his ass jerking up to­ward Mar­sha’s mouth. “Suck it! Suck my cock!”

	Mar­sha laughed at his hungry in­sist­ence. The smil­ing eight­een-year-old planted her lips sen­su­ously against the head of Donny’s swollen cock and kissed it. Slowly, her mouth opened and the girl’s rich, full lips en­gulfed the young­ster’s rock-hard cock.

	“Uh­h­h­h­hhh!” Donny groaned as he felt the suck­ing heat of Mar­sha’s pretty mouth. “Oh­h­h­h­hhh, that’s it, baby. That’s the way to suck my prick!”

	Mar­sha kept on com­ing. She pushed her suc­cu­lent lips on down Donny’s meaty prick un­til every throb­bing inch of it was crammed up into her mouth and throat. From her hid­ing place in the hall­way, Laurel could see the girl’s tongue tip tick­ling the scratchy tangle of pu­bic hair at the base of the boy’s sucked-in cock.

	“Mmmmmmmmmm!” Mar­sha growled, her throat vi­brat­ing Donny’s prick wildly against her quiv­er­ing vo­cal cords.

	“Jeeeeeee­sus!” Donny wailed, his hips buck­ing in­vol­un­tar­ily once more at the quiv­er­ing, un­ex­pec­ted thrill Mar­sha’s throat was giv­ing him.

	The bru­nette kept on hum­ming and began mov­ing her head up and down Donny’s im­prisoned cock. Laurel could hear the wet slurp­ing sound the girl’s mouth made as it slid tightly up and down Donny’s saliva-gleam­ing cock, and it gave the na­ked blonde shivers of de­light. She could see Mar­sha’s head mov­ing faster and faster on her son’s en­gorged cock.

	The horny blonde let her fin­gers steal up to her own vel­vety cunt as she watched her boy be­ing sucked off a few feet away. Laurel found her own pussy steamy and wet as if Mar­sha’s tal­en­ted tongue had been lav­ing it in­stead of Donny’s thud­ding prick.

	With a gentle sigh, the honey-blonde eased a long middle fin­ger up into her own pussy, her eyes never leav­ing the tor­rid scene un­fold­ing in front of her. The statuesque older wo­man swayed up and back, lust over­whelm­ing her, as she nudged her fin­ger in and out of the tight, juicy cunt while watch­ing Mar­sha’s sweet mouth gobble Donny’s prick. The hot, in­sist­ent suck­ing of the girl’s lips matched per­fectly Laurel’s squish­ing fin­ger thrusts.

	“Oh­h­hhh, maaaaan,” Donny sud­denly cried out, grabbing Mar­sha’s bob­bing head by the ears. “I think I’m gonna come, baby! Suck it hard. Just keep on lick­ing and suck­ing it, you hot bitch!”

	Donny was over­come with need. He locked onto Mar­sha’s tender ear­lobes and yanked the girl’s tight mouth up and down his ready to shoot prick as fast as he could, moan­ing and gasp­ing as he thrust up off the floor. The steely six-inch prick bur­ied it­self deep in Mar­sha’s lips with each lunge, the bristly fur at the thick cock’s base ob­scur­ing the girl’s nose with each sav­age pen­et­ra­tion.

	Mar­sha didn’t seem to mind her rough treat­ment one bit. The dark-haired nymph was moan­ing and gurg­ling with pleas­ure as she slid her way up and down the boy’s saliva-slick cock.

	Laurel couldn’t wait any longer. The spec­tac­u­larly built blonde was hunch­ing jerkily up and back, her big tits sway­ing and boun­cing as she sawed her fin­ger in and out of her juicy cunt. Her breath was short and raspy and her cunt felt ready to ex­plode with pas­sion.

	The sigh­ing, ex­cited couple on the floor didn’t even see her as Laurel made her way out of the hall and dropped down be­hind Mar­sha on the rug. The turned-on mom slid her wet fin­ger up the younger girl’s pussy slit and found it as bub­bling hot as her own.

	Mar­sha groaned as the fin­ger caressed her sens­it­ive clit. The little prick was covered with hot, slick fluid and the touch of the other wo­man was as un­ex­pec­ted as it was per­fect as the know­ing fin­ger glided across the tender nub­bin.

	“Urrrrrrrgggh­h­hhh!” Mar­sha ex­haled loudly as Laurel’s touch sent shivers through­out her youth­ful cunt.

	“Mmmmmmmm, surely you chil­dren don’t mind if Mama plays, too?” Laurel crooned softly, her fin­ger sluicing up and down slowly in the girl’s seeth­ing cunt.

	Donny opened his eyes and saw his mom toy­ing with the eight­een-year-old’s pussy. He ran his wide eyes over Laurel’s na­ked blonde body and smiled, not sur­prised at all to find her there.

	“So, you couldn’t res­ist join­ing us after all?” the boy laughed, thrust­ing him­self into Mar­sha’s hot mouth once more as he spoke. “Did your date fall through?”

	Laurel stroked Mar­sha’s clit teas­ingly, mak­ing the girl squirm and groan with de­light. “No, not really,” the blonde smiled mys­ter­i­ously at her son.

	Donny was too worked up by what was hap­pen­ing to his ri­gid cock in­side Mar­sha’s mouth to an­swer fur­ther. The boy gave a chok­ing gasp and rammed his prick deep into the girl’s throat.

	Laurel knew he was just seconds away. She tweaked Mar­sha’s clit, bring­ing the hot-cun­ted girl to an in­stant boil be­neath her ex­per­i­enced fin­gers.

	“Mmmmmmmaaaaaaaaaah!” Mar­sha whined as the sear­ing cli­max tore through her.

	Spot­ters of pussy juice rained down on Laurel’s hand as she fingered the younger girl ex­pertly through the blis­ter­ing or­gasm. The sleek mounds of Mar­sha’s gyr­at­ing ass bounced and wiggled as the tor­rent of clear, boil­ing juice oozed out of the clasp­ing pussy.

	Laurel watched Donny tremble, then scream, as his own fiery load shot out into Mar­sha’s wail­ing throat. The eight­een-year-old gagged at the splat­ter­ing wads of cream, but her nat­ural in­stincts saved her. She gulped and swal­lowed the steamy globs of spunk out of pure re­flex, her eyes widen­ing as the salty out pour­ing slithered down her con­tract­ing throat.

	The sight in­spired Laurel. The blonde se­ductress dipped her head down be­hind Mar­sha’s quiv­er­ing ass and spread the girl’s knees wide, present­ing the little bru­nette’s sod­den cunt to her hungry mouth.

	“It’s not right that you should get all the come, dear,” Laurel mur­mured, thrust­ing her tongue up into Mar­sha’s over­flow­ing cunt.

	The in­tru­sion of the older wo­man’s hot tongue into her pussy sent new shock waves of joy through Mar­sha’s or­gas­ming body. Laurel’s snake-like tongue found the eight­een-year-old’s spas­ming clit and mas­saged it greed­ily.

	“Un­nnnngh – ulllllp!” Mar­sha wailed, then gulped as the last gush of Donny’s come spur­ted down her throat, cut­ting her moans of ec­stasy off.

	Laurel paid the girl no mind. She just kept on suck­ing and lick­ing the jizz­ing cunt un­til her own mouth was filled with mol­ten girl juice.

	“Oh… oh… oh, Je­sus, Mrs. Hut­ton, I think I’m gonna come again!” Mar­sha panted, Donny’s de­flat­ing prick slip­ping from her lips.

	Laurel turned the un­res­ist­ing teen over on her back and began eat­ing her pussy in earn­est. “I think I can guar­an­tee it, darling.” Laurel paused for a mo­ment and smiled down at the girl, cunt juice stream­ing from her pretty face. Mar­sha opened her legs as wide as she could and waited. Laurel took a supple thigh in each hand and spread the girl, her mouth com­ing down hun­grily on the tiny, dark-fringed pussy.

	“Guh… gub… guhaaawwwwwd!” Mar­sha howled as Laurel’s dart­ing tongue rippled over her ex­posed cunt, then stabbed deep into it.

	Laurel was about to show the hump­ing, thrash­ing teen­ager what pussy-suck­ing was all about when she heard the front door open and close. Snap­ping her head around, the pussy-eat­ing blonde saw Jerry, the pool boy, stand­ing in the entry­way, tak­ing in the lewd scene with an ap­pre­ci­at­ive leer.

	“Well, this must be the party all right,” the boy said with a grin.

	His big hands went for his belt and the zip­per on his tight-fit­ting jeans.



	

CHAPTER TEN 

	Mar­sha watched, ter­ri­fied, as the good-look­ing boy un­did his trousers and pulled off his sweat­shirt. The eas­ily em­bar­rassed teen­age girl tried to close her legs and cover her bul­ging tits, but Laurel held the slender thighs open and smiled at her at­tempts to­ward mod­esty.

	“Re­lax, darling,” the stun­ning blonde ad­vised the girl. “Jerry is a friend of mine – as good a friend of mine as my son is of yours. Old fuck­ing bud­dies, you might say. We’re all go­ing to get bet­ter ac­quain­ted to­night. We’re all go­ing to learn more about shar­ing and not be­ing jeal­ous.”

	“Oh, nooooo! Not me!” Mar­sha as­sured the older wo­man, really try­ing to get free now.

	Laurel was as mus­cu­lar as she was lithe and at­tract­ive. She held on to Mar­sha’s strug­gling legs and pinned the girl to the car­pet as eas­ily as she had held Donny down and tied him the time she had whipped him into sub­mis­sion.

	“Stop that, you little minx,” Laurel de­man­ded. “You know you want it. You’re one of the hot­test little cunts I’ve ever seen, so just stop play­ing hard to get!”

	Jerry fin­ished un­dress­ing and came over to help. The dark-haired girl’s eyes grew large again as she saw the size and length of Jerry’s prick as it flopped, half-erect, against his thigh when he crossed the room.

	“What do you want me to do, Laurel?” Jerry asked, look­ing down lust­fully at the twist­ing bru­nette.

	“I want you to fuck the shit out of this hot little bitch,” Laurel answered curtly. “Her pussy’s already as wet as can be from me eat­ing her. All you have to do is get that beau­ti­ful prick of yours hard and jam it in!”

	“My pleas­ure,” Jerry mur­mured, not­ing Mar­sha’s plump, full tits and her slender legs.

	“No! No, I… I don’t think I want to dooooo this!” Mar­sha pro­tested, wrig­gling hard again.

	Jerry dropped to his knees in the soft car­pet and held the girl’s shoulders to the floor as eas­ily as Laurel pinned her legs. He smiled at the frightened bru­nette and bent low over her heav­ing tits.

	“These little beau­ties look tasty as hell,” the horny pool cleaner sighed, kiss­ing both of the hot, pink tits.

	“Nuuuuuhhh!” Mar­sha moaned loudly, but her jerking at­tempts to wrest her­self free sub­sided no­tice­ably.

	Jerry opened his mouth and sucked Mar­sha’s left nipple. His tongue made rapid in­dent­a­tions against the side of his cheek as he swirled it again and again across the girl’s sens­it­ive nub.

	“Oh­h­h­h­hhh!” Mar­sha sighed, the ten­sion drain­ing out of her taut body.

	“Mmmmm, it looks like you’re get­ting her, Jerry,” Laurel said ad­mir­ingly. “Just keep on suck­ing and you’ll be rid­ing her cunt in no time.”

	Mar­sha shut her eyes at that state­ment but made no fur­ther at­tempt to dis­lodge Jerry. The vo­lup­tu­ous young girl settled back onto the car­pet and let her legs re­lax in Laurel’s grasp.

	“Donny, darling, why don’t you lay down here on the other side of Mar­sha and take care of her other tit?” Laurel asked her mo­tion­less son. “I’m sure Mar­sha would find that just mar­velous, hav­ing both tits sucked at the same time while I eat her juicy little cunt, don’t you think?”

	Donny had been watch­ing what was go­ing on in­tently, but un­til now he had shown no in­clin­a­tion to join in. Now that Laurel had in­vited him, he wasted no time in slid­ing down off the chair he had been sit­ting on and tak­ing his place on the other side of the re­clin­ing girl.

	Mar­sha seemed to know that there was no point in fight­ing it now. She lay spread-eagled on the car­pet, Donny and Jerry on either side of her, suck­ing and lick­ing at her tender tits, while Laurel lay between her open legs, lap­ping gently, know­ingly at her ex­posed pussy slit.

	The feel­ings those three hot mouths caused be­came over­whelm­ing al­most im­me­di­ately. Mar­sha moaned and put her arms around the boys’ necks, draw­ing their warm, suc­tion­ing lips in tighter on her throb­bing tits. The little teen­ager let the last of her res­ist­ance drain away. Her shapely ass began rolling up and back on the cush­iony car­pet, her wet cunt mash­ing open against Laurel’s quest­ing tongue.

	“Un­nnnngggggh-oh­h­h­h­h­h­hhh!” Mar­sha mur­mured hotly, way down in her throat, as the slither­ing tongue shot up in­side her and the boys nursed hun­grily at her firm tits.

	Laurel felt a wave of slick, su­per-heated cunt oil flow out of the girl’s pussy as Mar­sha moaned. The pussy-hungry blonde sucked the boil­ing love-honey down and lapped gently at the teen’s, ex­cited clit.

	“Eeeeee! Ohhh, God, you three are driv­ing me craz­eeeeeeeeee!” Mar­sha screamed. Laurel’s lips sud­denly clamped down hard on the tiny clit and began to suck.

	Her pretty face awash in a sea of cunt juice, Laurel raised her head briefly to ob­serve the boys’ mad tonguing. They were lash­ing and suck­ing at Mar­sha’s tits like a pair of starving ba­bies. Mar­sha’s flat little stom­ach was rip­pling with ex­cite­ment and her breath was com­ing in short, ragged gasps.

	Laurel knew that just a few swipes of her own tongue would send the writh­ing teen­age girl over the top to a scream­ing, sear­ing or­gasm. But that wasn’t what Laurel wanted, not right now.

	The schem­ing blonde tickled the younger girl’s clit lightly with just the tip of her tongue. Mar­sha whined and thrust her burn­ing clit for­ward, try­ing to get Laurel to suck it hard.

	“Eat me!” Mar­sha squealed in a frenzy of il­li­cit de­sire. “Suck my cunt. Lick it! Lick it hard… the way you… you know I need it!”

	Laurel teased the pas­sion-drugged girl even more, a cruel little smile etched on her beau­ti­ful face. Gently, like a but­ter­fly land­ing on a flower, Laurel kissed the hot pussy un­til new gushes of cunt oil were flow­ing in stream out of it. The ex­quis­ite little ass beat help­lessly against the floor and all Mar­sha could do was gurgle and moan for more.

	“Now, darlings,” Laurel panted, pulling her lips from the mol­ten pussy. “Which one of you would like to fuck this hot little pussy?”

	Laurel looked at the firm, throb­bing cock that lay be­side her head on Mar­sha’s belly. She smiled up at Jerry, the pulsing cock’s tit-gob­bling owner.

	“How about you, stud?” Laurel whispered sex­ily, bend­ing close to the boy’s en­gorged, thud­ding-with-ex­cite­ment prick. “How would you like to get this big mutha’ right in­side my little friend’s boil­ing cunt?”

	With that, Laurel sucked the tip of Jerry’s burn­ing cock into her own cunt oil slick lips.

	The rav­ish­ing blonde let her head glide up and down the ex­cited boy’s fat cock a few times, un­til it shone with her saliva and the younger girl’s slip­pery juices.

	“There, that ought to be wet enough to slide in just about any­where you want to put it!” Laurel winked up at Jerry, then turned her head to the other side of Mar­sha’s heav­ing belly.

	Donny’s hard prick greeted his mother’s mouth there. The sight of Laurel eat­ing Mar­sha while Donny and Jerry had sucked the re­luct­ant bru­nette’s tits had more than re­vived Donny’s re­cently sat­is­fied de­sire. His cock stood out firm and ready.

	Laurel wasted no time in mak­ing sure that her son’s cock re­mained that way. The vo­lup­tu­ous older wo­man dove on the boy’s prick, for­cing it deep in her will­ing throat as she cooed and sucked with un­dis­guised de­light.

	Donny groaned and worked his hips for­ward, spear­ing every last mil­li­meter of his stiff cock in­side his mother’s eagerly suck­ing mouth. Her tongue swirled and lapped at the swollen flesh, bast­ing it with her own hot spittle and the residue of Mar­sha’s su­per-slick cunt juice.

	“Fuck her, baby?” Laurel panted, pulling her lips re­luct­antly from her boy’s prick.

	“Fuck her right in the pussy. It’s what she wants, isn’t it, Mar­sha, dear?” Laurel tickled the younger girl’s clit ex­pertly with a fin­ger­tip. A wave of clear, hot girl oil shot out of the little bru­nette’s already sop­ping cunt hole. Laurel kept up the teas­ing pres­sure, just enough to ex­cite to a frenzy, not enough to make the tor­tured teen­ager come.

	“Isn’t it, darling?” Laurel re­peated in a whis­per. “Isn’t my boy’s hard, thick cock just what your little cunt wants?”

	Mar­sha held off for a few heart­beats, res­ist­ing. She didn’t want to say the words Laurel wasted to hear, that was plain.

	But Laurel’s fin­ger on the girl’s clit was re­lent­less. The blonde vixen tickled and teased and built the young girl to the edge of a blis­ter­ing cli­max, then with­drew her fin­ger­tip from the pant­ing, writh­ing girl’s reach.

	“Isn’t it?”

	Mar­sha moaned. “Yesssssss! Oh, God, yes. I want to fuck! I want a cock, a fin­ger, a tongue. Oh, dear God, yes, I want… I want to… to commmme!”

	Laurel smiled in vic­tory. She nod­ded to Donny.

	“On your back, darling,” she in­struc­ted the boy. “Let Mar­sha climb on and ease her pussy down on top of your cock. You’ll en­joy it more that way, you’ll see.”

	Donny obeyed quickly, his prick whip­ping straight and hard above his balls as he flopped onto the car­pet next to Mar­sha on his back. Jerry and Laurel let the girl free and smiled at each other know­ingly as she scrambled up onto her knees and crawled straight for the younger boy’s wag­gling prick. She wasted no time in strad­dling his lithe body and cen­ter­ing the hot plug of cock head right in the middle of her sim­mer­ing cunt.

	“Oh, screw me, you little fucker!” Mar­sha whined as she flung her clasp­ing pussy down on the boy’s up-turned prick. “Fuck me for all you’re worth. Je­sus, do I need to get off!”

	Mar­sha whipped her beau­ti­ful little ass up and down on the boy’s cock like a mad wo­man. Her cunt ate the throb­bing prick hun­grily again and again as Mar­sha moaned and gasped with pleas­ure at each thrill­ing plunge.

	Jerry watched the ac­tion with ob­vi­ous ap­proval for a minute or so, his own en­gorged prick be­com­ing even more full as he ob­served the lust-driven couple. His eyes seemed to burn a hole in Mar­sha’s quiv­er­ing ass cheeks as they rode and jiggled up and down.

	“You were sure right, Laurel,” the fas­cin­ated teen growled, his voice gruff with arousal. “That is one piece of ass I’d gladly wait for!”

	The horny pool cleaner moved up be­hind the wildly hunch­ing bru­nette, kneel­ing between the girl’s splayed-open legs. He guided the tip of his still glisten­ing cock up to the very en­trance of the eight­een-year-old’s puckered as­shole.

	“A little grease never hurts,” Jerry muttered, shov­ing a couple of fin­gers full of his own slip­pery spittle up into the un­sus­pect­ing girl’s as­shole be­fore push­ing his cock up against the tender open­ing.

	“Ugghhh! Oooh! Whaaa?” Mar­sha wailed as the hot fluid filled her as­shole.

	The en­rap­tured, glid­ing girl was si­lent after a mo­ment, ob­vi­ously de­cid­ing that she liked the feel of the warm li­quid up her ass, and the pres­sure of the su­per-heated prick rest­ing against her tight little as­shole. The pretty, dark-haired girl sighed and began hump­ing again, her trim ass ground­ing up against the hot cock a little more firmly with each stroke. Jerry’s eyes grew wide with sat­is­fac­tion. All the big teen­ager had to do was keep his hard prick pushed tightly up against the clasp­ing as­shole and Mar­sha’s own frantic fuck move­ments were driv­ing it up in­side her. The girl mewled and grunted and kept on push­ing, just like she couldn’t wait to get more of Jerry’s long cock up into her vir­gin ass.

	“Oh­h­hhh!” Mar­sha sud­denly groaned, as the mush­room-like head of Jerry’s big prick ab­ruptly popped through her tight as­shole. “Oh, dear God, it’s… it’s go­ing up in­side me! It’s go­ing in… back there!”

	Jerry laughed, clearly en­joy­ing the girl’s sur­prise and dis­may. It was ob­vi­ous he liked fuck­ing a girl’s as­shole whether she wanted it or not. Maybe he even liked it a little bet­ter if she didn’t!

	“Ugh!” the boy grim­aced as he took both of Mar­sha’s sump­tu­ous ass cheeks in hand and lunged for­ward.

	Half of Jerry’s long, thick cock dis­ap­peared up into the un­will­ing teen­ager’s ass. Mar­sha screamed and dug her nails into the car­pet. She bucked, try­ing to dis­lodge the hump­ing boy, but her fren­zied thrash­ing only suc­ceeded in driv­ing an­other inch of cock into her ab­used ass.

	“N-Noooooo!” Mar­sha pleaded. “Nuh… not… not up thereee!” Jerry laughed and rammed all his prick into the protest­ing girl’s as­shole. He didn’t stop un­til his balls were rest­ing against the spot where Donny’s cock rode deep in Mar­sha’s cunt.

	“Oh, oh, man, that feels wild!” Donny shouted as the other boy’s cock glided past his, sep­ar­ated only by the thin mem­brane of the girl’s pussy wall.

	“You know it!” Jerry sighed. “Let’s fuck her to­gether, kid. Let’s really get our cocks go­ing in this hot little bitch!”

	Mar­sha groaned. “No! No, you can’t do it at the same time! You’ll rip me apart. You’ll kill meeeeeee!”

	The girl screamed as both boys pulled their im­pal­ing cocks nearly free, then drove them back in at the same time. The girl’s speared body con­vulsed and shook as if she was be­ing knifed in the lower belly.

	Jerry and the younger boy didn’t stop. Again and again, they lanced their bludgeon­ing cocks into the de­fense­less girl, lift­ing her body up­ward as they fucked her hard and deep.

	“Ummm, un­ggh, ohhh, oh­h­hhh, Gawwd!” Mar­sha moaned and bawled as their pricks tore up into her.

	“Je­sus, baby, what an ass you got!” Jerry gasped, grabbing the girl’s tits like hand holds. He bent Mar­sha over and really star­ted to give it to her like a steam en­gine, chug-chug-chug, right up her grip­ping ass.

	“Ah­h­h­h­hhh… uggh­h­hhh!”

	Mar­sha bel­lowed, the big cock pum­mel­ing out a steady beat up her ass while Donny sawed his fireplug cock re­lent­lessly in and out of her gush­ing pussy.

	The in­tens­ity or the younger girl’s scream brought Laurel out of her own sexual trance. The honey-blonde had been toy­ing with her own pussy and tits, mes­mer­ized by the show the three teen­agers had been put­ting on just in front of her on the rug.

	Laurel star­ted to cau­tion the boys, afraid that they might be do­ing per­man­ent dam­age to the pretty bru­nette. But then she no­ticed the slight up-turn on Mar­sha’s lips, the way the girl was al­most im­per­cept­ibly mov­ing back­ward now to meet Jerry’s hot thrusts up her ass, the eager jerk of the youth­ful thighs down­ward onto Donny’s up-drilling cock.

	Reach­ing out, Laurel en­twined her fin­gers around the girl’s dark locks and drew her off to one side, to­ward her­self. The el­eg­ant blonde threw her legs over her son’s chest and pulled Mar­sha’s head down lower.

	“SO, you’re en­joy­ing it now, aren’t you, darling?” Laurel whispered to the younger wo­man. “Well, eat me. Eat my pussy so I can en­joy it too! Come on, you know you want to. Why not just give in, give in and do it all!”

	Mar­sha was too turned-on to care. Without even an­swer­ing, the pretty teen­ager’s tongue dived into Laurel’s offered cunt. The little bru­nette’s tongue was every­where on Laurel’s pussy slit at once. Lap­ping at the in­flamed clit, delving in­side the juicy lips, tick­ling wildly, ex­citedly at the hairy mouth, toy­ing with the puckered as­shole be­low Laurel’s seeth­ing cunt, Mar­sha’s tongue went every­where as the two boys gave Mar­sha’s wrig­gling ass more fuck­ing than she had ever ima­gined pos­sible.

	“Oh, oh, fuck, yesss! Eat me. Eat me just like that!” Laurel whined in ec­stasy. “Suck my pussy and we’ll all come to­gether!”

	Jerry groaned and shoved his cock into Mar­sha. “To­gether!” he grunted, sweat­ing with the ef­fort of ass fuck­ing the gor­geous eight­een-year-old. “To­gether!”

	“To­gether,” Donny sighed from be­neath Mar­sha’s flail­ing, grind­ing body. “Oh, yeah, man, let’s get off to­gether!”

	“Suck it! Suck my hot clit!” Laurel screamed with joy as the girl’s nurs­ing lips tugged hun­grily at her swollen clit. “Oh, oh, Je­sus, to­gether!”

	Mar­sha was cry­ing, tears of ut­ter bliss flow­ing down her pretty cheeks as she sucked at Laurel’s boil­ing cunt. She was chant­ing “to­gether, to­gether” with the other three, burbling the word hap­pily up into the older wo­man’s pussy as she kissed and licked and sucked.

	“Can’t… can’t wait too much more!” Donny sud­denly shrieked, his body go­ing stiff as a two-by-four.

	“You… you ain’t alone, kid!” Jerry gasped, sink­ing his fiery prick deep in Mar­sha’s wig­gling ass and hold­ing her jerking hips tightly. “This little bitch is gonna suck the come right out of me with her hot ass!”

	“Can’t… hold… baaaaack!” Donny howled, the first spurt of come splash­ing up into Mar­sha’s fe­ver­ishly clutch­ing cunt.

	“UMMMMMMMMM!” Mar­sha gave a throaty growl up into Laurel’s pussy as the heated jizz filled her.

	“Je­sus! Je­sus, is she ever comin’!” Jerry cried out, the fren­zied con­trac­tions in Mar­sha’s ass hold­ing his sunken cock like a vel­vet vise.

	The greedy suc­tion was too much for the horny pool cleaner. With a roar of ec­stasy, Jerry un­loaded a huge spurt of cream right up into Mar­sha’s ass.

	The second wave of lava-hot come cas­cad­ing into her was al­most too much for the cli­max­ing bru­nette to stand. Mar­sha clamped down hard on Laurel’s quiv­er­ing clit and held on as the boys emp­tied their balls into her in one sear­ing blast after an­other.

	“Guh… Gawwwwwd­dddd!” Laurel choked as the teen­ager’s out of con­trol suck­ing nearly tore her clit free.

	The power of the lap­ping tongue and the fiercely suc­tion­ing lips sent Laurel’s head spin­ning. A rain­bow of fiery come sen­sa­tions flashed through the cli­max­ing blonde. Rich vi­brant col­ors throbbed be­fore Laurel’s closed eyes, and her pussy jerked and spasmed un­con­trol­lably around Mar­sha’s eager tongue.

	“Come! Come. Oh, eat my come with your hot little mouth. Swal­low it, you hungry little cunt!” Laurel begged Mar­sha as the steamy fluid rolled out in clasp­ing waves.

	Mar­sha did just that. The turned-on teen­ager lapped at Laurel’s con­tract­ing pussy un­til the heady, suc­cu­lent juice stopped flow­ing. The pretty eight­een-year-old kept her face bur­ied in the wet pink­ness un­til the boys’ balls were fin­ished pump­ing their sear­ing juice into her and all of Laurel’s lush girl cream was gone.

	The spent four­some stayed en­twined un­til breath came back to their pant­ing lungs. Slowly, Laurel pulled her lips back from Mar­sha’s kiss­ing mouth. Jerry eased his soft prick out of the young girl’s tight ass sheath.

	“God, baby, that was choice,” Jerry sighed, pat­ting Mar­sha on the ass.

	The girl sighed and pulled her ass up higher, as if seek­ing his touch as his hand drew away. The ac­tion on her part tugged Donny’s limp cock from her suck­ing pussy lips.

	Laurel watched as the first slip­pery curds of her son’s come dripped from the other girl’s pussy. There was some­thing in­cred­ibly erotic about the way the thick, gooey male sex cream flowed out of the beau­ti­ful teen­ager’s pout­ing cunt. It made the juices be­gin to flow anew in Laurel’s own re­cently sat­is­fied pussy as she watched it.

	Mar­sha looked down and saw the older beauty eye­ing her sop­ping cunt. The young­ster’s big tits gave an in­vol­un­tary heave of re­newed ex­cite­ment.

	Word­lessly, the small bru­nette dis­en­gaged her­self from Donny and Jerry and lay back in the cen­ter of the room on her back. The aroused teen gave Laurel a hope­ful smile and opened her legs wide.

	Laurel was look­ing right down the girl’s spread pussy. The sex-hungry blonde felt her heart poundng faster as she eyed the pud­ding-like mass of cock cream ooz­ing out of the little teen’s cunt.

	Get­ting up onto her knees, Laurel crawled over her son and made her way to Mar­sha.

	Un­able to take her eyes off the other girl’s gooey treas­ure, Laurel po­si­tioned her­self over the dark-haired girl’s face in a clas­sic 69.

	“Suck me again, baby,” she urged the younger girl. “Eat me real good while I clean you all up with my hot tongue!”

	Laurel’s hot mouth came down on Mar­sha’s cunt and the girl whimpered with de­light. In a mat­ter of seconds, Mar­sha’s fin­gers were dig­ging in to Laurel’s ex­quis­ite ass cheeks, pulling Laurel’s glisten­ing cunt down onto her own up-turned mouth.

	The feel of the girl’s will­ing, wan­ton mouth on her cunt coupled with the taste of her son’s spunk sucked fresh from Mar­sha’s juicy cleft sent a shiver of ec­stasy through Laurel. The ra­di­ant blonde ground her pussy down against the eagerly lap­ping tongue and bur­ied her own mouth between the smallish, sperm-smeared cunt lips. She wanted to suck every last drop of the salty cream from the groan­ing, lick­ing girl’s pussy.

	“Je­sus! Look at her eat it right out of her pussy!” Jerry whispered in awe from some­where be­hind Laurel. “What a hot pair of bitches, kid. What fuckin’ we got in store for us!”

	“Yeah, just look at ‘em go!” Donny agreed in the same horny, be­dazzled tone.

	Laurel smiled in­wardly and kept on eat­ing, her pas­sion grow­ing by the minute. They were young boys, al­ways ready to shoot a new load into a will­ing cunt. In just a few minutes, the soar­ing blonde con­grat­u­lated her­self, the two lusty teens would be hard again, ready to jam their greedy young pricks into Mar­sha and her again… and again.

	This was what she had needed all along, Laurel told her­self breath­lessly, this kind of rapid-fire, no-holds-barred kind of fuck­ing.

	Through all of the one-night stands be­fore Donny’s father had found her out and left, through all of the guys she had fucked her way through since the di­vorce – this was the kind of screw­ing she needed to keep her happy and home at night. The kind only young boys could give her!

	Laurel’s heart felt like burst­ing with joy be­cause it was hap­pen­ing. Even as she was com­ing, pump­ing her hot juices down Mar­sha’s hungry, ac­cept­ing mouth, Laurel knew that this was only the be­gin­ning.

	Mar­sha and Jerry were only the start. Both of them would have lots of pretty, fiercely horny teen­age friends. And all of them would be more than glad to meet Laurel and Donny, once they went to a party like this – Laurel was [miss­ing text].

	As if to second her no­tion, the pant­ing house­wife felt some­thing round and hot and hard pok­ing at her as­shole at that very in­stant. Laurel looked back over her shoulder to see Donny on his knees be­hind her. His thick, fat cock was rock-hard and ready and poin­ted right up her ass.

	“Oh, do it, darling,” she sighed as if in a dream. “Do it to Mama. Put it right up her ass and fuck her right to heaven!”

	Laurel smiled and put her head down in Mar­sha’s gush­ing cunt and began lick­ing. She closed her eyes, sat­is­fied.
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