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Jeff was having a hard time keeping his eyes off the voluptuous new temp who had been working for him for the last week. Cindy Ames was perhaps 10 years older than he was, but all the young guys in the office had their tongues hanging out whenever she was around.
Cindy was a stunning woman with a breathtaking figure. She was a tall redhead who may have been pushing 40 but her hourglass curves were firm and generous and she wasn't shy about showing them off.
When she walked into Jeff's office late that afternoon she was wearing very high heels, black nylons and a short grey skirt. She had a little red purse slung over her shoulder. A tight white blouse strained to contain her out-thrust breasts which were clearly visible through her shirt. The 3 buttons that were casually undone left a magnificent expanse of cleavage on display for anyone who was interested and Jeff was definitely interested.
Cindy's eyes were twinkling merrily behind her big rimmed glasses as she stopped and tapped lightly at the door frame to Jeff's office.
"Mr. Young, I have that document you wanted to see..." she said to get his attention.
Jeff, who had been watching her through his window into the office, pretended to look up as if he hadn't seen her coming.
"Thank you Mrs. Ames. I ..ahhh ..I appreciate that..." Jeff stammered as he reached out across the desk for the report. Cindy walked over, leaned forward slowly and placed the paperwork in front of her boss. Her smile broadened as she watched Jeff's eyes follow her bulging breasts down when she leaned over.
"There are a couple of changes I made that I wanted to point out to you..."
"Yes...Unnn...Mrs. Ames... Changes?..." Jeff stammered, barely able to bring his eyes up to focus on his secretary's face.
He noticed that Cindy was pursing her lips just a little bit. She was wearing a bright, red lipstick and Jeff suddenly pictured her gorgeous mouth wrapped around the end of his cock. He imagined her on her knees, her eyes staring up into his from behind her glasses, as her lips formed a seductive oval around his knob. His prick lurched uncontrollably in his pants at this tantalizing image and he shifted closer to his desk.
Cindy straightened up slowly, put her purse down on the corner of his desk and moved around behind Jeff's chair. She bent over behind her boss and reached around to shuffle through the pages of the document in front of him.
"They're right here sir, on pages 27 and 31..." Cindy said quietly, snuggling in behind the anxious young man.
Jeff could barely breathe with excitement as his secretary's pillow like breasts pressed against him. She was wearing a flowery perfume that was making him light headed....or maybe it was just all the blood rushing to his cock!
"I don't see...you mean unn.. this... this sentence here?..." Jeff asked, his fingers shaking as he tried to examine the document in front of him.
"It's further down the page..." Cindy purred into her boss's ear as she took Jeff's hand in hers and moved it. She pressed her big tits more tightly against him as she toyed with the hairs on the back of his hand. Then she reached further across his desk and touched the picture of his wife, making sure her breasts moved across his cheek as she stretched out.
"Is this you're wife?...She looks very sweet!...I'll bet you two have a good time!..."
Jeff could feel his ear and his cheek flaming as Cindy's tits jiggled against him.
"That's my wife, Allison. We used to do more but ...with two young kids...we don't do as much as we used to. Not as many good times these days..." Jeff said distractedly.
"Mmmmm Hmmm!..." Cindy murmured, straightening up and coming around to stand beside her boss.
Jeff looked up and all he could see were Cindy's two mountainous melons looming over him. Her eyes were scanning the outer office. Then she looked down at her young boss and smiled seductively. She leaned forward so that her half bared tits were hanging right in his face.
"Do you like to have a good time, Jeff?...I'll bet Allison knows what you like?..." Cindy said, moving one hand lightly against his chest. Then she was scratching at his nipple through his shirt with one sharp fingernail.
"A sexy young couple like you. Once the kids are in bed, I'll bet she's all over you. Sitting on your lap while you're watching TV...taking it out, slipping it up under her skirt in case one of the kids comes down for a glass of water. Playing with it 'til it's hard and then putting it in, maybe just a little....". she said, twisting his taut nipple sensuously.
"Does she like to tease you like that Jeff?... Just slipping the head inside then sitting on the end of it!... Even if she won't let you put it all the way in, she can still jerk you off inside her!...Ummm!.... Even if it's just a quickie!"...she purred.
"Is that what you and Allison do?.. You know what I mean Jeff?..." Cindy asked, closing her free hand into a fist and making a lewd jacking-off motion with it in front of her speechless young boss.
"Unnn!...Cindy!...Mrs. Ames!...We don't!...Not really!...Ohhh!..." Jeff groaned. He couldn't believe how hot she was making him with her lewd conversation and lurid gestures.
"Why Jeff!... I can't believe that!... If it was me, well... But I always have a hard time keeping my hands to myself, and not just my hands!..." Cindy said in a gravelly voice, as she stretched his throbbing nipple away from his chest. She watched him with amusement as his taut flesh pulsed angrily between her viciously squeezing fingertips.
"Ahhhh!...Wait!....Mrs. Ames!...Don't!...Maybe we should talk!...Or go out!..." Jeff whispered in a quavering voice.
Cindy smiled, continuing to abuse her boss's breast through his shirt for another long moment. Then she let go and moved over towards the door.
"I don't think we need to go anywhere boss!...Maybe I'll just close this!..." she said closing and locking the door... "and these..." she said, drawing the blinds as curious faces turned in her direction.
Cindy turned to once again face the wide-eyed young man ogling her. With a confident swagger she walked over to his side of the desk.
Jeff sat there in shock, his legs tight together. He stared at his wanton secretary, anxiously ignoring his obvious hard-on as if that would make it invisible. Cindy wasn't nearly as shy as she let her gaze drift meaningfully down into her boss's crotch.

"You like big tits don't you Jeff? I've seen you looking down my shirt ever since I got here! Would you like to see more?..." she asked as she raised one stiletto clad foot and wormed it between Jeff's legs. She pushed his chair back a little as she perched against his desk. She casually prodded his balls and the root of his cock with her pointed toe. At the same time she reached up and cupped one of her mammoth tits in her hand and squeezed it sensuously.
"They're bigger than Allison's aren't they baby?... How long have you two been married?..." she asked as she slid her leather clad sole up and down over the length of his cock.
"Seven years...Mrs Ames!..Cindy!...Maybe we shouldn't... I mean, I think you'd better...Ohhh!..." Jeff yelped as Cindy jabbed her pointed heel into his balls.
"You think I better what?... Oh, and you can call me Mrs. Ames, I like that ...You don't want me to stop do you lover?...I haven't even started yet!..." she taunted, leaning hard on the heel she was grinding into his quivering testicles.
"Mrs. Ames!...Agggghh!..Easy!...Pleeaase!..." Jeff begged, as a paralyzing nausea gripped his groin.
" Jeff, I really don't want to hurt you! I just want you to be nice! Can you do that? Because I can be nice too, if you're a good boy! Very, very nice! "
"Yes!...Yes, I will! ...I do!...Mrs. Ames!.." Jeff panted, the sweat beading on his brow as his balls spasmed under Cindy's punishing heel. She held him pinned to his seat for a little longer with her twisting foot and then she eased off the pressure with a satisfied smile.
"Now tell me... you like big breasts, don't you Jeff?...All the boys do!...Most of the boys I fuck love these big old tits!" she purred, opening two more buttons so that her bra encased breasts spilled out of her shirt.
"They love to squeeze them and suck them. My nipples get all hard and long, when they do that. I just can't help it! And of course they love to fuck them, if I let them!... " she purred, lifting her round orbs with both hands and squeezing them together lewdly.
"But I only let the boys fuck these if they've been especially nice to me!..Ummm!... Would you like to fuck them Jeff?...Would you like to fuck my tits?..." Cindy asked with a grin. Gracefully she dropped to her knees in front of her seated boss. Jeff shifted about excitedly. Some of the steel had left his tool when Cindy was mauling his nuts with her heel. But when she spread his thighs with her hands and thrust her barely covered tits into his crotch, his cock responded eagerly.
"Do you like that baby?...Ummm! ..." Cindy teased, mashing her resilient tits lewdly into his crotch.
"You're hard already, aren't you?...Really hard?...Ummm Hmmm!...You are!...I can feel it!..." Cindy said as she twisted her shoulders back and forth, making his cock strain through his pants against her chest.
"Oh my God!....Unnnn!..Mrs. Ames!..."
"Feels good, doesn't it baby? Does Allison let you fuck her little tits? Girls with little tits have big nipples don't they? Does she squeeze your knob and stick her pointy nipples into the mouth of your cock. The boys love it when I do that, stick my hard nipple into the tip of their cocks and jack them off like that ...You'd probably think I was a real slut if I did that, wouldn't you Jeff?..." Cindy murmured as she deftly undid her boss's zipper and fished out his rigid cock. With her eyes burning up into his she flipped the little catch at the front of her bra, freeing her bare conical orbs
Pleeease!...Mrs. Ames!...Yessss!...Oh God!...Please!...Unnn!...Don't stop!..." Jeff moaned as his sexy secretary rubbed his hard-on against her cushiony breasts. Her lewd fondling and her dirty talk were driving him nuts!
"We don't have much time right now lover!.... " Cindy cooed with a knowing smile as she closed her hands on the outer swells of her tits and smothered Jeff's bare erection between them.
"Do you like that?...Do you like it when I squeeze your cock between my tits?...Does it make you want to come?...Would you like it if I made you come like this baby?..."
"Please Cindy!...Ahhh!...Yesss!...Yess!...Noooo!..." Jeff gasped as Cindy suddenly cupped his testicles in one hand and squeezed them viciously.
"I'd prefer you to call me Mrs. Ames, honey!..." she said with a smile as she mauled his nuts in her clenched palm. Jeff hastily nodded yes and Cindy slowly released the pressure on his balls. She again squeezed her pillowy boobs around his tool. Still holding his eyes with hers, she hefted her compressed tits up and down, up and down, lewdly jacking him off into her steamy cleavage.
"Ahhh!...Mrs. Ames!...Please!...Yes!...I can't help it!...Nnnn!...Don't stop!...Make me come!..." Jeff gasped, as his pre-come began to stream from his cock, greasing the luscious valley between Cindy's milky tits.
Cindy rocked back on her knees, freeing Jeff's cock from her glistening breasts. She then closed her two fists, hand over hand around his rigid pole and squeezed. The blood in his erection pulsed frantically under her wringing hands. Cindy watched with a satisfied smile as the crown of Jeff's cock mushroomed into a huge purple dome above her clenched fists.
"You want to come, don't you lover?...Your balls are ready to burst, aren't they?..." Cindy purred, jacking Jeff's cock in a hard, slow rhythm that had him squirming with arousal. She jerked his taut flesh up and down the two or three inches it would stretch around his engorged shaft. Up and down, up and down she pulled on his cock, smiling as she watched his balls knot up, knowing his come was churning for release. She masturbated him with a firm deliberate stroke, her smile getting broader as Jeff's knob turned an angry tomato red above her pumping fists.
"Do you like that baby?..Does little Allsion jerk you good like this?..Does she let you come on her face?...On her tits?...I'll bet she doesn't, does she?... Guys love to cream in a girl's face!....But little Allison won't let you, will she?...She thinks it too nasty!...But I will baby!... I want you to!...I want it sooo bad!...Do it baby!... Shoot your hot come all over Cindy!...Let me see you squirt!.." she urged like a whore as she beat his throbbing pole. Her big tits shook deliciously in time with the rhythm of her torrid masturbation.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Ohhhh!...Yesss!...Yesss!..."Jeff pleaded, his hips thrusting up urgently into Cindy's purposefully stroking hands. His cock was on fire with the excitement that was raging through his groin.
"Come on baby!..Come for Cindy!... Come on my tits!...Comeeeee!.." she urged, moving one hand up around Jeff's cock crown. Using his pre-come to lubricate her palm, she began to twist her closed fist back and forth around his sensitive knob. She knew he wouldn't be able to hold it when she did that! She turned her greasy fist around and around on the big ridge under his cock crown. The pre-come streamed from his knob and over her wrist in response. Smiling up at him as he writhed under her hands, she yanked the shaft of his cock faster and faster.
"Ahhhh!...Ahhh!...Ohhh Gooddd!..." Jeff squeaked, biting his lip as Cindy's expert ministrations brought him to the brink.
"Give it up baby!...Do it!.. Squirt for me!...Squirt it on my glasses!.." Cindy coaxed sluttishly, leaning over so that the bulbous head of Jeff's cock was aimed directly at her upturned face.
"It's coming!...Yesss!...I can feel it!...Cooooome!..." she whispered, dragging her tongue around her ovalled lips in wanton invitation. Cindy watched excitedly as his little pee slit flared open widely, pulsing like a little mouth. She knew he was going to come now! She slammed her fist to the root of his shaft and pressed down hard.
"Gnnnn!...Nnnnn!...Nooo!...Yessss!...." Jeff moaned as his balls lurched and a tremendous volley of sperm erupted from the gaping mouth of his cock. The milky stream splattered wetly on Cindy's lips and cheeks.
"Ummm!...Yess!...Like that!...Ummm Hmmm!..." Cindy purred. Jeff's balls were tight as nails as his orgasm began to wrack him.
"Ahhhhh!...Goddd!..." he cried excitedly as a second blast of sperm erupted onto the collar of Cindy's blouse. But then the scheming secretary clenched the base of Jeff's cock hard in the ring of her thumb and forefinger. She smiled mischievously as Jeff's come pounded for release but she held it in check with a viscous squeeze.
"Whaaa!....Mrs. Ames!...Pleease!...Ahhhh!...Let go!...Let me come!...''' Jeff moaned as his balls spasmed with excruciating tension. Cindy maintained a steady pressure on the root of his prick refusing to allow him his release.
The gasping young manager reached down and frantically tried to pry Cindy's hand lose from his bursting cock.
Cindy reached into his straining crotch with her free hand, pinched one of his drum taut nuts between her sharp nailed fingertips and squeezed it viciously.
"What's the matter Jeff?...You've really got to come now, don't you lover?...Doesn't Allison do you like this?... You'll enjoy it so much more if you have to wait for it!...Trust me!...I know what I'm doing!... Now be a good boy!..." Cindy said with a knowing smile as she pressed his tender testicle between her fingertips again and again, making it squish around agonizingly inside his fleshy sac. She knew what the boys liked! And she also knew what hurt, a lot! She pinched his vulnerable nut hard, knowing that she could make a man do anything she wanted when she had him like this!
"Gnnaahhh!...Unnnn!...Mrs. Ames!...Please!..." Jeff cried, twisting now in surprised anguish. He struggled for a moment longer but waves of blinding nausea were washing through his groin. Jeff's hands finally flew to the arm-rests of his chair which he gripped 'til his knuckles were white.
"Please!... Please!..." he whimpered . The sweat was streaming off his brow as he looked pleadingly into Cindy's smiling eyes. Slowly she released the pressure on his agonized ball, but her grip remained firm around his still throbbing organ.
"Baby needs to come so bad!..." she teased..."Little Cindy will take good care of you!..." she purred, leaning back and giving his swollen cock a flurry of sharp, quick strokes with the hand she had been using to abuse his testicle. As her little fist raced up and down his angry tool, Cindy relaxed the squeeze she had on the root of his shaft.
"Agggghhhhh!...Ahhhh!...Noooo!..Agggg!..." Jeff cried out, heaving upwards in an agony of ecstasy as his lurching balls convulsed and two huge volleys of sperm streaked across the tops of Cindy's heaving breasts. Before he could come any more Cindy ringed her fingers around his shaft and squeezed, again aborting his frantic climax. But she never stopped masturbating him with her other hand
"Ohhh!...That one hurt a bit didn't it, lover?..." she giggled
"I'll bet you've got a lot more hot come for me, don't you Jeff?..I love the feel of it on me, dripping down my face and my chest!... It makes me feel so sexy!...Do I look sexy, with your come all over me baby?...Do I!..."
Jeff looked down at his wanton secretary in amazement. With his creamy sperm gleaming on her clothes and her flesh, Jeff thought he had never seen anything that looked so arousing. His groin was convulsing with a combination of frustration and excitement. His cock was becoming raw with abuse and yet he had never been so anxious to come in all his life.
He started to reach down to try and free her still her torturing hands once again but Cindy had only to let her fingertips drift down and press warningly into his quivering nutsack and he stopped.
"Be a good boy now baby!...Let Mrs. Ames take care of this juicy cock.!...When I'm finished with you, you won't have a drop left!..."...she promised, masturbating him frenziedly..."And you won't be fucking your little Allison any time soon, I promise you that!..."
"Yesss, Mrs. Ames!... Do it, please!...Don't stopppp!...Ahhhh, it feels!...Unnn!.."
Cindy laid his cock against her cheek as she continued to beat him off, puckering a teasing kiss at him she released her grip on his cock root again.
There were a couple of heartbeats where there was no sound except the squishing noise of Cindy's shuttling fingers flying up and down his cock and then there was a panicky cry from Jeff ... "Unnnn!... Ahhh!...Ahhhh!...Ahhhhhh!..." .
It felt like his groin was tearing apart. Then his balls convulsed and his sticky come jetted up into Cindy's hair. Cindy only smiled and pressed her glowing cheek harder into his throbbing member. She aimed his cock so that his feverish spurts coated her face, her shoulders and her tits.
"Naughty boy!...Coming and coming all over me!..Does it feel good?...Do you like it Jeff?... Want me to keep doing it?..." Cindy whispered as she cut him off again.
"Mrs. Ames!...Please!..It hurts so much!...Please!...Just let it come!..."..Jeff pleaded. His erection was feverishly swollen and all the veins bulged angrily above Cindy's strangling grasp.
"I know baby!...I know!...Just wait!..." Cindy taunted as she leaned forward and dragged Jeff's cock up and down across the breast bone between her creamy breasts. She wiped all of his glistening man juice off until his shaft was dry.
"This might hurt a bit lover!...Tell me if you want me to stop!..." she purred. Once again she gripped his burning shaft and beat it furiously. With no lubrication, she knew her pistoning hand was chafing Jeff's already livid flesh terribly. With a cruel smile she just closed her hand tighter.



"Gaaahhh!...Naaaaa!...Godddd!..." he moaned, his cock burning like it was being held in a fire.
Cindy knew she had him beside himself to come, even though the pain she was inflicting on his livid organ was excruciating. She could get anything from him she wanted at this moment.
"Pleease!...Ahhh!...Please Mrs. Ames!..." Jeff begged, humping helplessly up and into her relentlessly driving hand! His cock was on fire and his balls were churning in agony.
"If I let you come baby, I want to see you again!..." she purred, flailing his flesh pitilessly.
"Gaaah!...Mrs.Ames!...Pleeeease!..."
"We'll have some more fun, I promise!...This Friday night!...I don't care what you tell little Allison!.... Nine o'clock!... My place!..." Cindy demanded as she gazed across Jeff's livid cock crown into his tear filled eyes, never slowing her torrid masturbation
"Yes!...Yes!!..I will!...Pleaseee!..." he cried.
"Such a good boy!...Now whenever you see me close my fist and make this little motion..." she whispered as she accelerated her already frantic fisting..."you'll know that I'm thinking about!... How I jacked you off and made you come so hard today!...You'll think about this a lot, I promise!..." Cindy taunted as she stuck out her tongue and laid the tip of Jeff's cock on it. She released her ferocious squeeze at the root of his shaft.
"Naahhhhhh!....Ahhhh!...Godddd!..." Jeff cried in a scream that must surely have been heard throughout the office. His hips jerked up wildly from his seat straining frantically as his balls repeatedly convulsed. Cindy rose up with him, pumping his spewing prick with all her strength.
"Unnnn!..Unnnn!...Owwwww!..." he cried as his come jetted up from his balls in a torrent . Cindy jacked his load into her gaping mouth in perfect time with his shuddering orgasm.
"Cummmmm!...Ummm!...Mmmm!...Cummmm Onnnnn!..." she encouraged gutturally. She didn't even try to swallow his copious flow. She let his sperm fire into her open mouth and as soon as her mouth was full, it just trickled down her chin, his cock and her continuously stroking fist.
"Ahhhhh!...Nahhhh!...Nahhhh!..." Jeff cried as Cindy worked on his inflamed prick, extracting a seemingly endless stream of sperm from his nuts into her come dripping mouth.
"Unnn Huhhh!...UnnHuhhh!...Ummm!...Ummm Hmmm!..." she encouraged as Jeff's orgasm slowly began to subside.
Spitting the creamy load of come that had pooled in her mouth onto his shaft, Cindy used two hands to milk his diminishing flow over her heaving tits.
"Unn Hnnn!...That's it!...All of it lover!...All of it!...I want every drop!..." Cindy coaxed. She knew how to make Jeff come and come and come again. She was well practiced in keeping a man coming long after he thought he was done! She knew how to drain his testicles of every ounce he had! Deliberately she continued to pump Jeff's scarlet tool.
Jeff squirmed more and more uncomfortably as she emptied his balls. Always smiling at him, she waited for the pressure to build under her squeezing fists. Then, just when she knew he was ready to relax, she'd slam her clenched hands down his sorely chafed shaft to the base of his cock. He'd thrust up reflexively and she'd press down with practiced skill. Inevitably his genitals would shudder yet again in response. Over and over she'd do it, coaxing another and another and another spasm out of his cringing nuts. She was forcing him through a dry come now.
"Owwww!...Nooo!...Mrs. Ames!...Enough!...Pleeease!...No more!.." Jeff pleaded, quivering as Cindy continued to jerk his agonized pole. His little pee hole was stretched into a huge gaping oval. There was no more juice even bubbling now in that pulsing hole.
"Just want to be sure I've got it all!.." she said with a wanton smile.
Again and again Jeff thought his balls couldn't give any more, but Cindy was relentless. She waited and squeezed and twisted and jiggled and when she felt that telltale twitch, she fisted him hard and pressed down until his tortured testicles lurched yet again.
"Nnaaaa!...Stop!...Please!..." he pleaded.
Cindy pursed her come smeared lips up at him in a little moo as she gave him one or two more excruciating tugs and then relinquished his sorely spent tool.
"Was that good baby?...Did you like that?.. " she asked, slowly standing up in front of her exhausted and sweat drenched boss. Jeff watched in a weary stupor as Cindy opened her purse and took out a large handkerchief which she used to mop her glasses, her face and her hair. She left his glistening come on her shoulders and chest where it was trickling down into her cleavage. Then she reached into her purse and pulled out a little cellophane packet which she handed to Jeff
Before she buttoned up her blouse, she bent forward and pulled Jeff's face into the greasy valley between her tits. As she pressed his face tight into the swampy mess that coated her breasts, she whispered in his ear..."That's a little Viagra for you honey...For Friday night!...I know you're a young stud but trust me, you're going to need it!"...
With that she reached down and gave his tender member a sharp twist that made Jeff cry out and jump in his seat.
"Don't be late!...And don't forget to take your pill!..." she said straightening up and doing up her blouse. With a lewd wink in his direction, Cindy picked up her purse, turned around and strutted out of his office.
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Jeff arrived at Cindy's apartment that Friday night promptly at eight. His wife had been in a rage when he left. She didn't believe for a minute that he'd been called by an old college room-mate and had to go out with him.
But Jeff would worry about Allison later. Right now he was almost faint with excitement at the prospect of a real date with Cindy. After the amazing sex session she had treated him to in the office a few days earlier, he couldn't imagine what might happen during an evening at her place.
He had taken the Viagra as she had told him to. Of course now he couldn't breathe without his cock hardening up. And the damn thing just stayed up...it wouldn't hardly go down!
He rang the bell to Cindy's apartment. After a minute his red headed secretary opened the door. She looked great! She was wearing a red satin shirt that was stretched tight around her bountiful breasts. Jeff noticed immediately that her prominent nipples were jutting through the shiny material. She was also wearing a long, black leather skirt that was slit up to her thigh and showed an enticing glimpse of stocking top. She moved towards him sexily on high stiletto heels.
"I hope I'm not late..." Jeff said as he tentatively walked in.
"Of course you aren't..." Cindy said, walking up to him, taking his arm and pulling herself tight to his side..."I'm so glad to see you!..."
She swiveled around and pressed her lush curves up against him as she whispered into his ear..." Did you take your pill?"
Jeff couldn't believe the excitement that washed over him at the feel of Cindy's luxurious tits crushing against his chest. As she teasingly tilted her loins up into his, his cock immediately responded, swelling instantly it a fierce rigidity. He knew she couldn't help but feel it thrusting against her.
"Yes, you did!....I can feel it!...Good boy!..." she whispered, doing a lewd little grind against his aching boner...."You know how much a hard cock turns me on!...A little later we can...ummm..." she murmured as she darted her tongue wetly into his ear and then pulled away from her excited young boss
"Now I'd like you to meet someone!"
Jeff had been so distracted by his incredibly sexy secretary that he hadn't noticed that there was someone else sitting there.
On the couch in the living room was a very pretty young lady.
"This is my niece, Margaret..." Cindy said.
"Hello Margaret." Jeff said, somewhat surprised at how this date was shaping up.
Margaret was dressed in some kind of a school uniform, a white blouse with a blue, plaid tie and matching plaid skirt. She was wearing white tights and little black loafers. She had fairly long, blonde hair that was done up in a pony tail. She seemed quite at ease and had stood up as Cindy introduced her.
"Margaret, this is my boss from work, Mr. Young. Margaret got stood up by her boy friend after school this afternoon. Can you believe it? I hope you don't mind if she joins us for dinner. She's got a party to go to later on. There's a good, little Italian restaurant I know, just around the corner if that's alright with you two.
"Hello Mr. Young." Margaret said extending her little hand.
"It's very nice to meet you"
"It's nice to meet you Margaret. I'm sorry you got stood up at school."
"Oh that's O.K. Sorry to barge in on you guys like this."
"Don't be silly." Cindy said.
"Jeff and I were just planning a quiet evening together. Nothing special... It'll be fun to have you along. Now I'm just going to freshen up a little. You two can get better acquainted. I'll be right back..." she said as she headed off to the bedroom.
Jeff sat down on a chair opposite Margaret. As she sat down Jeff noticed that her little plaid skirt rose up well above her knees. He tried not to stare as he looked up at the smiling young lady across from him.
"Are you going to State University Margaret?"
"Well no. Actually, I'm at St. Rose's Academy. That's a junior college about four blocks from here. I'm a senior there. I'll be graduating this year." As she spoke, Margaret leaned back on the couch and let her legs drift open a little. She didn't seem to notice that her little skirt was creeping up higher and higher. It was getting hard for Jeff to ignore the intriguing spectacle that Cindy's little niece was providing.
He was surprised to hear that Margaret was only in prep school. That would make her eighteen or nineteen. He thought she seemed older.
"What's the deal with getting stood up? I'm surprised a pretty girl like you would get left at the school gate. What kind of a boy friend would leave you in the lurch like that?" Jeff asked, trying to make the incident sound humorous.
"He's an asshole! And he doesn't know what he's missing!..." Margaret said with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. As she spoke, she leaned back a little further and let her legs spread apart even further.
Jeff was just getting comfortable with the small talk but suddenly he was totally tongue tied. Margaret's little skirt had hitched up enough with her squirming that Jeff could see her uncovered groin. And what was totally mesmerizing him was the sweet little blonde's bare pussy, exposed by a pair of crotchless tights! Jeff couldn't tear his eyes away. Her full lipped, baby pink vagina was framed by the open center of her white leggings.
"Emmmmm!....Ahhhh!...He doesn't know what?...Excuse me?..." Jeff stammered, looking up guiltily. His cock was throbbing painfully in his shorts.
"I had a little surprise planned for him tonight! Something I think he really would have liked!..." Margaret said smiling, letting one hand drift down into her lap. She was tracing her fingertips slowly up her inner thigh as she said..."What do you think Mr. Young?...Do you think he'd like it?..."
"Are you guys ready to go?..." Cindy asked as she swept back into the room.
Margaret calmly readjusted her skirt and got up from the couch. Jeff was sure that Cindy hadn't seen what he had seen.
"Jeff? Are you alright? Are you ready to go?..." Cindy asked as Jeff just sat there looking thoroughly distracted.
"Ready?...Sure I'm ready!.." Jeff stammered as he executed a very awkward bend, twist and rise motion designed to adjust his bulging cock comfortably in his pants without touching it.
Cindy watched him with amusement, staring pointedly at his crotch.
"You do look ready, I must say..." Cindy said, licking her lips as she looked at her flushed boss.
"Well let's go then!'
They arrived at the restaurant and were seated without further incident. They were at a little booth in a quiet corner with Margaret sitting next to Jeff and Cindy sitting across from them.
Jeff could smell Cindy's perfume from across the table. She smelled very good. Margaret was pleasant but fairly quiet, letting Cindy lead the conversation. Jeff was trying to relax and be cool but he was noticeably flustered.
It was when the waitress had arrived to take their order that it happened. Cindy was just placing her order... "I'll have the oysters and then I'll have the pasta primavera..." when he felt Margaret's hand slide into his lap. He looked over at her anxiously but Margaret was paying attention to the waitress and to what her aunt was saying. Her hand however, was paying attention to his cock.
Jeff reached for his napkin and slid it into his lap. He grappled with the schoolgirl's hand, trying to brush it away from his groin. But Cindy's niece was not to be so easily discouraged. She reached a little further down and grabbed Jeff's balls in her cupped palm. She gave them a vicious wrench and held them like that in an excruciating twist.
"Do you think you might want to have something with me, Mr. Young?..." Margaret asked him cooly
"Unnnnn!...Whaaaat?...Ohhh!..." Jeff gasped quietly as Margaret regarded him with a knowing smile.
"Do you want me to split something with you?...The portions are huge!...I know what's good here!.." Margaret said as she tightened her hand around his cringing nuts.
"Ahhhh!...I'll!...I'll!...Sure!...That's fine!...Whatever!..." he blurted out as Margaret ground his testicles together agonizingly in her palm. Without any more fuss he put his shaking hands together in front of him on the table.
The waitress & Cindy looked at him a little uncertainly. Margaret distracted them by saying she was ready to order. At the same time she eased the excruciating pressure she was exerting on Jeff's balls. In a moment more she had gone back to fondling his somewhat wilted member through his pants.
"We're going to share!... I'll think we'll start with the shrimp.." she said, coughing a little to cover the noise of Jeff's zipper as she smoothly ran it down his slacks. She reached in and pulled his pliant tool out of his fly.
"Then we'll have the jumbo sausage with pesto..."
She smiled at Jeff as she closed her fist around the top of his shaft and squeezed encouragingly.
'I've had it before Mr. Young. I really liked it!..." she said, jabbing her thumb into the sensitive little fold of skin under the tip of his cock crown where she rubbed him expertly.
"Ahhhh!...Yessss!...That'll be fine!..." Jeff said, hunching forward a little over the table as his cock grew rock hard and throbbing under Margaret's skillful caress.
Her little hand was kneading his flesh rhythmically while she used her thumb to polish the responsive rim under his knob. He was incredibly aroused by the teenager's wanton touch. With her thumb gliding back and forth against his sensitive cock crown it was almost no time at all before his pre-come began to flow.
"Ummm, yes!..." Margaret said enthusiatically..."and I think we'll have the sauce with that, the cream sauce! Is that all right with you Mr. Young?..." she asked as she deliberately dragged her thumbnail back and forth over his little pee slit.
Jeff sucked in a sharp breath. His erection pulsed with excitement when Margaret did that. She smiled as his pre-come ran hotly under her deft caress. She slipped her closed fist up and down over his knob a couple of times to get it good and slick.
The waitress left them, looking at the trio with an apprehensive expression. An awkward silence descended on the table
Jeff couldn't believe that this little teenage schoolgirl was so casually and expertly fondling him like this in a public place. He was terrified that Cindy would notice the way Margaret's shoulder was flexing as she gently fisted him. But Margaret only pumped him for a few seconds before she went back to her torrid squeezing.
"Unnnn!...Nnnn!...Ahhh!..." he groaned quietly, unable to stifle his response to Margaret's clever fondling. The tension in his groin was becoming unbearable, no doubt enhanced by the Viagra he had taken earlier. He glanced anxiously at Margaret, trying to signal her that he wasn't going to be able to withstand much more of her teasing.
Margaret returned his gaze with an amused smile. His cock was huge and pounding under her manipulating fingers. She knew she was bringing him to the edge and she liked that. With a practiced twisting of her greasy palm, she began to work over his engorged cock crown.
Cindy noticed how flushed Jeff was becoming. She also noticed that Margaret had had only one hand on the table for some time. She had a pretty good idea what was going on.
"I didn't know you liked sausages and cream Margaret..."
"Oh yes aunt Cindy!...I like them a lot!"
The waitress returned just then with some bread and chili seasoned oil for dipping. As she was arranging it on the table Cindy said..
"Are you going to give Margaret your cream sauce Jeff, since she likes it so much?..."
"I...Uhhhh!...I!...I don't know!..." Jeff stammered, his face going a brilliant red with embarrassment. His eyes darted back and forth nervously between the pert little teenager sitting beside him and the voluptuous older woman sitting across from.
"Oh I'll bet you will Jeff!...I'll bet it's just a matter of time before she gets it!..." Cindy said with a lewd wink.
"You do want that on the side don't you Margaret?...".
"Oh yes definitely!...Then I can spread it all over everything!..."
"Margaret!...Please!...Why don't we try something else!..." Jeff whispered quietly, praying that the little blonde would understand his veiled hint and give him break from her relentless teasing. But Margaret only smiled sweetly and began jacking his cock with long, slow pulls that made his balls pull up tight with arousal.
"Unnnnn!..." he grunted in helpless response.
"Margaret, do you like spicy sausage?..." Cindy asked. Ignoring Jeff's squirming she reached over to idly run one red nailed fingertip around in the chili seasoned oil. She then delicately placed her fingertip to her lips and tasted it.
"Oohh!...That has a real bite to it!..."
"Ummm!...Yes aunt Cindy!...I do like my sausage hot!...The hotter the better!..."
"This hot?..." Cindy asked coyly, running two fingers around in the oil.
An excited smile spread across Margaret's face as she understood what her aunt was suggesting.
"Oh hotter that that aunt Cindy!...You can't make it too hot for me!..."
"Aren't you the adventurous one. Tell me, do you think this would be spicy enough?..." Cindy asked, laying her palm down flat in the peppery oil. Then she lifted up her hand and held it up in front of Margaret & Jeff. The red tinged oil coated her palm and ran in webs between her spread fingers.
Margaret beamed with excitement.
"Oh yes aunt Cindy! That would be perfect!..." she enthused. She removed her hand from Jeff's lap, leaving his distended member jutting out naked from his fly.
Jeff had watched Cindy's lewd display in dawning comprehension.
"Cindy you're not!...You wouldn't!...Not here!...Don'ttt!..." he pleaded.
"There, there sweetheart! What's sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander!..." Cindy declared. She glanced quickly around the restaurant to make sure no one was paying any attention. Then she swiped her palm once more through the spicy oil and reached under the table. Her hand darted out and before Jeff could do anything she had closed her greasy fist around his shaft.
"Noooo!..." he whimpered as Cindy began to stroke the zesty oil up and down his tool.
"Why Margaret!.. I can't believe you've been jacking off my boss right here in this restaurant!..." she said with a wicked smile.
Margaret blushed a little and smiled coyly but she didn't say anything.
Holding Jeff's eyes with hers, Cindy stroked his rigid cock up and down, up and down, coating his entire length with the fiery oil.
"Oohh!...Ohhhh!...Unnnn!..." Jeff groaned. His cock immediately began to burn under Cindy's gliding hand. She could feel the veins in his shaft pulse angrily in her clenched fist as the chili oil seared his flesh.
"Mr. Young! ...She's only eighteen!....I can't believe you'd take advantage of a young girl like this!...." Cindy said in mock amazement. Her eyes shone with amusement as her young boss writhed around helplessly at her cruel masturbation.
"I didn't!...I mean... it was her!...Ohhhh!...Owwww!..." Jeff groaned as his now livid tool sizzled with pained excitement.
Cindy regarded him with delight as she smeared his swollen knob with the astringent oil. While she did that she squeezed his knob to open his pee slit and made sure to massage a dollop of the zesty oil into his sensitive urethra. Before she was done she reached down and gave Jeff's balls a squeeze, wiping the remainder of the oil over his drum taut testicles.
"Nnnnn!....Noooo!....Ahhhh!..." Jeff groaned, stiffening and squirming. It felt like his whole groin was on fire after Cindy's slippery caress.
"Now Margaret!... No more teasing! " Cindy smirked, leaning back, removing her hand from under the table and wiping it with her napkin. No sooner had she done that then the waitress appeared with their dinner.
Even while their dinner was being served Cindy could see that Margaret was moving her hand back into Jeff's lap. In another moment she thought she could detect her niece's shoulder flexing again across the table.
"How's he supposed to eat his appetizer if you keep doing that?..." Cindy said with a wink.
"Doing what, aunt Cindy?..." Margaret asked innocently. She loosely fisted Jeff's hot flesh and smiled as he squirmed helplessly at her touch.
"I don't think he's really thinking about eating anyway!"
Jeff's erection was burning fiercely from the chili oil and Margaret's persistent masturbation. He was sure that the waitress would figure out what was going on and possibly throw them out. And if that wasn't enough, he was going to come at any second if Margaret continued her obscene fondling.
"Unnnn!....Unnn!...Nnnnnn!..." he moaned as quietly as he could, trying futilely not to writhe around in his seat.
The waitress looked somewhat suspicious but Cindy said to her..."When he gets real hungry sometimes he gets a little faint."
"We'll be fine!..Thanks very much!..." she said as the waitress left them, glancing back once or twice over her shoulder.
"His cock's awfully hard aunt Cindy!...And hot too!..." Margaret said excitedly.
Jeff groaned quietly, the sweat beading on his brow and his hands clutching the edge of the table.
"You know what he especially likes?...He likes it when you jack him off really hard, don't you baby?..." Cindy said with a lewd wink .
A sly smile creased Margaret's face when she heard this.
"Is that true Mr. Young?...Do you want me to do it harder!..." the little schoolgirl asked as she bent a closer to Jeff. Without waiting for an answer she closed her hand tight on his engorged shaft and started yanking his tool up and down like a pump handle!

"Nnnnn!....Naaahhhh!...Ohhhh!.."
.
"Like that?...Is that how you like it?..."
"Goddd!...Nooo!...Please!...Stop!...Don'tttt!... Jeff pleaded, squirming and panting. It felt like Margaret was going to rip his tool out by the root. But it also felt like his burning balls were going to explode.
Margaret didn't seem to hear him. She watched his face intently as she beat his inflamed cock with a wickedly demanding stroke.
"Unnn!...Nnnn!...Noooo!...." Jeff cried as his balls knotted up frantically.
"That's it!... Umm Hmm!...Yesss!...Do it!...Faster!...Make it hurt!..." Cindy urged.
Margaret returned her aunt's lewd smile and really leaned into her vigorous masturbation.
"Ahhhhhhhh!...." Jeff groaned almost continuously as the burning tingling built and built in his cock. Margaret's frictioning hand was irresistible and he strained upwards under her lurid fondling.
You could hear an audible, fast paced "Shikkk!...Shikkk!...Shikkk!...." sound coming from under the table, the sound of Margaret's hand pistoning up and down on Jeff's inflamed member.
"You're going to come for me aren't you Mr. Young?...Yesss!...Yesss!...Come Onnn!..."
"Goddddd!...Noooo!...Yessss!....No!....Unnnnn!..."
Margaret bit her lip as she flailed away at Jeff's cock relentlessly.
"Yesss!...Come on!...Come Mr. Young!...Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!...Give it to me!...You know you can't hold it anymore!..."
"Ahhhhh!...Ahhhh!...Nnnnaaaaa!...." Jeff moaned. Oblivious to where he was, he rose up in his seat, clutched the edge of the table with both hands and hunched frantically into Margaret's drumming fist.
"Yesss!...I can feel it aunt Cindy!...He's going to come!...He's going to come nowwww!..." Margaret whispered with a knowing smile. Her shoulder was flexing furiously as she tugged away in Jeff's lap, milking him with wicked intent.
"Naaaaaaa!...." Jeff was unable to stifle his cry. His body went completely rigid and his eyes were wide as saucers as the first volley of come erupted. His balls spasmed so hard, it felt like he had been kicked in the nuts by a mule!
"Aggggggg!!...Ahhhhh!....Naaaa!..." he panted as his cock erupted volcanically. His body twitched where he half stood at the table like he was being electrocuted. It felt like someone was jabbing an ice pick into his shaft as his sperm jetted out in fiery torrents.



Both the girls smiled broadly to hear the few first enormous blasts of jism splattering wetly against the underside of the table.
"Ummmm!...Ohh yeahhh!...Unn Hnnnn!...Unnn Hnnn!...That's ittt!...He's coming and coming aunt Cindy!..." the blonde teenager enthused.
Now that she had him shooting, Margaret squeezed his shaft tight and jacked him with hard, short strokes. She knew this was how to keep the pressure on, to make a man come in urgent volleys of sperm that she could make go on and on, long after he thought he would be done.
"Oh Yeahhh!...He's coming a lot!..." Margaret said with a lewd smile as Jeff's come spurted everywhere under the table. She jerked him methodically, in time with the convulsing of his cringing balls.
"Here comes the waitress dear. Maybe you should ask her for an extra napkin...." Cindy said to Margaret.
"Whaaattttt?..." Jeff groaned in dismay.
But there's was nothing he could do. Margaret relentlessly stripped her clenched hand up and down his inflamed erection. She smiled as his crimson tool pulsed over and over under her shuttling palm.
Jeff looked at the approaching waitress with keen embarassment. Even as he tried to ease back into his seat, Margaret slid her fist up under his cock crown and frictioned his now ultra sensitive knob with her thumb.
Ohhhh!...Unnn!...Unnnn!..." Jeff moaned and shuddered uncontrollably. His whole body was quivering in response to Margaret's fierce caress. The come bubbled up and ran freely under her pressing thumb and started to run down over her fist..
"Is everything alright here?..." the waitress asked with concern.
The two women smiled conspiratorially at each other and Cindy said..."Oh everything is just fine! My niece is jacking my boss off under the table and he seems to be enjoying it very much!"
"Nooooo!...." Jeff whimpered pitifully as the waitress looked at him in amazement.
"He's been coming for a couple of minutes now but I think I can still get a little more!..." said Margaret with a confident smile. She gave his spewing prick more short, sharp yanks that made him moan and shake in pained excitement. His cock responded predictably however by streaming a little more of his gooey come over Margaret's demanding fist.
"Yessss!...He's still coming!...I'm practically covered with it up to my elbow!..." Margaret purred. Right in front of the waitress, she began to masturbate the whole length of Jeff's cock once more with long, powerful strokes.
"Naaaaa!... Aaaaahhhh!.... Nooooo!... Don'ttt!.... Please!..." Jeff groaned faintly. His cock was now a tower of angry flesh and every stroke of Margaret's fist was an agony.
"Youuuu!...You can't do that here!...Why she can't be more than fifteen!..." the waitress declared in shock.
"I'm eighteen!..." Margaret replied indignantly, never ceasing her lurid masturbation under the table..
"Yes Margaret! ...I think it's disgraceful!... You should stop it this instant!..." Cindy said in mock outrage.
"He's almost done aunt Cindy!...Just a little more!..." Margaret pleaded in feigned innocence. She gripped Jeff's livid shaft in the middle and began to pump it as hard and as fast as she could.
"Naaaaa!!!!....Nooooo!....Stoopppp!...." Jeff cried, loud enough to make some nearby diners turn in their direction.
"Just a little more Mr. Young!...My boy friend really likes this part!.." Margaret said with a confident smile.
Jeff's was amazed when his cock began a renewed and agonizing series of spasms, although there wasn't any more come flowing. Margaret was now forcing him through a dry orgasm that would ensure that he was totally drained.
"Naaa!....Ahhhh!...Noooo!..." he gasped pitifully, looking like he was ready to pass out.
"I'm calling the manager!..." the waitress stated and marched off in a huff.
"I think I've got it all aunt Cindy!...What do you say Mr. Young?...Have you got any more come for me?..." Margaret asked with a wanton smile. Her feverishly frictioning fist was making Jeff's balls lurch agonizingly in dry convulsions.
Cindy leaned over the table towards Jeff. With a lewd wink at Margaret she asked her boss.
"How do you like my little niece now lover?..."
Jeff's eyes stared blankly first at his smiling secretary and then at the little schoolgirl jacking him off.
"Ohhhhhhh!...." Was his only reply as he slumped back into his seat, his eyes closing as he fainted.
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Getting back to Cindy's apartment was pretty much a blur to Jeff. The girls had stuffed a water soaked napkin down his pants and escorted him with much giggling from the restaurant. His slacks were a total mess and bulged comically from the napkin. He was the subject of many disdainful glances as he followed the two girls outside.
Once they returned to Cindy's apartment, Margaret left him and her aunt in the entranceway and headed for the living room.
Cindy turned on Jeff and reached for the front of his pants.
"I can't believe you let her do that to you right in front of me!..." she said, calmly undoing his trousers, pulling the soggy napkin out and dropping it on the floor. She then pulled his pants and shorts down over his hips until his cock was bared. She effectively had him hobbled at the knees.
She stepped a little closer, crouched down in front of Jeff and looked up at him with a wicked smile.
"You've been a bad boy!..." she whispered up at him, giving his cock a sharp smack with her open palm.
"Naaaa!..."Jeff gasped as his balls tightened at Cindy's unexpected assault.
"A bad...bad...bad boy!..." the redhead intoned, slapping his meat back and forth to punctuate her admonition.
Jeff sucked in a shocked breath as he looked down into Cindy's eyes and she looked up at him. He couldn't help it as his cock lurched more and more upright in response to each stinging slap of her hand.
"Really incorrigible!..." she whispered, slowly raking her sharp nails up and down the engorged underside of his shaft. She smiled to see his erection visibly throb from her painful caresses. The Viagra was obviously working like a charm. Jeff wasn't going to be able to control his arousal, no matter what she did to him.
Slowly Cindy stood up in front of him. Jeff was nervous. As she edged closer to him he moved away awkwardly until he was backed up against the door. Cindy stepped in tight against him, plastering her satin covered breasts against his chest. In her high heels she was just as tall as he was. She reached down and took his hands in hers. She pulled his arms up above his head and pressed them against the door. She leaned in close and whispered in his ear..."What am I going to do with you, baby?....What am I going to do?..."
As she murmured to him, Cindy was squirming and shifting against her excited lover, working him over expertly with her voluptuous curves. She could feel the heat and fierce rigidity of his cock throbbing against her in response. She bent her leg and slipped it up between his thighs, spreading them until she was gently pressuring his balls with her nylon clad knee.
"I'm sorry Mrs. Ames!...I didn't mean it to happen!...I didn't know what she was going to do!..''' Jeff said anxiously. His cock was throbbing with excitement against Cindy's leather clad groin as she breathed warmly into his ear...
"Mmmmm!...You've been such a bad boy!...How come Margaret gets all the attention?... What's a girl got to do!..." she purred, stretching his arms out above him and writhing against him.
"Maybe...This!..."" Cindy murmured, swinging her bent knee back and then driving it up and into Jeff's unsuspecting balls with vicious strength.
"Ummmmfffff!...Naaaaa!..." he grunted in stunned amazement. His legs clamped on Cindy's punishing thigh like a vice as his nuts pounded in pain. He would have slid to the floor in agony if Cindy didn't have his hands pinned above him. He tried weakly to struggle free but Cindy had knocked all the wind and the strength out of him.
She moved her head back and smiled at the look of bewildered disbelief on Jeff's face.
"It's O.K. baby!....OK!... Breathe!...Deep breaths!... That's it!...Just relax!...That's better isn't it!..." Cindy soothed.
After a moment of gasping and groaning, Jeff looked into Cindy's amused gaze and tried to recover himself. When Cindy felt his legs loosen on hers she dropped her knee back down to the floor.
"That's it!...Just breathe!...Unn Hnn!...Feeling better?..."
"Mmmmm!...Mmmmm!..." he grunted, unable to get the words out.
"There there!...You know it excites me to see you squirm lover!...Sometimes I just can't help myself!..." Cindy murmured with a mischievous grin, holding his gaze as she watched him relax a little more. Then she suddenly snapped her leg up and kneed his agonized nuts once again.
"Phwaaaaa!.....Gaaaa!..." Jeff cried in tortured distress, hanging on desperately to his cruel mistress for support.
Letting his arms fall limply to his sides, Cindy cradled his face in both her hands while he panted in gut wrenching pain.
"Just relax!...I'm not going to hurt you anymore!...It's alright!...It's alright now!..." she whispered. She watched as Jeff gasped and groaned. After another few moments he took a last deep breath and started to straighten up. Just before he was standing completely upright, Cindy gripped his shoulders tight, took a half step back and then launched her knee once more up and into his still lurching testicles. She kneed him with such force that she could feel his balls flattening between her knee and his pelvic bone.
"Gaaahhhh!..." Jeff choked pitifully in response. He doubled over as a wave of nausea washed over him and his balls recoiled frantically. His hands pawed ineffectively at Cindy as she literally held him hoisted two inches off the ground on her muscular thigh. When she had had enough of watching him gag and moan, she dropped her leg and let him slide down to his knees in front of her. She pulled his breathless face against her. The heat of his distressed breathing against her stomach made her smile broadly.
"Now you're going to be a good boy, aren't you lover?....It's me you came to see after all, isn't it!..." Cindy said.
She crouched down and took his cock in a two handed grip. Gently she stretched it upwards, kneading it encouragingly in her skilled hands. Even after the cruel abuse she had given him, she could fell his erection growing under her provocative touch.
"Naaaaa!!...Mrs. Ames!...Please!...Noooo!..."Jeff gasped, his nuts reeling in agony even as his cock responded to her shameless fondling. She smiled at his pain and confusion while she played with his responsive tool. She knew his balls were terribly swollen and that the harder he got, the more it would hurt. She knew it and she looked forward to seeing how aroused she could make him.
Relinquishing his cock and standing up, Cindy grabbed his pants and shorts and said..."I'm going to go and change. When you're feeling a little more up to it, why don't you join Margaret and me in the living room. I'll keep your pants for now. And no more nonsense from you! I think you've been punished enough for one evening, don't you?..."
With that Cindy left him struggling to raise himself up from the floor and disappeared into her room.
After a couple of minutes Jeff's head stopped swimming. His balls were throbbing and aching and he could barely stand. It took him a little longer to gather himself and straighten himself up. He was considering walking right out the door, naked from the waist down, but then he her heard Cindy calling him from the living room.
"Jeff!...Come in here sweetheart!...I've put on something nice for you!...Come see!..." she called to him. Jeff couldn't help himself. He turned and walked the few short steps to the living room. When he got there he was totally amazed at what was waiting for him.
Margaret was sitting facing him on one of the stools at the counter that divided the living room and the kitchen. Cindy was standing next to her. Margaret had pulled up her little skirt and Cindy was idly caressing her niece's pussy through her split crotch tights. Cindy had indeed changed and Jeff gaped at her transformation. She was wearing a black leather corset, black nylons and stiletto heels. She had also donned a strap-on black dildo that jutted out threateningly from her loins. Her pink, melon sized breasts spilled over the top of the tight fitting corset. She smiled as Jeff stared at the lewd spectacle the two sexy women presented.
"You know Jeff, I don't consider you solely at fault for what went on at the restaurant.." Cindy said.
As Jeff watched her spellbound, Cindy continued to play with her niece's cunt. With her other hand she reached into a jar on the counter and greased her fingertips with a white cream. Then she reached down and began to smear the cream liberally along the dildo, just like she was jacking off. Margaret bit her lip and watched her aunt's lewd handling of the imitation phallus. She rotated her young pussy against her aunt's practiced caress, her knees bending and rising helplessly as she squirmed on the stool.

"Margaret, I think you were a bad girl to tease my boss like that and make him come all over himself. You've behaved like a little tramp and need to be taught a lesson. You know what I mean, don't you?..." Cindy asked as she used two fingers to unfold Margaret's crimson labia. She scooped some more cream onto her fingertips and smeared the swollen lips of Margaret's pussy until it was shining with the oily goo.
"Oh God!...Yes aunt Cindy!...Yessss!..." Margaret groaned, biting her lip in excitement at her aunt's skilled fondling. She leaned back against the counter as Cindy spread her glistening hole into a beckoning oval.
Cindy smiled lewdly at Jeff as he stared captivated at her niece's wantonly exposed vagina.
"I think you know just what this little cunt needs, don't you Jeff?..."
Cindy moved quickly and gracefully between her niece's spread thighs, centering her greasy dildo at the opening of her niece's cunt. She smiled once again over her shoulder at her mesmerized young boss and then lunged forward with a swift, arcing thrust of her hips. In one smooth push she drove the rigid dildo deep into Margaret's pussy.
"Ohhhh!...Aunt Cindy!....Waittt!...Naaaa!..." Margaret squealed, trying to squirm backwards and away from the unyielding phallus. But Cindy leaned in forcefully against her, allowing her no escape from the plundering implement. Margaret's legs flew wide open and her hands flailed the counter behind her frantically as her aunt hunched the plastic tool further into her smoldering center.
"Ohhhh!....Uhhhhh!...Ahhhhh!...." Margaret moaned. Jeff's cock was once again standing rigidly erect from his groin as he watched his secretary ravage her young niece.
"You like that don't you sweetie?...A hard cock in that tight, little pussy!...You've been giving it up to all the boys haven't you?...Haven't you?..." Cindy demanded, thrusting the fat dildo deeper and deeper into the quivering depths of Margaret's snug pussy as she interrogated her.
"Ohhhh!...Aunt Cindy!...Yesss!...Yesss!...I've been fucking all the boys!...I love their big cocks!..." she cried, flinging her arms around her aunt and clinging to her.
"Then fuck this you little slut!....Squeeze it baby!...Squeeze it tight!..." Cindy demanded, leaning back and pulling Margaret with her so that the little teenager was pivoting on the upthrust dildo. Jeff ogled his secretary's ass as she fucked her niece. Cindy's curvy butt clenched and twisted as she repeatedly lunged up from her toes into the spread vee of Margaret's loins.
"Ohhh!...Yesss!...Filling me!...Spreading me!...Ummmm!...Like that!...Yesss!...Just like that!..." Margaret moaned, squirming feverishly on the rigid spike.
"Fuck it!...That's it!....Take it all!...Every inch!..." Cindy encouraged as Margaret writhed around on her loins like a butterfly on a pin.
"I want it all the time!....Ohhhh!...I want it now!...Fuck me aunt Cindy!...Fuck me!..." Margaret hissed, wrapping her legs around her aunt's waist and clinging breathlessly to her.
"Fuck me!...Fuck me!...Fuck me!..." she mouthed silently over her aunt's shoulder at Jeff. She licked her lips in wanton invitation as she writhed against her fabulous aunt.
Jeff's rigid tool pounded with excitement at the lewd spectacle he was being treated to. He had to fuck one of these women now! He had to!
"Squeeze it as tight as you can baby!...Don't let me pull it out!..." Cindy directed, looking back over shoulder and winking lewdly at her aroused young boss
"Don't you just these little sluts?..."
Then Cindy took her niece by the shoulders, held her at arm's length and whipped her hips backwards. There was a loud sucking sound as the lurid dildo popped from the depths of Margaret's pussy.
"Aaahhhhhh!....." Margaret wailed as she squirmed frantically on the bar stool. Her cunt arched up beseechingly as she reached out and tried to pull Cindy's hips and cock back into her. But Cindy only stepped aside and edged her way over to Jeff. Her young boss was rooted in place staring at Cindy's niece.
Margaret was half reclining, half straining forward on the stool. Her knees were still raised and her livid, glistening cunt was on lurid display. Her crimson gash was spread wide in a gaping, perfect O. Margaret's loins were thrusting forward urgently and Jeff could clearly see her inflamed pussy mouth pulsing with arousal.
Cindy moved behind her spellbound boyfriend and whispered in his ear...."Can you see the cream I put in there lover?...See it trickling out of her?...." Cindy whispered. She pressed up against her excited young boss from behind, reached around and enfolded his cock in a torrid squeeze.
Margaret stared at Jeff and her aunt with animal intensity. She was tearing open the front of her blouse to expose her bra covered tits. Her eyes bored into Jeff's as she continued to mouth the words..." Fuck me!...Fuck me!...Please Fuck Me!..."
Jeff eyes darted back and forth from her beseeching lips to her seething labia.
"Wouldn't you like to put some cream of your own in there lover?...Fill up that little snatch 'til it's running down her ass?..." Cindy whispered as she started jacking Jeff's cock with firm, incendiary strokes. At the same time she started pushing him slowly towards her sprawling niece.
"I'll bet you would!... You know she wants it!...Look how that pussy is begging for it!..."Cindy purred. She nudged him still closer towards Margaret's inviting loins.
Jeff could feel the plastic dildo she was wearing nestling into his ass crack. Somehow the unnatural pressure aroused him even more.
"You'd like to make your own deposit, wouldn't you baby?...A big one!...I can feel it!..." Cindy teased, giving his drum taut balls a sexy squeeze.
"Unnnnn!...Mrs. Ames!...Margaret!...Don't!..." Jeff grunted in a confused and excited response.
"Waittt!...Please don't!...You're too big Mr. Young!...My little cunt can't take it!..." Margaret whispered, changing her tune as Cindy angled Jeff's enormously inflamed cock towards her niece's gaping vagina. Still in a fog of lust, Margaret ripped the front of her blouse open, yanked down her bra and arched her shoulders back. Jeff could see that her apple shaped breasts and her dark pink nipples were swollen with desire. Her cunt was wet, wide and begging.
"Are you going to slip this big cock into her little school girl cunt?...Are you going to fuck her!... What would your sweet little wife say if she knew you were fucking my 18 year old niece, Jeff?...Fucking Margaret's tight little pussy with this big cock!..." Cindy cooed as she pushed her young boss into the wide spread vee of Margaret's parted legs.
"Noooo!...Noooo!....You can't!... " Margaret pleaded, reaching out and pulling Jeff's cock towards her crimson gash. Contrary to what she was saying, her little hands eagerly tugged at his prick until she had his knob nestling up against the glistening O of her cunt mouth.
"Ohhhh!...My Godddd!...Ahhhh!..." Jeff gasped as the heat from Margaret's pussy seared his distended cock crown. He was terrified that Cindy was just setting him up for more abuse. But he didn't know if he could stop himself. His cock was throbbing and straining frantically against the warmth of Margaret's sizzling hole.
Cindy had her arms wrapped around his waist and plastered herself against the young man's back. She squashed her hot, naked breasts between his shoulder blades as she whispered ...."Young pussy baby!... Young cunt!...Slip it up the little slut!...Fuck her stupid!..."
"No!...Don't!...Don't put it in me!...You can't!..." Margaret begged, biting her lip and writhing her loins forward so that her gaping labia enfolded Jeff's cock crown.
"Ohhhh Godddd!..." Jeff moaned, stiffening up all over at the sensation of Margaret's pussy fluttering around his excruciatingly sensitive knob. She continued to stare at him with animal heat.
He couldn't restrain himself any longer. Just like Cindy had done a few moments earlier, Jeff heaved his groin forward, driving his steel like erection through Margaret's fingers and deep into her smoldering vagina.
"Aiiiiiii!...Nooooo!...Don't!....Pleaseeee!..." Margaret wailed. But despite her cries she flung her arms around Jeff's waist and pulled him frantically into her writhing crotch.
"Naaaaaa!...." Jeff gasped in excitement. With Cindy leaning heavily against him from behind, Jeff's rigid tool plowed all the way into Margaret's sizzling hole.
"Naaaa!...Goddd!..." he cried. The end of his cock wedged up against her womb and Margaret's clinging cunt sheathed his shaft like a tight satin glove.
"Nooo!...Godddd!...You're hurting me!...You're too deep!...Take it out!...No!..." Margaret hissed even as she slipped her hands to his butt and sank her sharp fingernails deep into the cheeks of his ass. She yanked him into the press of her voracious pussy with voracious energy.
"Unnnnn!...Unnnn!...Ohhhh!..."Jeff grunted in arousal. His come was seething for release and he hunched his loins frantically, trying to friction his cock in and out of Margaret's cinching pussy. But the naughty teen-ager and her aunt had him crushed between them and he couldn't budge.
"He's got his cock in me Cindy!...What if he comes inside me?... " Margaret cried. She heaved herself more upright, driving her plundered cunt down onto Jeff's rigid tool with all her weight...."Take it out!...Goddd!....Please don't come inside me!...Don't give me a baby!..."
"Ahhhhhh!..." Jeff croaked in response. Margaret was clenching and unclenching her silky pussy on his cock in a torrid fashion. It felt like a velvet hand was jacking him off inside her smoldering teenage cunt. There was no way that he could keep from coming in her irresistible little snatch for much longer.
"Maybe I can help baby!..." Cindy said to her gasping niece with a lewd smirk. She bent her knees and slipped down behind her boss. She winked at her niece who smiled back at her aunt and wrapped her arms and legs tightly around the young man who trembled between her thighs.
Margaret knew what her aunt was up to and she said to her coyly...." I don't know if he's going to like that aunt Cindy?...."
"Ohhh, I think he will!..." Cindy purred as she reached down and centered the end of her plastic dildo against Jeff's unsuspecting anus.
Jeff was so consumed by the excitement of Margaret's lusty cunt swiveling on his erection that he was barely aware of what Cindy was doing. But when his wanton secretary straightened up sharply, driving the rigid phallus through his unprepared sphincter, she got his attention.
"Phwwwaaaaaaa!.... Nnnaaahh!...Wwaaah!...' he cried out sharply in surprise and distress as the fat dildo skewered his asshole.
"Yesssss, aunt Cindy!...That's it!...." Margaret cried out, her eyes going wide with excitement. Cindy's thrusting loins had forced Jeff's big knob to drive thrillingly into her uterus.
"Nnaaaa!...Noooo!...Goddd!..." Jeff squealed, rising up on his tiptoes to try and evade the unyielding prod. But in her high heels, Cindy was just as tall as he was and was easily able to keep the pressure on his painfully stretched anus.



"How does that feel, lover?....Do you like it?...Mrs. Ames is going to give you a fucking you're not going to forget!..." Cindy purred as she gripped Jeff's shoulders fiercely from behind. She hunched back and began to saw the strap-on viciously in and out of her boss's cringing butt hole.
"Noooo!...Nooo!...Pleaseeee!..." Jeff pleaded, looking over his shoulder pleadingly at Cindy as she made him dance on his toes.
"Ohhhh!...Give it to him!...Ohhh!...That's it!...Fuck it aunt Cindy!...Fuck it hard!... Ohhh!..." Margaret moaned as her aunt plundered Jeff's anus and forced his big cock to bang repeatedly into the tight little opening of her womb. Her drooling cunt tightened on his shaft as her orgasm approached.
"Ahhhh!...Ahhhhh!...Goddddd!...." Jeff gasped as Cindy relentlessly thrust the dildo in and out of his virgin anus. He didn't know if it was Margaret's torrid cunt or her aunt's obscene anal abuse but his balls were tightening up into an excruciating knot of arousal as his come churned for release.
Margaret felt Jeff's already fully engorged cock grow a little bigger inside her, signaling that he was getting near an orgasm.
"He's going to come aunt Cindy!...I can feel it!...Make him pull it out!...Don't let him come inside me!...Pleaseee!..." Margaret pleaded, bearing down on the gasping young man with all her strength. Her sleek vagina clenched and rippled around Jeff's throbbing member in an irresistible squeeze.
Cindy puckered a mocking moo at her niece and turned her attention to Jeff. She shifted slightly, dug the sharp heel of her stiletto into his left calf and raked it down the inside of his leg to his ankle. Jeff reflexively shot his left leg out to escape the lancing pain and wound up impaling himself with all of his weight on Cindy's upthrust dildo.
"Naaaaaa!...." he screamed as his bowels stretched agonizingly around the skewering phallus. It felt like the unyielding tool was tearing up into his stomach.
"Noooo!....Naaaaaa!....Pleaseee!..." Jeff wailed as he tried to struggle off the savaging plastic penis. Cindy simply maintained her wide spread stance and didn't let Jeff get his feet under him. She pulled him backwards by his shoulders until his back began to crack from the strain.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." Margaret groaned, biting her lip in concentration as she rocked her seething loins back and forth on Jeff's erection.
"Go on lover!...Do it!...Come inside her!...Shoot it!...Shoot it like you want to give her a baby!..." Cindy encouraged, stomping her high heel stiletto on the ground so that her dildo wrenched around brutally inside Jeff's ass.
Jeff couldn't resist the lurid fucking he was getting from the two women any longer. His balls convulsed, his anus clenched tight on Cindy's rapacious cock and his come erupted with volcanic intensity.
"Naaaaaa!...Naaa!...Naaaa! " he bawled as his semen jetted in furious volleys into Margaret's receptive pussy.
Jeff's seething sperm, streaming like a fire hose into her womb caused Margaret's orgasm to seize her.
"Nahhh!...Ahhhhh!...Ohhhhh!...Ohhhh!..." she cried as Jeff ejaculated against her hard edged uterus. She writhed like a snake on his lap in time with her orgasmic convulsions as her pussy pulsed around his spewing member.
Jeff felt like Cindy's dildo was being driven up into his throat with the two women's avid fucking. And his bruised balls felt like they were tearing apart with every throb of his livid tool.
"That's it!...Come inside the little fuck bunny's cunt!...Shoot it 'til it's running down her leg!...." Cindy encouraged as both her boss and her niece gasped and quivered in front of her.
"Ahhhh!...Ohhhh!...Ahhh!...Naaaa!..." Jeff cried as his cock spurted frantically and seemingly endlessly.
"Ohhhh!...Goddd!...Yesssss!..." Margaret hissed as her frantic orgasm began to wane.
Cindy continued to grind into Jeff's devastated anus for a few moments longer. Then, without any warning, just as she had done with Margaret, she whipped her hips backwards and withdrew the dildo from his ravaged rectum.
"Ahhhhhhh!....Godddd!...Nooo!..." Jeff screamed. He was stunned as his anus was left puckering with tension at Cindy's sudden removal of the offensive instrument.
"You were right aunt Cindy!...I think he liked it!...." Margaret panted at her wicked aunt as she stretched backwards and eased her sodden cunt off Jeff's still twitching tool.
"Let's just make sure I got it all!..." the teen-ager said with a wicked smirk. The little vixen reached out and took Jeff's now supersensitive cock in two hands and gave it a torrid squeeze.
"Unnnghhh!..." Jeff moaned as a trickle of sperm bubbled out of his pee slit and spilled onto Margaret's wrists. He bent over in front of Cindy and tried to prise Margaret's fingers off his excruciatingly chafed cock.
"We're not through with you yet baby!...I think we can probably get another load out of you with the right encouragement!...Don't you Margaret?...Something little Allison wouldn't do for you at home!...Something like this!..." Cindy intoned. Taking advantage of Jeff's bent over position, Cindy reached down, entwined her fingers together and drove her hand up and through Jeff's distended sphincter. Her diamond ring tore cruelly through the taut oval of his anus as she shoved her entire fist up his ass.
"Phwaaahhhhhhh!...." he cried in panic as Cindy twisted her slender hand deep up into his abused rectum. He tried to straighten up but that only made the red head's wrist wrench his drum taut sphincter excruciatingly.
"Naaaa!...Nnnnn!...Noooo!...." he wailed as his anus clenched agonizingly around Cindy's hand. He was nevertheless amazed as his softening prick surged back into a full erection in Margaret's hands as Cindy fisted his rear hole. Margaret clenched his crimson cock tight in her two fisted grip to keep him under control.
Jeff's asshole was completely packed and bursting. He was almost ready to pass out from all the adrenaline and pain that was shooting through his system. He found himself clutching at Margaret's shoulders to keep himself from falling.
"Ummmm!....I think he likes that too!..." Margaret said with excitement as she began to masturbate Jeff's resurgent tool with short, quick strokes. She leaned in closer to him so that her flushed apple shaped breasts hovered over his lap.
"Of course he does!..." Cindy said with a wicked smile as she opened her hand as much as she could and stretched Jeff's bowels in ways he never imagined.
"Naaaaa!...Noooo!...Mrs. Ames!....Naaaaa!...." Jeff wailed. But even as he slumped forward against Margaret, a burning, pulsing excitement was building in his loins from Cindy and Margaret's rude fondling.
Cindy was enjoying deflowering her inexperienced, young boss. She deliberately twisted her hand deeper into Jeff's anus looking for his responsive prostate.
"Ahhhhhhh!...." he cried with startled excitement as a new electric thrill raced directly from Cindy's pressuring fingers into his hugely swollen cock.
"Oh, you like that, don't you lover?...All the boys do!...Margaret, just jack him off a little faster!...Ummm Hmmm!...Like that!...Get his knob too, he's very sensitive there right now!...That's it!...I love to see him squirm, don't you?... Just keep doing him like that while I see if I can...Ahhhh!...There it is!...Now let's see, if I do this!...Yesss!...." Cindy murmured as she found Jeff's prostate and pressured it firmly with outstretched fingertips.
"Nnnaaahhhh!....Uffff!...Uffff!..Unnnn!..." Jeff roared. Reflexively he reared forward but stretched himself agonizingly and had to lean back onto Cindy's plundering digits. Futilely he tried to squirm free as his balls lurched and his cock once more began to ejaculate. Jeff's head had snapped back and the veins pulsed on the side of his neck as he hunched frantically upwards, vainly trying to escape Cindy's tormenting fingers.
"Ohhhh!...He's coming!...He's coming again!...He's coming all over me!..." Margaret cried as Jeff's cock pulsed and bucked under her shuttling fists. With Cindy pressuring his eager prostate, Jeff was helpless to control the almost dry spasms that wracked his loins. And Margaret wasn't helping as she slammed her hands up and down his cock with furious intensity, forcing his meager come onto her dangling breasts.
"This time we'll get it all!...Don't stop!... Just keep jacking him and I'll keep doing this!..." Cindy said with a lewd wink at her niece as she jabbed at Jeff's prostate like she was sending a telegram. And with every prod of her fingertips, every stroke of Margaret's determined fist, Jeff's cock spasmed and spewed a little more cream.
"Ahhhh!....Naaaa!...Ohhhh!...Nnnn!..." he groaned in time with his shattering climax. He writhed and shuddered convulsively between the two devilish women as they worked him over like a piece of raw meat.
"All of it lover!...Every drop!..." Cindy hissed as she tweaked and prodded his swollen prostate mercilessly.
Jeff's balls were nauseatingly overworked and were beginning to ache horribly. Every spasm was an agony, every spurt of come was smaller and smaller and yet still burned through his shaft like a piercing needle. And yet between Margaret's relentlessly frictioning hand and Cindy's devastating anal fingering, his come was going on and on and on. He had never spewed so much come in all his life.
"Oohhhh!...Ohhhhhh!...Ahhhh!...Stopppp!...No More!!!.." he howled as the spasms became weaker and weaker and even his endless flow began to wane.
Cindy winked again at her come covered niece and whispered..."Just hold on another minute..." and with that she slowly started to pull her hand out of Jeff's ass. As she did it, she balled her hand into a fist knowing that in doing so she would stretch his taut sphincter to the limit. She jerked her hand back in short little devastating tugs that kept stretching and stretching his abused rectum until it looked round enough to accept a coconut.
"Phhhwwaaahhhh!!.... Don'ttt!... Naaaaa!... Waittt!.... Ahhhhh!..." Jeff cried. He kept trying to straighten up and escape Cindy's brutal fisting but that only increased the agony that was consuming his bowels. So he remained hunched over even though it felt like Cindy was pulling his guts out through his asshole.
Cindy waited until Jeff's sphincter was stretched to it's widest around her knuckles then opened her hand, half in and half out of his asshole. She knew her diamond ring was gouging deep into the membrane of his anus as she groped him obscenely.
"Naaaa!...Nooo!...Don't!..." he wailed, his hands flailing behind him as he tried to grapple with Cindy's ravaging fingers.
"Don't be such a baby!..." she taunted him, slowly twisting her hand around with her fingers spread wide inside him. Her diamond scratched and tore at the entire perimeter of his anus. That would burn like the fires of hell for a week. She knew she was torturing him cruelly but Jeff was too abused to be able to stop her.
"Naaaa!...Noooo!...Pleassseee!..."
He gasped and whined and bucked pitifully as Cindy slowly slid her glistening hand out of his totally brutalized nether hole.
Cindy then slid up behind him once more and thrust the plastic dildo back up his ass. She looked down with wicked amusement to see that Jeff's scarlet rectum was spread so wide it didn't even close on the invading phallus.
"I hope you enjoyed that lover!...I know Margaret and I did!.." Cindy sneered, giving her hips an exaggerated bump and grind that made Jeff squeal with agony. He sagged forward on his knees, his head coming to rest in Margaret's lap and his ass jutting up into the air ahead of Cindy's gently grinding loins.
"That wasn't very nice aunt Cindy!..." Margaret said with a mischievous smile.
"No it wasn't was it!" Cindy replied, yanking her dildo out of Jeff's totally ravaged posterior.
Even though he was practically comatose, Jeff twitched and moaned. The girls just giggled in response.
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Adam had just turned eighteen and was infatuated with his best friend's mom. For the last year, while all his high school friends had been comparing notes on the girls in their different classes, Adam had said nothing and fantasized about Mrs. Ford. This wasn't surprising as Lauren Ford was a beautiful woman. She was not very tall, about five feet five, with long blonde hair that she often wore in a pony tail. Adam thought she was incredibly sexy. There was something about her, the way she always wore clothes that showed off her shapely legs and her generous breasts, or the way she talked to you in a throaty murmur, holding your eye, standing very close, all things that Adam found incredibly exciting. Of course Adam never thought there was any chance that anything would ever come of all his lustful imaginings but...
His parents had a party one Friday night with just a few friends over for the evening. Mrs. Ford came alone because her husband was away on business. Adam was up in his room about eleven o'clock playing a video game when his mother knocked on his door and came in.
"Adam. Can I ask you to do me a favor?"
"Sure mom."
"Lauren is downstairs and wants to go home. Your father and I...well actually we've probably all had a little more to drink than we should have and we don't feel we should be driving. And it's silly for her to take a cab. Would you mind taking your dad's car and giving her a lift home? She'll come over and pick up her car tomorrow."
Adam was definitely interested in driving Mrs. Ford home.
"Sure mom...I'll be right down."
"Thanks dear, that's very sweet of you. I'm sure Lauren will appreciate it."
Adam dove into his bathroom, brushed his teeth and combed his hair. It was a hot night so he put on a clean T-shirt and shorts and rushed downstairs. Mrs. Ford was waiting in the front hallway with his parents. They were chatting away loudly with lots of smiles and laughter. Adam tried not to stare but Mrs. Ford looked great as usual. She was wearing a little tennis outfit, sneakers, bare legs, a short pleated white skirt and a white sleeveless top that was unbuttoned just enough to show the top swell of her jutting breasts. Her blonde hair was teased and tossled in a very sexy sort of way. The gold jewelry she was wearing and her glistening red lipstick high lighted her healthy tan. She looked at Adam as he joined the group and pouted her scarlet lips at him in a suggestive, teasing way.
"Here comes my chauffeur now. Aren't I the lucky girl!"
" Hi Mrs. Ford! I guess you need a ride."
" I'd really appreciate it Adam, if it's not too much trouble"
"No, I'd be happy to do it. Dad doesn't let me use the car all that often."
"That's because he scares the crap out of me. Your taking your life in your hands Lauren"...Adam's dad said with mock terror.
"We'll be just fine won't we Adam?"...Mrs. Ford said, sidling up beside him and squeezing his arm in hers.
Adam almost shivered with excitement. The press of Mrs. Ford's warm body against him, the feel of her soft curves brushing against his arm made him light headed with desire.
"Don't worry dad, I'll drive really, really slowly..." Adam said, heading out the door with Mrs. Ford still pressed up against his side.
"Lauren, you make sure to send him home safe and sound..." Adam's mother called after them.
"I'll take good care of him Grace..." Lauren called back over her shoulder. Then she leaned in even closer beside Adam and said quietly in his ear..." This feels just like going out on a date doesn't it? Mom and Dad telling you to be home early. I hope you're not going to take advantage of me, are you Adam?"
"No! Of course not.." Adam stammered, smiling weakly as he opened the door of his father's BMW for Mrs. Ford. Lauren slid in gracefully and Adam went around to the other side and got behind the wheel. He pulled out of the driveway and headed out.
Mrs. Ford lived about two miles away through the suburbs. She turned sideways in the corner of the big front seat and regarded Adam with an amused smile on her face.
"Do you mind if I smoke?..." she asked reaching for her purse and her cigarettes on the seat between them.
"I don't think my dad would...." Adam began.
Lauren's smile broadened as she reached past her purse and placed her hand on Adam's thigh. She leaned over very close to his ear.
"I won't tell if you won't..." she purred, giving his thigh a warm squeeze.
Adam sucked in his breath and glanced nervously at Mrs. Ford. Lauren's eyes sparkled mischievously as she loosened her hand on his thigh then let it drift lazily higher up towards his groin. Just before her hand was actually in his crotch, she leaned back, got her cigarettes out and lit one.
But the effect of her breathy murmur and quick caress was electric to Adam. His cock had grown rigid and was now jutting urgently through the light fabric of his shorts. He couldn't adjust himself without drawing attention to his predicament and he didn't want Mrs. Ford to see how excited he was. He just shifted about uncomfortably, stealing quick looks at Mrs. Ford as often as he dared.
"It's a beautiful night Adam. Why don't we stop in Allen Park. I can finish my cigarette."
"Sure Mrs. Ford."...Adam replied. He was thrilled with the thought of going parking with Mrs. Ford. Adam pulled into the lookout at Allen Park, a notorious make-out spot. He was lucky to find a parking spot a little away from the rest of the parked cars.
"This reminds me so much of when I used to go out before I got married. "...Lauren said taking a deep drag on her cigarette then flicking it out the open window. She reached over for her purse again and took out her lipstick. Then, with her eyes burning into Adam's, she slowly and sensuously applied a coat of scarlet lipstick to her ovalled mouth. When she was done she darted her tongue across her lower lip like she was a cat licking up some cream. She knew what she was doing to the horny young teenager sitting beside her.
"Ummmm!...." Adam murmured in a daze, totally lost for words. Now that they were stopped Lauren's perfume was wafting around the car, enveloping Adam in its exotic scent. Her eyes were looking deeply into his and Adam was scared to death that she could tell how nervous and excited he was.
Lauren moved over a little closer to Adam and let her arm drift across the back of the seat until her fingertips were playing around his neck and his hair.
"Remember how I said that having you drive me reminded me of being on a date. Stopping here reminds me of a lot of old dates. What about you Adam?"
"Oh I've been out some Mrs. Ford. But I only got my license last month so I haven't been up here on a date yet. But a lot of the guys say it's a really cool place to go with your girl friend, you know?"
"Ummmm...Is it? And what do the guys say they do with their little girl friends up here?" Lauren asked. She shifted closer to Adam until she was lightly pressing up against his side. She knew he was excited. She could see that his cock was hard under his shorts and she hadn't even started on him yet. She was in the mood for a little fun.
"Ohhhh...You know the kinds of things kids do...the usual..." Adam stammered, hardly able to breathe with the thrill of having Lauren Ford pressing up against him in a parked car.
"I used to date a lot too Adam. I was pretty popular even if it's hard for you to believe now!"
"Oh I believe it Mrs. Ford. You look great! I always thought so!..." Adam blurted out in excitement.
"What a sweet thing to say darling!..." Lauren purred and leaned forward to plant a warm kiss on Adam's cheek. She made sure that her voluptuous tits were grinding into his arm as she did so and she let her fingertips drift up to Adam's ear where they flickered about teasingly.
"Can I tell you a secret?..." she asked, pressing in even closer to the trembling youth. She moved her face next to Adam's so that her warm hair caressed his cheek.
"If you want to!..." Adam whimpered. At last he was able to reach down and, with some difficulty turn his erection so that it was pointing straight up instead of straight out.
Lauren knew what he was doing and smiled inwardly. She'd always loved to cock tease, especially the young boys. She did a little adjustment of her own, opening two more buttons of her blouse. She moved her mouth so that her lips brushed against Adam's ear and whispered..."The boys were always telling me how great I looked. But that was only because they were shy. What they were really saying was that they wanted to get into my pants. Boys are so predictable!..." she giggled, leaning back a little and inviting Adam to share her amusement.
Adam's eyes were half closed. He was in a fog of lust and his face was flaming crimson from the caress of Mrs. Ford's lips and hair. It took him a second to realize she was waiting for him to say something. But when he tried to concentrate he was immediately struck by the fact that his mother's friend's shirt had somehow opened up. Just inches away from his spellbound gaze was the vast creamy cleavage that had been the subject of so many hours of his lewd fantasies.
"Oh my Godddd!...Unnnn!...Do you really think so?..."Adam stammered. He had no idea what he was saying. He was transfixed by Mrs. Ford's gently rising and falling bosom. The little white bra she was wearing practically lifted those wonderful globes right out of her spread blouse. The sight of Mrs. Ford's awesome tits made Adam's erection pound. Lauren could see how hot she was making him. She also knew he would never take the initiative with her. But that was alright. She had no problem making the moves on him.
She leaned a little forward and took one of his hands and moved it over onto her thigh.
She pressed her cheek against his so that she was once more purring in his ear...
"What was really bad was that they were usually too shy to do anything about it! I always had to make the first move!...." She said as she moved his hand up under her short little skirt.
Adam's hand was shaking as Mrs. Ford boldly guided it up her thigh.
"Nnnn!...Mrs. Ford!...I don't know!...Maybe we shouldn't...Unnnn!..." Adam whispered faintly as his fingertips were brought to the edge of Lauren's satin covered crotch.
"Shouldn't what Adam?... Shouldn't this?..." Lauren purred, darting her tongue out and thrusting it hotly into Adam's ear as she took his hand and cupped it over her smoldering pussy.
"Ahhhhhh!...That's nice!..." she moaned, stiffening up and clenching her thighs tight, trapping Adam's hand between them. She moved her hand behind Adam's head and held it as she rooted her moist tongue deep into his ear and ground her cunt down on his trembling palm.
"You probably think I'm being terrible, don't you Adam?...Ohhh!...Letting you feel me up!...Yesss!...That's it!...Rub it!!...Ummm Hmmm!...I'm getting so hot!..." "Ohhhhhh!..." Adam gasped, at the feel of Mrs. Ford's wet tongue revolving in his ear and her satin covered pussy writhing against his hand. His cock was ready to explode and he didn't know how much longer he could hold it.
"We're not fucking or anything...." Lauren panted into his ear..."I don't think I should let you fuck me, do you honey?...I could jack you off though!...I did that a lot with the boys I used to date!...As a matter of fact I got pretty good at it!.. What do you think?.. ." Lauren purred as she let her free hand drift down and sweep back and forth over the bulging front of Adam's pants.
"Ahhhh!...Mrs. Ford!...You better stop!...I can't!...I can't!...Naaaa!...'
"I'm being terrible telling you this, aren't I baby?...I used to love getting their cocks out!... They'd want me to let them fuck me or for me to suck them off!...But once I got their cocks in my hands, and got going on them, they couldn't hold it very long!...I'd start out slow to get them real excited and pretty soon they'd be begging me to get them off. I learned a few tricks!... I could tease them until their balls were blue if I wanted, but eventually I'd get them coming and that would be that!..." Lauren laughed. She leaned back and let her gaze burn into Adam's, as she let her brushing hand come to rest on top of his cock and kneaded it through his pants. With her other hand she slowly pulled Adam's face down toward her cleavage. She tangled her fingers in his hair and held his face just short of actually touching her heaving breasts.
"Of course my tits weren't so big back then!...Little boys love big tits don't they Adam?...Don't they?..." Lauren teased, holding him back even as his lips reflexively puckered and he strained towards her bared bosom
Adam helplessly twisted and writhed under Lauren's wicked teasing. He could feel the moisture seeping through her panties into his cupped palm. He could also feel the moisture seeping from his cock and drenching his shorts under Mrs. Ford's caressing palm.
"Do you like big tits Adam?...I've seen you staring at mine!...I'll bet you'd love to get your hands on them and squeeze them...maybe suck on my big, fat nipples!...You'd like that wouldn't you sweetheart?...
"Ohhhh!....Ahhhhh!...Mrs. Fordddd!..." Adam stammered as Lauren refused to allow him access to her wantonly displayed breasts but continued to tease him with her lewd words and her deft fondling.
"You're not going to come already are you baby?...You wouldn't leave me hanging would you?..." Lauren breathed into Adam's ear. She let her hand slide slowly down Adam's cock and into his crotch. She grabbed his balls and gave them a torrid, practiced squeeze, pressing them up into his seething groin.
"Naaaaa!...Pleaseee!...Noooooo!..." Adam panted, squirming with arousal and embarassment. He had never been so excited in his life. Then she moved her hand back onto his cock and rubbed it up and down more urgently. He tried with all his might to control himself but with Mrs. Ford's moist breath gusting in his ear, her big tits thrusting into his face and with her provocative hand caressing his cock he couldn't stop himself. He started to come and he started to come hard.
"Oh my!...What a surprise!..." Mrs. Ford snickered in feigned surprise, jerking his cock hard through his pants in time with his urgent ejaculation.
"Nooooooo!....Goddddd!....Naaaa!..." Adam groaned in embarassment as he helplessly hunched upwards against Mrs. Ford's coaxing hand. His cock shuddered and the come gushed frantically under her pressing fingers.
"Ohhh!..You're making a mess aren't you Adam!...Ummm!... Coming for me just like the boys did when I was in school!... Yesss!...I can feel it!...It's all hot and sticky!..." Lauren teased, carressing his spewing cock through his pants and squeezing it in time with his shuddering orgasm. She yanked his head upwards so he had to look at her.
"That's too bad!...You couldn't hold it could you baby?...Ummm!...So much yummy come!...We never even got it out did we?...I didn't realize you were so, so ready!..." Lauren said. Her eyes twinkling wickedly.
She could see the keen humiliation masking Adam's face as she deliberately milked his cock for more of his gushing boy juice.
"Mrs. Ford!...Unnn!...I'm sorry!...Oooohh!.. So sorry!...' he moaned, on the verge of tears as cock continued to ejaculate under Lauren's urging fingers.
Lauren just smiled at his distress. The front of his pants was a sodden, sticky mess from all the come he had spent. Patiently she masturbated him through his moaning and twitching until he seemed to be finished.
But Lauren wasn't done with her best friend's son just yet. She let go of his still slightly pulsing prick, pulled his hand from between her thighs and leaned back into her corner of the front seat.
"Well Adam....Maybe you can make it up to me...Take me home!" she said with a lewd wink.
Adam drove the rest of the way to Mrs. Ford's house in a complete daze. He felt completely humiliated at the way he had come all over himself. A broad, dark stain discolored the front of his shorts which were cold and uncomfortable besides. Adam couldn't help blushing in embarrassment. But Mrs. Ford didn't seem at all to mind. She sat beside him watching him and smiling at him with cool calculation She hadn't rebuttoned the front of her blouse which meant she still had Adam's full attention.
When they arrived at her house, Mrs. Ford got out of the car and walked around to Adam's side. She leaned down by his window knowing that this afforded him a great view of her barley contained tits. She let him stare for a moment and even shimmied her shoulders to make her dangling breasts jiggle thrillingly.
"Why don't you come in for a minute Adam. We can have a quick swim and you can clean up a little before you head home..." Lauren invited with a teasing little smile. Then without looking back, she headed off to the house. Adam was still feeling pretty abashed but he would have followed those tits anywhere. He got out of the car and hurried to catch up with his mother's friend.
Lauren took him through the house and out again to the pool. She turned to him and said..."There's a spare pair of trunks in the pool house. Just rinse your shorts out in there and throw them in the drier. They'll be ready in no time. I'll meet you out at the pool in a couple of minutes..." and she went back inside the house.
Adam did as he was instructed. The only swim suit he could find was an incredibly brief speedo. It was tiny and tight, just a skimpy nylon strip of black that barely covered his front and backside. He knew very well that his cock was going to be on vivid display in this outfit so he grabbed a towel and tied it around his waist. He rinsed his shorts and threw them in the old drier that was out there. Then he went back outside to the pool.
Mrs. Ford wasn't back out yet. Adam decided if he took a quick swim, he could get back out and cover up before she came down. He dropped the towel on a lounge chair and dove in. The water was cold and he swam the length of the pool underwater before popping up for air. He got his breath then dug in and did a couple of quick laps. He stopped at the shallow end and leaned back against the wall to get his breath. He was just about to hop out when he turned his head and saw that Mrs. Ford was standing on the deck, looking at him with an amused smile. She stood still and watched him while he gazed in awe at her.
Lauren was wearing high heels and the tiniest little white bikini he had ever seen. The bra was two long narrow triangles of gauzy fabric held together with string. The two strips of material barely covered her nipples. The rest of her creamy bare breasts bulged out all around the postage stamp size bra. At her crotch was another teeny white triangle around which a few whispy tendrels of blonde hair were clearly visible.
"You seem to be enjoying yourself!..." she said with a smirk as she strutted over the dozen or so steps from the house to the pool. She threw a little bag on the chair next to his towel as she went by. When she moved, her breasts jiggled hypnotically with every step and Adam couldn't stop staring.
Lauren walked to the steps where Adam was leaning against the wall, kicked off her high heels and casually walked down into the water up to her waist.
"Ohhhh!..." she said, as she slipped into the chill water.
She turned so she was facing Adam, did a quick knee bend, submersing herself to her shoulders and then sprang upright again.
"Ouch!....That's too cold for me!..." she said, hugging her arms together under her shuddering breasts. She smiled with amusement as Adam watched her like a deer caught in the headlights.
Adam's mouth actually dropped open as he stared at his mother's friend. Her minute bikini top had become completely see-through now that it was wet. What's more, the cold water had made Mrs. Ford's nipples fiercely pink and rigid. They jutted out through her transparent bikini top at least an inch. They were just begging to be sucked! He had never seen anything as sexy as Mrs. Ford's gleaming tits in his life. His cock was a rigid bar of flesh at his loins that testified to his excitement. He was practically drooling as Mrs. Ford walked slowly over towards him.



"I'm getting out! How about you?"
She brushed his face with her hand as she stopped in front of him. Then she let her hand drop down until it was at the waistband of his swim trunks. Adam was sure that she couldn't see that his erection was jutting out over the top of his trunks. Whether she could see or not, Mrs. Ford stretched his tiny speedo out from his waist making Adam gasp in excitement.
"Are you coming?..." she asked, letting his waist band snap back into place.
"Naaaa!..." Adam gasped as his waist band snapped smartly against his erection, making it expand even more and project even further from the tight confines of the tiny swim suit.
With an amused smirk at wide eyed Adam, Lauren slowly stepped up the stairs and out of the pool. Her pubic mound was virtually naked through the tiny wet triangle at her loins. Adam groaned faintly as he looked up into Mrs. Ford's crotch. Lauren picked up her towel then came back to stand right above him. Keeping her eyes turned down into his, she slipped back into her high heels, spread her legs a little and started seductively drying herself. Adam blushed and tried helplessly to look away, but he couldn't. Lauren's rounded mons and lightly haired vertical slit were clearly visible at the apex of her spread legs. He could also see her wicked smile as she looked down at him between her looming breasts.
"You better get out sweetheart. Your mother's going to start worrying about you."
She held the towel out to him.
Adam didn't know what to do. His enormous erection was sticking well out of the top of the undersized speedo and there wasn't much chance of it going down anytime soon with sexy Mrs. Ford standing there. He decided to move quickly out of the pool and make a fast grab for the towel. But Lauren had anticipated him. As he jumped out of the pool, she casually flung the towel over her shoulder. Adam started to move towards it but she just turned so that she was continuously facing him and the towel was just out of reach. Adam found himself standing right in front of the sexy older blonde with the engorged head of his cock protruding obscenely from his swim shorts. And Mrs. Ford was staring right at it.
"Either those trunks are a little small or you're a little large Adam..." she said, licking her lips in a very provocative manner.
"For someone who just came in his pants a little while ago, this is very impressive..." Lauren said, reaching out and closing her fist around his sensitive knob.
"Unnnnnn!.....Godddd!....I'm sorry Mrs. Ford!..." Adam groaned as Lauren squeezed and fondled his eager cock crown.
"Don't be dear! I consider this a compliment!..." Lauren said as she slowly backed up, leading Adam with her by his tool until she backed up to a deck chair. Gracefully she sat down in front of him, her face on a level with his crotch. She looked up into his eyes with a wicked smile as she slowly pulled the speedo down and let it drop to his feet. She didn't touch his cock again for the moment.
Adam stood there trembling with arousal and almost faint with embarrassment. His prick was rigidly erect as the blood throbbed fenziedly through his distended shaft.
"What are you going to do Mrs. Ford?..." he asked in a fearful whisper.
"What would you like me to do Adam?..." Lauren responded as she reached for her bag and puled out her lipstick. With Adam's erection bobbing only inches from her face, she continued to look him in the eyes as she slowly and sensuously applied a gleaming scarlet slash of red to her pursed lips.
"Is there something special you'd like me to do to you right now sweetheart?..." she asked with a lewd wink. Still smiling up into his fearful gaze, she put her hands on his hips and parted her lips into an inviting oval.
"Anything at all?..." she purred.
"Oh God Mrs. Ford!...Please!...Please!...Put it in your mouth!..." he moaned in a barely audible whisper.
"Do you want me to suck it baby?..." she asked, closing one hand at the root of his shaft. It was so urgently erect that she had some difficulty bending it down until it was pointed directly at her glistening lips.
"Please!...Please!..."
"Do you want me to blow you?..." she teased as she leaned forward and pressed her puckered lips lightly against his livid cock crown.
"Ohhhhh!..." Adam cried as Mrs. Ford molded her nibbling lips around his responsive flesh, making his balls churn with arousal.
"If you want me to suck your cock Adam, you have to promise me one thing!..." Lauren said, sliding her cushiony lips down a little further until they were locked around the widest part of Adam's excruciatingly flared knob. She gave the end of his cock a sloppy, lurid suck.
"Naaa!...Goddd!...Anything Mrs. Ford!...Anything you want!..." Adam gasped in arousal. He couldn't believe how exciting it was to see Mrs. Ford's mouth suckling on the end of his pulsing tool. He knew he wouldn't be able to hold his come for very long. And so did Lauren.
She backed off his meat for a moment and said with a sexy purr..."Don't come in my mouth, O.K baby? Let me know when you're going to come but don't come in my mouth!"
"Yesss!...Nooo!... Mrs. Ford!...I won't!... I promise!"
"Good boy!.... Now!...Are you ready for me baby?... Are you ready for your blowjob?..." she asked, giving him another lewd wink.
"Please, Mrs. Ford!...Please!..." Adam begged.
Lauren smiled as she went back to gently sucking on his knob. But now she used her little hand at the root of his cock. She gently jogged his turgid flesh so that his knob was slipping in and out of the tightly cinched oval of her lips. She knew that this was the most sensitive part of his cock and she was giving it particular attention. She also used her tongue with practiced skill, flipping it seductively around and around Adam's tender, engorged flesh.
"Shickkk!..Shickkk!...Shickkk!..." was the moist slurping noise that his cock made as Lauren popped the mushroom shaped knob in and out of her puckered lips.
"Ohhhh!...Ohhh!...Oh my Godddd!..." Adam gasped. He squirmed and twitched with excitement in response to Lauren's expert cock sucking. It felt like his prick was surrounded by molten honey as Lauren worked him over. The tension in his balls was rising fast as those aching nuggets drew up tight into his groin.
"Mmmmm!....Mmmm Hmmmm!...Mmmm Hmmmm!...Mmmm Hmmmm!..." Lauren hummed, knowing that her murmured encouragement would vibrate right down to the bottom of his drum taut ball sack.
"Ohhh Godddd!...." Adam continued to groan, as he began to helplessly hunch his cock in and out of Mrs. Ford's mouth in time with her lurid cock sucking.
Lauren knew he wasn't going to last very long and she decided to help him along. She ringed the root of his throbbing tool with her thumb and forefinger. Then she smoothly leaned forward into his crotch, letting his big cock slide all the way back to her tonsils.
"Naaaaa!..." Adam cried as Mrs. Ford inhaled the whole length of his cock with practiced ease.
Still looking up into his eyes, Lauren managed to curve her ovalled lips into a wicked smile. Then she began to suck on his engorged flesh in earnest. Her smooth cheeks collapsed inwards as she vacuumed his responsive tool with wanton entusiasm .
"Ummm Hmmm!...Ummm Hmmm!...Ummm Hmmm!..." she coaxed, pumping the root of his cock faster with her ringed fingers in order to bring him to his inevitable orgasm.
"Ahhhh!...Ahhh!...Ahhh!...." Adam panted as his angry cock throbbed for release inside the searing confines of Mrs. Ford's sunken cheeks. His cock expanded that last excruciating millimeter as his come began to surge in his balls.
"Mrs Ford!...Ahhh!...I'm coming!...I'm going to come!..." Adam cried, trying to edge backwards and pull his cock from Mrs. Ford's voracious mouth.
"Mnnoooo!...Donnnn't!..." Lauren mumbled loudly with wide eyes. But she reached around Adam with her free hand and grabbed his butt in a hard clasp, refusing to allow him to escape her greedy mouth. She continued to suck on him hard and jack him off in a demanding rhythm.
"Mmmm Mmmm!...Nooooo!...Mmmm mmmm!..." she kept humming even as she bore down on the dismayed youth's cock with irresistable intensity.
Adam was frantic with indecision. Mrs. Ford was telling him not to come in her mouth but she refused to release him now that he was on the brink. He wiggled and squirmed but Lauren only gripped his ass tighter and held him firmly in place. The pre come was streaming from his cock and she knew the rest of it was on its way.
"Ummmm!...Ummm!...Ummm!..." she coaxed as she sucked and masturbated his cock furiously. With her other hand she jerked his butt forward again and again, forcing Adam to fuck her mouth rhythmically.
"Ahhhhhh!....Noooo!...." he cried pitifully as he rose up on his tiptoes and his balls convulsed. A huge jet of come erupted from his quivering cock, firing directly down Mrs. Ford's throat.
"Oooohh!...Ummmm!...Commmmme!....Ummm Hmmmm!...Commm ommm!..." Lauren encouraged gutturally as the torrent of Adam's sperm gushed furiously under her vacuuming suck.
"Ahhhh!...Ahhh!...Goddd!..." Adam wailed, practically dancing on his toes. His cock was lurching violently with every spasm of his balls. He was feverishly embarrassed that he was coming in Mrs. Ford's mouth when she had specifically asked him not to. And was he ever coming! He was coming so much that she couldn't swallow fast enough. His creamy sperm was beginning to trickle out of the corners of Mrs. Ford's mouth as she urged him to fuck her face. And there was nothing he could to about it. He came and came and came as the wanton blonde worked skillfully to drain his youthful balls.
"Ummm!..Hmmm!...Commme!...Commmm!...Ummm Hmmm!..." Lauren continued to intone. With her face buried in his crotch, she waited for the tension in his groin to build. Then she yanked her head up, drawing his sperm up from his balls with her leeching mouth. Then she would plunge her frothing lips back down his tool and suck hard, coaxing another spasm to build in his cringing nuts. She repeated this lewd cycle over and over, forcing Adam's orgasm to go on and on and on.
"Naaaaa!...Ohhhh!..." Adam moaned in surrender, ceasing to struggle as he let Mrs. Ford work her seductive skills on his lurching, spewing cock. Finally his come shots started lose their power and his orgasm began to wane.
"Ummmmm!...Ummm Hmmm!..." Lauren hummed happily. She continued to stare up wickedly into Adam's eyes as she coaxed the diminishing flow of boy cream from his over worked testicles.
Eventually she let his softening shaft slip from her puffy lips. She nestled her face into his groin as she murmured in a very pouty little girl voice..."You promised you wouldn't come in my mouth baby!..."
"Mrs. Ford!...I didn't mean to!....What could I do?...I!...I!...Ahhhh!.." Adam gasped, as Lauren gave his super sensitive shaft a bunch of hard pulls with her little fist to draw up the last dregs of sperm from his balls.
And of course her practiced touch worked, making Adam's little pee slit open wide and disgorge the last of his bubbling fluid on her cheeks, in her hair and down her shuttling wrist.
"You'll just have to make it up to me!..." she said with a girlish giggle, wringing the last of his sperm from him with corkscrewing twists and pulls of her little hand.
"Ahhhhh!..." Adam groaned, rocking back on his heels. He was barely able to stand, he was so sapped of strength. He stared down at Mrs. Ford's glowing, come streaked face and wondered what she meant.
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Kathy was getting excited just thinking about the evening. She and her husband Stan were going to a summer party at his boss's house. Kathy wanted to make sure she made a big impression on her husband's boss Dave. She had done some research and found out that Dave had a daughter who went to St. Trinian's, a very expensive private school. Kathy had gone out and purchased a St. Trinian's uniform, a grey pleated skirt, white blouse, knee high socks and loafers. She had dyed her blonde hair blonde and tied it back in a pony tail. She actually looked very much the part of the innocent young school girl despite the fact that she was 26. Well, maybe not so innocent as she had shortened the skirt to show off a lot of shapely leg. Kathy had a waspishly thin waist above which her generous 36-D breasts bulged dramatically. She had strategically chosen the blouse to be a little tight to take full advantage of her generous assets. She had a little white purse she wore on one shoulder. She was quite pleased with her schoolgirl look as was her husband Stan, judging by the way he kept stealing glances at her as they drove to the party. She slid over a little closer to him on the front seat and casually rested her hand on his thigh.
"How do you like me as a blonde, baby? I hope this outfit isn't too slutty! What do you think?..."
"You look great Kath!..." Stan enthused, his head swiveling back and forth from the road to his hot wife.
" Why don't we just turn around and forget this party? We could go over to the schoolyard and play on the swings. I'll push you for as long as you like!..."
Kathy giggled at Stan's lecherous approval and let her hand drift over onto the bulge in his crotch
" It feels like you'd like to give me a big push, you perv!...You wouldn't fuck a schoolgirl would you lover?..." she teased, as she pressed her little hand over his straining erection.
"Ummmmm, baby!...Take it out!...Please!...Just play with it a little like you used to!..." Stan wheedled.
Kathy considered her husband's needy request. It was true, she used to jack him off for hours in the car when they traveled, before they had been married for five years. She hadn't done that in a long time. She wasn't sure that this was the best moment but she decided to play along with her husband for a little bit.
"Lift up baby!.." she said as she deftly pulled down his zipper and his pants. In no time she was fondling his bare, turgid cock as they drove along.
"Ahhhh!...God!...Yesss!...That's so hot!...Keep going!..." Stan gasped as his little wife began to gently jog her fist up and down his rampant tool.
"Don't get too excited lover! We're going to be at the party in a minute and you know I have plans to impress your boss!.... You said you were all right with that!... You don't mind do you baby?...You know I only want to help!..." Kathy murmured, cruising her thumb around and around the crimson dome of Stan's cock, making the pre-come seep madly from his throbbing tool. She knew she could have anything she wanted when he was this excited and she had his cock in her hand. He wasn't going to refuse her now!
"Umm hmmmm!...It's O.K.!...Have fun!...Ahhhh!... Just don't stop!..." Stan hissed, his hips shifting uncontrollably as his naughty wife worked him over.
"You're a pet!.." Kathy giggled as she masturbated Stan's now come-slick rod. His excitement was contagious and she could feel the juices dampening her own panties as her husband writhed under her practiced fondling.
A few moments later they were parking on the street in a line of cars in front of Stan's boss's house. As they pulled in, Kathy reluctantly released Stan's quivering erection.
"Wait!..." he cried as he put the car in park and lunged across the seat, covering his wife's lips with his. Feverishly his tongue darted in and out of her mouth as one of his big hands reached under her little skirt and palmed the moist gusset of her panties.
" Oh baby!...We shouldn't!..." Kathy groaned in indecision. But with Stan's breath gusting hotly in her mouth and his hand groping her seething loins she was thinking a quickie in the car might not be a bad idea before they went in.
" Don't Stan!...Don't baby!...You're going to make me a mess!..." Kathy whimpered as she lifted her bum and her husband worked her panties down her thighs.
"No I won't baby!...Look what I brought!... A schoolgirl's best friend!..." Stan chuckled, popping open the glove compartment and reaching inside. He pulled out an impossibly thick dildo that had pointy little knobs under the head and bulging plastic veins down the shaft. His eyes danced merrily into his wife's as he laid the intimidating tool on her thigh. He slid it upwards until the hard nosed phallus parted her swollen labia.
"Oh no you bastard!...Don't!...Not that!..." Kathy pleaded, sliding sideways across the seat and away from the pressing dildo.
But Stan just slid across the seat with her, and when she was jammed up against the door he twisted the first couple of inches of the fat tool into her drooling cunt mouth.
"Unnngh!...Shit!...NNnnn!...Ohhh Fuck!...Nooo!..." Kathy moaned as her husband forced the plundering tool slowy but steadily into her, stretching her greasy hole thrillingly. Hot flashes of excitement seethed through her loins as Stan attacked her pussy with her favorite toy.
"You know you love it you little tease!...Let's just get you in the mood to party!.." Stan taunted with a broad grin as he patiently twisted the fat dildo inwards until the whole thing was seated fully inside Kathy's gaping vagina.
"Naaaa!...Fuckkk!...Goddd!..." Kathy groaned, her eyes bulging from their sockets as her cunt throbbed feverishly around the fat plastic dick.
"And speaking about the party, don't forget about what you have in mind for our gracious host!..." Stan teased, putting his hands on the back of his wife's head and pulling it down into his lap.
"You bastard!...Mmmmphhh!..." she swore in a muffled groan just as her husband hunched his rampant cock between her lipstick covered lips.
"Yessss!...That's it!...Show me what you've got in store for good old Dave!...Oh Christ!... You're so good!...You're going to blow his mind!...Yessss!..." Stan groaned as his wife took his steely erection in her mouth and began to suck on it.
Kathy was writhing around so excitedly on the hard dildo that was skewering her guts that she was hardly aware of the big cock filling her mouth. Stan knew she was getting herself worked up for a big come, but he had another plan in mind. Keeping one hand firmly on his wife's head, he reached between her writhing loins with his other hand and turned on the vibrating dildo to full speed.
"Naaaaa!...MMMffff!...Ghhaaaa!...Kathy cried gutturally. She stiffened and twisted as the dildo buzzed mercilessly inside her. Stan had to use two hands to keep her head down and her mouth on his cock. But the good news was that she was now lunging up and down frenziedly on his near orgasmic cock as the dildo excited her.
Kathy's cunt was twitching and spasming feverishly but she could never come on that damn dildo when Stan had it cranked up all the way. It was just too damn intense and the bastard knew it!
She was frantically excited and she sucked her husband's cock with all the passion and frustration that was screaming through her loins.
"Ahhhh!...Goddd!...Yesss!...Unn Hnnn!...I'm gonna come!...Unnn!... I'm coming!..." Stan cried, bucking his loins frantically in response to his wife's slavish cocksucking. He savaged her mouth with his thrusting prick and she plunged up and down in his lap without missing a beat.
"Mmmmm!.....Mmmm Hmmmm!....Mmmm Hmmm!..." she moaned gutturally as her husband stiffened and arched up dramatically under her leeching suck.
"Ahhhhh!...Naaaa!...Godddd!...Ahhh!...Nnnn!...Nnnn!..." Stan bellowed as his balls convulsed and his come jetted from his cock in huge, steaming volleys.
"Mmmmm!...Mmmmmm Hmmm!...Mmmm Hmmm!...Mmmm Hmmm!...." Kathy encouraged, sucking sharply on Stan's pulsing knob in time with his ejaculation. She knew that he found this enormously exciting. She could usually make him come for long minutes with this technique but tonight she just wanted to drain him so that he could take care of her furiously creaming pussy.
"Ahhhh!...Goddd!...You are such a hot!... fucking!... little!... schoolgirl!..." Stan gasped as his cock cream spewed in response to his wife's lurid suck.. She couldn't keep up with the urgent flow and he smiled to see the viscous cream bubbling out of the corners of her mouth and dripping down her chin,
"Ahhhh!...Godddd!...That! ...Was!... Great!..." he groaned, hunching up in time with the last few spasms that wracked his groin and dribbling the last of his sperm into his wife's siphoning mouth. Gently he lifted her face up from his lap and smiled down into her beseeching eyes.
"Make me come you bastard!....Don't leave me like this!..." Kathy hissed, starting to climb up onto Stan's still bare lap.
Stan reached down and cooly yanked the plundering dildo out of his wife's sodden pussy!
"Ahhhh!... Yesss!...Fuck me you prick!..." the frantic wife demanded as the hard plastic invader tore through her pulsing labia, leaving he cunt yawning and empty and desperately frustrated.
Stan reached between his wife's wide spread thighs once more, into the glove compartment and found what he was looking for. His hand drifted back under his wife's swiveling loins.
"I think you need to keep that edge for the party sweetheart!...This should help!..."
With a twist of his wrist, Stan thrust a short tapered little butt plug deftly into Kathy's unprepared ass.
"Ahhhhh!...Shittt!..." the surprised housewife shrieked frantically. She straightened up in shocked surprise, banging her head on the roof of the car as the plastic plug stretched and filled her.
Stan took the opportunity to slide out from under his quivering, panting schoolgirl/wife, closed his pants and began to straighten himself up.
"You miserable fucking asshole!...Don't leave me like this?..." Kathy demanded as her pussy sizzled with unfulfilled lust. She stared hard into her husband's twinkling eyes and realized he was enjoying her frustration tremendously.
"Just pull yourself together baby!...There's nothing more exciting than the look of a freshly fucked schoolgirl!...And you do look unbelievably hot!...You're pretty excited aren't you?..."
"You shit!... You know I'm dying for it!...How am I supposed to go to the party like this!"
"I think you're perfect Kath!...Old Dave is going to think he's died and gone to heaven!...Take it easy on him, O.K.?...I definitely know he's not ready for you when you're in a mood like this!.."
Kathy snarled and muttered a little further at her husband but she knew it was useless. She grabbed her panties and reached back to remove the butt plug. But Stan took hold of her wrists and held them hard as he whispered.
"Forget the panties baby!...And the butt plug stays in!...You're going in just the way you are!...Trust me!... I know what I'm doing!...Now let's go have some fun!..."
It was only a few moments later that they were making their way into the party. Kathy had made a brief side trip to the ladies room on the way in and had repaired the cosmetic damage of their hasty fuck. But her eyes were glittering with fierce arousal and Stan could tell his wife's one thought was to get her hands on his boss as soon as possible and fuck his brains out.
"There he is over there, with his wife!..."
Kathy caught the direction of her husband's gaze and saw an attractive, slightly greying man, with a shy smile talking with an attractive older red-head by the fireplace.
Kathy's loins were so sensitive that she could hardly walk. Stan ushered his somewhat wobbly wife over towards his boss and made the introductions.
"Dave!... Thanks so much for asking us...I'd like you to meet my wife Kathy.... Kathy... Dave Andrews and his wife Brenda.... Kathy's been really looking forward to meeting you both."
Kathy smiled and was immediately gratified to see a warm blush spreading up Dave's neck as he tried not to stare too obviously at the tasty little treat he was being introduced to.
"Hello Stan, Kathy! How nice to see you! This is my wife Brenda! Brenda I think you know Stan...."
Kathy was interested to note that, although she got a rather icy handshake from the lady of the house, Brenda had a warm smile and a lingering glance for her husband. This evening had definite possibilities.
Dave was fighting a loosing battle in his war against ogling the cute little blonde standing in front of him. Finally he said...
"There's something interesting about what you're wearing that I can't quite put my finger on.."
Kathy saw his wife roll her eyes in disdain when Dave said this.
"Oh Kathy used to go to St. Trinian's. Sometimes she wears the old school outfit for fun. I think she still fits into it pretty well don't you?.." Stan said with a smile. He gave Kathy's ass a playful but firm squeeze that had her rising on her toes and sucking air as her husband made the butt plug jiggle around in her ass.
"Our daughter Bunny goes to St. Trinian's! That must be it!..."
"Jesus Stan!..." Kathy moaned quietly, her smoldering gaze burning into Dave's admiring eyes.
"Is Bunny a short version of her name Dave?..." Kathy asked.
"Well no..." Dave replied..."Her name is Wendy but I've called her Bunny ever since she was a little girl."
"That's so cute..." Kathy said with a dazzling smile, and then..." I think I see Cheryl Watson over at the bar. Just excuse me for a second won't you while I go say hi. I hope we get to talk a little more later on...."
Kathy minced away on tentative toes. With every step she took she was acutely aware of the plastic prod stretching her ass. Her cunt was on continuous slow burn and she didn't know how long she could go on with the shmoozing until she got the sex she needed. She hovered on the periphery of several conversations and a number of interested males approached her. She made some small talk but mostly she kept her eye on Stan's boss and she was pleased that he seemed to be keeping an eye on her.
When the noise level and the heat started to rise, Kathy waited until she saw that Dave was alone and decided to make her move. Surreptitiously opening a couple of buttons on her blouse she pulled her shoulders back and sidled over towards him
He was in the corner of the den and Kathy was pleased to see that he was watching her from the moment she started to move in his direction. The bared, generous slopes of her flushed breasts preceded her as she approached her husband's boss.
"Mr. Andrews! Thank you so much for inviting us. You have such a beautiful home!" she said, moving to his side and squeezing her juicy tits against his arm.
"Thank you Kathy. Call me Dave please! .... I must say you certainly have brought some sparkle to the old place tonight just by being here!.."
He couldn't seem to tear his eyes away from Kathy's gently heaving cleavage and she didn't help by leaning closer to his ear and saying..
"Aren't you sweet to say so!...'
"Oh there you are, honey!.." Stan said bustling up behind his wife and not so gently thrusting his knee into her ass as he leaned over her towards his boss.
"Unnnnghhhh! ..." Kathy grunted excitedly, actually grabbing Dave's shoulder for support as Stan jammed the butt plug up her ass with his knee.
"Say Dave! Brenda says she's feeling a little overwhelmed with the heat and all. I was thinking I'd take out by the pool for a while if that's O.K. with you!"
Even as he was speaking, Stan was grinding his knee into his wife's ass, making her actually hump gently against his boss's leg as the cunt juice began to seep down her inner thigh.
Dave was turning beet red at the feel of Kathy's taut little body rubbing against him. He was sure her globular breasts were going to spill out of her schoolgirl blouse at any moment and he couldn't tear his eyes away from them.
"Sure Stan!...Of course...I'd appreciate it if you'd look after her!...I!...I! .. What with all the guests!!...You know!.." Dave stammered lamely, his eyes darting nervously from Kathy to Stan.
"That's great!...I'll take good care of her!...See you sweetie!..." Stan said to his wife, taking her shoulders from behind and yanking her down subtly on his pressing knee.
"Oh Christ!...I'm so hot!..." Kathy gasped as Stan suddenly left her and she had to actually clutch tighter to Dave's shoulder to keep from falling on her unsteady legs.
"Are you alright?.." Dave asked.
"Actually, I am feeling a little flushed. Is there somewhere quiet I could lie down for just a minute?..."
"Certainly dear! There's my daughter's room, the third on the right, upstairs. She's away because of the party. Why don't you go on up. I'll check on you in a few minutes."
Kathy gave Dave another smoldering look as she said..."It's a date!..." and she headed towards the stairs. She didn't look back. She knew Dave was watching and that he wouldn't be long.
"Thank Christ..." she whispered to herself. She couldn't have waited a minute longer.
Kathy found Wendy's room, went in and closed the door behind her.
She turned on a little reading light by the bed. She took off her blouse, removed her bra then put her blouse back on but only buttoned it halfway, leaving her creamy, unfettered breasts displayed. She dropped the bra casually on the bed, sat down gingerly then stretched out. The butt plug was driving her insane. Kathy shifted around until she had her pleated skirt rucked up enough so that her hairless little pussy was bared. She wasn't going to give Dave a chance. She vigorously plied her steamy opening with two fingers to make sure her pink labia were swollen and dripping. Then she took each of her nipples and pinched and stretched them savagely until they were both jutting out an inch from her heaving boobs. She had to bite her lip to keep from screaming as she played with herself like that. Then she settled back nervously and continued to finger her snatch and her nipples as she waited for Stan's boss. She didn't have to wait long.
It was dim in Wendy's room when Dave walked in. The first thing he realized was that there was a strong, musky odor in the room. It was the pungent smell of sexual arousal and his cock immediately lurched upright in his pants in a conditioned response.
Then he saw Kathy lying on his daughter's bed. He stifled a gasp as he realized that her abbreviated schoolgirl outfit wasn't hiding very much. The livid red slash at the apex of her loins was bared and he could see her monumental breasts thrusting through her half parted blouse. She had one arm stretched over her forehead and at first he thought she was asleep. But then he realized she was awake and watching him through hooded eyes.
"Come in Dave!...Come over here!...I've been waiting for you!..." Kathy said in a husky purr.
"I've been a bad girl!...Come and see!..."
Dave approached the bed like a sleep walker. He couldn't tear his eyes away from the obscene spectacle that Kathy made as she lay sprawled across his daughter's bed. As he slowly got closer, Kathy unhurriedly bent her knees and tipped her pelvis up. Her skirt fell even further back and exposed not only her glistening, bald pussy but also the butt plug protruding from her taut little ass.
"I've been a nasty little girl Dave!...I've been waiting for you and playing with myself!... See how wet I am?...Ummmm!...And do you see the butt plug in my ass?...It's been in there all evening!... When I was talking to you downstairs!...Oh Goddd!...It's got me so hot!... I'm being terrible talking like this!...Showing myself to you like this!...Aren't I Dave?..." she whispered, reaching down and spreading her ass apart with her hands so that the anal bung was on vulgar display to Dave's goggling eyes.



The older man was too mesmerized to reply.
"I'm such a nasty little slut!...I deserve a spanking don't you think?.." she asked giving one butt cheek a serious whack with her open palm.
"Ohhhhhh!..." she grunted, her own eyes popping open with excitement as the anal prod lurched around inside her.
"Ahhhh!...Kathy!...My Godddd!..." Dave stammered.
"I know! ... I'm a terrible flirt!...All the boys say so!.." Kathy said, her eyes burning fiercely into the older man's.
"I've shown you mine!...Now you show me yours Dave!..." she whispered teasingly.
"Kathy!...My wife!...I shouldn't!..." Dave whispered weakly.
"She'll never know baby!...Show me your cock!...You know you want too!.."
In a lustful fog Dave obediently reached down and opened his tailored slacks. He pushed them and his undershorts down to his knees. His rigid penis was straining urgently from his loins.
Kathy looked at it and at Dave with a knowing smile.
"Come here baby!...." she said patting the bed beside her.
"You don't look very comfortable!..." Kathy said looking pointedly at his engorged erection.
"I can take care of that for you Dave!...If you want me to?..."
Dave didn't reply as he hesitantly seated himself on the side of the bed. But the urgent quivering of his scarlet tool was all the answer Kathy needed. The wanton schoolgirl reached over to her little purse on the night table, opened it and pulled out a condom.
Dave's eyes widened with excitement.
"A young girl has to be careful doesn't she Dave?..." Kathy purred as she tore open the condom package with her teeth.
With her hooded eyes smoldering up into his she leaned over towards his lap and sheathed the tip of his cock with the condom. She used two hands, one to unroll the condom and the other to ring his cock just below the latex sleeve.
"Unnnn!...Nnnaaaa!...." Dave gasped, his balls contracting fiercely with arousal at the feel of Kathy's fingertips manipulating his turgid cock crown.
"Squeeze my tits!.." she demanded as she inched the rubber below his knob.
"Oh Godddddd!..." Dave gasped as he cupped Kathy's heaving globes in his sweaty palms.
Kathy thrust her creamy breasts into his hands as she leaned in closer to his rigid boner.
"Tell me when you're going to come!... " she hissed as she unrolled the tight condom about half way down his shaft. She squeezed the middle of his tool hard and then engulfed his knob in her hot mouth.
"Ohhhhh!....Oh my Godddd!..." Dave whimpered, his head jerking back as Kathy sucked his cock with whorish enthusiasm. His hands clutched her resilient tits as her wanton cocksucking made his balls knot up furiously.
"Ummmm Hmmmm!...Ummm Hmmm!...Ummmm!...." she moaned, scrubbing her tongue feverishly back and forth against the tender ridge under Dave's cock crown. She knew that this was where he was most sensitive, even through the tight condom. She lashed the underside of knob with practiced skill, sucking him luridly.
"Aahhhh!...Naaa!..Ohhh!...Ohhh!..." Dave moaned. He couldn't believe the intensity of the excitement that raged through his groin in response to Kathy's avid cocksucking. His arousal was building too quickly. Even though the little blonde had only been sucking him for a few moments, the come was surging in his balls and he knew he was going to shoot like an inexperienced schoolboy.
"Goddddd!...Naaaa!...Noooo!..." he whimpered in dismay and frantic arousal.
Kathy knew what she was doing to the gasping older man. She could feel the come throbbing for release under her pressing fingers. She smiled at his helplessness as she flailed the underside of his cock crown with her moist tongue. Dave's balls drew drum taut. His whole body arched and stiffened like he was being electrocuted.
"Nnaaa!...I'm going to come!...Kathy!... I can't stop it!...Please!..." Dave moaned down at the top of Kathy's head. Her blonde pony tail bobbed sexily in time with the subtle twisting of her mouth on his cock.
Kathy immediately stripped her lips off his seething prick.
"Don't close your eyes!...I want you to watch me while you come!.." she instructed, closing the ring of her thumb and forefinger tight around his throbbing member. With her other hand she quickly snapped the condom off his tool. She looked up hotly at Dave as she aimed his cock at her swollen lips.
"Do you want to come on my face Dave?..." she asked lewdly, using her clever thumb to brush back and forth against the pulsing underside of Dave's cock crown. She continued to hold his come in check with her other hand, squeezing the middle of his cock hard with her encircling fingers.
"I'll bet Brenda doesn't let you come on her face does she honey?...She's not a bad girl like me!...I'll do things for you that your wife never would Dave!...Like let you come all over my face!..Would you like that?...Would you?...?
"Naaaa!...Oh Goddd!...Yesss!...Please!..." Dave begged, squirming frantically under Kathy's relentless cock teasing.
"Aren't you glad I'm such a bad little girl?... Watch me baby!...Look at me while you come!..." Kathy encouraged with a provocative smile. Then she released the pressure of her fingers around Dave's cock while still rubbing the tip of his knob with her thumb.
Dave watched the obscene spectacle unfolding in front of him with rapt attention.
"Unnnnnnn!..." he cried as a huge stream of sperm erupted from his cock and streaked up Kathy's cheek into her hair.
"Ohhhhh!...That's so nasty!...' she smiled, licking her lips enticingly as she made the older man shoot. She squeezed his cock tight once again to let the pressure of his convulsing balls build. Once Dave was squirming frantically, she released her fingers again briefly.
"Naaaa!...Ohhhh!...My Godddd!..." Dave gasped as Kathy skillfully orchestrated the rhythm of his orgasm. He had never felt such excruciating excitement in his life. Two more blasts of come, even bigger than the first erupted from his gaping pee slit and splattered on her chin and the corner of her mouth. Kathy's pink tongue darted out and she swiped his come eagerly into her mouth
"That's it Dave!...Cream me!...Do it!..." the wanton schoolgirl urged as she continued to friction his cock crown with her thumb while restricting and releasing his searing flow at a torturous pace.
"Ohhhhh!....Ohhhh!...." Dave moaned, his excitement soaring as he watched his sperm splash again and again over the lovely face smiling up at him from his groin.
"Yessss!...Come on baby!...Do me!...Unnn Hnnn!...Squirt me!...Do it!..." Kathy urged lewdly, starting to jerk her husband's boss off with short, sharp pulls that had his sperm jetting furiously.
"Unnnn!...Naaaa!...Nnnnn!...." Dave gasped. Wracking spasms convulsed his loins and he was coming harder than he ever had in his life as his excitement soared.
"Mmmm!...You're coming all over me baby!...Such a bad boy!...It's so sticky and hot!...Do you think I look sexy with your cream dripping down my face?..." Kathy asked luridly.
Dave had never seen anything as arousing as this. A gorgeous blonde looking up at him as she jacked him off, her face plastered with streams of his viscous sperm.
"Naaaa!.....Unnnn!...Unnnn!..." he gasped, as his testicles spasmed hard.
Kathy's eyes never blinked but her mouth opened into a surprised O as more and more jets of man goo sprayed her cheeks, her chin, her lips and her hair. She was completely drenched in greasy sperm.
"You come so much baby!..." she enthused. Then she darted her face back into Dave's lap without ever taking her eyes from his.
Once again she engulfed the top half of his cock in her silky mouth and sucked furiously.
Dave watched spellbound as Kathy's cheeks collapsed around his spasming tool.
"Ahhhhh!...Ahhhh!...Ahhhh!..." he groaned, half buckling over on top of the ravenously sucking schoolgirl. Now his cock was agonizingly tender. Each diminishing spurt of come was burning through his shaft like a surgeon's scalpel.
But Kathy sucked him mercilessly, still paying special attention to the supersensitive underside of his cock crown with her lashing tongue. She knew how to drain a man dry. And after that, she knew how to arouse him once more and make him harder than ever.
"Noooo!...No moreeee!...Pleaseee!..." Dave whimpered as his cock began to soften inside Kathy's leeching mouth.
She suckled him furiously for a few more moments then released his completely spent manhood from her glistening lips.
She looked up at him with a bright smile on her come covered face.
"I told you I was bad Dave!...Very bad!..." she chuckled. She used one finger to wipe the come from her cheeks and onto her outstretched tongue. Then she swallowed his thick cream with a lewd smile.
" Excuse me just a sec while I use Wendy's washroom. ..I'll be back in a minute... Don't go away lover!.." She picked up her little purse and sauntered over to the washroom.
Dave sort of slumped over on the bed in exhausted amazement.
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A few minutes later Kathy emerged from the washroom. Her face was clean, freshly lipsticked and smiling as she approached Dave with a dampened towel. She still wore her pleated skirt but her blouse was completely unbuttoned so that her breasts dangled enticingly as she bent over to hand Dave the towel.
"Why don't you take off your clothes and clean up a little..." she said.
Dave looked at Kathy anxiously, excited but reluctant to go any further with Stan's wanton wife when his own wife might come looking for him at any moment.
"Kathy!...I'm not sure we should!...The party!...My wife!...Maybe we should go down!..."
Kathy just smiled and reached down into Dave's groin. She curled her hand under his scrotum and lightly sank her sharp nails into his balls. She poised her lips next to Dave's ear.
"Don't worry lover!..." she purred, extending her index finger and raking her nail back and forth over Dave's surprised anus...
"Ooohhhh!..." he gasped.
"Your guests will be enjoying your lavish food and drink..." she whispered, deliberately insinuating her sharp nailed fingertip through his tight sphincter...
"Aaahhhh!..." he moaned.
"My husband will be taking good care of your wife..." she whispered, auguring her finger deeper into his cringing asshole...
"And I'll..." she murmured, removing her probing finger
"...be taking..." she purred, raking her nails slowly up the underside of his distinctly twitching shaft...
"......good care of you!..." she breathed, thrusting her tongue into his ear while scratching lightly, thrillingly at the pee slit in the tip of his cock.
"Naaaaa!...Ahhh!...Oh Goddd!...." he whimpered in eager response.
"Now get undressed!..."
Dave lurched to his feet, his renewed erection jutting skyward, and began to remove his clothes. As he did so, Kathy looked around Wendy's bedroom. She found a picture of a pretty young girl on the bureau and held it towards Dave.
"Is this your daughter?"
"Yes..." Dave said, a little embarrassed as he looked at the picture of Wendy and at Kathy standing there in her schoolgirl uniform.
"She's very pretty!...And blonde like me!...I see she wears her hair loose..." Kathy said, casually reaching back and undoing the ribbon that held her pony tail. She tossed her head to send her blonde hair cascading onto her shoulders.
"Is this the tie she wears with her uniform?..." she asked, picking up a little school tie lying on the nightstand. .
Dave was just finishing undressing and said..."Yes.." nervously.
Kathy turned to the mirror and loosely knotted Wendy's tie around her neck. She also grabbed a little black crinoline bracelet off the nightstand and slipped it on her wrist.
"She wears glasses!....Are they very strong?...." Kathy asked donning a pair of dark, horn rimmed glasses that were on the bureau.
"Ummm!...They're not bad at all!...What do you think?.." she asked, turning and smiling at Dave and posing with one hand on her hip.
"You look wonderful!..." Dave said with a forlorn smile.
"That's not what I mean Dave...Tell me, what do you think!..." she said, walking up to the older man and reaching down to cup his balls in her hand. She gave his nuts a lascivious squeeze.
"Tell you what?.." Dave asked in confusion. The blood pounded through his erection as Kathy fisted it and continued her lewd fondling.
"Do I look like her?...Do I look like your daughter?.." Kathy asked with a sweet smile, stepping back from Dave but keeping his cock in her outstretched hand. Her eyes were sparkling with amusement as she watched Dave appraising her in a whole different light.
"My Goddd!..." he breathed in amazement.
"You do!...You look just like my daughter!..." Dave murmured in amazement. He knew that Kathy was a married young woman in her early twenties. But standing there in front of him in her St. Trinian's uniform, she was the vision of his teen-age daughter.
The calculating little blonde smiled triumphantly. She knew she had Stan's boss right where she wanted him now. She tugged on his cock, pulling him with her as she backed towards the bed. She said, in her best little girl voice, what she knew would drive him crazy....
"Come on daddy!...Come back to bed and fuck me!...I want your big cock so bad daddy!.... Fuck me please!...I know you've wanted to for a while now!...And I want your big cock too!... Please daddy!...Please!..." Kathy taunted, licking her lips temptingly.
Dave stumbled after Kathy like he was hypnotized. His eyes had taken on a vacant look like he was in a dream. But his cock was throbbing frantically in the little blonde's firmly closed fist. She had planned this moment carefully. She was going to entice her husband's boss with a fantasy that he would never admit. Stan had told her that Dave's daughter was getting into a lot of trouble with boys at school. She had every intention of using his fragile emotions in her lurid seduction.
Kathy backed up until her calves hit the bed and then she gracefully sprawled backwards. She continued to pull Dave by his cock, forcing him to crawl after her until he was poised above her, kneeling between the temptingly spread vee of her parted legs.
"Kathy!...No!..This is all wrong!...I can't!.." Dave whispered in anquished confusion.
This reincarnation of his daughter lying seductively naked beneath him and urging him to fuck her was causing nightmarish feelings to rage through the older man. But he couldn't deny the formidable lust that was centered in his groin and that was growing more and more powerful as Kathy guided him towards her beckoning vagina.
"It's O.K. daddy!....I'm not on the pill but you can fuck me if you use a rubber!..." she said with a shy smile. She released Dave's cock, reached for her little purse and pulled out another condom. She ripped open the packet with her teeth, then used two hands to apply the condom to the tip of Dave's rigid penis.
"No!...Don't do this!...I can't!....I can't!..." Dave groaned as Kathy sensuously and slowly unrolled the tight rubber sheath down his shaft.
"You don't want to get pregnant me when you fuck me do you?...It's the middle of the month for me!... I'm very fertile right now!...You wouldn't want to give me a baby would you daddy?..." Kathy asked in an appealing voice as she stretched the condom down to the root of Dave's cock.
She pulled him towards her so that his cock crown nestled in between her swollen labia. Dave hissed with excitement and his eyes became slits at the feel of the mouth of Kathy's vagina spreading around his knob. But still he held back, propping himself up on rigid arms and gazing down at her in agonized arousal.
Kathy continued to tempt him on with more lurid encouragement.
"I haven't done it very often daddy!...I'm practically a virgin!...The first couple of times it hurt a lot and none of the boys had a cock as big as yours!..." she whispered in his ear, hunching her loins up so that her pussy writhed around his cock crown in a molten caress.
"Uunnnnn!.." he hissed.
"Ohhhh, daddy!...You have such a big cock and my little pussy's sooo tight!...Go slow O.K.?..." she hissed as she used her two handed grip on his tool to stir Dave's knob around inside the opening of her cunt like she was stirring a witch's cauldron.
"Unnnnghh!...Goddddd!..." Dave moaned as his balls clenched up excruciatingly in excited response.
"And you have to be careful daddy!...That thing in my ass makes me very tender!... You have to be careful not to fuck me too hard at first!....Is that O.K. daddy?...Do you promise?...Just fuck me slowly until I get used to your big cock and then later, if it doesn't hurt too much...maybe.... maybe you can take the butt plug out and then...you know.... maybe then you can fuck the shit out of me!..."
"Ohhhh!...Naaaa!...Noooo!..." Dave moaned pitifully. The sensation of Kathy's vagina leeching at the end of his swollen tumescence along with her obscene dialogue was driving him crazy. Kathy smiled to hear his mournful whimpers and managed to coax just a little more of his big cock into her fluttering cunt mouth.
"Naaaaa!....Oh Goddd!..." he gasped.
Dave's thoughts were a lurid mass of desire and denial, of lust and rejection.
He cock was screaming for the delight of thrusting deep into Kathy's honeyed hole but the distinction between his daughter and the licentious young wife lying beneath him was blurring in his mind and he supported himself above her in rigid confusion.
"Don't you want me daddy?...Don't you want to do me?...I know you do!...Ummm Hmmm!... I can feel it!...Just put it in a little more!...Just put the head in!...Ohhh!...Oh please daddy!...I can take it!...Stretch me open with your big prick!..." Kathy urged, releasing Dave's cock and wrapping her arms around his trembling waist.
"Ahhhh!...Godddd!... Kathy!... Babyyy!... Pleaseeee!... Waittt!..." Dave pleaded as the honey haired blonde pulled him a little further into her pulsing pussy.
"Phwahhh!..." he gasped as his cock crown slipped into her and Kathy's taut labia snapped tightly just beneath his mushroomed knob.
Kathy smiled again at his anguished response and bore down with her well toned inner muscles. Her cunt mouth rippled around the end of his cock with excruciating effect.
"Ahhhh!...Ahhh!...Pleaseeee!..." he gasped
"I know what it is!...It's the rubber isn't it daddy?...It doesn't feel right does it?... Wait!...Just let me!...Ummm!..." Kathy whispered, squirming and twisting to back off Dave's aching boner. Deftly she reached under her raised thigh and stripped the greasy condom off his cock. Then she quickly wriggled back into place and hunched up so that his uncovered tool was again spreading her steamy pussy.
"How does that feel daddy?...My cunt's so hot and wet!...Can you feel it better without that silly condom?...Do you like it?... Ummmm!... Does that feel better?..." Kathy taunted, knowing that Dave's big cock would be ten times more sensitive without the restrictive condom. She inched up onto his rigid tool with a knowing twist of her hips. His cock once again slipped inside the clasp of her smoldering vagina.
"Oh Godd!...Stop it!...Pleaseee!...I can't stand this!..." Dave pleaded as feverish darts of excitement arched through his balls at the feel of Kathy's voracious cunt sheathing the end of his cock.
The shameless schoolgirl ignored him as she whispered...
"Of course we'll have to be really careful now daddy!...You won't come inside me will you?... You'll pull out won't you daddy?...You don't want to give me a baby do you?..." Kathy purred, wriggling around on the end of Dave's cock with whorish enthusiasm.
"Naaahh!....Kathy!...Goddd!....I can't!...We should stop!...We should stop now!..." Dave moaned, his body trembling all over as he tried to resist the awful temptation that the wanton blonde was offering him.
Kathy smiled at his anguished distress. She knew he was going to fuck her! In another minute he'd be fucking her stupid and she could hardly wait. She knew just what to do and what to say to drive him absolutely crazy.
She rose up from her shoulders so that her mouth was brushing Dave's ear and she panted...
"Call me Wendy daddy!...Call me Wendy while you're fucking me!...Put your cock in your little Bunny and fuck me!...Do it!...." Kathy hissed.
"Whattttt!...." he cried, jerking up even higher so that he could stare down into Kathy's face with amazement. Her eyes flashed back at him with wanton excitement from behind her glasses. His already obscene level of excitement was going off the scale in response to Kathy's wicked little game. The shameless blonde returned his gaze with a knowing smile as she whispered to him urgently...
"I'm your little Bunny, daddy!...You can fuck me just like you want!...I want you to!...Just tell me you want to!....Tell me!!..."
"Bunny!...Wendy!...You.. want.. me... to... fuck.. you?..." Dave asked in a feverish daze.
"Yessss, daddy!... Yesss!...More than anything!..." Kathy moaned swiveling her cunt irresistibly around on Dave's turgid cock. She knew she had him now. She could see in his wide eyed look that she had completely broken him! Now she was going to give him the ride of his life.
"Put your big cock in your little Bunny's cunt daddy!...Fill me with it!...Please daddy!... Please!...Screw me just like you screw mommy!..."
"Wendy!...How can I!...I want to but I can't!...It's not righttt!..." Dave groaned.
But Kathy only smiled up at his confusion and continued to work her sweet pussy magic on the end of his engorged dick.
"Please fuck me daddy!...Put it in me!....I know mommy won't always let you fuck her the way you want to!....But you can do it all with me!...You can fuck me any way you want to daddy!...I'll do all the things for you that mommy won't!...Please!.... Give it to your baby girl!...Fuck me daddy!...Fuck me daddy now!..." Kathy moaned .
The poor, middle aged father couldn't stand another instant of Kathy's lurid teasing. With a wounded bellow ..."Nnnnnaaahhhh!..."...he slammed his loins forward and drove his steel-like shaft balls deep into Kathy's searing cunt.
"Aaaahhhhh!.....Daddyyyy!...Yesss!...Ohhh Yesss!...That's itttt!..." Kathy gasped. Her eyes became hooded slits as her slick hole was suddenly filled with Dave's bulging shaft. He was so distended that he stretched her young cunt thrillingly.
Something had snapped inside Dave. He buried his face in Kathy's hair and started to slam the spread eagled blonde beneath him like a man possessed.
"Unnnn!....Unnn!...Unnnn!...Unnnn!..." he grunted as he hammered the squirming schoolgirl.
Kathy smiled and bit her lip with pleasure. Dave's frantic thrashing was making the butt plug goose her furiously. And his pistoning prick was giving her the fucking she had been needing for hours. She hunched back up at him with equal passion as Dave pounded his cock in and out of her juicy pussy like it was his last act on earth.
"Unnnn!...Unnnn!...Wendyyyy!... Unnnn!... Unnn!... Bunny!... Unnnn!......." he chanted.
"Yeahhh!...Fuck me daddy!..Ummmm!...Fuck me!...Ummm Hmmm!...Oh Yeahhhh!... That's it!...Fuck your baby girl!...Unn Hunnn!... Pound my little pussy with your big cock!... You're going to make me come!...That's it!...Uhhh Huhhh!...Uhhh Huhhh!... Oh yeah!... I'm going to come on my daddy's big fucking cock!... Yeahhhhh!..." Kathy panted as her cunt began to spasm and her guts began to convulse underneath the big man hunching frantically into her!
"Unnnnn!....Godddd!....Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnnn!..." he moaned.
"Yessss!...Yessss!...Naaaaaahhhh!...Goddddd!.." she wailed, shooting her legs up in the air in a wide spread vee.
"Unnnnn!...Unnnn!...Ahhh!..." Dave cried with arousal as his cock speared to the very center of the young blonde's molten pussy.
Kathy squeezed Dave with her arms as tight as she could, wringing his plundering tool with her voracious cunt.
"Waittt!...Unnnn!...Stop it!...Stop fucking me!...Push daddy!...Unn Hnnn!...Push it in as far as you can and hold it!...There!... Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!... Yeahhh!... " she gasped as Dave obeyed her, jamming himself with all his strength into her fiery slit. Kathy hunched up against his downward thrust, grinding her hard edged uterus into Dave's seething cock crown.
"Harder!...Unn Hnnn!...Give me all of it!...Like that!... Unnnn Huhhh!...Unnn Hnnn!... Ohhhh!... " the sizzling blonde moaned. Dave was motionless above her as she held him tight and writhed her sweet pussy on his cock like a butterfly on a pin.
"Naaaa!...There!...Yesss!...Hold it!...Ohhh yeahhhh!...Don't move!....Don'ttttt!... Ohhhhh!...Yesss!...Yesss!..." Kathy squealed as her whole body went into spasm. With Dave's big cock nudging into her stomach, her orgasm overcame her, wracking her loins and sending her tight pussy into convulsions on his plundering tool. Her pussy clenched and unclenched around his cock like a brutally milking fist as she shuddered beneath him.
"Ohhhh!...Naaaaa!....Ohhh!...Bunny!!!..." Dave moaned despairingly. His cock was harder that it had ever been, his nuts were pulled up so tight they were practically inside his throat. The way Kathy's cunt was spasming around his prick was making it impossible not to come. But he couldn't come inside her, not inside his little girl. He squirmed around frantically in the saddle of Kathy's upturned loins, trying to fight the irresistible urge.
Kathy began to calm down as her diminishing orgasm swept through her groin. It had been too quick! She needed more! She was surprised that Dave had been able to last so long. She wondered if he could hold it just a little longer.
"Ohhh dadddy!...You're in me so deep and you're so big!... " Kathy gushed, snapping her loins up so that Dave's knob breeched the mouth of her womb.
"Ohhhh!..." she gasped, her eyes sparkling with wanton passion as she grabbed her ankles and spread herself obscenely open beneath Dave's quivering loins.
"Ummmm!...Ummm Hmmmm!...Ummm Hmmm!...'' she crooned, rocking her hips gently back and forth so that the hard edge of her uterus scraped around and around the sensitive knob of Dave's cock.
"Nnnaaaa!...Godd!..." he cried.
"Ohhh Daddy!...You're not going to come inside me, are you?...You're not going to shoot all your hot daddy sperm, are you?..." she taunted in her little girl voice, knowing he couldn't hold it much longer inside her tantalizing pussy.
"Unnnnn!....Unnnnn!....Noooo!..." he gasped, reflexively thrusting his engorged knob into the opening of Kathy's uterus. The sensation of her twitching cunt ceaselessly swiveling on his rampant tool was just too much to bear. He had to pull out...just not for another moment....just a little longer! He was too furiously aroused not to wait until the last second!
Kathy looked up at Dave with a whorish glint in her eyes as she twisted beneath him and reached under her ass. Before Dave had any idea what she was doing, she ripped the butt plug from her twitching anus.
"Phhhwaahhhh!....Gnnaaaa!....Yessssss!..." she wailed in anguished delight, wrapping her arms and legs around Dave in a feverish bear hug as electric thrills raced through her and another orgasm swept deliciously through her groin.
"Naaaaaaaa!...Ahhhh!...Noooo!" Dave roared in shocked surprise. When Kathy snatched the plastic plug from her anus, her cunt locked on his cock with crushing intensity. He could feel the come racing up the root of his shaft and he realized he had to pull out now!
"Wendy!...Kathy!...I'm coming!...Let me go baby!...Please!...I can't stop!..."
"Nooo!...Wait daddy!...I'm cominggg!!...Ngahhh!...I'm coming again on my daddy's beautiful, big cock!...Don't come!...Hold it just a few more seconds!... Ahhhh!...Yesss!... Ahhh!...Wait daddyyyy!!..." Kathy pleaded, knowing full well that Dave's balls were convulsing and his hot sperm was on the way. She held him prisoner with her strong arms and legs while her cunt spasmed on his straining tool.
"Naaaa!...Noooo!...Noooo!..." he cried in anguish as a huge blast of fiery sperm erupted from his cock and jetted frantically into the opening of Kathy's womb.
"Ohhhh, dadddy!...You're coming!....Naaaa!...God!!!...I can feel you coming!.... Ohhhh!... There!....Unn Hnnn!...There!...Ummm!...Your hot come is shooting inside my pussy!...Ahhh Godddd!... It's so hot, shooting inside me!...Aahhhh!..." Kathy wailed as Dave's come spurting inside her intensified her already wracking orgasm.
"Naaaaaa!...Ohh Goddd!...Nooo!...Pleaseee!...Naaaa!..." he whimpered in despair as his come surged into Kathy's leeching pussy.
"Yesss!....Godddd!...Yesssss!...." she wailed.
"Unnn!...Naaaaa!...Noooo!..." Dave cried again and again as his balls erupted.
"Ohhh dadddy!...Yessss!...Come inside your little girl!...That's it!!...Fuck me like you want to give me a baby!..." Kathy taunted, knowing her obscene encouragement was making him mad with excitement.



"Knock me up, daddy!... Ummm!...Ummm Hmmm!...Shoot it!...Give me all your hot baby batter!...You want to make me pregnant don't you daddy!...It's alright!...I want you to!...Go on!...Do it!...Uhhh Huhhh!...Give me all your hot come!..."
"Noooo!...Naaaa!...Oh Godddd!..." Dave wailed, coming frantically at Kathy's obscene urging. The suggestion that he was fucking his daughter and might be making her pregnant made him come with an urgency that was unbelievable.
Kathy could feel from Dave's frantic convulsions that she was driving him crazy with her dirty talk and lewd role playing. When she was done with him she knew he'd be completely under her wicked spell.
"Ummmmm!...Fill me with your baby cream daddy!....Give your little Bunny your baby!.. Ummm Hmmm!...Ummm Hmmm!..." she intoned, slamming her hot little pussy up and down Dave's now lividly tender erection, milking every drop of his semen into her sodden pussy.
"Naaaaa!...Ohhhh!...Godddd!..." Dave moaned as the wrenching of his balls began to become excruciatingly painful. And yet still his come continued to spurt in response to Kathy's relentless and expert fucking.
"Yessss!...Unnn HnnnI...Give me all you've got!..." Kathy urged in obscene encouragement, her sparkling eyes dancing with amusement as poor Dave labored above her tirelessly heaving loins.
"Uhhhhh!...Uhhhh!...There!...That's it!!!...Naaaa!...Naaa!...No More!...Pleaseee!..." Dave gasped as his balls began to relax and his erection began to soften.
"No more, daddy?...No more come for your little Bunny?...Not even if I do this?..." she asked in her best little girl voice. She contorted herself once again beneath him and slipped one hand behind Dave's sweaty butt. Before he knew what she had in mind, Kathy drove her outstretched finger through his unsuspecting sphincter.
"Ahhhhhh!..." he barked in surprise, raising himself on his forearms as Kathy went right for his responsive prostate.
"Do you like it when I shove my finger up your ass daddy?...There's a spot that's really sensitive isn't there?...I think it's... right...here!..."
"Wahhhhhhh!...." he wailed, staring down wide eyed at the smiling blonde as she unerringly found that tender node and pressed it urgently.
"Unnnnn!...Unnn!...Unnnn!..." he gasped in amazement as his sphincter frantically clenched around Kathy's lewd finger. His balls lurched and quivered and a fiery seep of come spewed weakly from his ever softening erection in response to her lewd anal probe. Helplessly he hunched back and forth ahead of Kathy's devilishly prodding finger.
"Ohhhhhh!...That's it!...Squeeze my finger daddy!...Squeeze it real hard!...There's still a little come left isn't there daddy?...I can feel it running inside me!... Don't worry!...Your little Bunny girl will get it all!..." she teased, jabbing her finger into Dave's prostate hard, forcing the last of his come into her bubbling cunt.
"Naaaaa!...Ahhhh!...Godddd!..." Dave panted in exhaustion, his overworked balls lurching with discomfort as his anus reflexively clenched around Kathy's ravaging finger.
"I thought you'd like that daddy!...All the boys do!...When I put my finger up their ass they always come for me!....I just wanted to make sure that...I...got...all...your... come!... " she whispered, punctuating her words by stabbing his prostate repeatedly with her sharp nailed fingertip.
"Naaaa!...Naaaa!...Naaaa!..." Dave whimpered. His genitals twitched involuntarily now as Kathy's obscene touch forced the very last of his watery sperm into her come drenched pussy. But soon even Kathy's lewd anal play could no longer generate any further discharge from Dave's totally spent groin.
Kathy reamed his asshole for a little while longer, just for the fun of it. Then, without any warning, she whipped her finger out of his cringing butt making Dave cry out with pained excitement.
"Ahhhhh!..." he whimpered, collapsing to his side and off the supine blonde lying beneath him.
Kathy leaned over and kissed him softly.
"Did you enjoy that daddy?...Did you like fucking your little girl?..."
Dave looked at her and with a rueful smile and mouthed a quiet... "Yes!"
"Oh good daddy!...Me too!....Can I ask you just one thing?..."
Dave looked at her expectantly.
Kathy returned his gaze with amusement and asked..."Can I have a pony?"
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It was the last class of the day and Kevin was getting really nervous. It was complicated... He had only been going out with Leanne for about three weeks. He had been in love with her for a long time and it had taken him forever to work up the nerve to finally ask her out. But she had accepted and they had gone to a couple of parties and to a movie and now they were pretty much going out together.
The problem was Mia Gallagher. Mia was a cheerleader. A sultry, raven haired beauty who all the boys were constantly ogling. Today she was wearing a little black sweater that bared her flat tummy and a tan colored, flared skirt. She was one of those girls who always looked like she had just finished a steamy make-out session in the back seat of someone's car. She had never had the time of day for Kevin, never that is until he started going out with Leanne. Now all of a sudden she seemed to find him 'interesting'.
Like today. They were in chemistry lab, the last class of the day. Mia had been his lab partner all term but she had hardly even spoken to him. She was always nattering with her girl friends who were seated nearby. Today Mia had given him a sultry smile when she arrived. When they went to work she slowly insinuated herself between him and the work table. The test they were doing required them both to use the microscope. Kevin didn't have much choice but to lean over Mia from behind to get to it. The problem was that Mia continually kept leaning over and then straightening up in front of him as she used the microscope. When she did this, her curvaceous little ass slid up and down against his groin in the most arousing fashion. He could clearly feel her taut cheeks through the thin skirt she was wearing. His cock was responding eagerly to the press of her rounded butt. He was afraid that Mia would be pissed when she realized it was his big hard-on poking her in the ass. That was what was making him nervous.
"So you're going out with Leanne now?..." Mia asked quietly over her shoulder, leaning forward once again. As she did, she pressed back into Kevin's crotch and he could distinctly feel the crease of her ass against his cock through her little skirt.
"That must be exciting!..." she said.
There was no way that Mia couldn't feel his now substantial erection thrusting against her and yet she hadn't made any sarcastic remarks or made any effort to move away from him. She seemed to be teasing him deliberately. As a matter of fact, as she looked back at him, Kevin could feel her flexing her ass, making her muscular cheeks ripple and squeeze around his throbbing tool.
"Is it exciting Kevin?..." Mia asked with a knowing smile.
"Ahhhh!...Sure!...She's really sweet and we...we...Ohhhh!..." Kevin stammered as Mia shifted her weight from foot to foot, grinding against him provocatively.
"Because I always thought, you know..." Mia said, letting her little hand drift behind her and onto Kevin's bulging pant's front..."I always thought that you had a little thing for me..." she said, giving his prick a lascivious squeeze.
"Oh my Goddd!..." Kevin squeaked. He looked around anxiously as his cock stiffened to maximum hardness at Mia's shameless touch. "You do, don't you!...I can feel it!...And it's not so little, is it?..." Mia teased as she stroked Kevin brazenly. Her smile broadened as the nervous youth behind her hunched against her pressing hand.
"What's the matter baby?...Cat got your tongue?..." Mia whispered with a smile as she straightened up and fingered Kevin's fly. She coughed as she ran his zipper down, making sure no one would hear.
"Oh my Godd, Mia!...What are you doing?..." Kevin whispered frantically as Mia's hand wormed through his fly and closed on his pulsing shaft.
"I'm not doing anything!..." the lanky girl teased, smiling at his obvious distress. But she didn't stop her shameless fondling. In a second she had deftly wrestled his erection out of his pants and was rubbing it against her skirt covered ass.
Kevin frantically hunched over behind her and pressed close so that no one could see that she had his cock out.
"Mia!...Please!...Someone's going to see!..." Kevin stammered.
"No they won't baby!..."
"Ahhhhh!...Godddd!..." he whimpered as Mia's thumb began to slide back and forth across his super sensitive cock crown.
"I know Leanne is cute and all but I'll bet she doesn't do this for you, does she?..." Mia asked, pulling the side of her skirt up with her free hand and guiding Kevin's cock up underneath it. She wasn't wearing any panties. Mia dragged his knob through the crack of her ass and pressed it between her tantalizing bare pussy lips.
"What?... Mia!...We can't!...Not here!...In Class!...Oh my Goddd!...Leanne's right over there!..." Kevin gasped in astonishment. Mia pressed back so that her spread skirt concealed Kevin's exposed shaft. Then she bent forward at the waist while holding Kevin's cock in place so that her molten pussy lips fluttered around his knob.
"She's not going to know!...You know you want to Kevin!... Go on!... Just put it in a little!..." Mia whispered over her shoulder, knowing that once she got his cock inside her she could make him do anything she wanted. She shifted her weight from foot to foot so that her clinging labia fluttered irresistibly around Kevin's cock crown. Kevin's hands helplessly drifted down to grip her hips. He perched his ass on the stool behind him and tentatively gave a little pull. Mia willingly leaned back into him.
"Ohhhhh Godddd!..." he gasped as the sultry teen-ager's cunt enveloped his knob. His balls drew up excitedly at the feel of her taut labia snapping snugly behind his pulsing cock crown.
"Yesss baby!...Right there!...Umm Hmmm!..." Mia purred triumphantly as Kevin entered her from behind.
"Naahhhhh!...Ohhhh!...Nooo!..." Kevin gasped. Excitement raged through his groin as Mia's cunt sheathed his cock like a moist satin glove.
The raven haired beauty snickered as Kevin's big cock throbbed feverishly inside her. She leaned forward and pulled her juicy cunt almost off Kevin's dick.
"Naaaa!...Nooo!...We can't Mia!...We're going to get caught!...Stoppp!..." Kevin pleaded, staring anxiously into Mia's sparkling eyes.
"You want me to stop baby?...You really don't want any more of this?..." Mia asked over her shoulder as she stood up straighter and let her smoldering snatch slip down around the top of Kevin's aching shaft. She knew that now that she had him inside her there was no way he could stop himself from fucking her.
"Ohhhhhh!...Nooo!...Don'tt!...Unnn!..." Kevin gasped as Mia confidently waited for him to move behind her. Just as she knew he would, Kevin began to shyly shift his hips back and forth, helplessly thrusting up into the press of her juicy loins.
"Leanne would never let you fuck her like this, would she Kevin?...But I will!..." Mia purred.
"Ohhhh!...Ahhh!...Ahhhh!..." he whimpered, quivering with excitement. Kevin couldn't believe what was happening as his sexy lab partner smiled into his eyes, scissoring her thighs back and forth and making her cunt swivel unbearably on his reflexively thrusting boner.
"Ohhhhh!....Naaaa!...Nooo!..." Kevin cried quietly as Mia's tight cunt rippled around his turgid erection. She was fiery hot inside and the heat from her pussy and her lewd fucking was making his come rise quickly.
"Mr. Davis!...Are you having a problem with your project?..." Mrs. Lindsey asked suddenly from the front of the class.
Kevin's eyes were closed with excitement as Mia's pussy seared his throbbing shaft and at first he didn't realize that his teacher was talking to him. Then he heard a few giggles and snickers and he opened his eyes to see Mia watching him with a wicked smile. He looked around and saw Mrs. Lindsey staring curiously at him.
"Yes Miss!...I mean no Miss!...I mean, I think I'm getting it!...Ahhh!...I mean...I mean... There's no problem!..." Kevin croaked, scared silly that Mrs. Lindsey would come back to check on his work and discover what was going on.
"Well good!...Then perhaps you and Miss Gallagher can continue on with your experiment without distracting the rest of the class."
Kevin was aware that a lot of amused faces remained turned in his direction after Mrs. Lindsey's reprimand, including Leanne's. It took all his willpower to remain standing perfectly still with Mia's molten cunt clenched around his tool. He could tell she was stifling her laughter as she subtly shifted her weight from foot to foot, twisting his cock around inside her in the most arousing way.
Then Mia turned to the girl who was working at the microscope across the aisle from them.
"Sarah!..." she whispered with a hiss.
The busty blonde beside them turned to look at Mia.
Mia hitched up the side of her skirt and leaned forward a little, exposing Kevin's glistening shaft stuffing her cunt.
"Mia!...Don't!..." Kevin whimpered frantically, clutching at the sides of Mia's skirt and trying to pull it back to cover his glistening tool.
Sarah's eyes went wide with excitement as she saw her girlfriend fucking the boy at the table next to her.
"You slut!..." Sarah hissed with a lewd wink.
"How long before the class is over?..." Mia asked with a giggle, nodding towards the clock on the wall at the front of the class.
"Two minutes!..." Sarah said.
"I'll bet I can make him come!..." Mia whispered.
"No way!..."
"Watch me!..." Mia replied.
"No!...Don't!...Mia pleaseee!..." Kevin groaned anxiously.
"You don't think I can?...Just watch!..." Mia said to Sarah with a confident smirk. She braced her arms on her desk and then rammed her ass backwards. There was an audible smack as her ass met the front of Kevin's pants. It was a good thing that there was a stool behind him to support him as Mia thrust herself all the way onto his rampant tool.
"Unnn!...Naahh!...Godddd!..." Kevin gasped as Mia hunched backwards into him, impaling herself completely on his scarlet tool. His balls knotted with furious arousal at the feel of her hard edged uterus rubbing the sensitive knot of nerves under his cock crown.
"Ummm Hmmm!!..." Mia snickered, clenching and unclenching her muscular pussy on Kevin's cock, stealthfully fucking him right in front of the whole class. She could feel his erection growing ever bigger inside her fiery cunt as she worked him over. Mia's hand drifted back, reached into his fly and pulled his testicles out behind her.
"Ohhhh!...Godddd!...Don'tt!...Everyone's gonna' seee!..." Kevin moaned .
"Nice balls lover!...So full of juice!...I shouldn't really let you come inside me!... I'm not on the pill and if you come inside me I could get pregnant!...Is that what you want?... Ummmm?...You want to give Mia a baby Kevin?...You want to knock Mia up and make her a mommy?...Ohhhh!...That's so nasty!..." Mia taunted, winking lewdly at Sarah who rolled her eyes at Mia's obscene teasing.
But Mia knew that her lewd talk and skilfull fucking had taken Kevin to the brink of his orgasm. She knew she could make him come whenever she wanted. She loved to have that kind of power over a boy. She gave his taut nuts a warm and wanton squeeze that had him straining frantically into her molten interior.
"Unnnnnnn!...Godd!...Nooo!..." Kevin whimpered hunching over behind Mia in excitement and in an effort to try and keep his bared genitals hidden.
"Come on Kevin!...Make me a baby!...Shoot all your hot boy sperm inside me!... Umm Hmmm!... Come for me!...Come on!..." the little slut taunted. Then, without letting go of his balls, she changed her fucking motion. Totally careless of who might see, Mia began to fuck herself slowly and deliberately in and out on the whole length of Kevin's cock. She knew how to get a boy off. Once they were as excited as Kevin was, just a steamy, rhythmic fucking on their quivering tools was all it took to get them coming. She watched his face expectantly as she glided back and forth on his throbbing erection.
Helplessly Kevin's hands once again moved on to Mia's hips and his eyes drifted closed with arousal as he began to thrust into her in counterpoint to her irresistible fucking.
Sarah was watching the copulating couple beside her with fascination. She was amazed when she saw Mia mouthing at her..."Show him your tits!..."
"You're so wicked!.." Sarah said in reply. She looked quickly around the class and noted that everyone seemed hard at work trying to finish their project before the class ended.
She turned back to the distracted couple beside her and whispered..." Kevin!..."
Kevin opened his eyes and turned to the blonde next to him. When she saw him turn her way, Sarah whipped her sweater up and pulled one pink, creamy breast out of her bra with her cupped hand.
It happened so quickly that Kevin wasn't sure he was really seeing this.
Sarah licked her lips as she squeezed her bared breast at the wide-eyed boy. Her head darted down and she took a long, slow lick at one of her crimson nipples, leaving it hard and gleaming in front of Kevin's disbelieving stare
"Ohhhhh!..." she whispered with hooded eyes as she pinched her nipple and stretched it two inches away from her flushed breast.
"I want you to do me next!..." she purred, jiggling her elongated nipple and making her conical tit sway enticingly on her chest.
"Ohh Goddd!..." Kevin cried at Sarah's lewd teasing.
Mia felt Kevin stiffen up behind her and felt his balls knot up in her hand in response to Sarah's lascivious display. She slammed backwards and settled on his steamy cock with all her weight. At the same time she palmed his balls and urgently rubbed them around and around against her greasy labia. That was it for Kevin.
"Nnaaaa!...Ahhhh!!...Unnnnn!...Unnn!...I'm going to comeeee!..." he gasped as his balls lurched and he ejaculated into Mia's coaxing pussy in gut wrenching bursts.
"Oohhhh!...My!... Goddd!...Unnn Hnnn!... I can feel you coming!...Umm Hmmm!... That's it!... Knock me up!...Ummm Hmmm!... Come baby!...Give it to me!..." Mia hissed as Kevin's cock throbbed and bucked inside her pussy like a fire hose, coating her molten interior with his fiery sperm.
"Ahhhhhh!...Nnaaaa!...Miaaa!....Ahhhhh!..." Kevin moaned, frantically lurching against Mia's ass as his cock erupted.
"Is he coming?..." Sara asked in disbelief.
"Ohhhh!...Yesss!...Unn Hnnn!...He's coming in buckets!...Goddd!...It's dripping down my leg!...Can't you see it?... Ohhh!...Unnn Hnnn!..." Mia answered with hooded eyes as Kevin's come jetted into her womb in frantic spurts.
The bell rang and there was a general commotion as everyone got ready to head out the door to the next class.
Sarah swiftly pulled her sweater down to cover her tempting breast.
Mia remained bent over in front of Kevin, revelling in the feel of his big cock pulsing inside her. She could feel his come leaking out of her sodden pussy and dripping down the inside of her thigh, even as Kevin's orgasm continued to wrack him.
She turned her head and saw that Leanne was looking at her and Kevin with a uncomprehending expression on her face. Mia licked her lips then winked at her.
At the same time Kevin looked up and saw Leanne looking at them.
"Was that good baby?..." Mia asked, looking behind her again at Kevin with a wicked smile.
Then, without any warning, she leaned forward so that Kevin's cock slipped out of her tight cunt with a juicy, slurping noise. There was an audible splat of come hitting the floor as it streamed out of Mia's pussy. Mia continued to stare at Kevin as she stepped to the side. His cock slipped out from under her skirt and popped up in front of him, creamy sperm still bubbling out of his gaping pee slit.
"Waitt!...Mia!...Please!..." Kevin pleaded trying to duck behind her, not knowing what to do with his throbbing, exposed boner.
Mia only smiled at Kevin's distress as she gathered up her books and moved over next to Sarah. Kevin's naked cock and balls were glistening with his and Mia's combined juices and thrust up obscenely from his open fly as he stood there. Leanne's hand flew to her mouth in disbelief at what she was seeing. Kevin scrambled frantically to get his genitals back into his pants but by the time he had managed that Leanne was gone. The class emptied quickly without anyone else seeming to have noticed Kevin's lurid predicament. He and Mia were the last two to reach the door. But before they could leave Mrs. Lindsey said..."Miss Gallagher!... Mr. Davis!.. . I'd like you to stay!.... I think we had better have a little talk!."
The two teenagers stopped in their tracks and looked at each other sheepishly.
"And Mr. Davis...Lock the door please!"
Kevin locked the door as he was instructed. Then he turned back to Mrs. Lindsey. She crooked a finger at him and Mia, summoning them over to her. The two walked over to their teacher nervously and stood in front of her desk. She came out from behind it to confront them
Mrs. Lindsey was probably in her late thirties and quite pretty in a reserved sort of way. She wore dark rimmed glasses and had dirty blonde hair that she had pulled back with a bandeau. Today she was wearing a white blouse, which was interestingly taut across her substantial bosom. She also wore a grey skirt with nylons and medium heels. She had her arms crossed under her breasts and looked angry. She was very flushed and her chest was heaving up and down like she had just finished running a race.
"Miss Gallagher were you having sex with Mr. Davis in my class?.."
"No!...Of course not Mrs. Lindsey!..." Mia answered, blushing furiously.
Mrs. Lindsey lips puckered slightly in disapproval. Then, to the total disbelief of the two young people, she stepped up to them, reached down to the hem of Mia's skirt, pushed her hand underneath it and smoothly thrust two fingers up into Mia's soaking pussy.
"Unnnnn!....Ohhh!....Mrs. Lindseyyyy!..." Mia gasped in shocked surprise. Her hands shot out to grip Kevin's and Mrs. Lindsey's shoulders for support as her teacher's long fingers penetrated her.
Mrs. Lindsey said nothing but Kevin could see her shoulder shifting as she twisted her fingers around inside Mia, stirring up the creamy mess of sperm that filled her.
"Well then Miss Gallagher, perhaps you can tell me what this slimy goo is that's dripping from your cunt?"
"Unnnnn!....It'sss!....It'sss!...Ohhhhhh!...Waitttt!...Pleaseeee Mrs. Lindsey!...I'm so sensitive there right now!...Ohhhhh!..." Mia gasped, licking her lips excitedly as her eyes fluttered closed. Mrs. Lindsey watched the panting teen-ager with amusement as she continued to churn her fingers around inside her. Kevin couldn't believe what was happening as Mia's hips began to sway and she began to swivel her seething pussy on Mrs. Lindsey's obscenely skewering fingers.
"Yes! I'm sure you're very sensitive there after the reaming you just got from Mr. Davis!... I'll deal with you in a minute!..." Mrs. Lindsey said hotly, her eyes darting over to Kevin's. As she looked at him she reached under her own skirt, shifted around from foot to foot, pulled off her panties and dropped them on the floor in front of Kevin.
"You've been acting like a slut in my class Miss Gallagher!..." Mrs. Lindsey said as she backed up towards her desk, pulling Mia along with her by the fingers she had thrust up her steamy snatch. As she perched on the edge of her desk, Mrs. Lindsey hiked up her skirt so that her own naked pussy was on display, framed by a pair of black satin garters. She spread her legs into a wide vee and licked her lips suggestively.
Mia stared anxiously, first into her teacher's flashing eyes and then at her lewdly offered pussy.
"Goddd!...Mrs. Lindsey!...Unnnn!...Ohhh!...Godddd!..." Mia gasped, as Mrs. Lindsey whipped her plundering fingers out of Mia's cunt.



"You seem to be comfortable playing the role of a slut young lady..." Mrs. Lindsey purred, raising her nylon clad legs and draping them around Mia's thighs. She kicked the backs of her Mia's knees with her heels so that Mia's legs began to buckle...
"And since you were so bold as to service Mr. Davis right in front of me in my own class..." she continued, pressing down on Mia's shoulders and forcing her to her knees in front of her obscenely exposed cunt...
"And since you don't want me to call your parents and ask them to come in to discuss your outrageous classroom behaviour...." she said, spreading her puffy pussy lips with two fingers of one hand while clasping the back of Mia's head with the other...
"I'm going to give you an opportunity to make this matter up to me, right here, right now!...I think you know what you need to do, don't you Miss Gallagher?..." Mrs. Lindsey asked, her eyes sparkling down into Mia's as she exerted just the slightest pressure on the back of the teen-ager's head.
For a moment Mia resisted, her eyes transfixed by Mrs. Lindsey's lewdly spread and gleaming pussy. And then she whimpered a strangled ..."Yess!..." as she wrapped her arms around Mrs. Lindsey's thighs and pulled herself face first into the center of her teacher's juicy loins.
"Ohhhhh!....Very! ...Good!... Dear!...Unnn Hnnn!..." Mrs. Lindsey moaned as Mia's mouth opened against her inflamed labia and her tongue came slashing out. Mia's own cunt was seething from Mrs. Lindsey's aborted fondling. Mia didn't like being teased. She decided to teach Mrs. Lindsey a lesson and attacked her upthrust loins with lewd enthusiasm. She jabbed the tip of her tongue inside Mrs. Lindsey's puckered anus then swiped all the way up through her greasy slit until she was teasing her fat old clit. She did this over and over as well as burrowing her tongue as deeply as she could into her teacher's oozing cunt. The sound of her slurping and slobbering echoed around the classroom. The effect on Mrs. Lindsey was quite dramatic.
"Ahhhhh!...My Godddd!...You little slut!...Ohhhh!...Ahhh!...Where did you learn.... Unnn!... Ohhh!... to...Ahhh!... do... Ummm!.... thattt?..." Mrs Lindsey cried, hunching feverishly into the teen-ager's lurid suck and clutching Mia's bobbing head to her loins. One of her nylon sheathed thighs climbed higher up the kneeling teen's back, as her juices flowed freely onto Mia's slavering tongue.
Mrs. Lindsey's hooded eyes darted up into Kevin's and she whispered..."Come here!..."
Kevin's erection was plainly visible, straining against the front of his pants as he stared at Mia's lewd assault on Mrs. Lindsey's pussy. He was so transfixed by the obscene spectacle that at first he didn't hear his teacher.
Then he looked up to see Mrs. Lindsey staring at him as she pawed at her blouse with one hand, feverishly unbuttoning it.
Kevin moved in right behind Mia just as his panting teacher managed to pull her blouse open, displaying her globular tits. The bulging mounds of flesh dangled enticingly from her chest in a hot pink, see-through bra. Then, still clutching Mia's face frantically against her crotch, she leaned forward and with one hand deftly undid the zipper of Kevin's pants. Before he could object Mrs. Lindsey reached through his fly, fisted his throbbing flesh and pulled it out. Then she began to jerk his scarlet tool with firm, rhythmic strokes.
"Mrs. Lindsey!....I!...I!...Oh my Godddd!...Waittt!..." Kevin gasped, reflexively hunching into Mrs. Lindsey's shuttling fist as his teacher masturbated him.
Mrs. Lindsey ignored him and jacked him hard, making sure he was fully aroused. She locked her eyes with his as she raced her greasy hand up and down his tool, working him over with practiced skill. When he was dancing on his toes with excitement and his cock was scarlet red and as stiff as steel from her expert fondling, she let go of his shaft, leaving it to bob around lewdly from his fly. She leaned back on her desk with one hand behind her and moaned...
"Pull my bra down!...."
Kevin was panting with his own excitement. He leaned forward to grip his teacher's bra and when he did, his boner pressed against the back of Mia's nodding head.
"Ohhhh!...Naaaa!..." he whispered at the feel of her soft hair swirling around his livid tool.
He yanked Mrs. Lindsey's bra down below her pillow-like breasts. The shear material bunched under her creamy globes and pressed them together in a most provocative fashion.
"Go on!...Feel them up!...Now!..." Mrs. Lindsey demanded.
"Ooohhhh!....Unnnn!...Unn Hnnn!...Unnn Hnnn!...Harder!...Ummm Hmmm!...." the teacher cried, her eyes fluttering closed as Kevin cupped her resilient globes in his hands and mashed them together.
"Oohhh Goddd!..." she whimpered as Kevin leaned heavily on her tits, flattening them and massaging them against her heaving chest, letting his spread fingers agitate her sensitive nipples.
Mia's wanton attention to her pussy and Kevin's eager fondling had Mrs. Lindsey squirming feverishly around on her desktop, moaning and bucking as her orgasm built deliciously in her loins.
Mia could sense that the older woman was ready to come. She stopped her frantic mouthing and tilted her head back so that she could look up into Mrs. Lindsey's hooded eyes. Idly Mia let her thumb sweep back and forth over her teacher's swollen clit, keeping her on slow burn but not giving her enough excitement to trigger her release.
Mrs. Lindsey's eyes snapped open in frustration. Her loins were quivering like a piano wire in anticipation of her orgasm. She needed just a little more.
"Kevin!...Pinch my nipples!...Goddd!...Work them over!...UnnnHnnn!...Mia!...Don't stop!...I'm almost there sweetheart!...You know what to do!..." Mrs. Lindsey coaxed, looking down into Mia's eyes with a pleading expression. Mia's face was a glowing pink and smeared with goo after her frenzied feeding. The anxious teacher hunched her pussy towards the smiling teen-ager in mute appeal.
Mia looked back at Mrs. Lindsey and pouted sweetly as if she didn't know what the writhing blonde wanted.
"Do you want me to make you come Mrs. Lindsey?...Is that what you want?..." Mia asked with a petulant smile, lightly strumming her teacher's fat clit.
"Yessss!....Ummm Hmmm!...Goddd!...Yess, you little bitch!..." Mrs. Lindsey hissed as Kevin pinched her nipples. He pulled and twisted those tumescent little buds, stretching her crimson tit flesh excruciatingly.
Mia smiled again at her teacher' obvious distress. She reached in with her free hand and began to saw two fingers in and out of Mrs. Lindsey's gaping snatch.
"Naaaa!...Unnnn!...Yesss!...Yesss!..." the older blonde whimpered, fucking herself frenziedly on Mia's thrusting digits.
But before her teacher could bring herself to orgasm like that, Mia whipped her come soaked fingers out of Mrs. Lindsey's pussy, reached beneath her and shoved them forcefully into her unsuspecting anus.
"Phwahhhhh!....What!...Godddd!...Ohhh!...Ohhh!..." the writhing older woman gasped in disbelief, her eyes going wide as saucers. Her back arched frantically as Mia breeched her rectum and jammed her sharp nailed fingers into the depths of her resisting nether hole.
"Nooo!...Pleaseee!...Nahhhh!..."
The wanton teen knew exactly what she was doing. She followed her breathless teacher up with her impaling fingers and augered her wrist back and forth as she did so. At the same time she picked up the pace she was using to tease Mrs. Lindsey's inflamed clitoris, rubbing the pad of her nimble thumb relentlessly against that responsive nub.
"Uunnn!...Unnnn!...Noooo!..." the gasping blonde whimpered, trying to scrabble backwards off of Mia's plundering fingers. But the raven haired teenager leaned heavily on Mrs. Lindsey's thighs and Kevin stretched her nipples down towards her waist. The breathless teacher was unable to escape.
"No Mrs. Lindsey?... You want me to stop?...You don't want me to make you come?... You don't want any more of this?...." Mia teased, leaning forward and fastening her pouting lips on her teacher's clit. She sucked on that throbbing button and twisted her head back, tormenting Mrs. Lindsey's responsive trigger excruciatingly. At the same time she sped her fingers in and out of her stretched asshole in a fiery rhythm.
"Naaaaahhhh!...Ahhhhhhh!...Ohhhh Godddddd!..." the frantically writhing teacher wailed. She grabbed Mia's head and yanked it frenziedly into her seething snatch as her loins convulsed and a wracking orgasm thundered through her groin.
Mia immediately jerked her head back and watched the goo start to pulse from the gaping 'O' of Mrs. Lindsey's spasming pussy.
"Noooo!....Naaahhh!...Don't stop!..." The frantic older woman gasped as Kevin squeezed her lewdly distended nipples, snapping them up and down and making her elongated breasts ripple as Mrs. Lindsey thrashed and her cunt creamed .
"Unnnnn!....Miaaaa!...Nooo!...Eat me!...Ohhhhh Goddd!...." Mrs. Lindsey cried, biting her lip and writhing helplessly as her greasy come streamed from her vagina.
She helplessly began to settle down on Mia's lewdly probing anal digits and then whimpered in frustration as the smiling teen-ager whipped them out of her tight rear passage.
"Nooo!...Don't!...Put them back in!...Suck on it!...Don't leave me like this!..." Mrs. Lindsey pleaded, hunching her loins beseechingly towards the kneeling teenager.
Mia smiled at her teacher's obvious distress. She knew Mrs. Lindsey was feeling empty and aching, desperately craving some tender attention to her loins but Mia wasn't about to provide any. Instead she just watched her teacher's groin hovering in mid-air and smiled innocently up at her.
"Are you coming Mrs. Lindsey?...Is it good?..." Mia asked, snapping Mrs. Lindsey's livid clit with her hard edged fingernail. It wasn't anything like the luxurious fondling the gasping teacher really wanted. Her cunt was burning with frustration as the juice streamed from her pussy.
"Ohhhh!...Noooo!...Naaa!..." Mrs. Lindsey cried as Mia continued to snap her fingernail at her engorged clitoris in a careless rhythm.
Mia's clit flicking made the panting blonde twitch spastically with every snap of Mia's fingertip. And the cunning teen-ager kept doing it, knowing that she was making Mrs. Lindsey's come in painful, irregular spasms, giving her release but no satisfaction at all as she could have done with more intimate caresses.
"Ohhhh!...Shittt!...Nooo!...Stoppp!..." Mrs. Lindsey hissed, her loins still bucking feverishly as she stared down into Mia's ironic smile.
Mia pretended to be unaware of how she was torturing her teacher. She gave Mrs. Lindsey's clit a few particularly vicious flicks with her fingernail that made the older blonde shudder and groan. The kneeling teen-ager puckered at mocking kiss at her as Mrs. Lindsey's grossly inflamed labia fluttered in a gaping 'O', desperately begging for a tender touch or any sort of penetration.
"Was that good for you?..." Mia asked sweetly, knowing that Mrs. Lindsey was still seething with pent up passion. She had allowed her teacher a little come but in fact had left her more furiously aroused that she had been when she had started to work her over.
"You think you're pretty cute don't you young lady!...Well I'm not through with you yet!..." Mrs. Lindsey said as she struggled back up on her desk so that she towered over Mia. She kept her legs wrapped around the young girl so that Mia wasn't going anywhere.
"Turn around!..." she instructed, twisting Mia's shoulders and pushing her around until she was facing Kevin and the back of her head was resting against the older woman's crotch. Kevin's exposed cock was still ram rod stiff and waggled obscenely in front of him.
Mrs. Lindsey reached out and once again fisted Kevin's turgid erection. She pulled him forward until his cock was up right in front of Mia's face.
"Your little girlfriend seems to be something of a tease Mr. Davis!..." Mrs. Lindsey hissed, staring hard into Kevin's eyes as she began to masturbate him with fast, deliberate strokes.
"Girls like her need to taught a lesson!..." Mrs. Lindsey said, twisting her hand up and down Kevin's shaft expertly. In no time she had him straining up from his toes, feverishly hunching up through her shuttling fist.
Mia stared lustfully at Kevin's red, greasy tool. Then she turned her eyes up to his.
Kevin looked down at the raven haired beauty. Her face was flushed and greasy with her teacher's vaginal fluids. Her eyes were flashing wickedly up into his as his purple knob repeatedly popped through Mrs. Lindsey's clutching fingers. Mia wiped the back of her wrist across her mouth and puckered her lips defiantly at the panting young boy standing over her.
Mrs. Lindsey pulled Kevin even closer and pushed his erection down. She tangled her free hand in Mia's hair and twisted it roughly.
"Owwww!..." Mia cried, her head snapping back and her mouth opening into a pained 'O'.
Mrs. Lindsey shoved the end of Kevin's cock into Mia's mouth.
"Now suck it!..." she instructed, tightening her grip on Mia's hair even more. She let her free hand slide down and cup Kevin's balls.
Mia's first reaction was to sink her teeth into Kevin's bulging cock crown, making him cry out in dismay.
"Nnaaaaaa!..."
"Don't!...I'm warning you!.... Mrs. Lindsey said, yanking sharply on Mia's dark hair.
"Mmmmmfff!..." Mia yelled gutturally, the sound muffled by Kevin's swollen knob. But she stopped grinding her teeth on his turgid erection.
"Suck it you little slut!...Show me how you make the boys come for you and do a good job of it or I'll give you a lesson in manners you won't soon forget!..." Mrs. Lindsey instructed, shoving Mia's head forward and impaling her on half of Kevin's distended shaft.
"Ohhhhhhh!..." Kevin groaned.
Mia was a skilled cocksucker and she had no concerns about getting Kevin off. She let one palm drift up his inner thigh until she encountered Mrs. Lindsey's hand on his balls. She raked the back of her teacher's hand with her sharp nails, making her yank her hand away. Then she cupped Kevin's taut testicles in her own hand and began to work them over. She exerted a gentle suck on him while swiping her tongue back and forth under Kevin's bloated shaft. With all this erotic attention, the pre-come started to stream out of him in hot little rushes.
"Mmmmm!...Mmmmmm!...Mmmm Hmmm!...Mmm Hmmm!...Mmmm Hmmm!..." Mia hummed, savoring Kevin's tasty juices and knowing the vibrations from her leeching mouth would excite him tremendously.
"Yessss!....Ahhhhh!....Pleaseee!...Don't stop!..." Kevin begged, helplessly rocking on his toes to edge his cock in and out of Mia's siphoning suck.
But Mrs. Lindsey had something else in mind. Using her free hand she reached back and grabbed Kevin's ass. Then she leaned closer to him, her sumptuous tits swaying lewdly from her chest.
"Don't be shy!...Fuck the little slut's mouth!...Go on!...Give it to her!..." she urged, pulling Kevin's ass forward with an urgent tug, forcing him to lunge his cock deep into Mia's mouth.
"Mmmmmffff!..." Mia gasped hoarsely as Kevin's cock rammed into the top of her throat.
"Ohhhhh!.." Kevin grunted as Mia's mouth sheathed the length of his cock. He quickly backed away but Mrs. Lindsey yanked him forward again.
"Fuck her mouth!...She loves it!...She's probably had more cocks in her mouth than you've had hot dinners!...Now give it to her!..."
Kevin was normally shy but the silky heat and moist suction of Mia's mouth was more than he could resist and he began to fuck the kneeling teen's face with an urgent rhythm.
Mia started to squirm and whimper but Mrs. Lindsey locked her thighs around the young girl's upper torso and tightened her grip on her hair. Restrained like that Mia couldn't move and was forced to take Kevin's eager cock all the way to the entrance to her throat.
"Waauuuhhh!....Mmmpffff!...Gaaaaa!..." she sputtered as she choked and sputtered again and again on Kevin's thrusting organ.
"Ahhhhhh!....Ummmmm!...Yesss!...Unn Hnnn!..." Kevin moaned, reveling at the excitement of burying his tool in Mia's ovalled mouth. As his excitement soared he began to fuck her pretty face with more and more determined thrusts of his hips.
"That's it!...Go on!...Unn Hnnn!...Fuck her mouth like a cunt!...Unnn Hnn!...Go on!... Fuck it!..." Mrs. Lindsey encouraged, hauling Kevin's ass back and forth.
"Ohhhh!....Ohhhh!...Naaaa!!..." Kevin cried as his excitement overwhelmed him. Reaching out for another handful of Mrs. Lindsey's dangling breasts, he sunk his fingers excitedly into those tempting melons. Then he hunched his hips inwards and when he felt the opening of Mia's esophagus surrounding the end of his cock, he thrust forward even further, jamming his erection deep down the throat of the helpless teenager.
"Waaahhh!...Mmmmmmfff!...Nnnahhhh!..." Mia whimpered, her eyes going wide as saucers as Kevin heedlessly throat fucked her.
"That's it!...Ummm Hmmm!..Face fuck the little bitch!...That's it!...Bang her face!... Ummm!... Shove it into her stomach!..." Mrs. Lindsey coaxed with a lusty moan as Kevin manhandled her swollen jugs.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." Kevin panted. He was going to come. As his balls drew taut he slammed his loins frantically into Mia's upturned face.
'It's!...Ahhhhh!...I'mmm!...I'mmm!...Cominggg!...Ohhh!..." Kevin cried as he sawed his big cock in and out of Mia's convulsing throat.
Mrs. Lindsey smiled with satisfaction at Mia's obvious distress. She reached around Kevin with both hands and pulled his hips forward until his pubes were mashed against Mia's swollen lips. The abused young girl began to writhe and cry, breathing frantically through her nose as Kevin's engorged cock slid back and forth through her protesting esophagus.
"Phwaaahhhhh!...Naaa!...Oooohhhh!..." Kevin cried as his balls convulsed and a searing stream of come jetted from his cock. It was quickly followed by another and another as a deluge of sperm erupted from his excruciatingly lurching testicles. He was buried so far down Mia's throat that he could actually see each spurt of come bulge in her neck just before it slid down and disappeared in her stomach.
"Ooooffff!...Naaaaaa!....Mwwwaaa!..." Mia whimpered, swallowing as fast as she could to try and keep ahead of the fountain of Kevin's fiery cream.
"Unnnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." Kevin gasped, reflexively slamming his hips forward with every wracking lurch of his balls. Mia's head rocked back into Mrs. Lindsey's naked crotch again and again as Kevin fucked her O shaped mouth for all he was worth.
"That's it!...Unn Hnnn!...Give her all that hot come!...Make her choke on it!..." Mrs. Lindsey encouraged with a cruel laugh even as the raven haired teen-ager began to lose the battle with Kevin's frantically spewing penis.
Mia was gagging and coughing, trying to dislodge the throbbing member jammed down her throat. She was no longer able to swallow fast enough to keep up with his furious discharge. Kevin's creamy sperm began to trickle out the corners of her mouth as well as bubble out her nose. She writhed frantically as she began to suffocate under the torrent of Kevin's molten sperm.
Kevin tried to back away and give Mia some breathing room. But Mrs. Lindsey held his ass in iron grip and refused to let him budge.
"You see young lady!...It doesn't pay to play games with me!..." Mrs. Lindsey said with a wicked smile as she stared down into the Mia's bulging eyes. The older blonde wrestled with Kevin's meaty ass, making his still ejaculating cock wrench around inside Mia's gagging throat.
Mia choked on the hot sperm that was overflowing her mouth, oozing out of her nose and dribbling all over her face. The taste and smell of Kevin's come permeated her entire being. The last thing that Mia saw and heard before she passed out was Mrs. Lindsey pursing a mocking kiss down at her and asking...



"Was that good for you dear?...Was it?..."
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It was after 2:00 in the morning. Brian was surprised when his wife's sister appeared in the kitchen while he was rummaging around in the fridge. He was immediately uncomfortable because all he was wearing for pajamas was a baggy pair of cotton shorts. As Brian watched her, Stacey walked over to the kitchen island. She was in the process of going through her second divorce and her sister Linda had asked her to stay with them for a few days while her ex-husband was moving out.
"Hi Stace!...What brings you down here at this time of night?..."
Brian had always been attracted to his wife's older sister. She was a nurse and Brian had always lusted after her whenever he saw her in her crisp, white uniform. Unlike her smaller, blonde sister, Stacey was a tall, attractive red head. She also just happened to have a killer body which she was never shy to show off. Where his wife Linda was quiet and reserved, Stacey always exuded a smoldering sexuality that often made Brian uneasy.
Apparently she had been out late and had just come in, thrown off her dress and put on a nightshirt. She was wearing one of Brian's old dress shirts that Linda had lent her for a nightie. She still had on a pair of nylons and glossy high heels from her night out. Because she was so much more voluptuous than her sister, the shirt was stretched thrillingly across her bulging breasts and barely reached her thighs. Brian tried not to stare at the eraser sized nipples that jutted distinctly through the taut, thin fabric.
Stacey noticed Brian's eyes drifting nervously around. He was obviously having a hard time not staring at her tits and she found that amusing. She deliberately undid another button on her already open shirt. She leaned back on her elbows against the kitchen counter so that her half bared globes thrust out urgently towards her entranced brother-in-law.
"Late night with a creepy date!...He couldn't keep his hands to himself!...Thought I'd relax a little....How come you're not upstairs, snuggled up to my little sister?..." Stacey asked as she reached behind her into her purse and came out with a cigarette.
"I just got a little hungry Stace....You're not going to smoke in here are you?... Linda wouldn't like it!..."
Stacey eyed Brian with a careless smile as she lit up the cigarette and took a deep drag.
"I won't tell if you won't...She doesn't have to know everything does she?..." Stacey asked, hooking one foot under a counter stool and pulling it towards her. With her eyes staring steadily into Brian's, she bent her leg and rested one foot on the second rung of the stool.
Brian watched mesmerized as Stacey's little dress shirt rose up to her hip and parted, leaving her naked, bushy cunt clearly on display.
"Unnnn!...Stacey!....I should probably go up!....It's getting late!..." Brian stammered, his eyes now riveted to his sister-in-law's brazenly exposed pussy. His prick was stiffening up uncontrollably and he was terrified that Stacey would see it. But he was so mesmerized by his sexy sister-in-law that his feet were not responding to his brain's urgent suggestion to get the hell out of there.
Stacey had already noticed that Brian's cock was tenting the front of his shorts and she had no intention of letting him off the hook so easily. She took another long drag on her cigarette and said...
"You know Brian, I've always thought you were kind of cute!...My sister is a lucky girl!...I hope she's taking good care of you in the sack!...Are you getting enough at home Brian?... I'm just curious!...I mean is that big stiffie you've got there reserved for my little sister or are you open to offers?... "
Brian stared back at Stacey in desire and confusion. He couldn't believe that his wife's sister was hitting on him while Linda was sleeping just upstairs. As much as he lusted after the big titted red head, he couldn't take the risk of getting caught by his wife.
"Ahhhh!...Stacey!...Ummmm!...I know you've always enjoyed teasing me but...Uhhh!... I think this is carrying things a little too far!...I should go!..." Brian stammered as he started shuffling towards the stairs.
"I'm sorry baby!...I always thought you liked it when I teased you!...You always seemed so interested in these!..."
With her eyes smoldering into Brian's, Stacey reached into her open blouse, cupped one melon shaped tit in her hand and lifted it out. Slowly she raised the creamy orb up towards her mouth, tilted her head down and gave her nipple a long, lurid suck. Her sparkling eyes never left Brian's as he watched her lewd performance with open mouthed excitement.
"I'm bigger than Linda aren't I Brian?....And my nipples, they're bigger too aren't they?..." Stacey taunted, swiping her tongue slowly across her reddening breast.
Brian stopped in mid shuffle, his cock now peeking out urgently over the top of his cotton briefs.
"Mmmmmm!...My nipples are almost as hard as your cock baby!..." she purred. Her rigid nipple and crimson aureole were indeed dark and swollen against her saliva smeared breast.
"Come here lover!...You'd like a little lick too wouldn't you?..." Stacey taunted as she let the hand holding her cigarette drift down to her pussy where she idly toyed with her red haired mound.
Brian was irresistibly drawn to his slutty sister-in-law. He couldn't resist her lewd teasing.
As he came near, Stacey took another big drag from her cigarette. Then she reached out, took Brian's face in her hand and drew him to her. She put her mouth against his and used her tongue to part his lips.
Brian's excitement soared when he tasted his sister-in-law's smoky tongue sliding into his mouth.
Stacey held him tight with her hand. At the same time she nudged her nylon sheathed thigh up into his groin and ground it suggestively into his balls.
Brian gasped with arousal and Stacey exhaled the cigarette smoke into his mouth.
Brian tried to back away but Stacey held him firmly. After a minute longer she released him.
"Nnaaaa!...Stacey!...You know I don't smoke!...Linda would kill me!..." Brian gasped, as the unfamiliar cigarette smoke burned his throat.
"She'd kill you if she knew you wanted to fuck her sister! ...But you would if I let you, wouldn't you Brian?...You'd fuck me right here, right now, wouldn't you lover?..." Stacey teased as she took another big drag..." Now kiss me again!..."
Pulling her hesitant brother-in-law to her, she again parted his lips with hers and pushed her tongue into his mouth. She could tell that Brian was holding his breath. She leaned in closer, slipped her hand through his fly, cupped his balls in her long fingers and gave them a wanton squeeze.
"Unnnnnnn!.. " Brian gasped with amazed excitement as Stacey lasciviously fondled his drum taut testicles.
Stacey held him tight as she again exhaled her lungful of smoke into Brian's mouth. She remained kissing him, gently stretching his firm sac down towards the floor, making her timid brother-in-law squirm at her lewd touch.
"Unnnnn!....Unnnnn!....Ohhhhh!...." Brian moaned gutturally into Stacey's leeching mouth.
In another moment, Stacey released her lips from her gasping brother-in-law's. Looking deep into his eyes, she palmed his nuts up into his groin before releasing them and leanied back against the counter.
"Ahhhh!...My Goddddd!..." Brian moaned. His mind was racing from Stacey's wanton fondling and also from the unaccustomed cigarette smoke. The adrenaline and excitement were pumping wildly through his system. He tried to get the room to stop spinning as he eyed his voluptuous sister-in-law. He shuffled towards Stacey, reaching out to her.
Stacey batted his hands away and gripped him by the shoulders.
"A little flash of tit's got you all excited hasn't it baby?...Not so fast!..."
But Brian was so distracted he wasn't listening. He pushed Stacey's hands aside and grabbed at her heaving chest. Stacey just smiled at him and let him move in on her.
"You should always listen to me Brian!...I said, not yet!..." she murmured into Brian's ear. At the same time she swung her leg off the stool and drove her nylon sheathed thigh into Brian's balls hard enough to lift him up onto his toes.
"Mwahhhh!...Mmmmffff!..." Brian grunted, dropping to his knees like a stone when Stacey kneed his unsuspecting nuts. He stared in amazement at his sister-in-law as a wave of nausea washed over his lurching groin.
The sultry red head regarded her gasping brother-in-law with amusement.
"Maybe you'll get to play with them in a little bit!...But for now, why don't you show me how you eat my baby sister!..." she instructed, placing her bent leg back on the stool and leaning back against the counter. Coolly she reached into her night shirt and pulled out her other breast so that both creamy orbs were bared to her panting brother-in-law.
Brian rocked on his knees, his mouth only inches away from Stacey's inviting pussy. He looked up through pain filled eyes, past the gently heaving breasts looming over him into the eyes of the wickedly smiling red head.
"Eat me!..." she demanded, reaching down into her crotch and pulling apart her glistening pussy for Brian's rapt inspection.
"Don't be shy baby!...It won't bite!..." she purred, reaching out and taking Brian by the back of the head. She shimmied forward and with a chuckle thrust her cunt into her brother-in-law's gaping mouth.
"Mmmwaaaaa!...Mmmmm!..." Brian moaned gutturally as Stacey's writhing muff spread moistly against his face. Instinctively his mouth latched onto her swollen labia and his tongue lashed out into her drooling cunt.
"Ooohhhh!...Unnn Hnnnn!...That's it baby!... Lick up all that pussy juice and I'll give you more!....Unnnnn Hnnnn!...Unnnn!...Yessss!..." Stacey enthused as Brian toiled slavishly between her broadly parted thighs.
She pulled his face tight into her molten center as she settled down more heavily onto his face. She groaned at the feel of Brian's hot breath gusting into her seething cunt.
"MMmmmm!...Mmmmm Hmmmm!...Eat me baby!...Just like you eat my little sister!...Ohhhh!...That's it!...Stick your tongue in me as far as you can!....Ohhhh Godddd!... You're gonna make me come if you keep doing that!...Lick my clit baby!...Lick it!...Lick it now!...Yesss!...Ahhh!...Ahh Haaa!...Ohhh!..."
As Brian's eager mouthing made her cunt gush with arousal, Stacey locked one nylon clad leg around her brother-in-law's head. Holding his face tight against her, she frantically scrubbed her drooling pussy up and down over his mouth and his chin. She humped his face feverishly in lust filled excitement.
"Ahhhh!...You eat pussy good Brian!...I love it!...Ohhh!...That's it!...Yeahhh!...Eat me all up!...Yeahhh!...Faster!...More!...Unnn Hnnn!... Unnn Hnnnn!...Don't stop!... Don't!... I'm gonna come!...Ohhhh!...Cominggg!...Cominggg!...So goooodddd!....Yessss!... " Stacey was crying ever more loudly as her orgasm began to wrack her loins.
"Nnaaahhhh!...Mmmmmpff!...Gahhhhh!..."
Brian's faint cries could barely be heard as Stacey smothered him with her pulsating pussy. Her cunt juice poured in a stream into Brian's face and his mouth as she came, practically drowning him as she held him tight to her convulsing loins.
Brian gasped and choked and could hardly breathe. His head began to spin and still he licked and gnawed frantically at his sister-in-law's heaving crotch. He was terrified that her rising cries would bring his wife down to find them in the kitchen. At the same time the excitement of having Stacey's cunt cream cascade over his face had him ready to burst with his own arousal. He ate at his sister-in-law's shuddering loins like it was his last meal.
"Mmmmm!...Oh my!....That's so good lover!...Unnn Hnnn!...Unnn!...Linda's trained you pretty well, I must say!..." Stacey moaned appreciatively as her spasms began to ease. She leaned back and away from her kneeling brother-in-law, releasing him from the clutch of her muscular thighs. Brian gasped frantically to regain his breath.
When she released Brian, his face was coated from his brow to his chin with her greasy girl goo. She smiled with amusement to see how red and puffy his cheeks and lips were from her roughly grinding pussy.
"You might want to sneak into the shower before you crawl back into bed with my baby sister!..." Stacey said with a laugh. She pulled on her night shirt to cover her breasts, refastened it with one button and reached for another cigarette.
"But Stacey!..." Brian pleaded ..."I thought!....You know...I thought you'd let me!...You know..." Brian stammered, lurching to his feet and shifting uncomfortably as his turgid cock thrust urgently over the top of his shorts.
"Oh poor baby!...Did Stacey get you all hot and bothered by letting you eat her little pussy?... Is that why you're so big and red?...Let me see!.." she said in her best little girl voice.
Stacey reached out, grabbed the waist of Brian's shorts and slowly drew it down until it was around his knees. His turgid cock was so rigid that it snapped out of his shorts and smacked his stomach with an audible slap.
"Goodness!...You really are excited aren't you lover?..." Stacey teased, taking a big drag on her cigarette as she looked at Brian's jutting prick with amusement.
"You didn't think I was going to let you fuck me with my sweet little sister sleeping just upstairs, did you sweetheart?..."
"She'll never know Stacey!...Just this once!...I need you so bad!..." Brian moaned, shuffling closer to Stacey, his stiff erection leading the way towards her come slimed pussy.
Stacey just stretched out her foot and centered her stiletto heel on Brian's already bruised nut sac.
"Not so fast lover!..." she said quietly, digging her heel sharply into Brian's balls and stopping him dead in his tracks.
"Naaaaaa!..." Brian moaned.
"I'll tell you what!...I'll let you fuck me!,,, But first you're going to let me jack you off!... Just for two minutes!...If you don't come, you can fuck me!...If you do, then you have to eat me again!...Wherever and whenever I want you to!...That sounds fair doesn't it?..."
Brian looked at his smiling sister-in-law for a moment in dismay. Then he said...
" You know I'd do anything if you'd let me fuck you!..."
"Then just do as I say and you'll have that big, hard cock of yours in my pussy in no time!... Now come over here!..."
Stacey instructed, stepping away from the counter.
Brian hesitantly stepped up to the counter and looked at Stacey.
"Turn around!...That's it!...Now put you arms on the counter and lean on your elbows!..."
While Brian was shuffling around to obey her, Stacey came up behind him.
"Step back a little further from the counter...That's it!...Now spread your legs so I can get in there!..." she told him, kicking his legs apart roughly with her leather heels.
"That's a good boy!...'
Brian was sort of stretched out over the counter, looking across the island at the kitchen window. In their reflection in the window over the sink, he could see Stacey's bright eyes smoldering into his as she snuggled up behind him.
"Just keep an eye on the clock baby!..." Stacey said, indicating the big clock next to the fridge.
Brian stifled a moan of excitement as his sister-in-law leaned into him from behind. Her shirt covered, melon shaped breasts dragged thrillingly across his back. She reached around his waist with one hand and fisted his engorged erection.
"Unnnnn!..." Brian gasped as Stacey gave his responsive organ a torrid squeeze..
"Easy lover!...We haven't even started yet! ..Wait 'til the second hand gets up to zero...."
The tall red head bent one knee and raised it up between Brian's legs from behind. She nudged his tender balls tantalizingly with her nylon sheathed thigh.
Brian groaned because the second hand had just swept past ten and he had almost a minute to wait for Stacey to start. Just the feel of her voluptuous curves rubbing against him had him quivering with anticipation. He was already beginning to have his doubts whether he could keep from coming once his sexy sister-in-law went to work on him.
Although she wasn't technically jacking him off, Stacey's little hand was gently squeezing and releasing Brian's rampant tool in the most provocative fashion. As she looked over his shoulder and watched the livid knob of his tool swell up like an overripe tomato above her lewdly clasping fist, she knew poor Brian didn't have a chance. His pre-come was trickling from his knob, running down his shaft and over her encircling hand. Grinding suggestively against him from behind, she bore down irresistibly on his seething cock flesh.
"How long does it take you to come when Linda does you?... " Stacey purred.
"Does she do it fast or slow?...Like in the car, if you pick her up after shopping and she jacks you off on the way home?...I like to do it slow in the car!..." she taunted, darting her moist tongue into Brian's ear.
"Or if you're over in the neighbor's pool and you get horny and you get her to do you there!...That's always fun!...The boys I know usually come pretty fast!...They just can't seem to hold it once I've got my hand in their trunks and their cock in my fist!..." she whispered, lewdly sliding her knee back and forth under Brian's excited testicles.
"How long does it usually take you to come when Linda does you?..." Stacey asked in a mischievous murmur.
"She doesn't!..." Brian groaned.
"She doesn't what baby?..."
"She doesn't do it for me like that!....I've asked her to but she says she only likes regular sex!...She says that's what married people do!.... She doesn't like to do it anywhere but in our bed!..." Brian whispered, his hips starting to hunch helplessly into Stacey's enticing fist.
"Just relax Brian!...You'll last longer!... You mean she never jacks you off!...Why that's so cruel!...I'll bet you must really miss it don't you sweetheart?... Well this is you're lucky night!...I'll do things for you your wife won't baby!...Wait 'til you see what I'm gonna do to you!..." Stacey purred as she took a big drag on her cigarette then reached around Brian and put her cigarette down on the edge of the counter in front of him.
As the second hand swept up towards zero, Stacey reached around him from behind and cupped Brian's drum taut balls in her free hand. She sank her sharp nails lightly into his tender nuggets while gently pulling his nut bag down and away from his groin.
"Nnnnaaaa!..." Brian hissed with excitement.
"Ready baby?..." Stacey asked as the second hand reached zero.
"Here we go!..." she said, sliding her fist up Brian's throbbing shaft until she had her closed hand just under his cock crown where she squeezed him hard. She writhed hotly against him as she leaned over his shoulder and watched his livid tool. She didn't start jacking him off at all but began gliding her thumb around and around, back and forth across his lividly swollen knob where she knew he was most sensitive.
"Naaaaa!...Oh Godddd!...Staceyyyy!....Unnnnnn!..." Brian cried. His pre-come began to bubble out thickly, lubricating Stacey's deftly cruising digit. The wanton red head smiled and picked up the pace of her already incendiary cock teasing.
"Snick!...Snick!...Snick!..." was the lewd sound that Stacey's thumb made as she insistently rubbed his cock crown, working his tender pee slit back and forth and stroking his distended helmet with practiced skill.
Brian's head snapped up and his buttocks clenched as he frantically tried to hold back his come that was already churning for release. The feel of his sister-in-law's thumb working around and around the bloated tip of his prick made his balls try to draw up into his groin. But Stacey continued to stretch them down towards the ground, making Brian dance with excitement in front this talented temptress.



"Do you like that?...Does that feel good baby?...Ummhmmm!...I'll bet it does!...Your cock is so hard and it's dripping so much!...I think it really likes me!...I think it wants to come already!...You're not going to come so soon are you Brian?...I could stop but then I'd lose our bet and I'd have to let you fuck me!..." she murmured, moving her lips to his ear and nibbling on it.
"And you do want to fuck me don't you baby?...I'm all wet!...Wet and sloppy!...I'll bet you'd like that, wouldn't you lover?...A wet, sloppy fuck right here on the counter while your wife's asleep upstairs!...That'd be fun wouldn't it?..." Stacey taunted, grinding her greasy cunt into Brian's ass.
"Your big cock filling my hot pussy!...You could fuck me as hard as you want!...I love that!...I love a big cock slamming in and out of my wet snatch!...My ankles up around my ears and all that love juice running down the crack of my ass!...You'd fuck me like that wouldn't you baby?...Wouldn't you?..."" Stacey teased.
"Ahhhh!...Naaaa!...Please!..." Brian moaned as Stacey's dirty talk inflamed his excitement. His cock engorged even more under the pad of her relentlessly massaging thumb.
"You're definitely ready aren't you sweetheart?...I can feel it!...But I know something else you'll like!..."
With that Stacey released his balls while still clutching the root of Brian's cock with one hand. She wrestled it down so that his livid tool was pointed almost straight out from his groin. With her other hand she made an 'O' of her thumb and forefinger and slipped it around the end of his tool.
"Usually this will do it!..." Stacey murmured as she began to race her encircling fingers up and down the full length of Brian's turgid erection. She took particular care to drag the tight clenched ring of her fingers back and forth across the supersensitive ridge under Brian's cock crown while she held his shaft steady.
"Come on!...Come on baby!...It's just sex!...Uumm Hmmm!...Ummmm Hmmmm!..." Stacey panted into Brian's ear as she masturbated him frenziedly.
"Ahhhhh!...Naaaa!...Goddd!...Nooo!...Waitttt!...." Brian wailed, forgetting that his wife was sleeping not far away. The heat and intensity of Stacey's lurid jack-off was sending staggering thrills jolting through his groin. His balls were tightening into that ultimate knot of tension that was irresistibly followed by ejaculation and there was still 45 seconds to go. He tensed up every muscle in his body and held his breath as he tried to stop his inevitable climax.
Stacey smiled behind him at his visible distress.
"You'd like it if Linda gave you a little of this wouldn't you baby?...Just a quick hand job once in a while!...Just to keep the edge off!... Don't tell me!...She won't blow you either!...Poor baby!...No wonder you're so ready for me!...So ready to come with just a little... more... of....this!..." Stacey taunted, beating his cock in a torrid rhythm. As Brian grunted and gasped in near orgasm, Stacey slowed her speeding fist and released Brian's quivering shaft. She still pulled relentlessly with one hand on the root of his cock and that kept Brian straining forward like a bull dog against the provocative pressure.
"Can you hold it for just a few more seconds!...That's all you have to do!..." Stacey purred as she let her free hand drift lazily over Brian's ass and down between his tightly clenched buttocks.
Brian was hardly aware of what Stacey was up to, he was concentrating so hard on trying not to come.
"I bet I know something else Linda never does for you!...Does my sister ever stick her finger up your ass Brian?...Does she?...'Cause I will!...Are you ready sweetheart?...Are you ready for me?..." Stacey whispered, driving her outstretched finger wickedly through Brian's unprepared sphincter.
"What?:...Stacey!...Don'tt!...Phwahhhhhh!...." Brian cried in surprise and amazement as the red head suddenly skewered his anus with her delving finger. Linda would never even think of doing anything like this. And all of a sudden he was impaled on his sister-in-law's sharp nailed finger. He was shocked, gasping in disbelief and lewdly aroused at Stacey's obscene anal play. His eyes popped open wide as he rose up on tiptoes ahead of his sister-in-law's plundering digit.
Stacey smiled as Brian's asshole clamped on her twisting finger with feverish intensity. She pulled down even harder on the root of his cock as she followed him up with her thrusting finger, shoving it up urgently into his virgin nether hole.
"I'd fuck your ass for you any time!...What do you think Brian?... Do you like it?... Ummm?... Do you like it when I do this?...Or this?...Or this?..." Stacey asked, giving her prodding finger a few swift twists and stabbing it repeatedly into Brian's tender prostate.
"Waahhhhh!..." Brian screamed in breathless excitement. He hunched frantically against the fingers ringing his cock as the wanton red head reamed him with one hand while pulling relentlessly on the base of his straining erection with the other.
"Yeahhh!...You like that, don't you?... You want even more don't you baby?... Don't you?...Don't you?..." Stacey murmured drawing her skewering digit almost all the way out of her brother-in-law's rectum. She poised a second finger, the one with her big diamond ring on it, beside the one tickling Brian's quivering anus. With only ten seconds left until Brian won the bet, she raked her high heeled shoe down the inside of one of his ankles while keeping her outstretched fingers seated at the opening of his puckered brownie.
"Ggaaahhhhhh!...." Brian yelled, his leg shooting out from the unexpected pain. Of course, in the process his ass dropped heavily on Stacey's unyielding, sharp nailed fingers. Her diamond ring ripped excruciatingly through his taut sphincter as Brian was impaled on his sister-in-laws luridly probing digits right up to her knuckles.
Stacey smiled and began to tweezer her two fingers back and forth feverishly inside of Brian's ravaged asshole
"Naaaaaaaa!..." Brian cried as his nuts convulsed. His pee slit gaped wide and then a furious stream of come erupted from his cock and plastered the side of the kitchen counter. There was a staccato splatting sound as the gooey spurts jetted against the woodwork.
"Unnnn!....Unnnn!...Unnnn!...." he moaned as he trembled and came.
"Ummmm Hmmm!...That trick always works!... " Stacey teased as Brian's rectum spasmed frantically on her fingers in time with his feverish ejaculation. She twitched her fingertips around inside him in a luridly teasing fashion.
"Naaaa!...Unnnnn!...Unnn!...Godddd!..." Brian wailed as he came, his rushing sperm pulsing through his shaft in a molten stream.
"Come for me lover!...Squeeze my fingers while you come!..That's it!...Ummm!... Squeeze my fingers as hard as you can!...Ummm Hmm!...Yeahhhh!...." Stacey encouraged, jerking Brian's spewing prick with a will. Her lewd masturbation and her naughty fingertips up his ass had Brian spilling his seed in wracking spasms.
"Wahhhhh!,,,.Ahhhhhh!....Unnnnnn!...." he croaked as his loins hunched frantically under Stacey's insistent, lurid fondling.
"Oh baby!... So much come!...Let it go!...That's it!...Umm Hmm!...Umm! Hmmm!... Come for Stacey!...Let's not leave any for that prissy sister of mine!..." the voluptuous red head purred. She used her two hands in thrilling counterpart, jacking the root of her brother-in-law's cock with one hand, while she jabbed his tender prostate over and over with the fingertip of her other hand.
"Ahhhhhhh!...Godddd!...Naaaaa!..." Brian cried frantically. He had never had an orgasm overwhelm him so completely. Every spurt of come burned through his cock like a surgeon's scalpel. He could feel his knees weakening as his climax wracked him. And still his loins continued to spasm and heave in response to his sister-in-law's lewd manipulations.
"Goddd!...Stacey!...Stoppp!...Please!...I can't take it any more!..." Brian cried as his wanton sister-in-law jacked him off with slow but hard hand strokes. She was deliberately milking him for every drop of sperm that was in his weary testicles. There must have been a quart of creamy come in globs and streaks running down the side of the kitchen counter.
"Shhhh lover!...You're going to wake your wife!..." Stacey warned.
As if on cue...
"Brian?...Is that you?...What are you doing down there?..." came Linda's voice from the top of the stairs.
Brian froze in mid-spasm at the sound of his wife's voice.
Stacey whipped her pillaging fingers out of his ass making him grunt in surprise.
"Unnnnn!..." Brian gasped. A final burning trickle of come dribbled from his gaping pee slit as Stacey yanked her fingers out of his butt. His ass felt like a yawning empty hole with his sister-in-law's fingers removed. And in fact it was. Stacey had reamed him pretty good. She wondered if her sister would notice. Brian could barely stand as he watched Stacey move away from behind him.
Still watching his reflection in the mirror she reached into her shirt with her come covered hand and smeared one round, pink globe with his creamy sperm. As she then coolly rebuttoned her shirt, she made a pouty, kissing gesture at his reflection. Then she casually walked over to the staircase just as her sister descended into view. She didn't stop, she just said...
"Good night sis!...Brian and I were just talking!...Sorry if we got a little loud!...I think he was just coming...up to bed!...Good night Brian!...I'll see you in the morning!...Don't start breakfast without me!..."
Linda looked at her sister and Brian with a confused expression. Brian sort of turned away and hunched over, awkwardly stowing his weary genitals in his baggy shorts. Then he turned back to his wife with an almost pleading expression on his face.
"What's that smell?..." Linda asked, her nose wrinkling in distaste.
Brian thought the odor of sex and sweat was almost overpowering and he cowered at his wife's accusing look.
"Has my sister been smoking in here?..." Linda asked with a frown.
"I'm going to bed!..." Brian said with a sheepish smile. He walked awkwardly, somewhat bow-leggedly in a circle around his wife as he too headed up the stairs.
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When Linda found out that Brian had been fucking her sister she was furious!
Stacey had found it amusing to tell her sister all the lurid details of Brian's all too easy seduction. When Linda told her how she wanted to get even with her unfaithful husband, Stacey was more than happy to help.
A few evenings later while Linda was out, Stacey came home, dressed in her nurse's uniform and lured Brian into her bedroom. It wasn't hard. She just leaned over him from behind while he was on the couch, shoved her tits into his neck, grabbed his balls and told him to come upstairs. Brian was hesitant at first but when she began to jerk him urgently through his pants, it didn't take long for Brian to agree. She told him to give her a minute and come up.
It was only moments later that Brian walked into her bedroom. He stopped in amazement when he saw his slutty sister-in-law. Stacey was sprawled out on the bed in spectacular fashion. Her uniform jacket was open and her lush breasts were straining through a little red bra. She had her nylon sheathed legs bent and open. Her bare, juicy cunt was gaping wide between her lewdly spread thighs. Stacey smiled at his eager, lust filled expression as he stared at her enticing body.
"What took you so long baby?...I've been waiting for you!...Do you want to play doctor?... Ummm?...Why don't you come over here and we'll play!..." Stacey teased, lazily opening and closing her thighs so that her pink pussy beckoned her dazed brother-in-law.
"Are you going to fuck my slut sister Brian?..."
Brian wheeled around at the sound of his wife's voice. He immediately broke into a cold sweat.
Linda was standing behind him, also dressed as a nurse. Well, mostly dressed. She too had a white nurse's jacket unbuttoned to her waist. Her apple sized breasts were covered only by the tiniest of black nylon bras. She was noticeably taller than usual wearing four inch black stiletto heels. Her legs were sleekly clad in black nylons, the tops of which were clearly visible beneath her micro mini skirt. She looked incredibly sexy and at the same time she looked very intimidating.
"So you like to play games do you Brian?...I hear you particularly like to play with my sister!..." Linda accused, as she stepped up to her wide eyed husband.
"Linda!...It's not what you think!...Let me explain!..." Brian stammered. His heart was racing a mile a minute and his heart was pounding.
"Oh you don't have to explain lover!...Nurse Stacey has told me all about you two playing house when I wasn't around!...You should have told me Brian!...We could have all played together!...You wouldn't have had to sneak around to fuck my sister whenever you had the chance!..." Stacey spat at her husband as she reached out and clutched his balls through his pants.
"Lindaaaaa!..." Brian gasped as his pretty wife jiggled his nuts and then closed her fist on them in a meaningful squeeze.
Brian had no idea what to say to his wife. He noticed Stacey get up from the bed and walk towards them. His wife pushed even closer to him so that her taut little body was rubbing against his side. Stacey moved to his other side and pressed her voluptuous curves against him as she murmured....
"I told her everything Brian!... I had to!...I felt one of us had to tell her!..."
"Nooooo!..." Brian moaned as the extent of his predicament became clear to him. He knew he should just turn and go but his limbs seemed made of lead, all except for his cock which seemed to be made of fire as the two sultry sisters sandwiched him between them.
"She told me everything Brian! All the nasty sex games you played! Well now it's time we played one of my games!..." Linda hissed exerting a brutal pressure on her husband's cringing nuts.
The pain that shot through Brian's groin was excruciating as his wife wrenched his lurching testicles. He could hardly breathe, hardly think. He tried to get away but Stacey had wrapped herself around him like a python and held him fast. When Linda released his pain wracked balls a few moments later he panted feverishly in relief. His wife then edged around in front of him, slipped her nylon sheathed thigh between his legs and nudged it up into his balls.
"Nurse Stacey told me you love her blow jobs you bastard!... " Linda whispered into Brian's ear. She kicked his ankles wider apart and resumed tantalizing his nuts with her nylon sheathed thigh.
"Well now we're going to play one of my games!... I don't think your going to like it as much as fucking my sister, but I will!.." Linda said as she leaned in and kissed her husband heatedly, but just for a second.
"Are you ready baby?...Are you ready for this?..." Linda murmured darting her moist tongue into Brian's ear. At the same time she swung her shapely leg back and then brought it up with all her strength, jolting her husband up off the ground as she pitilessly kneed his testicles.
"Whhhhhhuuufffff!....Mwaaahhhhh!..." Brian screamed gutturally.
"Mmmmmm!...." Linda murmured happily, grinding her punishing knee into Brian's lurching groin.
He would have collapsed to his knees but his wife held him upright on her raised knee.
"Ohhhhh!....I'll bet that really hurts doesn't it baby?....Linda can get a little kinky when she's upset!..." Stacey said, squeezing her gasping brother-in-law tight.
"But some of the boys we used to date were into kinky!...How about you Brian?...Do you like that?...Let's see?...Linda, do him again!... Let's see if he likes it!... " Stacey purred, staring eagerly at her sister.
Brian couldn't believe what he was hearing.
"Noooooooo!...." he grunted, his eyes darting wildly between his wife and his sister-in-law.
"Oh Yessss!..." Linda hissed excitedly. She edged backwards a little from Brian, swung her leg back and then up again with wicked force. Cruelly she drove the bony center of her knee into his already excruciating nuts.
"Nnnnnnaaaaaaa!..." Brian cried pitifully as an overwhelming nausea swept over him. He thought he would faint.
Stacey continued to hold him up and it was evident that it was taking all of her strength to keep her shuddering brother-in-law on his feet.
"Mmmmm!....I think you've got his attention now little sister!...What about those other games we talked about?..." Stacey asked her sister with excitement in her voice.
"You're pretty anxious to get at that cock of his aren't you, you slut?...Well you can have him when I'm done with him and I'm not quite finished yet!...I think he still needs just a little more of this!...." Linda said with a malicious smile as she took a step backwards.
Almost faster than Brian could see, Linda's leg shot out as she kicked her high heeled stiletto into his savaged groin. Her aim couldn't have been better as her pointed leather toe slammed one of his spasming testicles agonizingly up into his crotch.
""Whhhhaaaaaa!...." Brian screamed, choking and reeling, and this time Stacey let him go. He rocked back and forth on his heels for a moment and then he collapsed into a shuddering fetal position on the floor. Through fluttering eyelids he was vaguely aware that the two sexy nurses were standing over him and looking down on him with amusement.
"Linda!...Stacey!...Pleaseee!...Nnnnnnn!..." he moaned. He was trying to plead with the two vixens to help him but then he saw Linda draw back her leg again as she launched one more vicious kick into balls.
A blinding white flash of excruciating pain erupted from his groin just before he passed out at the feet of the two smiling sisters.
When Brian came to some time later it took him a little while to figure out where he was. As it turned out, he was still in Stacey's bedroom. His arms and legs were tied to bolts on the ceiling and the floor so that he was stretched out upright into a taut X. He had been stripped naked and the girls had put a pair of tight leather shorts on him that were constricting his genitals excruciatingly.
The sexy sisters were sitting on the bed facing him and watching him while sipping on glasses of wine. They were still both attired in their hose, high heels and scanty, half open nurse's uniforms.
"Linda!..." he pleaded in a hoarse whisper...."Let me go!....I'm sorry!...My Goddd!...So sorry!...We can work this out if you'll just give me a chance!..."
His blonde wife regarded him with a cool smile.
"Of course we can work this out lover!...I'll let you go, in a little while, but first I've thought of a few ways you and Stacey can make it all up to me!...And Stacey's going to help!...Won't that be fun!..."
And with that Linda took Stacey's wine and put both of their glasses down on the floor. Then she reached into her sister's uniform and peeled the cups of Stacey's tiny bra down so that her melon sized breasts were bared and hoisted out of her jacket.
"It's not fair that she's got such big juicy tits and all I have are these little babies.!...When we were teenagers the boys would never pay any attention to me!... They were always so busy trying to get their hands on Stacey's 'jugs'!...These tits were always getting her into trouble and I was always the one who had to get her out of it!... She always needed my help, didn't you Stacey?..."
"Yes!..." Stacey murmured, biting her lip shyly.
"And now you're getting into trouble again and you know what happens to bad girls don't you sis?...Now sit up straight!...Shoulders back!...Elbows back!...Let's see those puppies really sit up there!...That's it!..." Linda encouraged as Stacey obediently sat up and drew her shoulders back, making her generous mounds push up towards the sky.
"Yes!...That's perfect!..." Linda said with a mischievous smile. With her eyes fixed on her husband, Linda brought one hand back and taking a round house swing, she slapped one side of Stacey's out thrust tits.
"Ohhhh!.." gasped Stacey in discomfort as a bright red imprint of Linda's hand appeared on the side of her shuddering mammaries.
"Ummmmm!... It's been a while hasn't it sweetheart!..." Linda taunted before she backhanded the other side of Stacey's tits making them wobble crazily.
"Ahhhhhhhh!..." Stacey hissed, her eyes hooded in pain from her sister's blows.
Linda started up a rhythmic pummeling of her sister's out-thrust breasts, striking them over and over. The giant orbs swung and danced and began to turn a vivid crimson from Linda's careless abuse.
Brian couldn't believe the scene he was witnessing. Stacey was grunting and panting continuously but showed no resistance as her blonde sister beat up on her sensitive mammaries. His cock began to swell with growing arousal. As Stacey's breasts got redder and redder, more blood pumped into Brian's cock, turning it into a fierce erection that was clearly outlined beneath his tight shorts.
"Linda!...Stop!..." he cried as he watched the tears spilling down Stacey's cheeks as Linda mauled her breasts.
Linda stopped her hand in mid-swing as she turned to regard her husband with amusement. Instead of delivering another slap to her sister's chest she reached out and took Stacey's nipples between her sharp nailed fingers. She stretched them brutally away from the red head's heaving chest.
"Ooooohhhhh!..." Stacey whimpered as her nipples became painfully engorged at Linda's stern squeeze.
"Why!...My hero!..." Linda said sarcastically..."I haven't forgotten you!..."
She released her sister and turned her full attention to her husband.
Stacey's breasts and nipples were hugely swollen and Stacey was snuffling back the tears as she tried to compose herself. She did nothing to try and cover herself however and Brian was mesmerized by her glowing breast flesh.
"Once again you seem transfixed by my slut sister's tits!...But in this case I'll forgive you!... After you make it up to me!...Stacey!..."
Stacey got up from the bed on slightly shaky legs. Then she turned a hostile glare on Brian as she turned to the bed and opened a case that was lying there. She pulled out a pair of latex gloves and slipped them on.
Brian watched in confusion as Stacey pulled out a syringe and a small vial. She stripped the needle, jammed it into the vial and loaded the syringe with clear fluid. Then she turned back to Brian and walked up to him with a wicked grin, the needle pointed up in the air between her latex clad fingers.
"Stacey!...What is this?...Don't!...Linda!...Don't let her!...Noo!..." Brian cried, squirming helplessly against the taut ropes that bound him in a helpless spread-eagled stance.
Stacey just smiled at his distress as she dropped down in front of him.
"You like me on my knees don't you Brian?...Well here I am!...But it's going to be different this time!...You'll see!..."
Stacey reached out, grabbed the front of Brian's shorts and ripped it down. There was a velcro flap that tore away. Stacey reached in, pulled his balls free and, with a little wrestling, yanked his dwindling cock out of the opening. It was a tight squeeze.
"He's getting a little soft Linda!...I think he's kind of nervous!..." Stacey said with a grin at her sister while gently squeezing Brian's meaty shaft in her hand.
"He should be and he knows it!...But you're the super slut!...Make him hard and make him hard now so you can get that needle in him!...Go on!..."
"Nooo!...Don't!...Please!..." Brian squealed in horror, his cock shrinking even further at Linda's terrifying words.
But Stacey wasn't concerned. She knew what to do. She turned her smiling eyes up into Brian's as she dropped her fist down to the root of his shaft. She squeezed his prick hard for a few moments and then released it. Nurse Stacey repeated this simple technique over and over and it didn't take long before his cock responded. She slid her relaxed fist up his rapidly growing prick. Then she squeezed him hard again making his cock crown mushroom hugely above her clenched hand. Now she had him trembling with excitement. With the pad of her thumb, she frictioned that sensitive knot of nerves under his knob with swift back and forth strokes.
"Unnnnnn!...Noooo!...Nnnaaaa!...Pleaseeee!...." Brian gasped as his cock responded helplessly. His balls were numb from all their previous abuse and all his sensitivity seemed to have been transferred to the end of his cock.
"Oh Yeahhhh!...That's it!...Come on!..." Stacey encouraged, smiling up at Brian as she began jacking him off with fast, hard strokes. Her big tits jiggled lewdly as she flailed Brian's cock with her shuttling fist. After a minute or so of feverish pounding, Stacey said over her shoulder to her sister..."He's hard as a rock!..."
She stripped her fist to the root of Brain's cock and squeezed it roughly. All the veins bulged out on his throbbing shaft. Even from across the room Linda could see that her husband was enormously aroused.
"But not as hard as he's going to be!...Not even close!...Give him the needle!..." Linda purred ominously.
"Noooo!...Stacey!...Don't!...What's in that!...Please don't do this!...." Brian whimpered, writhing furiously but ineffectually at his restraints.
But Stacey, ignoring his pitiful whining, leaned in and jabbed the needle into one of the swollen veins in Brian's shaft.
"Naaaaa!..." Brian gasped as Stacey injected him with the clear fluid. Then she removed the needle, stood up, stepped back and smiled wickedly at her brother-in-law.
"Don't be such a baby!..." she said. She was regarding Brian's cock with rapt interest as she continued...
"It's just a solution of a steroid, viagra and an astringent. It's a treatment to enhance sensitivity and penile function. You'll see!...."
Linda had gotten up off the bed and moved behind her sister. She looked over Stacey's shoulder at Brian's prick then up at her husband.
"You're gonna' need a big cock to take care of the two of us lover!... " Linda purred as she reached under Stacey's arms and grabbed her weighty breasts.
"We just wanted to help you with that!..." Linda said as she fondled her sister, pancaking her crimson tits against her chest. "Ohhhhhhh!...." Stacey gasped as Linda rubbed her bulging melons up and down, making the resilient tit flesh bulge out lewdly through her fingers.
Brian watched the two sexy women in front of him in fear and growing excitement. Linda's eyes were staring deeply into his as she leaned closer to her sister, bringing her mouth close to hers. Her tongue traced a moist trail across Stacey's cheek.
"Ummmmmm!...." Stacey groaned again as she turned her face and the two sister's tongues darted in and out of each other's mouths. Linda never stopped her rough groping of her sister's tits, making them roll and heave on Stacey's broad chest.
As Brian stared at Linda and Stacey his arousal soared. A new and fiery sensation swept through his loins.
"Ooohhhh!...." he gasped. His cock was turgidly erect and still getting bigger.
"Aaahhhh!..." he moaned. His balls were so swollen and heavy, he wouldn't have been able to close his legs even if they weren't tied apart.
The two girls noticed that Brian's genitals were becoming grotesquely huge and that Brian was obviously feeling the discomfort as well as the excitement. They smiled secretly together as they writhed in front of him. Linda slid around and turned Stacey.
"His cock is so big baby!...So hard!...You're getting hot aren't you?...Your pussy's getting all moist and tingly isn't it!..." Linda teased as she pressed tightly against her sister and grabbed her ass. She slipped her nylon sheathed thigh between Stacey's legs and jammed it up into against her seething cunt. Stacey did the same thing to Linda and the two women writhed against each other, grinding their loins and their chests together.
"Ummmm!...Ummm Hmmmm!...You bitch!...Pull up my skirt!...Ummm!...You too you slut!... That's it!...That feels so gooodd!...Ohhhhh!...Goddd!...Do it harder!... Ahhhh!... Squeeze that ass baby!...Ohhh Shittt!...Give it to me!....I'll bet you'd like something hard up your cunt right now wouldn't you, you whore?...Ohhhh!...You're starting to drip down my leg, cunt!...Don't stop!...Ummmm!...Give it to me!...Unnn Hnnnn!... Unnn Hnnn!... Fuckkkk!...You want me to stick my finger up your ass!...You'd probably love that wouldn't you, you cocksucker?...Yeahhh!...Fuckk meee!...Go on!...Yeahhhh!..." the two vixens taunted each other with more and more lurid obscenities as their excitement clearly got the better of them.
Brian was being treated to an incredible picture of two lusty nurses lewdly dry fucking, french kissing and luridly taunting each other.
"Naaaaa!...Nnnnn!....Lindaaa!...Pleasee!..." he howled. He strained against the ropes binding him. His hard-on felt like there was a bare electric wire running through it. His erection tingled and spasmed and stretched up obscenely from his groin. It was as big as the handle of a baseball bat. His balls were contracting with his arousal or trying to. But they were so bloated they were knotting up on themselves. Waves of nausea swept through his loins at the same time that his enormous shaft pounded for release.
Linda and Stacey stopped their torrid lovemaking and turned their hungry eyes on Brian.
"I think he's ready!..." said Stacey.
"So do I!..." Linda replied as she stepped behind her panting husband. She slipped one hand around his waist and gently encircled the root of his cock. She cupped his balls in her other hand and lightly sank her nails into his bulging sac.
"Ahhhhhhhh!...Goddd!...." Brian yelped, tossing his head back and closing his eyes. Even his wife's quick fondling send shock waves of excitement ricocheting through his drum taut genitals.
"Open your eyes baby!...Watch Stacey!..." Linda directed as she tightened her grip on Brian's tumid flesh.
Stacey stepped forward with a wicked gleam in her eyes and dropped down on her knees in front of Brian. She smiled up at him as Linda levered his prick down and pointed it at her sister's lip-sticked mouth. Stacey leaned forward and with her mouth open in an inviting O, she mouthed the end of Brian's cock.



"Ummmmm!....Ummm Hmmmm!....Ummm Hmmmm!...Ummmm!..." she murmured as Linda gently jacked his prick into her leeching mouth. His pre come was streaming from his gaping pee slit.
"Naaaaaaaa!.....Mwaahhhh!....Goddddd!..." Brian bawled. His balls were tightening and tightening as Linda sunk her fingernails deeper into his cringing nuts. She was stretching his testicles down from his groin and playfully twisting them in an exciting but excruciating caress.
"He's got a big load for you, you slut!...Let me to jack it out for you!..." Linda purred, jogging her hand irresistibly on the root of Brian's turgid tool.
Stacey's scarlet lips formed a faint smile around Brian's cock as she looked up at him.
He watched anxiously as his sister-in-law drew back her lips and bared her teeth.
The kneeling red head then bit into Brian's cock crown, sinking her sharp teeth deep into the supersensitive ridge under his knob.
"Phhhwahhhhh!....Goddddd!....Nooooo!...." Brian shrieked, twisting and bucking against his tethers. Stacey just smiled at his torment and began to grind her teeth on his bloated cock flesh like she was gnawing on a bone, or in this case, a boner.
"Ohhhh!...That's so nasty honey!...Make him feel it!...Make him really feel it!..." Linda encouraged as she continued to masturbate her husband. At the same time she rolled and mashed Brian's nuts in her clenched fist with careless indifference to his pain.
"Gaaaahhhhh!....Nooooo!.....Unnnnnn!...Pleaseeeee!...." Brian begged as the two women excited and abused him. Stacey was looking up at him with amusement, her teeth sunk deep into his incredibly distended cock. When Brian mouthed some pleading words at her, she shook her head fiercely like a terrier with a bone.
"Naahhhh!....Gahhhhh!...Godddd!....Brian wailed, stretching up from his toes with all his strength. He was shivering in a cold sweat of excitement and nausea as the lewd sisters tormented him.
Knowing that Brian had reached a critical moment at their hands, Linda suddenly released his balls and winked at her cocksucking sister.
"Waaaaahhhhh!....Nyyaaaaahhh!...Unnn!..." Brian wailed. When Linda let go of his bloated testicles, they retracted agonizingly into his groin. It felt like he'd been hit in the nuts with a sledgehammer.
Linda fisted the root of her husband's throbbing erection and pulled it inwards hard. Brian hunched forward reflexively against the pressure of his wife's pressing hand. He strained and hunched forward and then his agonized nuts convulsed and his come began to spew in a torrent. Stacey didn't realize how close her brother-in-law was to his orgasm and was unprepared for the enormous blast of come that jetted straight down her throat.
"Wwhufffffff!....Gahhhhhh!....Unnngggg!...." Stacey choked, trying to back off of Brian's bucking cock. But Linda had reached around, grabbed her sister's hair and held her firmly in place in front of her orgasming husband. She even kneed Brian in the ass, forcing his plundering cock even deeper into her sister's painfully stretched mouth. Stacey's teeth raked down his shaft as Brian's cock rammed into her throat.
"Unnnnn!....Nyaahhhhh!....Waahhhhh!...." Brian cried, heaving frantically against his bonds as his cock squirted like a fire hose.
"Mmmpffff!...Wahhhh!...Ughhhhh!..." Stacey gasped gutturally .
Linda was delighting in humiliating her sister and her husband. The tears were streaming from Stacey's eyes as Brian's sperm trickled out of the corners of her mouth. It even dribbled out her nose as she struggled to keep from choking on his spewing prick. Her hands were pushing at Brian's thighs but Linda only tightened her grip on her sister's hair, forcing her onto her husband's spasming tool.
"That's it you fucker!...Let's see you drown the slut!...Come baby!...Unnn Hnnn!... Come on!...Shoot it!...Yeah!...Ummm Hmmm!...Shoot it all!..." Linda insisted as she jacked the root of Brian's cock in a demanding rhythm.
"Gaaaaaaaaa!....Godddddd!....Unnnn!...Unnnn!...Unnnnn!...." Brian panted with each wracking convulsion that tore through his groin. There was fire and excruciating pain wracking his loins along with his feverish orgasm. His balls were bruised and beaten and his cock felt raw from Stacey's rough chewing. The room was swimming before his eyes and all he could feel was the come burning its way through his cock as he came in his sister-in-law's reluctant mouth.
In desperation, Stacey reached out and grabbed Brian by his balls. She hauled down on those pulsing orbs and bit into the root of his spasming shaft with all her strength.
"Gaaaahhhhh!...." Brian screamed, writhing in his bonds like his soul was possessed.
Stacey's jaws locked on Brian's erection as she yanked and wrenched on huge testicles like she wanted to tear them from his groin.
Linda didn't realize what was happening for a moment but when she did she just smiled down at her frantic sister. She never relented in Brian's virgorous masturbation and was able to get a few more spurts out of him even as he slumped unconscious against the ropes suspending him.
"You bitch!..." she snarled at her breathless sister.
"You cunt!..." Stacey gasped up at her as she finally was able to disengage her come streaked face from Brian's erection. They looked at each other for a moment, then at Brian's cock. A wicked smile curled both their lips as they noticed that he was still hard.
Stacey got up, stepped between Brian's legs and grasped his shoulders. Then with a broad smile at her sister, she kneed his balls viciously.
A strangled ..."Wooooffff!..." escaped from Brian and his unconscious body shuddered.
Stacey stepped back and left him there, dangling against his ropes. She was pleased to see that her cruel knee jerk into his balls seemed to make his cock soften just a little.
"That's better you prick!..." Stacey said happily and marched off to the washroom to repair her makeup.
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When Brian regained consciousness some time later, he was spread-eagled and bound to the corners of Stacey's bed. He was incredibly stiff and sore and an excruciating ache radiated from his groin to every part of his body. The ropes binding him were tight and he could barely move. His genitals were wrapped in a cool moist towel that was providing some relief to his abused testicles.
As he tried to shake the cobwebs from his brain, the two sultry sisters returned to the room and sidled up to the bed next to him.
"Are you feeling better lover?...We missed your captivating company!..." Linda said as she reached down and gently unwrapped the towel from her husband's groin.
Brian strained to look down and see the condition of his tortured genitals.
"You don't look bad at all baby!...How do you feel?..." Linda asked, reaching down and slowly dragging her sharp nails up the length of her husband's limp cock. She was curious to see if the viagra was still working.
"Ohhhh!...." Brian gasped as his cock responded to his wife's teasing fingers with a noticeable lurch.
"Don't!...Lindaaaa!... Please!... I've had enough!... I really have!...Just let me go!..." Brian protested as Linda continued to worry his growing cock flesh.
"Really baby?...I thought you liked to play games!...Your cock's still interested!..." Linda taunted as she jabbed one sharp nail into Brian's pee slit, making his tool stiffen even further at his groin.
"Goddd!...Don't!...." Brian whispered. But despite himself he couldn't control his cock's eager response to his wife's touch and it once more began to rise up from his loins at her rough caress.
"As a matter of fact I think we better get this thing under control before it gets away from us!..." Linda said with a wicked smile at her sister.
"I have just what the doctor ordered!..." Stacey said with a giggle. She rummaged around in her little catch-all on the bed and came out with an open steel ring. As Linda picked up Brian's prick by the end, Stacey reached in and applied the cock ring to the root of his shaft. She had to press quite firmly to close it but soon it snapped shut around his throbbing shaft.
"How's that?..." Linda asked Brian as she continued to drag her fingernails back and forth across the crimson knob of his tool.
"Ahhhhh!....Ohhhhh!...Lindaaaaa!...Waittt!...I can't!..." Brian squealed as his wife toyed with his turgid cock. Though tightly constricted, the blood was still surging through his shaft as his arousal grew. His balls were enormously swollen from all the teasing and the abuse. The cumulative effect of his wife's fondling and the cock ring was a feverish excitement and a wracking discomfort that had him writhing on the bed.
"It's not just about you lover!...This time it's my turn to have a little fun!...I don't see why you and Stacey should be the only one around here getting all the fucking around here!...I want some too!... And Stacey's going to help!...She's going to make sure you're good and hard, aren't you sis?..." Linda asked.
"Ohhhhhh!...Nooooo!..." Brian groaned fearfully, as his loins began to hunch upwards into the caress of Linda's still teasing fingers.
"Oh I can do that... if I can just find...now where did I put?...Or here it is!..." Stacey said as she rooted through her little bag.
Brian's stared fearfully at his sister-in-law. The red headed nurse came up with a piece of paper in her hand as she smiled up at Brian over his supine frame.
"What's that?..." he asked nervously.
"Why it's just a little piece of sand paper, lover!..." Stacey said in a husky murmur.
"You're going to love this!..." she enthused as she leaned closer to Brian's loins with the coarse paper cupped in her palm.
"You're not going to use that on me!...Noooo!...." Brian cried. But his yell was cut off as Linda leaned her face down to his and sealed his lips with hers.
Stacey closed one hand on the cock ring and pull down hard, drawing the skin taut on Brian's turgid erection. Then he could feel her other hand press the sandpaper around his cock. He waited and waited, his brain racing as his wife lashed her tongue around in his mouth. After a few moments of this, with Stacey's hand unmoving on his engorged shaft, he couldn't resist his wife's tantalizing kisses any longer. He began to twist his mouth and his tongue under hers. Stacey could see the moment that Brian succumbed to his wife's sexy teasing and it was then that she began to race her sand paper covered hand up and down his vulnerable tool.
"Waaaaaaahhhhh!...Naaaaa!...Ghhaaaaa!..." Brian wailed gutturally into Linda's mouth. His body arched off the bed like he was being electrocuted. It felt like Stacey was holding a blow torch against his cock as she cruelly stripped the gritty paper up and down his organ.
"Ummmmmm!..." Linda purred in excitement. She could feel the agony lancing through her husband's frame and she reveled in. She increased the fervor of her kiss as he squealed beneath her.
Stacey knew exactly how much pain she was inflicting on her brother-in-law. The brisk scrubbing she was giving his cock along with the sensitivity drug she had given him earlier had him crying like a baby. And the viagra was keeping him erect regardless. In fact she could feel his cock getting even harder as she vigorously sandpapered his livid flesh. She closed her hand a little tighter on him as she sped up the pace of her ruthless masturbation.
"Noooooooo!....Mwaaaaahhh!...Goddddd!...." Brian screamed, straining futilely against his bonds.
Linda straightened up and regarded her wailing husband with a cruel smile. She looked at Stacey and purred..." I think he's ready!....
Stacey looked at her sister, smiled at her and stopped her severe cock stroking.
Brian panted and shook as the tears streamed down his cheeks. The sisters watched him silently as he seemed to regain a little of his composure.
And then Linda said...."Oh Oh!...It looks like you missed a spot!..." pointing at the tip of Brian's gleaming boner.
Stacey smiled at her wicked sister. Still holding Brian's crimson shaft upright, she laid the sand paper over his cock crown with two fingers and began to scour his distended knob vigorously in a circular motion.
"Naaaahh!...Nooooooo!....Pleaseeeeeee!...." Brian pleaded, his body stiffening up all over again.
"That's it!...Get the ridge underneath too!...He's really sensitive there!..." Linda directed.
"Gahhhhhh!....Nahhhhhh!...Nooooo!...." Brian yelped as Stacey swirled the sand paper cruelly over his meat, frictioning his cock raw.
After watching Stacey's nasty handiwork for a few more moments, Linda finally said..."That's good!...That's enough!...."
Stacey slowed down her lewd torturing then stopped. Brian groaned pitifully and began to relax. Stacey started on his cock again. Brian screamed! She stopped... waited ...then started up again, just to make Brian squeal. She did this a couple of more times and then eventually she stopped and released his cock.
"Naaaahhh!....Nooo!...No Moreee!..."Brian groaned, shuddering and gasping in distress. His penis was a towering, straining rod of throbbing red veins and purple skin. Linda eyed the livid looking erection with approval.
Without a word, she mounted the bed in her high heels, straddling her husband's loins on her haunches with her back to him. Before he had a chance to consider what she was doing, she took his cock in her fist and guided it into the opening of her drooling cunt mouth. Looking back over her shoulder into Brian's eyes, she flexed her knees and dropped like a stone, impaling herself down to his balls on her husband's turgid erection.
"Nyaaaahhhhhhh!....Wahhhhhhh!.....Unnnnnn!....." Brian screamed as his wife's cunt stripped down the length of his abraded flesh. His angry flesh screamed with pain inside Linda's molten pussy. He thrashed around frantically against his bonds and against the weight of his wife's rocking groin.
"Ohhhh!...Myyy!...Goddddd!...." Linda panted as she settled heavily on her husband's rearing loins. His cock felt like a rigid post, burning feverishly inside her. She straightened up and jogged her loins up and down tentatively a couple of times. She was rewarded with Brian's gasping pleas for her to stop as her cunt cruelly frictioned his agonized tool.
"Phwahhh!...Naaa!...Nooo!...Lindaaaa!...Stoppp!...Oh, Pleaseee!..."
"Ummm!... Stacey!...He's so big and hot inside me!...He feels so ready!...And so am I!...Take that cock ring off!...I'm going to fuck him blind!..." Linda hissed at her smiling sister.
"Are you sure baby?...Are you sure you can handle it?...I think he's a little bigger than you're used to!..."
"Oh yessss Stacey!...Yesss!...I want him to fill me up!..." Linda enthused.
Stacey regarded her sister with amusement. She reached between Linda's thighs and found the cock ring cinching Brian's cock. With a little fiddling she found the catch and with a deft twist of her fingers she released it.
Brian held his breath as the pressure was removed from the root of his cock. But as the blood rushed into his erect tool and dilated his already inflamed flesh even more, a fiery agony built and built in his groin that was truly overwhelming.
"Unnnnn!....Naaaaahhhh!,,.,Ghaaaaaa!..." he screamed, shuddering and shaking with every muscle in his body as he tried to dislodge his wife from his unbearably painful tool.
"Ohhhhh!....Ohhhhh!!...Unhhh!...Unhhh!!..." Linda gasped. Her eyes grew wide as saucers as Brian's cock grew and grew inside her, stretching her incredibly around his plundering shaft.
"Naahhhhh!...Ohhhh Godddd!...Waittt!...You're tearing me apart!..." she cried, trying to scramble backwards and off her husband's hugely engorged prick. But it had ballooned to such a girth inside her that she couldn't pull herself off.
"Noooo!...Godddd!...Ohhh Nnnooooo!..." Brian wailed. His wife's frantic back pedalling made her clutching cunt stretch his tool agonizingly. As she tried to lift off him, he tried to pull his shaft out of her wrenching pussy. It felt like his erection was going to be ripped from is groin at the root! But it remained locked in Linda's tautly stretched pussy, burning with all the fires of hell.
"Phwaaaahhhh!....Noooo!...Godddd!..." Brian screamed in pain.
Stacey ignored her gasping brother-in-law and eyed her sister. She thought it was time the little blonde got a taste of her own medicine.
"You said you wanted it sweetheart!....Well now you're going to get it!..." Stacey said, grabbing Linda's ankles and yanking them out from under her.
"Naaahhhhh!....Noooo!...Stacey!...Don'tttt!..." Linda wailed as her sister pulled her down and impaled her even more fully on Brian's rampant meat. Linda struggled against her but Stacey was stronger and relentlessly pulled her down.
"Naaahhh!...Shittt!...Noooo!..." Linda wailed as her husband's mammoth tool stretched her excruciatingly. It felt like the blunt end of Brian's cock was half way up to her throat.
Stacey watched the lewd spectacle of her sister writhing helplessly on her husband's rapacious cock with amusement. Then, after a few moments, she pulled herself hand over hand up Linda's spread legs until her face was in her sister's groin. She looked up at Linda with her eyes sparkling, and licked her lips temptingly.
"Unnnn!.....Ohhhh!...Stacey!...Please!....Don't do this to me!..." Linda pleaded.
"It's O.K. sweetheart!...Nurse Stacey's going to make it all better!..."
And with that Stacey pressed her open mouth against her sister's cunt. Her chin rested on the top of Brian's shaft as she attacked Linda's clit with suckling lips and a moistly flailing tongue.
"Ohhhhhh!....Staceyyy!....Noooooo!...." Linda wailed as her cunt throbbed with pained excitement in response to Stacey's lewd teasing.
"Naaaaaaa!....Stopppp!...Don'tttttt!....Nooooooo!....." Brian wailed as Stacey's lashing tongue made Linda's already vice like pussy contract even more on his distended tool.
Stacey then slipped one hand into Brian's groin. As she twisted her face tighter and tighter into her sister's seething loins, she gently cupped Brian's bloated testicles in her hand and prodded his puckered anus with her outstretched index finger.
Both her sister and brother-in-law responded to her obscene fondling with a chorus of moans and cries.....
"Ahhhhhh!....Nahhhh!...Ohh Godddd!!!!...Ummmm Hmmmm!...Yessss!....Wahhhh!... Noooo!.....Waitt!...Don'ttt!...Unnnn!... Unnn!...Pleaseeee!...Ohhhh!...Ohhhh!...Ohhhh!"
Stacey reveled in all this sexual tension and intensified her lewd caresses. She pursed her lips around Linda's clit and nibbled that tender little nub thrillingly. The slavering red head moaned as she flailed Linda's clit with her tongue, knowing the vibrations would send shocks of arousal washing through her sister's groin.
"Ohhhhhhhh!....Mmwaahhhh!....Nahhhh!..." Linda gasped, her legs stretching out rigidly in front of her as she writhed into her sister's devastating suck.
While gently squeezing his balls with one hand, Stacey moved her other hand from Stacey's ankle. She slipped it up into Brian's crotch and swiftly inserted her outstretched finger deep into his ass. Brian lurched upwards frantically ahead of his sister-in-law's intruding digit. Stacey smiled as his sphincter snapped feverishly around her finger. When she located his prostate with her sharp nailed fingertip, she rubbed and jabbed at that tender node, making Brian gasp with pained excitement.
"Ahhhhh!...Unnnn!....Naaaaa!...." he cried as his arousal soared at Stacey's lurid fondling. Incredibly he could feel the come rising in his battered groin.
"Ohhhh!....Ohhhh!...Ohhh! ...Myyy!... Goddddd!...." Linda gasped as she felt Brian's enormous cock growing even bigger inside her. Her loins were juicing frantically as her own orgasm built in her loins.
"Mmmmm!....Ummm Hmmmm!....Ummm Hmmm!...Commmme Onnn!... Comeee!... Commeee!..." Stacey encouraged gutturally. With a lurid sucking sound, she popped Linda's clit from her mouth. She began to lap at it furiously, like a cat at a bowl of cream. At the same time she drilled Brian's prostate with a corkscrewing motion of her finger and milked his balls.
"Wahhhhh!...Ngaaaaaaa!...Ohhhhh!....Ohhhh!...Godddddd!....Aiiieeee!!!!...Wahhhh!..." the husband and wife cried as they writhed beneath Stacey's merciless teasing.
And then Brian stiffened up even further and bucked upwards with all his strength. Even though he was bound and stretched out on the bed, he still lifted his wife two feet in the air.
"Ahhhh!....Ahhhh!...Nnnaaaaaaaa!..." he wailed as a laser stream of sperm erupted from his cock and jetted into Linda's womb. Stacey smiled to see the wracking convulsions seize her brother-in-law as he ejaculated with furious intensity. She jammed her finger as hard as she could up his ass and wrenched it around with a vicious twisting motion.
"Unnnn!....Unnnn!...Unnn!....Ohhhhhhh!..." Brian grunted in time with the furious orgasm that was thundering through his loins
"Waaahhhhh!....Unnnn!....Ahhhh!....Godddd!...Ohh Goddd!..." Linda cried, twisting and shuddering on her husband's throbbing organ. She could feel every spurt of Brian's come splattering into her aching womb. She was stuffed so full of his rampaging cock that there was no room for the spewing cream to escape. She could practically taste it and thought that in another moment it would be coming out her nose.
In response to the throbbing and searing heat in her pussy, Linda's own climax overtook her.
"Naaaaa!...Ahhhh!...Ohhhh!...Noooo!....Yessss!...Nooooo!...." she wailed as her cunt contracted unbearably and then began a long, concentrated series of wracking spasms that ripped her loins.
Stacey watched her sister's lusty crying and shuddering with amusement. She could see the intensity of her orgasm and she decided to help her along. Again she dove into Linda's pulsing groin and leeched onto her now supersensitive clitoris.
"Ohhhhh!...Noooo!...Donn'ttt!...Staceyyyy!...Pleaseee!..." Linda wailed as her sister once more furiously sucked and chewed on her throbbing clit.
"Umm Hmmm!...Ummm Hmmm!... Yessssss!...." Stacey mewed as she looked up at Linda with her sister's throbbing clit between her teeth. With smiling eyes she slowly, then sharply shook her head back and forth like a dog with a rag toy.
"Aiieeeeee!....Nooooo!...Stopppp!...I can't stand itttt!..." Linda wailed. The power of her orgasm, instead of diminishing was growing stronger and stronger. Each contraction of was becoming harder and harder. She was sure that she would be torn and bleeding as blinding flashes of pain and pleasure ripped through her groin. She started peddling back up the bed, frantically trying to escape Stacey's merciless mouthing and her husband's brutally ravishing cock. Her high heels raked big red welts down the inside of Brian's thighs as she futilely tried to get away.
"Naaaaaaa!...Noooooo!...Pleaseeee!..." Brian wailed, thrashing around frenziedly as his wife's pussy convulsed around his tool.
Stacey continued to torment her sister's completely vulnerable genitals as Linda cried above her. At the same time she decided to devote a little extra attention to poor Brian. She whipped her finger from his gaping anus, making him cry out in pained surprise. Instead of gently milking his balls, she waited for his next spasm. When she felt him tensing up she palmed his nuts up into his crotch and crushed them sickeningly into his groin. Brian cried and shuddered helplessly. She eased up until she felt him about to ejaculate once more, then jammed his balls up into his loins again, mashing them cruelly under her twisting hand.
"Aieeeee!....Gahhhhhhhh!...Naaahhhhhh!....Noooooo!..." he screamed as Stacey mercilessly abused his testicles as he came inside his gasping wife.
"Unnnn!....Unnnnn!...Stacey!....Unnnn!....No moreee!...Pleaseee!...Please help meee!..." Linda whispered to her sister.
Stacey released Linda's swollen clit from her teeth and smiled at her sister sweetly.
"Of course I will baby!..." Stacey purred as she straddled one of Brian's legs and crawled up to embrace her sister. She wrapped her in her arms and pulled her upright on Brian's throbbing tool. She looked over her sister's shoulder at her bound and spread eagled brother-in-law. She pouted a mocking kiss at him as she nudged her nylon sheathed knee into his groin. When she felt his testicles tensing for yet another orgasmic spasm, she drew her knee back then drove it into Brian's balls with all her might.
"Nnnahhhhh!.....Waaaahhhhh!...." he screamed, a blinding nausea sweeping through his groin. He strained futilely at his bonds, trying to escape Stacey's punishing knee.
"Ohhhhh!...." Linda squeaked, bouncing on her husband's lap as his huge phallus thrust deep into her sodden pussy in response to Stacey's punishing knee..
"Shhhh!..." Stacey murmured. She hugged her sister close and watched Brian over Linda's shoulder. In a moment she saw him biting his lip and writhing in an effort to keep from coming any more. She waited a moment longer and when his eyes flashed up to hers with a look of desperation she smiled and slammed her knee into his groin, crushing his balls yet again.
"Ahhhhhh!..." Brian groaned almost quietly. Stacey and Linda were becoming a blur and he finally began to relax as consciousness started to fade.
Stacey could see his eyes rolling in his head and swiftly kneed his groin once more before he totally passed out.
"Naaaaaaa!....Nooooo!...." he gasped quietly, stiffening frantically then slumping in his bonds.
"Ohhhhhh!...." Linda groaned as Brian's hugely swollen penis slammed into her depths one last time. Then he collapsed on the bed beneath her. In a moment more, his enormous cock finally began to lose some of its stiffness inside her.



"Ahhhhhhhhh!....."she hissed, clutching Stacey frantically as a rush of molten come streamed from her pussy. Brian's cock was shrinking fast and a huge pool of come was spreading over his groin and dripping down onto the bed.
"My Godddd!...My God Stacey!...." Linda murmured. Her poor over-used pussy felt suddenly empty and sore. She was sure she was going to be walking bow-legged for a week, although it had been a memorable bout of fucking.
"Help me get down!...." Linda said.
Stacey untwined herself from her sister and the two sultry sisters climbed off the bed, leaving Brian lying there.
"He'll probably come to in an hour or so...Let's come back then.... It's your turn!...." Linda said with a lewd wink at her sister.
Stacey smiled a wicked smile!
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Allen had discovered a little hole in the wall of his closet that looked into the bathroom and he was peering through it excitedly. His cousin Clare was taking a shower and he was staring wide eyed at his cute cousin's naked body. Almost without realizing it, his hand had slipped down inside his shorts and he was gently jerking his hard cock as he watched Clare twist and turn in the shower.
Allen hadn't been looking forward to staying at his aunt Sylvia's. For one thing he was from the city and his aunt lived in the country. He had never felt comfortable staying there. Basically, aunt Sylvia and her two daughters, Clare and Diana, didn't seem to like him. Whenever he came to stay his aunt always had a pile of chores for him to do. Even the girls were always after him to do things for them and no matter how hard he tried he could never seem to satisfy any of them. They were always scolding him and ridiculing him.
The only thing that made visiting slightly bearable was that his two cousins were very attractive young ladies. Allen had lately started amassing quite a collection of nudie magazines. He hid these from his mother of course but in the evenings he usually had one or two in his bed which he jacked off over before he went to sleep. Sometimes, when he was doing this, he thought about his cousins.
His cousin Clare was a lanky blonde. She wasn't always mean and sometimes when Allen looked at her she would look back with a friendly smile. She was a little taller than Allen with an athletic build and a perfect pair of apple shaped breasts. Allen ogled those naked, tantalizing orbs excitedly as Clare lathered herself under the shower.
His cousin Diana was two years older than he was. She was also a pretty girl... black haired, slightly shorter than her sister which made her about his height. She had obviously inherited her mother's more curvaceous figure. She had broad shoulders and her generous breasts swelled dramatically under the tight little tee shirts she wore. She was also a proper bitch, always ordering him around and whining to her mother when he wasn't quick enough to do her bidding.
But Allen wasn't thinking of any of that right now. He had just come in from working in the yard. As he was tossing his sweaty tee shirt into the closet he had discovered the little hole in the wall that gave him a glimpse of the bathroom. He couldn't believe his luck when Clare stepped into the shower right at that moment. He could see everything,...her rosy breasts, her tight, round ass and her lightly haired pussy. He was spellbound! He sucked in his breath and his cock lurched in his hand as his cousin unknowingly turned to face him. Her eyes closed dreamily as her hands slipped up over her trim stomach until she was cupping a firm, swollen breast in each of her palms. Her lips parted and a quiet moan escaped her as she pressed her breasts together and squeezed them sensuously.
"Ohhhhhh!..." Allen murmured. His excitement soared at Clare's lewd display and his hand quickened on his turgid erection. Then...
"Owwwwww!..." he cried in shock as a searing bolt of pain exploded in the small of his back. His head jerked around and he was amazed to see his aunt standing behind him. She had a leather belt doubled over in her hand that was raised to her shoulder.
"Get out of there young man!...Just what do you think you're doing!..." Sylvia seethed as she yanked him out of the closet.
"Aunt Sylvia!...I!...I!...Ahhh!..." Allen stammered, looking fearfully at his glowering aunt.
Allen's aunt Sylvia was a couple of years older than his mother. She was a striking woman who loomed over Allen in a pair of towering high heels. Her jet black hair was pulled back severely and tied behind her neck. She had an self assured bearing that commanded attention. She glared at her nephew and looked down at the hand that was jammed down into his pants. Allen couldn't help but notice that the shear white blouse she was wearing was stretched taut across her melon sized breasts. The neck was unbuttoned enough to expose a tantalizing view of her vast cleavage. She must have taken the belt off the little, black skirt that was clasped around her waspishly thin waist. Now, with his aunt's gleaming eyes boring into his with barely contained fury, Allen cringed in embarrassment.
"What are you spying at!..." Sylvia demanded, walking into the closet and finding the little peep hole. In fact Sylvia was well aware of what her nephew had been doing. She and her daughters had set Allen up. They had made the hole in the wall and they had watched him until they were sure he was undressing in his room. Then Clare darted into the shower and made a wanton display of herself, hoping her mother would catch Allen ogling her. And the trap had worked perfectly. Now Sylvia leaned towards the hole in the wall. Her short skirt rode up as she bent over. Allen's cock reflexively jerked with arousal at the sight of the satin garters that were attached to his aunt's stocking tops and stretched up tautly over the exposed half moons of her ass.
"I!...I!...I!!..." Alen stuttered in bewildered excitement, his eyes fixed on the bared, pink crescents of his aunt's butt.
"Why you little pervert!..." Sylvia stormed as she turned to face her cowering nephew.
"Come with me!..." she demanded as she snatched at Allen's ear and literally dragged him from his bedroom, down the hall and into the bathroom.
"Mother!...What are you doing!..." Clare cried in feigned amazement. She jumped out of the tub, all her dripping nudity on display as she scrabbled for her robe and clutched it against her chest. Allen clutched his fiery ear in his hand as he tried not to stare at his naked cousin.
"This little peeping Tom was spying on you!...Spying on you and playing with himself!... Unbelievable!...Can't you control yourself for one minute young man!... Violating my trust and my daughter's trust!..." Sylvia raged as she stalked back and forth in front of her trembling nephew.
"Allen is that true!...How could you!...I can't believe you'd do that!..." Clare exclaimed, looking at Allen with wickedly sparkling eyes.
"Clare!...I'm sorry!...I didn't mean!..."
"Hey!...What's going on?..." exclaimed Diana, sliding into the room with a knowing smile at her mother and sister.
"Your cousin was spying on your sister and abusing himself in the next room!...He is obviously some kind of sex maniac!...You need to be taught a lesson young man!... Diana, Clare!...Help me get him into the shower and tie him up!"
"Aunt Sylvia!...Clare!...Diana!...Please!..." Allen pleaded. But before he could stop them, the three women had hustled him into the shower. While the other two women held him, Clare took the nylon sash from her robe and tied her cousin's hands together. She made sure to rub her mostly naked body up against Allen as she tied him. She was gratified to see that his teen-age cock was jutting stiffly through his shorts in response to her writhing curves. The women smiled at his futile squirming as they raised his wrists and strung him up from the shower head. The girls stepped out of the tub, then Sylvia reached out and pulled her nephew's track shorts down and dropped them at his feet. Despite all the hubbub, Allen was still aroused and his full shaft jutted obscenely from his loins.
"You wicked, wicked boy!..." Sylvia fumed as she pinched the bell end of Allen's scarlet tool and began to twist and knead his distended cock crown with her long fingers. With her eyes smoldering into her cowering nephew's she slowly pulled his unyielding shaft away and down from his groin making poor Allen gasp with arousal.
"Gnnnn!....Ahhhh!...Ahhh!..." the trembling young man panted as his aunt's tweaking fingertips sent lightning bolts of excitement flashing through his groin. His cock ballooned to an enormous size under his aunt's rude fondling.
"You're going to have to learn to control yourself around my daughters young man!...We can't have you running around the house in this condition!..." Sylvia seethed. Her eyes sparkled with amusement as she lewdly fingered her nephew's responsive tool. Then she released his throbbing boner which sprung back upright with such force that it slapped his stomach with an audible..."Thwack!"
"Clare!...Your cousin needs some relief!...I want you to give it to him!..."
Clare looked at her mother then at Allen, eager to get her hands on his rampant erection but not wanting to betray her lascivious feelings.
"Ohhh momma!...Nooo!..." she pleaded coyly.
"Go on!...Do it!..." Sylvia demanded, pointing imperiously at her nephew's throbbing tool. She folded her arms under her heavy breasts, lifting those bulging orbs skywards as she stared at her daughter.
Clare gave Allen a funny, kind of lop-sided smile and then, still holding the robe against her chest with one hand, stepped into the tub beside him. She grabbed his swollen cock with her other hand and began to stroke it firmly.
"Ohhhh!...Ohhhh!...Ahhhh!..." Allen gasped as Clare began pumping her hand up and down on his cock in an irresistible rhythm. He couldn't believe his luck as his scarlet wand throbbed with arousal under his cousin's shuttling fist. Now this was a kind of punishment that he could get used to. He stared around him at Diana and his aunt, wide eyed with excitement as his cousin Clare gave him a sizzling hand job. He couldn't resist the blonde's provocative fondling and even though his hands were tied above him, he was soon hunching his cock in and out of his cousin's steadily jogging fist.
"Ohhh!...Clare!...I!...I!...Can't hold it!...Ahhhh!...I'm going to come!....Nnaaaa!,,," Allen cried as his balls drew taut and his cock expanded that last little extra bit in his cousin's masturbating fingers.
"Very good dear!...Keep going!...That's it!...Make the little pervert come!..." Sylvia encouraged as the pre-come streamed from Allen's pee slit , making his livid shaft gleam under Clare's rhythmically masturbating hand.. Allen's back arched as Clare delivered a final flurry of hand strokes to force the come from her cousin's lurching testicles.
"Ohhhhh!...Ohhhhh!...Ohhhhh!...Godddd!..." Allen cried as his orgasm wracked him, his fiery sperm spurting out with feverish intensity.
"Ohhh!... Myyy!..." Clare gasped, slowing down and jerking out her cousin's streaming load with short, hard jerks of her greasy fist.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." the twitching young man grunted, lunging up again and again from his toes, as Clare pulled huge ropes of come from her gasping cousin that splattered wetly on the tub floor.
"Oh my!..." Clare exclaimed again, biting her lip in excitement as she extracted Allen's fiery load from his loins with her vigorously shuttling little hand.
"Ohhh!...Ohhh!...Ohh Clare!..." Allen moaned as his cousin worked him over. In a few more moments the spasms wracking his groin began to lessen and the come stopped spraying and began to trickle out over Clare's knuckles in little, bubbling spurts. But his cock remained rigidly erect and pulsing in his cousin's firm clasp.
Clare leaned close to her shuddering cousin and purred in his ear...."Ohhh!... Ohhh!... Ohh Allen!..." she teased, reaching down and palming his spasming testicles in her free hand.
"Is that all you've got for me baby?...Don't you have a little more for your cousin Clare?... It feels like you do!..." the blonde whispered in the most provocative tone, squeezing her cousin's balls encouragingly. She stretched his responsive testicles gently down towards the floor while scratching lightly at his perineum with her outstretched index finger. At the same time as she whisked her thumb back and forth across that tender knot of nerves under Allen's cock crown.
"Ahhhh!...Ohhh!...My Goddd!..." Allen gasped in excitement. Even though he had barely finished coming, he could feel the tingling feeling growing yet again in his cock as another load of come started to churn for release in his balls. He had never been able to come twice in a row so quickly before. He didn't know if he could but, with Clare's nimble fingers teasing his balls and her deft manipulation of his cock, the tension soared once more in his loins.
"Unn Hnnn!...Oh Yeahhh!...That feels good doesn't it Allen?...You like that don't you?...You're going to come if I keep doing this, aren't you?...Ummm!...I can feel it!...That's O.K.!!....We want to see you do it again!....Come on baby!...Come on!..." Clare coaxed, working her squirming cousin over with an irresistible touch.
"Naaaa!...Ohhhhh!...Yessss!...." Allen whimpered as his testicles kicked violently, somewhat painfully again and another orgasm overcame him. Once more the groaning youth strained up from his toes as his come streamed hotly over Clare's extended wrist.
"That's it!...Unn Hnnn!...Yess!...Come baby!...Unn Hnnn!...Come for your cousin Clare!..." the excited blonde whispered, rubbing Allen's knob briskly and massaging his balls to draw out yet another load of come from his aching groin. There wasn't nearly as much sperm as the first time, but there was still an impressive puddle of boy juice collecting at the bottom of the tub.
"Ahhhhh!...Goddd!...Clare!...Ohhh Goddd!..." Allen panted as his cousin stopped frictioning his now livid cock crown with her thumb. She contented herself with squeezing out the last dregs of his come with luxurious hand strokes up and down the length of his crimson shaft.
"I think he's done momma!..." Clare whispered, slowing her hand on Allen's still pulsing erection.
"I think not young lady!...The boy is a sex freak and he has insulted us with his deviant behavior here in our home!...You will continue to relieve him until I say he's had enough!... Do you understand me young lady!..." Sylvia ranted giving Clare a brisk stroke of her belt across her exposed backside.
"Now do him again!...And make sure this time you've got it all!..."
Clare gasped at the stinging blow her mother laid across her ass. She glared at her then looked at Allen, her eyes flashing with displeasure.
She resumed beating her cousin's now exceedingly tender cock. This time she sped up her hand strokes, frictioning her cousin's crimson tool carelessly with the quick up and down movements of her greasy little fist.
"Ohhhh!...Ohhh!...Clare!....Easy!...Easy!...Please!..." Allen moaned, squirming in discomfort as Clare scrubbed his scarlet, gleaming shaft with heedless disregard. But bound as he was he couldn't escape his cousin's lewd fondling. And even though he'd already come twice, he was still a horny young man and despite his tenderness his cock was soon once more jutting through Clare's relentlessly masturbating hand.
"Come on Allen!...Come on!..." Clare urged impatiently as she vigorously jacked off her gasping cousin. Soon she was complaining to her mother that her wrist was sore and she wanted to stop, but Sylvia convinced her to keep going with another wicked slash across her bare bottom.
"Unnnnn!...Unnnn!...Waittt!...Goddd!...Easyyy!...Nhhaaa!..." Allen cried. His cock was raw and paining him terribly as his balls knotted up once more in imminent orgasm.
"Come on!...Come on!...For God's sake just shoot it!...Do it Allen!...Do it!..." Clare demanded, bearing down on Allen's livid shaft with all her strength and jacking him furiously.
"Phwahhhh!....Ahhhh!...Ahhhhh!...Goddd!..." Allen wailed as his balls convulsed once more and more come began to spurt from his cock in ragged streams.
"Yessss!...Yessss!...Unnn Hnnnn!..." Clare hissed as she stroked Allen's cock with deliberate, hard strokes in time with his ejaculation, drawing up a much more meagre flow of sperm from his balls than before.
"Unnnnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." Allen moaned. There was only a muted feeling of pleasure in his groin. His balls were starting to hurt quite badly every time they spasmed and his cock felt like it was on fire. Clare was complaining that her back hurt as she finished getting him off for the third time. Allen was just glad it was over. Soon he just sagged against his bonds as Clare finished draining him.
"Unnnn!....Unnnn!....Ahhhhh!...." he panted as Clare finally stopped stroking him and squeezed the last of his watery sperm from his cock like she was finishing off a tube of tooth paste.
"There!...He's done!..." Clare told her mother as Allen's cock began to shrink into a limp worm of flesh.
"No dear!...I don't believe he's done yet!...He's still a boy and boys are endless fountains of sperm!...Trust me!...He stills needs more relief!...Do him again!..." Sylvia instructed, slapping the palm of her hand with her belt threateningly.
"But I can't!....I'm going to have a broken arm!...Look at all the come!...There isn't any more!..." Clare whined as she stepped out of the tub and stared at her mother petulantly.
"Aunt Sylvia!...Please!...No more!...I'll be good!...I promise!..." Allen pleaded as the thought of another jerk-off session made him tremble in dismay.
"I'll do it momma!...Let me do it!...I want to!..." Diana piped up, looking at her cousin with undisguised sadistic glee.
"Noooo!...Don'ttt!...Pleaseee!..." Allen cried struggling against his bonds as he looked back fearfully into his cousin Diana's flashing eyes. His balls drew up into his stomach in fear as he imagined what his mean older cousin might do to him.
"I'm sure you're right mother!...I've always thought he was a dirty little pervert!...I'll bet I can get some more come out of him!...Let me do him!..." Diana said to her mother.
"Very good dear!...He needs to be taught a lesson that he'll remember!..." Sylvia said with a satisfied smile.
Diana smiled devilishly at Allen and then looked down at his flacid penis. She stepped into the tub and sat down on the rim facing her cringing cousin.
"I've seen how you look at my sister Allen!...I know what you've been thinking!...Dirty thoughts!...Probably the same kind of dirty thoughts you've been having about me!... You have, haven't you Allen?..." Diana taunted as she slowly pulled her tee shirt over her head, exposing an enormous pair of melon shaped breasts barely contained by a shear black bra. She dropped the sweater but kept her arms raised high so that her melon sized tits lifted belligerently from her broad chest. Allen's cock was virtually lying in her beckoning cleavage.
"Ohhhh!...Diana!...No!...I haven't!...Don't do this!...Please!..." Allen whimpered as he felt the first stirrings of arousal once more tingling through his overused groin.
"Come on Allen!...Don't tell me you've never thought about getting your hands on these big babies of mine!..." Diana teased, reaching into her little bra and pulling out her bulging, pillow-like breasts.
"I'll bet you jacked off a hundred times wishing these nipples were jammed down your throat!... That you're face was buried so deep in these tits that you couldn't breathe!... You did, didn't you Allen?...Admit it!..." Diana sneered, stretching her nipples away from her breasts and shaking the elongated cones of flesh in the most obscene and arousing manner.
"Oh Goddd!...It's not true!...I didn't!...I wouldn't!..." Allen cried desperately. But despite his protests, there was no denying the fact that his livid cock was once more stiffening at his groin in response to his cousin's lewd teasing. And as his cock stiffened, his balls knotted up and an excruciating wave of nausea began to rise in his stomach.
"How may times have you laid there with your hard cock in your hands, dreaming about fucking me Allen?... and fucking my sister?... and fucking my mother too if she'd let you?...Owwwwww!...." Diana cried, as her mother slashed her belt across her daughter's bare thigh, making Diana jump which in turn made her gelatinous tits wobble crazily.



"That will be enough of that kind of wicked talk from you young lady!...Now get on with it!..."
Diana bit her lip. Instead of snapping back at her mother, she looked at Allen's cock with wicked anticipation.
Allen's rising shaft was a blazing scarlet. There were some spots around the ridge of his cock crown that were raw and practically bleeding. Diana could only imagine how tender he must be right now. She was going to give him some relief all right! By the time she was done with him he was going to need it badly!
"Diana!...Pleaseee!...Be gentle!...Pleaseee!...Phwahhhhh!..." Allen cried, lurching up onto his tiptoes as Diana darted her hand into his groin with serpent like quickness. Her eyes were riveted to his as she fisted his angry tool. She squeezed the middle of his shaft then pulled the outer sheath of his cock down hard. His livid skin was stretched excruciatingly over his cock crown and the upper half of his shaft.
"Nngaaaa!...Ohhhh!...Easyyy!...Easy!...Please!..." Allen begged, dancing on his tip toes. It felt like Diana was holding a blow torch against his fiery tool as she yanked his tumescent flesh.
Diana just smiled up into her cousin's pleading face.
"Does it hurt Allen?...Where does it hurt?...Is it here?..." Diana teased, reaching in with her free hand and slowly dragging her blood red fingernails across her cousin's bloated cock crown.
"Phwaaahhhh!...Yesss!...Yesss!..." Allen whimpered, a cold fearful sweat breaking out on his forehead.
"And here?.." Diana asked with a malicious smile as she jabbed one razor sharp finger nail into his pee slit. As Allen gasped and twisted at the lewd intrusion, Diana pushed down hard into that little pursed mouth and wrenched her finger around like she wanted to tear it open.
She had been experimenting cruelly on the local teen-age boys who soon regretted their efforts to try and get into her pants. She had learned how to make them feel good and she had also learned how to make it really hurt as Allen was about to find out. She hooked her finger over inside his distended pee slit, raking her sharp nail up and down inside the tender mouth of his urethra.
"Naaahhh!...Don'tt!...Stoppp!...Pleaseee!..." Allen choked as an unimaginable wave of agony swept over him from his tortured cock.
"And what about here sweetheart?...I'll bet it's really tender here isn't it?..." Diana taunted, poising her fingernails under the ridge beneath Allen's bloated knob.
"Nooo!...Nooo!...Nooo!...Don'ttt!..." Allen pleaded, his body writhing and his eyes rolling in agony and fear as Diana clawed and pulled at him there like she wanted to peel his skin right off the end of his cock.
"Phhwwaaahhh!....Naahhh!...Noooo!..." Allen screamed. He tried to twist his loins away from his cousin's sadistically twisting fingers, but bound as he was there was no escape from her brutal manhandling.
Diana simply smiled at his distress. She relinquished her grip on the middle of his shaft to let the blood come pounding back excruciatingly into his abused prick. Instantly his cock engorged into a huge erection, a gleaming, scarlet wand that waved about obscenely from Allen's loins. Diana was pleased with her handiwork.
"Ahhhhh!....Nahhhhh!....Noooo!..." Allen wailed. His cock was so distended, so raw from Diana's abuse, it felt like it was going to burst into flames at his loins.
"There!...You're ready!...Now you're going to come for me Allen!...I'm going to make you come really hard!..." Diana purred, closing both her hands around her cousin's cock, fist over fist. She bent his unyielding tool away from his loins until it was pointing at her chest and began to jack him off firmly. To Allen it felt like she was trying to snap his cock off at the root.
"Oooohhhh!...Noooo!...I can't Diana!...I can't!...Clare got it all!..." Allen whimpered pitifully. Although his cock had never been bigger, his balls were numb. There was none of that exciting tingling he was used to whenever he was aroused. Just a fiery numbness that was growing more and more uncomfortable as Diana jerked him off in a steady, relentless rhythm.
"Yes you can Allen!...You will!...You came for my sister and you'll come for me!...You'll see sweetie!...You'll see!..." Diana purred, continuing to drive her little hands up and down Allen's steel-hard shaft.
"Ohhhhh!...Nooo!...Ohhhhhh!...There's nothing there!..." he moaned, as his abused testicles started to lurch around nauseatingly in his groin.
"Oh yes there is!..."
"Nnaaa!..." he whimpered. Then, feebly, helplessly he began to respond to Diana's coaxing hands, thrusting his loins back and forth over her heaving bosom.
"That's it!...Unnn Hnnn!...That's right!...Come for me Allen!...All over my chest baby!... Umm Hmmm!...All over my big tits!...And then I'll make you lick it off!... Ummm Hmm!... You'd like that wouldn't you, you dirty little boy?...You'd like me to make you come on my tits and then make you lick it off, wouldn't you?...Come on baby!... Come on me and I'll make you do it!..." Diana encouraged, increasing the tempo of her two fisted handjob, frictioning Allen's blistered cock terribly.
"Ahhhhh!....Ohhhhh!...Ahhhhh!..." Allen whimpered. Diana's obscene suggestions and her wanton masturbation were working on him. All of a sudden his cock was seething with sensation. It burned and it ached but it was tensing up in anticipation of yet another orgasm. The pain was staggering and the tears streamed down his cheeks as he hunched into Diana's ministering hands.
"Ohhhh!...I'm!...Ohhh Goddd!...I'mmm!...Gonna'!...Come!..." he gasped arching his back and thrusting his loins frantically towards his wanton cousin.
"Umm Hmm!...Oh yeah!...You're gonna come!...We'll see to that, won't we mommy!..." Diana said with a little nod over Allen's shoulder.
"THWACKKK!!..." was the sound of Sylvia's belt striking her nephew's backside.
"Naaaahhhh!...Nooooo!...." Allen wailed, stiffening up even more frantically. He whipped his head back to see aunt Sylvia staring back at him with flashing eyes as she raised her belt once more over his welted backside.
"Yes Allen!...Come on baby!...Give me your come!..." Diana urged bending Allen's steel like shaft down cruelly towards her breasts and masturbating him with frenzied hand strokes.
Allen tried to bend forwards to ease the excruciating pressure at the base of his cock where it felt like Diana was going to break it off. But he was well tied and he couldn't move very much. Diana just forced his rigid shaft down even further making him twist and whimper in anguish.
"Yes you little pervert!...Come for my daughter!...Give her what she wants!... Come on her tits!... Do it!... Now!..." aunt Sylvia demanded, letting fly once more with her belt.
"Ahhhhhh!....Naaaaa!...Phwahhhh!..." Allen gasped, his eyes going wide as saucers as his overworked testicles lurched and an agonizing burst of pain rocked his loins. It felt like he was being kicked in the nuts by a mule. His testicles convulsed in orgasm, and a searing bolt of sperm jetted from his cock and onto Diana's strategically aligned breasts.
"Ummmm!....Yessss!..." the raven haired beauty hissed, slamming both hands to the root of Allen's cock and squeezing viciously. Diana smiled as she felt her cousin's come backed up behind her choking grasp, pounding for release. She knew his nuts were lurching agonizingly in his groin as she cruelly aborted his orgasm.
"Unnnnn!....Unnnnn!...Naaahhhh!...Please!...." Allen gasped, straining against his bonds as his angry cock throbbed for release. But Diana maintained her strangle hold on the base of his cock, refusing to let him come. She used one hand to send delving fingers prodding up into his drum taut testicles.
"What's the matter baby?....I thought you weren't going to come!...I thought my little sister had drained you dry!...Isn't that what you said?...." Diana teased, pressing up into Allen's ball sac with outstretched fingertips until she located one of his cringing nuts. A sickening pain lanced up from Allen's groin as Diana's fingertips rudely drove up into his testicles.
"Naaaa!...Godddd!...Diana!...Don"ttt!...Pleaseeee!..." Allen begged frantically as his cousin brazenly pulled one aching nut down towards the floor.
"Please what baby?...Make you come?... Oh I will baby!...I will!...." Diana answered with another little nod to her mother.
At the same time that the leather belt came whipping down, Diana let go Allen's cruelly stretched testicle as well as releasing the pressure she was holding on the root of his cock.
"Phwaaahhhhh!...." was the sound that appeared on the O of Allen's lips. But no sound came out, so excruciating was the agony that shattered his groin when Diana let his bruised testicle snap back into his scrotum. Beads of cold sweat burst out on his brow as another bolt of watery sperm sprayed across Diana's come streaked bosom.
"Noooo!...Naaaaa!...Noooo!....Pleaseee!..." Allen pleaded. An overwhelming nausea swept over him as Diana pincering fingers pulled his other testicle down from his nut bag. The room started to swim before his eyes.
But Diana was too wrapped up in her own excitement to pay much attention to her agonized cousin. She yanked on his nut, stretching it down excruciatingly and then she released it.
"Wahhhhh!..." Allen screamed as his loins exploded in pain and another, stringy line of sperm dribbled out onto Diana's come streaked chest.
"That's a good boy!...Umm Hmm!...Come Allen!...Yessss!...That's it!...Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!..." Diana encouraged as she resumed masturbating Allen's cock with a vengeance. At the same time she was digging each of his devastated testicles out in turn, stretching them brutally from his groin then letting them snap back. And in response his cock continued to spit up tiny dribbles of sperm onto his cousin's chest.
"Ohhhhh!...Ahhhhh!!...Naaaaghhh!..." Allen cried ever more faintly as his small reservoir of sperm was quickly depleted and soon he was having nothing more than a dry come.
His cock continued to spasm reflexively every time Diana plucked at his nuts but nothing was coming out, not even bubbles. Diana smiled as her cousin slumped in his bonds from the shower head.
She was reluctant to stop her sadistic manipulations. She was enjoying making Allen writhe and groan every time she wrenched his abused testicles, even though he was practically unconscious.
But finally even she had had enough and she stood up in front of her inert cousin, his gooey sperm trickling down into her rippling cleavage. She turned to her sister, reached out and pulled Clare's face down into her cream covered chest. Clare's eyes flashed up into her sister's as Diana forced her lips against her tits. Clare opened her mouth and greedily began to lick up Allen's viscous sperm from the slopes of her sister's breasts.
"Stop that!...You girls are incorrigible!..." Sylvia shouted, bringing her belt down across Clare's upturned ass. Clare snapped her face up from her sister's bosom and glared at her mother. Diana winked at her sister and said..."We're sorry momma!...".
"As well you should be!...I think our young nephew will be much more considerate in the future. And if he's not, well then we'll just have to continue with his education. Now get him down and turn on the shower. It's time to clean up this nasty mess!..."
The girls untied their whimpering cousin and let him slump to the bottom of the tub. They turned the water on cold and left him lying there under the pelting spray.
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The two girls were excited about their plan. Their mother had been so bitchy since Allen had come to visit that they decided it was time she got some of her own medicine.
They had lured her out to the barn under the pretext that they wanted her approval for a little surprise that they were planning for their thoroughly pussy-whipped cousin.
Aunt Sylvia looked a little out of place standing in the middle of the barn in her high heels, black nylons, shear blouse and her little black skirt. And she didn't seem too pleased as the girls giggled and fluttered around her.
"What's this all about?..." she demanded.
Clare looked at her sister with a knowing smile. Then she reached into one of the empty stalls and pulled out a pair of padded handcuffs with a long tether attached to them.
"Well, we thought that tonight we'd try a little teasing and flirting and see if we couldn't get Allen all excited, you know. Then we were going to barge into his bedroom and if he was masturbating, we were going to handcuff him with these to the bed. But we don't want to hurt him. What do you think?..."
Sylvia looked at the handcuffs with sparkling eyes.
"I think that that's an excellent idea dear!..."
"But you don't think these handcuffs might hurt him? Would you try them on for us mommy? Just so you can tell if they'll be O.K.!.." Clare asked innocently, holding out the handcuffs.
"I don't see why there should be any problem..." Sylvia said, holding out her wrists for her daughter.
Clare slipped the cuffs on as Diana edged quietly around behind their mother. As Clare closed the handcuffs tight around her mother's wrists with a satisfying clink, Diana snatched up the end of the line that was attached to them and pulled down on it sharply. The tether ran from the cuffs, over one of the barn beams and back down to where Diana had grabbed it. As she yanked down on the rope, Sylvia's arms flew up into the air and her daughters had her strung up from the rafters before she even knew what was happening.
The raven haired beauty was totally unprepared for this attack by her daughters and she didn't like it! She was speechless for a moment as she gaped at Diana and Clare. With her arms stretched out above her, Sylvia's monumental breasts thrust out urgently through her shear white blouse.
"What do you girls think you're doing!...This isn't funny!...You let me down from here this instant!...You're going to be very, very sorry!..." she raged.
But the two girls ignored her as Clare helped Diana adjust the tension on the rope. There was a little pallet lying nearby that the girls kicked up behind their mother's heels. They pulled up with all their might until Sylvia's toes were just touching the ground. She flailed around with her feet and was just able to take the weight off her arms by standing on the little pallet.
"So help me God!..If you two don't let me down from here right now...!...Let me down!...I mean it!..." Sylvia shrieked, glaring at her daughters.
"Now mommy!...You just quiet down!..I don't want to have to use this!..." Diana said, holding up a black shiny ball gag in front of her mother.
"I won't quiet down young lady!...You let me down immediately or you're going to get whipped so bad you won't be able to sit down for a week!..."
Diana just turned to her sister with a shrug and said..." I told you!..." as she moved behind Sylvia and reached around her with the gag.
"I've asked you nicely to stop shouting, but you won't!...Now open wide!.."
But Sylvia stared over her shoulder at her eldest daughter and seethed..."I don't know what you think you're doing little miss but if you think for one second... Owwww!..." yelped Sylvia, her mouth opening into a wide O as a sharp pain lanced through her chest. Diana popped the ball gag into her mother's gaping mouth and cinched it behind her head. Syvia's head snapped forward to find Clare grinning at her, her arms outstretched as she roughly pinched her mother's nipples through her shirt.
Diana walked back to join her sister and the two girls looked at their mother appraisingly.
"I think we should take her tits out, don't you?..." Clare said to Diana.
"Most definitely!..." answered Diana, reaching up to undo the buttons on her mother's shirt.
"Ummmm!...Whhaaaa!...Noooo!..." Sylvia moaned, struggling fiercely but ineffectively as her daughters opened her shirt down to her waist. Two sets of teen-age hands pawed at her bra until her two big melons were fully exposed, jutting out obscenely on top of her twisted bra.
"That's much better, don't you think?..." Clare asked her sister.
"Yeahhh!...That's pretty good!...It just needs...something...I know!....Let's try this!..." Diana mused out loud. Leaning closer to her mother, she tweaked Sylvia's already puffy nipples, squeezing and stretching them from her heaving bosom.
"Wahhhh!...Ahhhhhhh!....Nahhhhh!..." Sylvia choked through the ball gag, the tears springing to her eyes as her daughter roughly groped her sensitive flesh. After a few moments more of this, Diana stepped back to view her handiwork, leaving Sylvia panting behind the ball gag.
The two sister's rude fondling had left their mother's bared breasts heaving, her nipples red and swollen. Those fiery buds jutted out almost two inches from Sylvia's glowing bosom.
"That's much better!..." the two girls said simultaneously, nodding at each other in satisfaction.
Then it was Clare's turn to step around behind her mother and wrap a blindfold around her from behind.
"Now we want you to wait right here for us mommy!...We won't be too long and when we come back we'll have a surprise for you!...We hope you'll like it!..." Clare said excitedly. And then Sylvia could hear the two girls whispering together as they walked away and left her.
Sylvia didn't know what those girls were up to but sooner or later they would have to let her go and when they did she was going to kill them.
A little while later she could hear them returning. One of the girls climbed up on the little pallet with her and seemed to be adjusting something. There was much giggling and shushing and then there was a momentary quiet. Then there was a blinding light as one of them ripped Sylvia's blindfold off.
"Ta Daaa!..." the girls shrieked.
Sylvia was confused for a moment. And then she realized that it was Allen who was standing there on the pallet with her, trussed up to the rafters just like she was. He was also gagged and also apparently had just had a blindfold removed as he blinked at her in confusion.
"Whaaaa!...Mmmmmm!...Naaaaa!..." Sylvia grunted through the ball gag, her eyes burning fiercely at her daughters.
"Hi mommy!...We're just having a little fun!...You know...Girls just want to have fun!... Now we can take the gag out and make it much more pleasant for you, but you have to promise not to scream and shout!...If you can't do that...the gag stays in!...What do you say?..."
Sylvia looked at her two daughters in a fury but she finally nodded her agreement.
Diana dutifully took the gag out.
"Now you listen to me girls!..." Sylvia began to rage but Diana just dangled the ball gag in front of her and said..."Ahh!....Ahh!..."
Sylvia bit her lip and quieted down.
"What are you doing?...What's this all about?..."
Diana and Clare exchanged pleased glances.
"Why nothing mommy!...Nothing really!..." Clare said biting her lip coyly, as Diana reached up and removed the ball gag from Allen. The poor boy had been so abused over the last few days that he hadn't even tried to put up a fight when the girls had tied him, blindfolded him and led him out to the barn. But he never expected to find that his cousins would dare to treat their mother equally outrageously.
"We just thought that you'd been so hard on Allen lately, that if you got to know him a little better you might actually...you know...get to like him!..." said Clare.
"Yeahhh!...So we thought we'd arrange for you get to spend a little time together..." Diana chimed in, a wicked gleam in her eye.
"This is ridiculous!.. You girls will let us go right now, if you know what's good for you, and there won't be any more said about it!...Now untie us this instant!..."
"Sorry mommy!...But I think if you just go along with us you won't be sorry!...Now we're going to leave you two alone!...Oh yeahhh!...There were just a couple of other things!..." Diana said as she stepped behind her mother and Clare stepped behind Allen.
Sylvia's torpedo shaped breasts were still bared and framed by her open blouse. Diana deftly unfastened her mother's little skirt and stripped it off her. Then she reached up and pulled off her mother's diminutive panties, leaving her standing there on her high heels, naked from the waist down except for her nylons and garterbelt.
"What!...No!...Don't!..." Sylvia protested as she realized what her daughter was doing.
At the same time Clare had stripped Allen from the waist down.
"Clare!...Please!...Don'ttt!..." Allen simpered.
The two girls stepped back again and grabbed a little bag from behind the stall.
Diana pulled out two strings of little brass balls of different sizes and some vaseline. As she and her sister looked at her mother and Allen with barely contained excitement, they started greasing up the balls.
"Don't you two dare!...Don't even think about it!..." Sylvia protested.
"What's that?...What are you going to do?..." Allen asked fearfully.
The girls ignored them as they sidled up behind Sylvia and Allen.
"Wahhh!....Unnnnnghhh!...Gnahhh!..." Allen grunted, his eyes nearly popping out of his head as Clare started stuffing the cold greasy balls up his ass one after the other.
"Ahhhh!....Naaaa!...I'll fix you for this young lady!..." Sylvia hissed, clenching her ass as tight as she could. But she was no match for Diana's wheedling fingers as her eldest daughter deliberately shoved the unyielding Ben Wa balls up her ass.
In just a moment the two girls were finished. They stepped back to watch both their mother and Allen gasp and groan as they gingerly shuffled from foot to foot. With the slightest movement, the brass balls shifted around tantalizingly up each of their asses.
"There that looks like fun doesn't it?..." Diana asked with a lewd chuckle.
"It looks like they have to pee!..." her sister said with a giggle.
"Just one more thing!..." Clare added, bending down behind Allen and reaching between his legs. She took the strings that trailed from the balls in Allen's ass and the balls in her mother's ass and tied them loosely together.
"Now you two play nice or those little balls will be popping out in no time and what would there be the fun in that?..." Clare teased.
"Oh and Clare!...Don't forget to....you know!..." Diana said with a giggle and a nod at her cousin's loins.
"Oh yeahhh!..." Clare answered excitedly. She reached down and fisted her cousin's cock...
" Allen, sweetheart ..." she said, jiggling him to make him hard, ..."don't you even think..." she murmured, leaning close and stabbing her moist tongue into his ear, ..."about fucking..." she whispered, jacking his quickly stiffening penis hard and slow, .."not for a moment..." she purred, pushing his shaft down and rubbing his knob against Sylvia's bushy pubes..."should you think about fucking..." she repeated, reaching in and giving his drum taut testicles a torrid squeeze..." our mother!.."
"Naaahhhh!...Godddd!..." Allen moaned in distress when Clare released him with his engorged tool jutting rigidly upright from his groin.
Diana reached around her mother as Clare teased her eager cousin. The dark haired teen-ager grabbed her mother's tits once again and squeezed them nastily as she murmured..." And don't you dare take advantage of our little, virgin cousin!..."
Sylvia sucked air in through her teeth while Diana pancaked her swollen orbs flat against her chest. After a few moments of this rough fondling, Diana released her mother's chest and Sylvia gasped with breathless agitation.
"Good!...So you kids are O.K., right?..." Diana asked with a lewd chuckle.
"Great!...Well we're going to leave you two alone now so feel free to just get acquainted, O.K.?...We'll check on you a little later!...Bye now!..." the girls giggled, blowing kisses at their mother and their cousin as they skipped out of the barn, closing the door behind them.
What Sylvia and Allen didn't know was that as soon as the two girls left the barn, they ran around to the other side where there was a ladder up into the hay loft. They scampered up and quietly made their way back through the hay until they were lying just above their mother and Allen where they could watch what developed.
Allen was breathing very hard and squirming in a wild combination of embarassment and arousal. He was supremely aware of his aunt's bullet hard nipples and her seething breasts thrusting into his chest. Also, the feel of Sylvia's silky nylons brushing his thighs was extremely arousing. And he was still shaking from the torrid fondling Clare had given him and from the weird but erotic sensation of the brass balls bulging inside his anus. His cock was waving around at his loins like a flagpole in a stiff breeze. He couldn't control his arrogant tool as it jutted urgently against his aunt's naked loins and he was terrified of her reaction. He tried to step back away from her but as he did so he stretched the string tied between them. The balls shifted around outrageously inside them and both he and his aunt gasped at the shock that raced through their groins.
"Be still!...Come here!..." Sylvia hissed barely managing to stay on the little pallet with her hands strung up over her head. She thrust her loins into her nephew's to relief the tension on the string of balls up her ass. She could hardly keep still herself as her rectum reflexively clenched and rippled on the little orbs buried inside her. The girls knew exactly how excited those shiny spheres made her. And she was equally aware of her nephew's big cock pressing against her pubes and inching it's way up towards her navel. She bit her lip and tried to stay calm as a furious arousal began to build in her loins.
"Ooohhh!...Naaaa!...Ohhhh!...Aunt Sylvia!..." Allen gasped, as his excitement grew and grew. He pulled frantically on the ropes that bound him but realized quickly he wasn't going to get free. And with Sylvia's nakedness pressing against him, he couldn't help himself. He began to gingerly hunch against his curvaceous aunt, hoping she wouldn't notice.
"Ewwwww!..." Diana murmured in the hay loft.
"It looks like our little cousin wants to get laid!... I wonder what mean old aunt Sylvia will have to say about that!..."
"I'll bet she gives it to him!..." Clare said.
"I'll bet she doesn't!..."
"I'll bet she does!..."
"Allen!...Stop that!...Don't!..." Sylvia demanded, her eyes burning into her nephew's as Allen's throbbing boner rubbed gently against her. She could feel his pre-come smearing against her tummy as Allen pushed his cock and forth against her satin garter belt. She shuddered with her own excitement. That made the balls twitch around thrillingly up her ass and she groaned again. Without realizing it, she started to writhe against her nephew, grinding her coarse pubic hairs into his erection in the most provocative way.
"Nooo!...Stop that right now young man!..." Sylvia cried, trying to get control of herself and stop herself from grinding against her panting nephew.
"Ohhhh!...I'm sorry aunt Sylvia!...It's just...It's just...I can't help it!..." Allen groaned as his aunt sucked in her tummy and opened up a tiny space between them.
"We need a little bit more damn room!...Just back up a little!...Just a little!.. I'll move with you!..."
Allen groaned in frustration but tried to do what his aunt wanted. He dangled one foot back off the pallet and gingerly stepped back onto his toe.
"Naaaaa!...Ohhh!...Waittt!..." Sylvia gasped, following cautiously after him.
"Ohhhh Ohhh!...I see a disaster in the making!..." Clare giggled.
"Shhhhh!..." hushed Diana.
Allen stepped back with his other foot and now he was on the floor, but straining upwards on his tip toes. The rope tying him to the rafters was too short to let him stand flat footed the floor.
"Ohhh!...Ohhh!...Wait!..." Sylvia gasped anxiously as the string tightened on the Ben Wa balls and she felt the first one spreading her anus, on the verge of popping out. She shuffled forward in jerky motions, ultimately bumping roughly against Allen.
The excited young man teetered frantically on his toes and then his feet slipped and he lurched backwards. Two of the balls popped out of Sylvia's ass and one squirted out of Allen's.
"Wahhhhh!...Ohhhhhhh!...Nahhhhh!....Ahhhhhh!..." the two of them squealed, shaking and twisting against the ropes that bound them.
"Oh Shittt!....Come here!...Come here!..." Sylvia gasped frantically, hooking one leg around Allen's ass and dragging him back up onto the little pallet. Her high heel dug painfully into one of his butt cheeks.
"Ooohhh!...Godddd!...Naaaah!..." the couple gasped, trembling against each other as they each shuddered with excitement. Sylvia's anus was twitching and her cunt was starting to cream as a fiery ache consumed her loins
"Unnn!...Aunt Sylvia!...I'm sorry!...Ahhh!...I didn't mean to!..." Allen whispered, burying his face in his aunt's hair. When the little ball burst out of his ass, an electric shock of arousal had exploded in his groin. His cock had grown shockingly hard. With his aunt's leg hooked around him, his throbbing erection was sandwiched between her enticing pussy lips. He tried to stop himself but he couldn't resist rocking his loins, sliding his rampant tool up and down through his aunt's juicy trench.
"I know dear!...Ohhh!...Don'tt sweetheart!...Ahhh!...It's all those damn girls fault!... Ummm!...Stopp!...When we get down from here...Unnn!...When we...Ohhh!...Allen sweetheart!...Don't!...Ahhhhh!...We can't!...Ohhhh!..." Sylvia murmured, slightly bending the knee of the leg she was standing on to press more fully against her nephew's steely erection . Her excitement was clouding her better judgment as she tilted her pelvis up so that the ridge under Allen's cock crown was rubbing directly against her swollen clit. This only made the fire in her loins burn more fiercely. Closing her eyes, Sylvia pressed herself closer and rubbed her drooling slit feverishly against her nephew's responsive tool.
"Ahhhh!...Ahhh!...Gnaaa!..." Allen moaned as his aunt's scalding juices seared the underside of his cock. He thrust back against her swiveling loins with even more urgency.
"Our mother the slut!...She's going to fuck him!..." Clare giggled.
"Yeah!...But he won't be able to hold it!...Look at him!...He's almost coming already!... Then she's really gonna' be pissed!..." Diana whispered.
"Yeah!...She's really gonna be pissed!.." Clare whispered back as the two girls watched the action intently.
Allen could feel the come rising in his balls as his voluptuous aunt squirmed against him. In her high heels she was just as tall as he was and their loins fit together like pieces of a jig saw puzzle. Their dry fucking had gotten so intense that at one point, as he hunched up and she tilted her loins down, the tip of his cock hooked just inside the opening of her vagina.
"Unnnnn!..." they gasped together, each of them sucking in their breath and stopping their frenzied writhing at the same instant. Sylvia's eyes popped open and she glared at her nephew in distress.
"Ohhhh!...Allen!...Nnaaa!!!...We can't sweetheart!...Ahhhhh!...I'm your aunt for God's sake!..." she panted, stretching up on her toes and pulling herself against the ropes that suspended her to get away from her nephew. But she really didn't have the strength or the will and all she succeeded in doing was settling herself a little more firmly on Allen's pulsing knob, letting it slip another inch inside her.



"Unnnnnnnn!...Gnnaaa!...Goddd!..." Allen gasped, hardly hearing his aunt's pleading words as her meaty labia fluttered around his cock crown. He was so excited he was afraid he was going to explode right then. He tensed up all over as he steeled himself, trying to stop himself from coming.
Sylvia couldn't believe the arousal that pulsed through her loins. Allen's cock was huge. It felt like he was prodding her with a fire hose, the way his bloated knob was stretching her.
"Well maybe just the tip baby!...Maybe just slip it in a little!...Ohhhhhh!..." Sylvia groaned as she eased herself down onto the end of her nephew's rigid tool.
"Ahhhhhhhhh!...." she gasped as Allen's mushroom shaped head slithered inside her. Her cunt was a swampy mess and as Allen breeched her seething hole, she felt a trickle of greasy girl juice leak out and drip down the inside of her thigh.
"Ohhhhhh!...Ohhh!...Ohh my Godd!....Aunt Sylvia!..." Allen moaned as his aunt's scorching cunt sheathed the end of his cock. He began to pull on the ropes that bound him, trying to thrust himself deeper into his aunt's molten pussy.
"Wahhh!...Unnnn!...Waittt!...Allen!...Naaahhh!...I'm old enough to be your mother!... Unnnn!... Don'ttt!... Christ!...I'm older than your mother for God's sake!...Stopp!..." Sylvia gasped, trying to pull herself up and away from her nephew's thrillingly prodding erection.
But Allen wasn't listening as he stretched up from his toes. With his aunt's torrid pussy leeching on the end of his cock he couldn't stop himself from trying to fuck her.
"Don'tttt!..." Sylvia seethed, gritting her teeth and glaring at her nephew as she struggled against her own feverish arousal.
Then the high heel on the foot that was wrapped around Allen got hooked on the string connecting the balls stuffed up the writhing couples' asses. Sylvia realized what was happening but her thigh was starting to cramp and her leg twitched and there was nothing she could do.
"Shitttt!..." she muttered, her eyes burning into her nephew's.
Allen didn't understand what Sylvia was saying but then she had to straighten out her leg.
"Phwahhhh!....Naaahhhh!...Whattt!...Godddd!..." Allen cried as the steel balls were excruciatingly dragged out of his clutching nether hole. He swiveled his hips frantically as a fiery excitement burst in his loins.
"Ahhhhhh!...Ahhhh!...Ahhh!...Goddd!..." Sylvia panted, her groin exploding in a fire of lust as the little balls ripped out of her greasy anus. She relaxed against the ropes above her and let her cunt come plummeting down over Allen's cock.
"Ahhhhhhh!...Nooo!...Yessss!..." Allen gasped as his aunt dropped like a stone against him, her tight cunt enveloping his teen-age prick right down to his balls.
"Nahhhhhhhh!..." Sylvia shrieked as she impaled herself on Allen's towering erection. He completely filled her. His rampant tool was lodged excruciatingly against the entrance to her womb. She could feel every vein, every ridge of his cock throbbing against the walls of her pussy. Frantically she locked her legs around her nephew's waist, swiveling her loins wildly on his plundering spear.
Sylvia's molten pussy gripped Allen's hard-on like a silky glove. With his fiery anus still twitching, the panting young man thrust up feverishly into his aunt's pussy, straining up from his toes with keen arousal.
"Aunt Sylvia!...Godddd!...I'm gonna'!...I'm gonna' come!...I can't help it!..." Allen groaned. The way his voluptuous aunt was fucking herself on his upright shaft, he could no longer hold back the come that was churning for release in his balls.
"Noooo baby!...No!...Not yet!...Wait!..." Sylvia gasped, writhing even more anxiously against her nephew as she tried to get her own come before he orgasmed inside her. She reached out and grabbed the rope binding Allen's arms and began to pull it back and forth with all her strength. This had the effect of making Allen's big cock jiggle and lurch inside her as well as penetrate her even further.
"Yeahhh!...Ummm Hmmm!...That's it!...That's it!..." Sylvia enthused with hooded eyes as her nephew's turgid cock stimulated the very depths of her molten pussy.
"Waaaaa!...Ahhhh!...Gonna come!..." Allen panted, his balls tightening up unbearably at the lurid fucking he was getting from his aunt.
"Told ya!..." Diana whispered.
"Yeahh!...He's got no chance!...Now she's gonna' be sooo pissed!...This should be interesting!..." Clare whispered back with delight.
"Naaaaaa!...Naaa!...Goddd!...." Allen cried as his balls lurched and a scalding gusher of come jetted into Sylvia's womb.
"Phwahhhh!...Ohhh!...My!...Goddd!.." Sylvia panted, her eyes flying wide open as the heat and volume of Allen's inundating sperm made her arousal soar.
"Unnnn!....Unnnn!...Unnnn!..." her nephew grunted, as his testicles spasmed and stream after stream of boiling boy cream squirted inside his aunt's sizzling cunt.
"Ahhhhhhhh!....Ahhhhhh!...Yessss!...Come inside me baby!...Unn Hnnn!..That's it!... Oh Yeahhh!...I can feel you coming!...Ummmm!...Goddd!...Hose me honey!...Hose me good!..."
"What a slut!..." Clare giggled.
"Comeeee baby!...Make me choke on it!...Unn Hnnn!...Unnn Hnnn!..." Sylvia enthused, lewdly gyrating on her nephew's fountaining tool. His ejaculation was so scorching, so intense that she could feel her loins melting. As her own orgasm took hold of her, Sylvia's aching cunt clenched frenziedly on Allen's cock, choking off his fiery ejaculation.
"Wahhhh!....Ohhh!...Aunt Sylvia!...Noo!...Don'ttt!...Pleaseee!..." Allen gasped as the sperm backed up sickeningly in his groin.
And then the excruciating tension peaked in Sylvia and wracking tremors swept through her loins.
"Ahhhhhh!...Unnn!....Unnn!...Unnn Hnnn!...Unnn Hnnn!...Unnn Hnnn!..." she grunted, shuddering feverishly.
"Naaahhhhhh!...." Allen cried excitedly as his aunt's spasming cunt had him coming again in time with her convulsions and with even more seething intensity than before.
"Unnnnnn!.....Yesss!....Come you little fucker!...Give it to me!..." Sylvia gasped under the onslaught of Allen's and her own powerful orgasms. She kicked her heels frenziedly against the backs of Allen's thighs as she came, driving his spewing cock up against her hard edged uterus .
"Naaaaa!...Ahhh!...Ummmm!..." Allen moaned as his aunt's shuddering cunt sucked the come from his balls in almost a continuous stream.
"He made her come!...I don't believe it!...Now he's spoiled all the fun!..." Clare pouted.
"Wait and see little sister!...Wait and see!..."
"Yesssss!....Honey!...So much come!...I can feel every spurt of it you sweet fucker!..." Sylvia praised as her cunt rippled and creamed around her nephew's spasming tool. She could feel the come running out of her in a river that coated Allen's balls and splattered wetly on the floor beneath them.
"Oooohhhh!...Aunt Sylvia!...That's!...That's!...I don't know what to say!..." Allen moaned as his cock spasms began to diminish as he emptied himself inside his aunt's sodden pussy.
"You're big cock's so sweet honey!..." Sylvia whispered, grinding herself on her nephew's still rigid erection to milk him of the last of his scalding goo.
"Ummmmm!...." Allen murmured in a contented response.
After clutching and writhing against each other for a few minutes, enjoying the afterglow of their intense orgasms, Sylvia noticed an interesting fact. Allen's cock was still hard inside her. The realization made her pussy tingle. Sometimes getting that first come for her was a challenge. But once she got going she could easily come again and again given the opportunity. And judging by the way Allen's cock was stretching her greedy pussy, it felt like he might provide plenty of opportunity.
The two girls in the hayloft put their heads together and whispered together excitedly.
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Connie Watson really, really needed to use the washroom. The party at her best friend's house was in full swing and there was a long line up for the toilet off the living room. She didn't know if she could wait that long. Some of the guys were ogling her and making suggestive small talk as she waited around for her turn. She had gotten all dolled up for the evening, put on a short skirt, nylons and a tight satin blouse that was low cut and showed off a lot of her voluptuous chest. Her makeup and mane of red hair were artfully arranged to give her a freshly fucked look that she knew the boys found exciting. She may have been in her early forties but she still made the men turn and stare when she walked into a room and she enjoyed that. At any rate, she needed to go, so she headed upstairs to see if she could find someplace a little less congested.
It didn't take long to find the other facilities. She walked down to the end of the hall and turned the handle of the door she presumed led to the upstairs washroom. She was right. But what she didn't expect to find was her best friend's son Brian just climbing out of the shower.
"Oh! I'm sorry Brian..." Connie said..."I didn't know you were in here."
Brian Evans recoiled in surprise to find his mother's friend confronting him as he stepped naked from the shower. For a moment he just stood there staring at her in amazement.
"Uhhh!...Hello, Mrs. Watson!.." he stammered shyly.
Connie's first impulse was to step back and close the door behind her. But then her eyes were drawn to Brian's dripping, naked figure. She knew he was young, probably just eighteen or nineteen, but she was struck by what a well toned young body he had. He was just standing there staring at her in surprise so she decided to have a little fun. She slipped into the bathroom and gently closed the door behind her.
"Mrs. Watson!...What?...What are you doing here?..." Brian stammered awkwardly. His hand darted out for a towel which he hastily draped around his waist.
"I just needed to go Brian. Don't mind me. I won't be a minute..." Connie said, as she reached up under her skirt and shimmied out of her scanty panties. She held them up so that Brian could see them and smiled as she watched him blush with embarrassment.
"These must be ready for the wash. I've been dripping in them for the last half hour!"
Brian seemed to be shell-shocked. He just stood there gaping at the attractive red head who appeared to be about to use the washroom right in front of him without any particular concern.
Connie slowly squeezed past Brian as she lowered the seat to the toilet and made to sit down.
"Just a sec and I'll leave..." Brian muttered as he stepped out of the tub and turned towards the bathroom door.
"You don't have to go Brian..." Connie said sweetly. She hiked up her mini skirt, sat down quickly and took Brian's hand to keep him there.
"Tell me what you're doing in school these days."
"Nothin' special Mrs. Watson...Just the regular stuff...Playing a little sports...Trying to get through some exams...Find a girl to take out...You know..." Brian answered, trying with little success not to stare down Mrs. Watson's blouse at the big creamy tits that were on display there, right under his nose.
Connie noticed the direction of his gaze and smiled inwardly. Not many men had the discipline to ignore the allure of her monumental breasts and certainly not a hormonal teenager like Brian. She was enjoying his attention and decided to tease him a little more. She leaned back and spread her legs a little wider, giving Brian a peek at the fleecy muff at the apex of her loins.
"I would think a good looking guy like you would be beating the girls off with a stick." Connie teased.
Brian was trying to be cool about this situation, but he was really nervous and also getting pretty excited. Mrs. Watson's tits were amazing, and she seemed unconcerned that she was giving him a glimpse of her hairy cunt. He knew he was staring and he felt like an idiot. He was thinking about bolting for the door but then the most amazing thing happened. Mrs. Watson started to pee.
"Oohhhh!...she moaned, gripping his hand tighter..." I really needed this!..." she murmured to Brian in relief as her flow of urine slowly turned from a trickle to a stream.
Connie decided to be totally brazen and cooly pulled up her skirt so that Brian could see. The blushing teen-ager couldn't tear his eyes away as he watched the jet of pee gush from Mrs. Watson's exposed pussy. There was something incredibly erotic about seeing the rush of fluid pour from her bushy cunt. There was no concealing the rigid boner that was now tenting the front of his towel.
Connie Watson could see the effect she was having on young Brian and she decided to capitalize on it. She grit her teeth and managed to abruptly stop the flow. Then she gazed into Brian's eyes with a wicked smile.
"Is that all?.." Brian asked in surprise. For all of her eagerness to use the facilities, Mrs. Watson seemed to be finished very quickly
"No. There's more!..." she said in a quiet, sultry murmur as she stood up and used her satin panties to quickly wipe her glistening bush.
"I still have to go!..." she said as she stepped up to Brian, reached down and slipped the towel from around his waist.
"I have to go badly!...Do you want to watch some more?..." Connie purred, reaching down and closing her panty covered palm around Brian's jutting erection.
"Ohhhh!...Ohh my Goddd!...: Brian gasped as Mrs. Watson squeezed his throbbing tool in her satin covered hand.
"Ummm!...I think you do, don't you Brian?..I think it turns you on to watch me pee!... Doesn't it?.." Connie teased, watching Brian's cheeks turn a flaming crimson in response to her lewd question. But his boner twitched frantically under her pressing hand as she fondled him, betraying his feverish excitement.
"Nooo!...I don't know!...It's not that!...Ohhh!..." Brian whimpered as Mrs. Watson tightened her fist on his cock and began to stroke him.
"Is that a no or is that a yes Brian?..Tell me!..."
"Nooo!...Yesss!...God Mrs. Watson!...Yesss!..." Brian moaned as Connie wickedly jerked his straining hard-on in her fist.
"I thought so!...You've got a nice cock Brian!...It's so hard!...Watching me pee excites you!... I can see that!...What a nasty boy!..." Connie teased as she shifted the wide eyed youth around until he was backed up against the toilet.
"Tell me Brian...are you a virgin?...." Connie murmured, releasing his cock and pressing the young man back until he was forced to sit on the toilet.
She stood there, looking down at Brian with an amused smile while she waited for his answer. His turgid erection thrust up urgently from his groin as he looked up at the voluptuous curves of Mrs. Watson looming above him.
When he didn't say anything, Connie hiked up her little skirt so that her hairy cunt was again on lewd display, this time right in Brian's wide eyed face.
"Have you ever fucked a girl Brian?...I don't think you have, have you?...Would you like to?...Would you like to fuck me?..." Connie asked with a mischievous twinkle in her eye, lewdly fingering her slit in front of the mesmerized youth.
"Unnnn!...Mrs. Watson!...I'm not!...I don't!...Oh my Godddd!.." he gasped as Connie straddled his knees. With her legs spread wide, she reached down and held his tool upright. She bent her knees until her meaty pussy lips spread around his bulging knob, sending an erotic jolt through them both.
Connie leaned close so that her mouth was near his ear and she murmured... "Would you like to fuck an older woman baby?...It's right there!...It'd be so easy for you to slide your cock into me right now!...Do you want to Brian!...Do you want to put it in me?..."
"Ohhhhhhh!....Naaaahh!..." Brian grasped as his engorged cock twitched frantically under the press of Mrs. Watson's searing pussy.
"Mmmmm!...Your so hard baby!...I hope your mother doesn't walk in on us!...What do you think she would say if she found you fucking her best friend!...Fucking her really hard!...Jamming your big cock deep inside her best friend's tight pussy!...What do you think she'd say to that baby?.." Mrs. Watson taunted, rocking back and forth over Brian's lap, dragging the tip of his seething erection back and forth through her succulent vaginal lips.
"Oh my God!..." Brian yelped as his balls knotted up with unbearable excitement.
Reflexively he reached out to grab Mrs. Watson's provocatively heaving breasts. Connie grabbed his wrist with her free hand before he touched her and sneered at him..." Not so fast sweetheart! We'll do this my way!..."
She looked around and saw just what she was looking for. Still holding on to Brian's wrist she slowly raised up off his lap.
She let his wrist go as she stood in front of him and said..." Put your arms down and bring your feet back under you."
Brian was totally lost in a fog of nervousness and excitement. Without questioning the red-headed temptress, he did what Connie told him to do. There was a hair dryer in a big, transparent plastic bag on the sink. She reached over and grabbed the hair dryer out of the bag. Then she crouched down beside Brian and grabbed his hands.
"What are you doing?..." Brian asked in confusion.
"Hold still sweetheart!..." Connie instructed as she worked on his wrists and his ankles. In just a few quick seconds she had tied his wrists together below the toilet tank and tied his ankles to his wrists with the cord from the hair dryer. She stood up, looked down at the helpless teenager and smiled wickedly into his surprised gaze.
"Why did you do that?..." Brian asked as he tried unsuccessfully to twist out of the tightly binding cords.
"You'll see baby!...You'll see!..." Connie said in a breathy murmur. As he watched her nervously, Connie slowly undid another button on her low cut shirt and pulled back her shoulders. Her huge bra encased tits thrust out over the taut neck line of her satin blouse.
"I"m going to take really good care of you!...You and that big cock of yours. I just don't want you to spoil the fun..." she teased, looking around for her panties. They were beside the toilet. She bent over in front of him, letting her big tits dangle provocatively in front of his face. With one hand she reached down and clasped his still rigid erection, making Brian moan with excitement. With the other she picked up her panties and dangled them in front of him.
"I'm so wet for you baby!... So hot and wet and so are my panties!....Smell them! ..." Connie offered, sensuously jacking Brian off as she teased his face with her moist, pungent panties.
"Lick them!...Taste them!..." she taunted, working him over with practiced skill.
"Ummmm!...Ohhhh!..." Brian moaned as the strong scent of Mrs. Watson's cunt filled his nostrils. Even tied up as he was he couldn't help hunching up into her lewdly pumping hand. His mouth opened and he tentatively began to mouth the damp satin strip that was gliding over his lips.
"Aren't you the naughty boy, eating out my panties!...Do you like the taste sweetheart? ... Do you like the taste of all that sweet girl juice?...You can have all you want when you eat my pussy!... I'll give you all the hot girl goo you can swallow!..." Connie taunted as she gently pressed more and more of her greasy panties into Brian's suckling mouth.
Brian closed his eyes as he sucked eagerly on the sodden satin material filling his mouth. His hips were hunching up feverishly into Connie's smoothly stroking fist. His arousal soared and the come threatened to erupt at any moment from his balls. Then all of a sudden his eyes popped open. Mrs. Watson had stopped jacking him off, and released his cock. His turgid shaft was twitching frantically as it waved about obscenely upright from his groin.
"I think you're getting a little too excited aren't you baby?... We don't want you coming before I'm ready..." With that Connie reached over and grabbed an elastic hair tie that was on the sink. She twisted it into a small O and snapped it around the root of Brian's engorged erection where it sunk in deeply.
"Ummmm!...Mmmmph!..." the surprised young man moaned gutturally through the satin panties that filled his mouth. He now realized that the sodden material was effectively gagging him.
For good measure Connie grabbed another elastic tie and snapped it tightly around the top of Brian's scrotum. His come churning balls bulged out excruciatingly below the tightly cinching elastic. Both his cock and balls took on a livid crimson hue as the blood pounded in his constricted genitals.
"That's much better!...Now we can really have some fun!.." Connie teased, reaching out and slowly dragging her sharp nailed fingers down Brian's chest. He winced and shuddered as her sharp nails snagged his nipples.
"Mmmmm!...Ummmm!...Ummmm!..." he moaned more loudly, trying to indicate to Mrs. Watson that he wanted her to take the panties out of his mouth and unbind his aching cock and balls. But the sound of his moans could hardly be heard through Connie's balled up panties.
"When I'm done with you baby, you'll be walking bow legged for a week, I promise!..." Mrs. Watson murmured, ignoring Brian's muffled plea.
"I know how to take good care of little boys like you!..."
She reached out and sank her nails into both of his nipples, making Brian writhe uncomfortably. The statuesque red head smiled at his distress and moved in closer so that her pussy was once again grinding into his aching tool. Torrid thrills washed through her as her friend's son's big cock slid back and forth under her seething loins.
"Naaaaa!...Naaaa!...Gaaa!..." Brian panted hoarsely.
"Ummmmm!..." I can hardly wait to get this big cock of yours inside me sweetheart!..." Mrs. Watson purred. Then she noticed something else on the sink that interested her. She writhed on his cock while tormenting his throbbing nipples for another few moments while Brian whimpered beneath her.
Then, without getting off his lap, Connie reached over and grabbed a hair brush off the counter. It was one of those metal cylinders on a handle that had sharp, one inch bristles that you would use for untangling very matted hair. But at this moment Connie had another use in mind for this handy tool. She slid backwards onto her knees so that she was kneeling in front of Brian. Looking into his anxious eyes, she forced his already spread knees further apart and leaned in close to his still rampant erection.
"I'll bet all those young girls at school are all over you, aren't they lover?...But can you handle a real woman?...Let's see!..."
And with that Connie steadied Brian's pulsing erection against his stomach. She took the hair brush, laid it across the base of his tool and pressed down heavily on the handle. With her free hand she reached under him and took one of his nuts that was bulging obscenely from his bound scrotum, between her thumb and forefinger. Then she started rolling the hair brush up his cock while exerting a vicious squeeze on his defenseless testicle.
"Naaaa!...Unnnnn!...Nnnnnn!...." Brian cried in a muted sob. He bucked helplessly as an excruciating agony wracked his groin. A cold sweat burst from his forehead as the smiling red head carelessly abused him. He tried to close his legs together to shield his vulnerable groin but Mrs. Watson had bound him too securely for that.
"You like that? Is that what you said? Did you say please Mrs. Watson can I have some more? Why of course you can sweetheart! You can have all you want!.." Connie whispered with a lewd wink at the terrified young boy. Then she slowly rolled the stabbing hairbrush up the underside of Brian's cock again, pressing down hard so that each bristle made a miniscule puncture in his drum taut flesh. At the same time she jammed his testicle up into his bony groin with her sharp edged fingernail. Brian thought he would pass out as an excruciating wave of nausea washed through his loins. He squirmed frantically, and his erection took on an angry scarlet color as Connie worked him over.
"Naaaaaaaaaaa!...." Brian shrieked into the gagging panties, twisting and shuddering in pain as Mrs. Watson deliberately abused his pulsing tool. The way he was bound, he was totally helpless in her hands and Connie was loving it. She rolled the hairbrush down his tool once more.
"I'll bet that really hurts doesn't it lover?..." she asked with a sinful chuckle.
Connie took his scarlet shaft in her hand and squeezed it repeatedly like she was taking Brian's blood pressure. Of course his abraded flesh was agonizingly sensitive at this point and her squeezing hand hurt horribly.
"Mmmmmppfff!....Gnnnn!...NNNnnnn!..." Brian choked and coughed into the wadded panties that were gagging him.
But Connie ignored his plaintive whimpers and watched the knob of his cock turn into a massive, shiny dome of engorged flesh above her wringing fist. Her eyes sparkled merrily as she raised the sharp bristled hair brush and looked up in amusement into Brian's tear filled eyes.
"Look at how red and swollen your big cock is baby!...I'll bet you're really, really sensitive there right now aren't you?..."
Standing up Connie leaned over so that her big satin covered tits brushed Brian's face. Her shining eyes bore into his as she clutched his scarlet tool in one hand and the wicked hair brush in the other.
"Nnnnoooo!...Naaaa!...Peeeassse!..." he cried frantically, tears of fear and pain starting to run down his cheeks. He prayed that Mrs. Wilson wasn't going to use the brush on him the way it looked like she was going to.
"Don't worry lover!...I wouldn't hurt you!...I promise!!.." Connie purred, biting her lip with excitement as she tightened her already cruel grip on his inflamed cock. Then she lashed out viciously at his livid knob with the spiky hair brush.
"Naaaaa!..." Brian roared, bucking frantically. It felt like Mrs. Watson was attacking his flesh with a searing razor.
"Shhhh!...Don't be such a baby!..." she murmured. She waited a few beats then slammed his cock head once more making poor Brian cry and jump again.
"Yes!...Yes!...Ummm!...Ummm Hmmm!..." she chanted, slapping his bloated knob again and again and again until his cock crown was a swollen, angry purple.
"Naaahhhhhh!...." Brian cried almost continuously, the tears streaming down his cheeks now as his cock throbbed in excruciating pain.
Mrs. Watson puckered a mocking kiss at Brian as she once again straddled the trembling young man who she held at her mercy.
With her fist closed around his shaft just beneath its head, Connie pulled Brian's tenderized cock straight up from his groin as she shimmied forward and then hunkered down. As he whimpered beneath her she guided his cringing knob into her moist center.
"I think you're ready for me now, aren't you baby?.." she murmured, dropping down on the gasping young man until her swollen labia slipped over his crown and enfolded the upper part of his turgid shaft. She held herself steady just like that with her juicy cunt hovering on the end of his agonized tool.
"Ohhhhhhhh!....Nnnnn!....Nnoooo!..." Brian gasped as the scorching heat of Mrs. Watson's cunt seared the end of his tortured meat. As painful as his engorged and seething flesh was, an electrifying current of excitement jolted through his groin at the feel of the silky pussy sheathing his tool.
Connie watched his eyes intently as she balanced on the end of his cock, swiveling her smoldering pussy on the top couple of inches of his erection. She smiled as she felt his already enormous tool growing even bigger inside her cunt mouth in response to her lewd fucking.
"Do you like that baby?...The way I'm fucking you?...The way I take your big cock in my hot little pussy?...Do you like it?...Do you want me to make you come inside me like this?..."



"Nnnna!...Naaaa!,,,Mmmmph!..." Brian moaned in excitement. Connie could feel him straining upwards beneath her even though he really couldn't move very much. Biting her lower lip and half closing her eyes with her own excitement, Connie hunched down onto Brian's engorged flesh, stripping her seething pussy down the entire length of his veiny shaft.
"Oooooo!...Naaaa!...MMmmmm!..." Brian cried as he arched upwards into Mrs. Watson's slippery, squeezing vagina. His come was seething and his balls were as tight as a knot as she worked him closer and closer to his orgasm.
Connie knew exactly how close she had him to coming and she was ready to make his first come one that he would never forget. She reached over to the sink and grabbed a pair of nail scissors on the counter. She reached beneath her and snipped the elastic that was binding Brian's balls.
"Unggghhhhh!...Naaaa!..." the straining young man gasped in agonized excitement. His aching testicles became drum taut in his groin. Helplessly he lunged upwards again, driving his angry tool feverishly into the red head's enticing vagina.
Connie smiled to feel his rigid cock expand even further under the press of her smoldering pussy. She dropped down into Brian's lap like a stone, impaling herself completely on his livid shaft.
"Aaahhhh!...Naaaa!..." Brian cried gutturally as Mrs. Watson's cunt sheathed him like a second skin. He strained upwards even more into her seething loins if that were possible.
"Shhhhh, baby!...See what I've got for you!..." Connie purred as she tipped her head back and bore down on Brian's cock.
For a moment Brian didn't realize what was happening. He remained perfectly rigid as a scorching heat washed over his groin. His abraded cock flesh was suddenly screaming in agony and Brian could only gasp and moan in distress into the gagging panties stuffed into his mouth. Then he realized that Mrs. Watson was peeing.
Connie looked down at him with a wicked smile as her urine started to splash into the toilet bowl beneath them. Brian looked back at her with wide eyed amazement as an incendiary heat washed over his genitals. His cock was deep in this older woman's womb as she released her streaming piss all over him. She held the nail scissors poised at the elastic that still cinched Brian's angry cock.
Brian didn't know what to do or think. This was beyond the most obscene thing he had ever imagined. He closed his eyes and moaned in dismay and arousal as Mrs. Watson's hot piss drenched his whole groin. His cock couldn't stand all the agonizing sensations the wanton older woman was putting him through for a minute longer. He hunched upwards reflexively into the molten heat that bathed his loins.
"Ummm!...Are you going to come baby?...Look at me Brian!...I want you to look at me when you're coming inside me!..." Connie purred, snipping the elastic that was drawn excruciatingly taut around the root of his cock.
"Naaaa!...Aaaa!...Gaaaa!..." Brian roared and gasped gutturally as his balls lurched hard and a furious flow of pre-come began to stream from his knob ahead of his imminent orgasm.
"Come baby!...Come inside me!..." Connie purred, grinding on Brian's towering erection with wicked intent.
"You're going to come so hard!...Look at me Brian!...Look at me!..."
Brian opened his eyes to see the voluptuous older woman leaning closer to him with a wanton grin and holding the transparent plastic bag she had grabbed from the sink. He had no idea what she was going to do but he was so excited that he didn't care. His eyes started to close as he thrust up into Mrs. Watson's leeching pussy with feverish excitement.
Connie smiled at him, knowing how frantic he was about to become. She pulled the plastic over his head and twisted the opening of the bag tightly closed around his neck.
Brian's eyes shot open wide and he gasped behind his panty gag. Immediately the soft plastic molded itself to his face. He positively could not breathe and a frozen terror gripped him. He struggled frantically against his bonds but it was no use. Mrs. Watson had tied him too well. He was transfixed by the red head's ironic smile as she stared at him through the plastic bag. At that moment a fiery rope of come jetted from his cock. It was like that instant was frozen in time.
"Ummmmmmm!..." Connie murmured in approval as that first spurt bathed her seething womb. She waited expectantly for the deluge of sperm that she knew was about to follow.
"Ummmmmff!...Naaaa!...Nnnnnn!...." Brian sputtered as his come began to surge from his loins.
"Ummm Hmmmm!...Yessss!..." Connie Watson cooed at the feel of Brian's big dick jerking and spewing inside her. She let her hand drift up to stoke his face through the plastic as she smothered him. He was coming so violently that she thought his spine would crack.
Brian's heart beat frenziedly in his chest as his orgasm reached another level and his whole body began to convulse. The fiery bursts of sperm spurted from his cock in an almost continuous stream and jetted into Mrs. Watson's coaxing pussy. The room was beginning to swim for him as his brain was starved of oxygen.
"Ohhhh!...Yesss!...Ummm Hmmm!...That's it!...Come inside me!...I can feel you coming!...Ummm!...So hottt!...Your come's so hot!..." Connie murmured as Brian's sperm flooded her.
Brian's lungs felt they would burst and he thrashed about futilely. But his orgasm was so violent it was sapping him of his will to struggle. He could see Mrs. Watson looking deeply into his eyes and all he could think of was getting deeper and deeper into her molten center and coming and coming and coming.
"Mmm Hmmm!...Mmmm Hmmm!...Give it to me baby!...Come for me!...Give me all you've got!..." Connie encouraged, writhing on Brian's spewing cock.
"Nnnnn!....Mmnnnn!...Mmmffff!..." the young man began to sob through the gag and the plastic. He couldn't breath though he still bucked upwards like he was being electrocuted. Though his eyes were wide open, he could barely see. All that he could focus on was the erotic sensation of his cock shooting over and over into Mrs. Watson's incendiary cunt.
"Yessss!...Ahhhhh!...That's it!...You're so deep inside me baby!...Your come is leaking out!....Ohhhh!.. Yeahhh!... That's it!...Shoot all that nasty boy come in my hot pussy baby!..."
Connie knew exactly what she was doing. Brian's hot come jetting into her womb triggered her own orgasm and her smile broadened as her cunt began its own series of wracking contractions. She was enjoying watching the veins begin to bulge in Brian's forehead and neck as she deliberately smothered him. His mouth and nose were flared against the plastic and his eyes were dilated wildly. But she was making him come with an intensity that she knew he would never achieve again unless he found someone who knew as many tricks as she did. She was going to make sure she milked him dry.
"Mmmmfff!!!...Ahhhh!...Naaaa!..." he gasped madly as bright lights exploded before his eyes. He could just vaguely make out Mrs. Watson still smiling at him. It began to feel to Brian like it was someone else's cock that was coming inside Mrs. Watson's clutching vagina. Everything else was melting away.
Still holding the plastic tight around his neck, Connie began to ride his cock in time with her orgasm. She jerked her sheathing cunt up his cock then dropped down on him like a stone and shimmied in his lap until he fired another jet of searing come deep inside her. She'd wait, still writhing on his engorged meat then raise up quickly, hover, then slam down on him and grind him through another wrenching spasm.
"Aaaaahhh!...Aaaahhh!...Nnoooo!..." he moaned and cried ever more weakly as Mrs Watson stripped his come from him like she was wringing out a dishrag. Eventually his upthrust loins relaxed and he slumped down onto the toilet seat.
Connie continued to hammer away at his groin until her own spasms began to diminish. It took her a minute to realize as she thrust down on Brian's still steel hard tool that he was no longer coming inside her. She stayed where she was for a moment longer, savoring the aftermath of her orgasm then she sat up straight and removed the plastic bag from Brian's face. He was totally still beneath her.
Connie reached into his mouth with her outstretched fingers and pulled out her sodden panties. Still he didn't move.
Connie smiled at his motionless figure. She deftly dismounted his still quivering erection and watched for a sign of life from the supine young man. Still he didn't move.
Connie reached down between his splayed legs and took one of his testicles between her thumb and forefinger. She pressed that little nugget sharply and was rewarded with a wracking gasp from Brian.
"Naaaaa!...Waaaaaa!..." he moaned without opening his eyes.
Connie smiled and fisted his balls. Watching closely for his reaction, she closed her little hand on those tender orbs and squeezed them brutally.
"Naaaaa!....Ohhhh!.....Nooo!...." Brian choked and gasped, his eyes flying open in pain. Feebly he squirmed and twisted against his bonds under Connie's punishing hand.
"Come back baby!...Come back and tell me that you love me!..." Connie murmured, as she tightened her relentless grip on him.
"Naaaaa!...Nooo!...Don'ttt!..." Brian cried weakly, his eyes popping and his limbs twitching as Connie deliberately compressed his excruciating nuts in her clenching fist.
"Nnaaaa!...Noooo!...Mrs. Watson!..." he pleaded pitifully.
Connie released the writhing, whimpering youth, gathered up her panties and straightened herself up.
"It was fun sweetheart!... Remember me to your mother!...I'll send her up!..." she said with a mocking kiss at Brian. She unlocked the door and left the bathroom.
"Wait!...Mrs. Watson!...Come back!.." Brian called faintly, still writhing against his bonds. And then he passed out again.
Connie wondered with a smile who was going to find her best friend's naked young son and untie him.
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Steven's mom Andrea, his aunt Tracey and their friend Lillian had been out in the backyard for a couple of hours, sitting around the pool and drinking martinis. They were all quite flushed and the conversation and the laughter had been getting raunchier and louder as the afternoon progressed. The women were in and out of the pool and there was lots of curvaceous flesh jiggling and swim suit adjusting going on, all of which was very distracting for Andrea's son.
Steven had been cutting the grass but he had also been sneaking peaks at the scantily clad older women as he marched back and forth across the yard. The three ladies were all in their late thirties and in very good shape. They all hung out at the same health club where they exercised daily. His aunt Tracey and his mom were both striking blondes with hour glass figures. His mom, Andrea was wearing a white bikini that struggled to contain her voluptuous curves. Tracey was wearing tight shorts and a largely unbuttoned shirt that was tied off at her bared waist. Their friend Lillian was a couple of years older. She was a striking red-head and was wearing a shear yellow wrap over a black one piece swim suit. The suit was just a few strips of satin that criss-crossed over her melon sized breasts and through her crotch, barely covering her most intriguing parts.
Steven, being a typical eighteen year old, was having a hard time keeping his eyes off the women fooling around. He was fascinated by all that barely covered female anatomy and he had an aching hard-on to prove it. It was hot and he was wearing a pair of baggy track shorts that fortunately hid his embarrassing condition. But his attention wasn't going unnoticed. There were a number of smiling glances directed his way followed by whispered remarks then gales of laughter. Steven wasn't sure that they were talking about him but he was uncomfortable at the thought that they might be.
He tried to stop staring as he walked behind the stand-up bar at the far end of the pool. There was a fridge there and Steven got himself a Pepsi. As he stood next to the fridge he saw Lillian say something to his mom. Then she got up and headed towards him. She walked like a model, confidently striding with one foot in front of the other until she reached him. She sat down at the bar, pulled off her thin wrap and let it fall across the back of the stool behind her. She leaned a little bit towards Steven and smiled as his eyes were drawn to the beckoning cleavage between her creamy breasts. She shifted in her chair to make her generous boobs ripple and was rewarded by a stifled gasp from her friend's staring son. Steven stood there like a deer caught in the headlights, his eyes riveted to Lillian's chest.
"See something you like?..." she asked the boy casually.
"I!...Ahhhh!...I'm sorry Mrs. Anderson!..." Steven stammered, turning a scarlet red as he yanked his eyes up to see the red head watching him with an amused expression.
"Don't apologize Steven! I'll take that as a compliment. Would you get me a diet Coke please!..."
Steven immediately turned to the bar fridge to get Mrs. Anderson her drink. He rummaged around for a few moments and said without looking...
"We don't seem to have any!..."
The next thing he knew he was enveloped in a cloud of Mrs. Anderson's exotic perfume as she came up behind him. He caught his breath as she pressed against him from behind. She reached around his waist and into the fridge to try and find her drink.
As she did so she leaned heavily into Steven, making sure to thrust her conical breasts into his back.
"There were a couple in here earlier!...They must be here somewhere!..." she murmured in his ear as she squirmed against him under the pretext of trying to find her drink.
"Ohhh!...I!...I didn't see any!..." Steven whispered as the press of Mrs. Anderson's generous curves aroused him. He slowly stood up straight to ease the pressure on his cock as his mother's friend writhed against him.
Lillian was enjoying teasing her friend's son. He had a wonderfully athletic young body and Lillian purred happily as she ground herself against him. She closed the door of the fridge, turned slightly and nudged Steven towards the bar. She was directly behind him as he faced the two other women at the other end of the pool. Lillian placed one hand on his shoulder as she brought her other hand around his waist from behind.
"Wait a minute!.." she said as she casually slid her palm across the front of his shorts. She smiled as she felt Steven suck in his breath.
"I think I've found something!..." she said, pressing her palm warmly over Steven's growing erection.
"Ohhhhh....Ahhhhh!...Mrs. Anderson!..." the red faced young man gasped, too embarrassed to even turn around and look at the woman who was groping him so outrageously.
"Ohhh!...Ahhh!...Steven!..." Lillian teased, mimicking her friend's son as she slid her hand up and down over the length of his rapidly stiffening tool.
"Mmmm!...That's not a can of diet Coke in your pocket is it honey?..." the sultry red-head asked as she fondled him through his baggy shorts.
"Whattt?...Ohhh my God!..." Steven moaned again as his mother's friend kneaded his tumescent flesh. He bent over a little at the waist, shyly trying to evade Mrs. Anderson's provocative touch. But the wanton older woman just reached in further and closed her hand on his responsive cock through his shorts.
"Ohhhh!..." was Steven's immediate strangled response.
"That's quite a hard-on you've got there young man!... What could have gotten you so excited?... It's not little old me is it?..." Lillian asked.
"Can I ask you a question honey?...Your mother thinks you've been going through her underthings... you know... her bras and her panties!...That would only be natural at your age!...Have you been browsing through your mother's underwear Steven?..."
Steven groaned miserably and flushed a brilliant crimson at Mrs. Anderson's question. He had in fact just a few days ago taken a pair of his mother's panties, which he had hidden in his closet after he had used them to masturbate. He couldn't believe that his mother might have noticed they were missing and told her friend about it.
Lillian noticed his embarrassed reaction to her question and smiled as she slipped her hand up through the loose leg opening of Steven's shorts and clasped his throbbing erection in her hand.
"Noooo!...I didn'ttt!....Unnnnnnn!....Unnnnnn!..." the young man whimpered in embarrassed excitement.
"I'll bet you've been jacking off with your mother's panties haven't you Steven?...The little black ones with the lace trim!...You have, haven't you?...What a naughty boy!...My panties are in the change room...Should I go get them?..." Lillian teased, her shoulder flexing rhythmically as she worked Steven over with practiced skill.
"Unnnn!....Unnn!...Ohhhh!...Please!... Mrs. Anderson!...You're going to make me come if you keep doing that!....Ahhhh!...I don't think I can hold it!..." Steven cried, not knowing what his mother's friend's response would be if he came in her hand. But he still couldn't help himself from thrusting himself in and out of her rhythmically shuttling palm!
"Are you going to come so quickly dear!...I think that's sweet!...You're close aren't you baby?...Very close!...Ummm Hmmm!...And that's good because here comes your aunt!..."
"What!...Oh Nooo!..." Steven's gasped, his head snapping up. He was aghast to see his aunt Tracey talking over her shoulder to his mother as she walked towards the bar.
Mrs. Anderson began to jack him in short hard strokes and whispered in his ear in time with her lurid masturbation...."Come baby!...Come on!... Pretend I'm your mother!...You know you'd love it if she'd jerk you off like this!....Shoot it baby!...Come for mommy!... Ummm Hmmm!...Let it go!...Unn Hnnn!...Come on!... Give it to me!... Give it to me now!...." Lillian urged as Steven rested his knuckles on the bar and moaned. His thighs trembled with tension as he strained upwards from his toes, hunching frantically into Mrs. Anderson's irresistibly coaxing palm.
"Hello you two!...What are you doing?..." Steven's aunt asked as she sat down at the bar.
Lillian smiled at her friend over Brian's shoulder.
"What does it look like we're doing?..." she asked with a lewd wink and a significant nod down towards Steven's groin.
Tracey looked down, her eyes widening in shocked surprise as she saw her friend's hand flailing away under Steven's shorts.
Steven was mortified that his sexy aunt had discovered him in such an embarrassing situation. Some of the stiffness did in fact go out of his boner, but still he reflexively hunched in and out of Mrs. Anderson's lewdly masturbating hand.
"My Goddd!...Lillian!...How could you?..." Tracey cried as she watched her friend jerking her nephew off. Steven didn't even notice his aunt's growing smile as she watched the swollen knob of his cock jabbing frenziedly at the front of his tented shorts.
"Ohhh!...Aunt Tracey!...It's nott!...Ohhh!...Unnn!....Aggghhh!..." Steven gasped.
"Well dear!...First, you take his cock in your hand... then, you make a fist and squeeze it and jiggle it...then, when he's really hard, you stroke him up and down!... Lillian teased.
"Unnnn!...Unnn!...Oh my Goddd!...Please!..." Steven pleaded, writhing in embarrassment in front of his aunt. But Mrs. Anderson ignored his distress. She just kept stroking him under his shorts, making his pre-come stream from his gaping pee slit as she brought him to the brink of orgasm.
"Pretty soon he'll get really big and the come will start to leak out and everything will start to get all slippery and messy!...Then you can either go really, really fast, like this!..." Lillian demonstrated, leaning around Steven and racing her hand up and down his furiously engorged cock.
"Ngaaaa!...Waittt!...Ohhhhh!...Ohhhh!...Ahhhhh..." the cringing youth cried, rising up on his toes as his excitement overwhelmed him. His testicles lurched, then spasmed and a searing stream of come jetted from his cock.
"Yeahhhh!...That usually works!..." Lillian murmured with a smug smile at Tracey as Steven began to come.
"Unnn!....Unnnn!...Unnnnn!..." Steven grunted as the wanton red head jacked him off with urgent strokes. Lillian pressed hotly against the panting youth, enjoying the way he shuddered with every fiery spurt of sperm she extracted with her deftly coaxing hand. A huge dark stain of come was spreading over the front of Steven's shorts as Lillian skillfully masturbated him.
"Or you can do short, hard strokes!...Like this!..." she demonstrated, changing her hand movements. Now she stroked Steven forcefully, deliberately in time with his wrenching orgasm.
"Oohhh!....Ohhh!...Naaaaa!..." Steven whimpered as the older woman deftly worked him over, forcing him through a long, devastating ejaculation.
"That's good for getting all that juicy come out, isn't it Steven?..." Mrs. Anderson taunted.
"Unnn Hnnn!...Yesss!...Goddd!..." Steven whimpered as his cock began to loose some of its extreme rigidity and his scalding flow of juice slowed to a trickle.
"Either way you can make him come pretty easily once you get him excited enough!...I thought you knew how to do this stuff Tracey!...The boys all love it!...There!...Did I get it all sweetie?..." the red head whispered into the trembling youth's ear. She pulled Steven's shorts down, casually exposing his come slathered genitals to his enthralled aunt. Lillian stopped her juicy masturbation and began to cruise the pad of her thumb back and forth over Steven's super sensitive knob.
"Unnnn!....Unnnn!...Godddd!...Yesss!.." he gasped, shuddering as Mrs. Anderson's expert fondling enticed the last drops of sperm from his groin. His erection quickly began to dwindle in front of his aunt's smoldering gaze
"I know how to do it Lillian!..." Tracey said, her voice dripping with sarcasm.
"I just can't believe you've masturbated my nephew right in front of me!..." Steven's aunt said with an amazed yet calculating gleam in her eye.
"I certainly can't imagine what his mother is going to say when she hears about this!..."
"Whaaatttt?..." Steven cried in disbelief.
"You're not going to tell her!" he moaned as Lillian smeared his come around his groin.
"Why of course dear!...She's your mother!...I'm sure she'll be very concerned!..." Tracey answered, staring in fascination at the vast quantity of greasy sperm that her friend was rubbing over Steven's stomach.
Then Tracey got up and walked back to her sister. Lillian leaned close to Steven's ear and whispered..."Oh Oh!...It looks like someone's going to be in a lot of trouble now!...". Then she too left him and walked back around the pool to join her friends.
Steven looked on in dismay as the three women spoke quietly together. His mother glanced over at him sharply and her eyes burned into his. After listening to her sister and her friend for a moment longer, Andrea abruptly stood up and pointed a long, accusing finger at her son. She crooked her finger at him to follow her and she headed into the house.
Steven hastily pulled up his shorts, wrapped a towel around his waist and plodded from the pool house. He hurried past the wickedly smiling Lillian and Tracey without looking at them, his face burning with embarrassment.
In the house he just glimpsed his mother striding up the stairs in her high heels and he dutifully followed her into her bedroom.
Andrea closed the door loudly behind him then swung around to face her cringing son. Her generous breasts were heaving under the miniscule bikini top as she glared at Steven. He backed away from his seething mother, terrified of what she was going to say. Andrea put her fists on her hips as she stormed...
"Your aunt has been telling me an unbelievable story about you and my friend Lillian, young man!...Would you care to give me your version?..."
"Mom!...I didn't mean for anything to happen!...Nothing did happen!...Mrs. Anderson just!...she!...she!..."
"Oh of course!...I get it!...You didn't do anything!...It was all Lillian!...She just had her way with you, is that it?...You were an innocent victim!...And really nothing happened anyway!...Is that it young man?...'
"Yeah!...Really!...It was just like that mom!...Please don't be mad at me!...
"Oh I'm not mad Steven! ...I just want to get to the bottom of this! ...Now drop that towel!..."
Steven looked at his mother with a pleading, pitiful look. But he could see that she wasn't convinced with his explanation and he didn't want to make her even more angry than she already was. Nervously he let his towel drop to the floor.
Andrea stared in amazement at the stained and sodden shorts that hung from her son's waist. Her eyes flashed angrily into Steven's.
"Oh I can see nothing happened alright!...Now drop those shorts!.."
"But mom!...There's no point in me taking off my shorts!...You can see what happened!.. I'm sorry!...But it wasn't all my fault!..."
"I'm not interested in your excuses!...Take off your shorts!..."
Steven shifted around uncomfortably for a moment then reluctantly stripped off his shorts.
Andrea sucked in her breath as her son exposed his come smeared genitals to her. His prick, even though limp, was huge and beautifully sculpted. There were pearly tracks of sperm smeared everywhere over his groin. And his cock was wonderfully crimson and distended after Lillian's lurid hand job.
Andrea's hand reflexively drifted up to one of her breasts, which she idly began to press as she studied her son's handsome genitals. Steven hands came around in front of him as he tried to shield his exposed flesh from his mother.
"Put you hands behind your back!...Do as I say!...That's better!...Now Lillian told me that you've been masturbating with my panties!...Is that true Steven?..." Andrea questioned without taking her eyes from her son's naked groin.
Steven was incredibly uncomfortable with his mother staring at his bared cock. But he was also mesmerized by the way she was unconsciously fondling herself. Her hand was cupped under one of her amazing breasts and she was squeezing it and lifting it, her fingers gradually sinking deeper and deeper into that creamy flesh through her bikini. Steven sucked in his breath as he felt the stirrings of arousal growing again in his groin.
"Oh no!..." he thought..."Not now!...Oh please God!...Pleaseee!...Not now!..."
To his mother he said..."I did it once...but...but...I won't do it again!...I promise!..."
Andrea couldn't tear her eyes away from her son's exposed cock. She was sure she'd just seen it give a little twitch. My God! How big was he when he was hard? It had been quite a while since she'd been with a young man. She trembled with excitement as she imagined her son's big cock growing rigid against the thrust of her loins.
"Did you use my clean panties?...Or the ones from the laundry?..." Andrea asked quietly.
Her eyes became hooded as she pictured taking his tool in her hand, feeling those knotted veins bulge under her pressing fingers. The fact that she was his mother only heightened her growing arousal. She could imagine his rigid flesh stretching and filling her slowly, deliciously as she worked that rugged shaft deep into her needy hole. Her hand closed so hard on her breast that she popped it out from under her tiny bikini top.
"I used the dirty ones!...Oh myyyy!...Mommm!..." Steven gasped
"Ummm Hmmm!...." Andrea hissed, as her fingers brushed her responsive nipple, sending a lightning bolt of excitement darting through her groin. She felt her own juices begin to trickle down into the crotch of her bikini panties.
"You used the dirty ones did you young man?...Actually the ones I'm wearing are just about ready for the wash!...Maybe we should make sure they're really dirty first!...What do you think Steven?...Would you like to do that?..." Andrea purred, advancing on her petrified son. Steven backed away until he was up against the wall.
Andrea followed him, lifting her succulent breast in the palm of her hand and offering it to her gaping son. Her eyes sparkled with amusement as Steven's cock started to grow erect and swing upright at his groin in response to her lewd teasing.
"Mom!...Oh God!...You don't mean..!...We couldn't!...I couldn't!..." Steven moaned unconvincingly.
He'd never really had any particular fantasies about his mother before, but he was having them now. This sexy blonde, who was his mother, was looking at him like he was lunch. Andrea's perfume was clouding his senses as she neared him. His heart began to pound with confused but undeniable sexual arousal. He watched as her nipple grew red and hard and jutted out temptingly from her swollen globe. He wanted to suck on it... badly. He reached out but Andrea whispered...
"Put your hands behind you!...Don't move them unless I tell you to!...Now let's see what you do with your mother's panties!..."
In her high heels Andrea was just as tall as Steven. She pulled her bikini top down so that her two generous melons were bared and thrusting urgently over the top of the twisted material. She stepped close to her gaping son and put her hands on his shoulders. She spread her legs apart and thrust her crotch into his. Her juicy slit spread under her panties and molded itself to Steven's turgid erection while her hard nipples brushed tantalizingly against his chest. Her face was very close to his and she smiled as her son sucked in his breath, his whole body stiffening in furious arousal. She rubbed her covered cunt up and down suggestively for a moment against his cock and then stopped.
"Oh mom!...Mom!...Oh my God!..." Steven cried. He couldn't believe his voluptuous mother was teasing him like this. His naked erection was pounding eagerly against her lewdly tempting loins. He was so excited he couldn't stop himself from hunching back against the inviting press of her gently rounded mons.



"This was what I was afraid of!..." Andrea purred as she leaned in even closer. She let her legs spread a little further apart so that she could enjoy the excruciating friction of her son's hesitant dry fucking.
"You have no self control, young man!...You're full of unhealthy, obscene feelings about your mother!...What am I going to do with you?..." Andrea questioned in a throaty murmur as her own juices began to stream into her thong panties as she twisted against her son's steely shaft.
"Nooo!...No!...It's not true!..." Steven gasped, even as arousal soared and he frantically writhed against his mother's inviting pussy.
"You mean I can trust you baby?...Because that's all a mother really wants!...To be able to trust her son!...To always be able to trust him!..."
"Ohhhh!....Unnnn!...Yes mom!...Oh Godddd!...You can trust me!...Unnn!...I swear!..." Steven gasped. His cock was seething against the tantalizing press of his mother's cunt. This time she was going to be the one to make him come all over her panties.
But Andrea had other plans for her unsuspecting son.
"That's all I wanted to know!...That I can trust you!...No matter what!...Even when I do this!..." she panted, rising up on her toes. Andrea pulled her panties aside with one hand and then fisted his pulsing tool. Steven trembled with excitement as his mother bent one knee and raised it beside his hip. With her eyes burning into his, she steered his bulging knob to the entrance to her vagina and held it there.
"Unnnn!...Mommm!...What are you doing?...You're not...!...We can'ttt!..."
"Don't you want to fuck me baby?...Don't you want to stick your cock in me and fuck me?...Fuck your mother's cunt?...Don't you want to motherfuck me Steven?..." Andrea purred as she brushed Steven's ear with her moist lips.
"Motherfuck me baby!...Come on!...Motherfuck me!..." Andrea chanted in a lurid whisper, pressing her son's hard-on into the center of her juicy slit.
Steven was standing there, totally rigid, his eyes as wide as saucers as he stared back at his mother in disbelief. He couldn't believe the obscene invitation she was offering him. Even with his cock poised between her fluttering labia he couldn't imagine she would really let him do it.
Andrea smiled at her son's obvious uncertainty. Without waiting for his answer, she put her hands back on Steven's shoulders and steadied herself on her tip toes. Then she relaxed her thighs and dropped down on him, sheathing the first three inches of his cock inside her.
"Whatttt!....Naaaa!...Waitttt!...Momm!...Nooo!..." Steven gasped in confusion and excitement. He couldn't believe what was happening, that he was really inside his mothers' clinging vagina.
Andrea pressed her lips close to Steven's ear and whispered huskily..."I trust you baby!...You won't come inside me, will you?...You can fuck me just a little but don't come inside me!...O.K.?...Just put it in a little sweetheart!...Ummm!...Just a little bit!.." she purred, rising up again on her toes and then dropping down and taking another inch of Steven's throbbing member. She smiled as his shaft ballooned to an enormous girth inside her, stretching her deliciously. She knew she'd have her feverish young son coming in no time and there was nothing he could do about it.
"Ohh!...Ohhh!...Mom!...Don'ttt!...I can'tt!...I can'tttt!..." Steven yelped as he pressed the palms of his hands against the wall behind him and helplessly hunched up into his mother's juicy folds. Andrea remained on her toes, but with every little upwards thrust that Steven made she allowed herself to sink a little further down his shaft until she had three quarters of his massive tool filling her.
"So good baby!...Ummmm!...You're fucking mommy so good!...Unnn Hnnnn!...That's it!...That's it!...Motherfuck me!...Unn Hnnn!...Go onnn!..." Andrea encouraged, impaling herself even further on her son's turgid erection and then getting both feet back under her.
Biting her lip in concentration Andrea began to raise and lower her loins on Steven's glistening shaft. Up and down she posted her silky cunt on his tool in an incendiary fuck rhythm.
When Steven felt his mother's molten pussy gliding up and down on him, he knew he couldn't hold it any longer!
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Mommm!... Stoppp!!... Pleaseee!!... I'm!... Gonna!... Come!..." he gasped, scrabbling at his mother's hips as he tried to withdraw from her leeching vagina.
"Wait baby!...Just another minute!...I'm so close!...Don't come yet, lover!...Don't come inside me!..." Andrea urged, her eyes smoldering into her son's as she clutched his shoulders and began to work her cunt up and down on him in an urgent, irresistible rhythm.
"Unnnn!...Nooo!...Please!..." Steven moaned, trying to pull out as his mother milked his adolescent prick. But she had him off balance and pinned against the wall and he couldn't get away.
"Don't come inside me!...You promised, my little motherfucker!...motherfucker!... mother fucker!..." Andrea whispered with a wanton smile, jamming her moist tongue deep into Steven's ear. At the same time she let one hand drift back behind her. She reached in under her ass and cupped her son's drum taut testicles in her palm. Closing her little hand on them she deliberately dragged the nail of her outstretched index finger across Steven's tender perineum. That was it for her gasping son! She felt his balls spasm in her hand as a huge stream of come gushed into her womb.
Andrea's eyes went wide with delight when she felt the first rush of her son's seething sperm spurt into the mouth of her womb.
"Ohhh myyy!...Steven!...You're notttt!...Ohhhhh!..." Andrea gasped, her eyes sparkling into her son's with wanton excitement.
"Ohhhhhh!...Nooooo!...." Steven cried as he writhed and twisted under his mother's siphoning pussy. He tried, but he couldn't hold back the rush of sperm that was spewing inside her.
"Oh noo baby!...Don'tttt!...Don'tt come inside me!...Please!...You said you wouldn't!... Oh nooo!..." Andrea pleaded in feigned distress. At the same time she impaled herself to the root of her son's twitching member while reaching around and clutching his ass in her hands. The splash of her son's gushing sperm inside her triggered her own orgasm.
"Ohhhhhh!....Ummmmm!...Goddd!..." she hissed quietly, as her pussy began to spasm excruciatingly on her son's convulsing tool.
"Nooooo!...Nooo!...Don'ttt!...Pleasee!..." Andrea moaned in Steven's ear, punctuating her pleading by jerking her son's reluctant loins into hers in time with her orgasm. It felt so good she could barely stand it, especially as his searing cream began to trickle from the depths of her pussy and down the inside of her thigh.
"Unnnn!....Unnnn!...Mommmm!...I can't!...I can't help it!..." Steven whimpered in frantic despair as his orgasm thundered through him. It felt like his cock was on fire as his mother shimmied on his convulsing loins. He tried to pull out but she wouldn't let him.
"Ohhh!...Ummmm!...Ummm Hmmm!..." Andrea murmured contentedly. Her throbbing cunt was wringing the come from her son's balls like she was squeezing out a dishrag.
"You little shit!...I'm not on the pill right now!... Ohhh!...What if you're knocking me up?... Goddd!...What if you're making me pregnant right now!...Right this minute!...Ohhhh!... You little motherfucker!...Ohhhh Goddd!..." Andrea murmured, knowing her obscene commentary was inflaming her son even further. And she was right. His come continued to bathe her insides in frantic spurts even though she could tell he was just about emptied.
"I'm sorryyy!...Sooo Sorry!...Mother!...Please!..." Steven whimpered, shifting pitifully from foot to foot as his rampant tool began to lose it's edge and the rush of his sperm began to dwindle.
Andrea smiled as her son sobbed in front of her, the tears running down his crimson cheeks. She writhed contentedly on Steven's still faintly pulsing cock for a moment longer and then she stopped, her eyes boring into his.
"How could you!...You said I could trust you!...You promised you wouldn't!...But you did anyway!...You came inside of me!...Didn't you?...Didn't you?..." Andrea ranted in mock outrage as she dismounted her son's scarlet shaft and stepped away from him. She strode across the room to her make-up table. In her high heels, her ass shifted back and forth alluringly under her thong bikini. She turned and stared at her son's livid penis for a moment then she returned her eyes to his.
"Look what you've done!...Just look!..." Andrea said, stripping her bikini bottom off and putting her hands on her hips. She leaned back against the edge of the table and spread her thighs. Steven stared mesmerized at the greasy, swollen labia peeking out from his mother's come tangled bush. Her little bra was still twisted up under her thrusting breasts. Even though he had just fucked her, Steven hadn't really seen his mother naked. Now with her whorishly offered breasts and her just fucked bloom on lewd display, Andrea looked incredibly sexy to her guilt ridden son.
Andrea knew what she was doing as she wantonly displayed her nudity to her son. She kept her vagina tightly clenched so that the majority of Steven's come remained inside her.
"Come here!...I want you to see it!...Really see it!..." Andrea commanded, pointing to a spot on the floor in front of her.
Steven shuffled nearer to his mother, not really understanding what she wanted.
When he was near, Andrea reached out and tangled one hand in his hair and forced him to his knees directly in front of her. Steven looked up at his mother in anxious bewilderment. She glared down at him through the cleavage of her looming breasts, her one hand still firmly planted on her hip, the other directing his face upwards.
"My cunt's full Steven!...Ummm Hmmm!...Full of hot come!...The come you just put there!... So much come that it's filling me and running down my leg!...I want you to look at what you've done!..." Andrea taunted, glaring down at her cringing son.
With that she widened her stance a little more and tipped her pelvis up, virtually thrusting her greasy cunt into Steven's face.
Steven was awestruck by his close up view of his mother's groin. There were trails of sperm criss-crossing Andrea's blonde muff and streaking her thighs. Her labia were scarlet and swollen from her recent fuck and bulging provocatively. Her crotch reeked of sex and sweat, an odor that was incredibly erotic. Steven's excitement mounted even further as his mother reached into her groin and parted her labia with two fingers. She spread the livid pink slash of her cunt mouth and Steven gaped at her most intimate parts. Andrea knew Steven was getting aroused by her lewd display. She wanted him hard again and she knew just how to push his adolescent buttons. She relaxed a little and allowed a trickle of pearlescent come to dribble from her pussy.
"Ohhh my!...I'm leaking!...Look at that!..." Andrea murmured, tightening her grip on her son's hair and pulling his face a little closer.
"Ohhhhhh!...Mommmm!..." Steven murmured glancing up into his mother's flushed face as she stared down at him. But he quickly lowered his gaze to watch the slimy goo ooze out of her vagina in a sluggish stream. It dribbled slowly through Andrea's slit, seeping through her crotch and down her thigh.
Andrea smiled to see her son's cock lurching upright once more at his groin as he knelt in front of her. She angled her pussy even higher and framed her inflamed clitoris between her V shaped fingers.
"Feeling all your come inside me is so exciting baby!...You've got me so hot!...Look how swollen I am!...I'm ready to burst!... Lick it for me baby!...Lick my clit!..." Andrea urged, dragging Steven's face right up to her glistening quim.
"Mommm!...Noooo!..." Steven panted, resisting the pull of her insistent hand. He couldn't believe his mother wanted him to go down on her. There was no way he was going to get any of that come in his mouth and yet he longed to taste his mother's beckoning pussy.
Andrea knew what he was thinking. And she also knew that with a little more coaxing and he'd be eating her out like it was his last meal.
"Just use the tip of your tongue baby!...Just lick it a little!..." Andrea urged in a girlish pleading.
Hesitantly, Steven extended his tongue as his mother forced his face into her crotch.
"Yesssss!...." Andrea hissed as her son hesitantly swiped his tongue back and forth over her responsive sex trigger.
"Goddd!...Yesss!..." she groaned again, hunching down gently on her son's tentative tongue. She relaxed a little more, feeding him just a few drops of the steamy come she was holding inside.
"Uhhhh!...Uhhhhh!...Mmmm!.." Steven murmured eagerly. There was an oily, metallic taste to his mother's crotch but it wasn't bad really. And having his sexy mother writhing against his searching tongue was the most exciting thing he had ever imagined. His hands came up to grip her hips as he applied the flat of his tongue to the apex of her slit.
"Unnn!...Goddd! ..Yeahhh!...Eat me baby!...Unnn Hnnn!...That's it!...That's it!..." Andrea encouraged as her son cautiously savored her dripping vagina. She was going to have a big come, she could tell. All she needed was for Steven to get to work at her seething loins.
"You like that don't you baby!...You're going to eat me so good, aren't you baby?..." Andrea teased as she slowly stood upright, holding her son's face tight to her crotch.
Steven could barely manage a muffled..."Umm Hmmm!..." as he gazed up expectantly into Andrea's sparkling eyes.
Steven's mother took two small steps forward and straddled his shoulders, forcing him to bend over backwards beneath her. In her high heels Andrea towered over Steven. She smiled down at him as he peered back up at her from between her firmly pressing thighs. With her eyes smoldering into his, she reached down and pulled apart her vagina, spreading herself luridly on her son's upturned face .
"Mmmmm!...Mmmm!...Wwaahhh!..." Steven moaned, looking up apprehensively at his mother. He had to drop his hands behind him to support himself as Andrea began to grind her juicy trench back and forth on his lips, his chin, his nose... on all of his wide-eyed face.
"Ummm!...Come on baby!...Put your tongue inside me!....Go on!...See what mommy's got for you!..." Andrea snarled, pulling his face in tighter to her. She bore down on her vaginal muscles and smiled to feel more of the viscous sperm emerge from her pussy.
"Mmmmm!...Mmwahhh!...Naahhh!..." Steven sputtered as the warm goo bathed his surprised face. Suddenly his mother's sodden slit was enveloping his mouth and his nose. He could barely breathe! Her steamy interior was smothering him. But the feel and taste of her juicy loins was so overwhelming that Steve couldn't resist her. His mouth opened wide, his tongue lashed out and he attacked her seething pussy like a starving man.
"Unnnnn!...Unnnn!...Baby!...Baby!...Yessss!...My little motherfucker!...My little cunt licker!...That's it!..." Andrea groaned, throwing back her head and bearing down on her son's slavering mouth as her insides drew taut in response to his salacious assault.
"Unnnn!...Goddd!...Yesss!...Yessss!...Yesss!..." she cried as another orgasm overcame her and the spasms began to wrack her loins. She crossed her ankles, scissoring Steven's head between her meaty thighs as she twisted on his mouth.
As her loins convulsed she lost control of her vaginal muscles and the huge pool of come that she had been still holding inside came gushing out. She looked down excitedly and locked her eyes on her son's as the torrent of come spewed into his face.
"Phwwaahhh!...Mmmfhhhhh!...Unnnn!...Mommmm!..." Steven sputtered frantically, gagging on the deluge of sperm that was drenching him. He tried to scramble out from beneath his mother's spasming loins. But Andrea held him firmly in place between her muscular thighs.
"Yessss!...Don't stop baby!...I need you now!...Ummm Hmmm!...Eat me you little shit!...Get you tongue in there and eat me!..." Andrea hissed, forcing Steven's face furiously into her spasming groin.
Although Steven struggled, he couldn't free himself from his mother's feverish embrace.
"Ummmm!...Ummmm!...Yeahhh!..." Andrea groaned, continuing to ride her son's face as her climax rocked her loins. Steven choked and sputtered beneath the seemingly endless flow of fluids that streamed from his mother's pussy. His face was totally smeared from his hair line to his chin with greasy sperm.
"Ngggggg!...Naaaaa!...Noooo!..." he whimpered beneath his mother's plunging loins.
Andrea ignored her son's pitiful gasping and pulled his face even tighter into her crotch to savor the diminishing spasms of her orgasm.
Steven was totally smothered by his mother's steamy cunt. He couldn't breathe and soon his vision began to blur. There was still the far away feeling of moist flesh and wiry pubic hair frictioning his face but soon even that sensation passed and Steven began to slump beneath his mother's loins.
Andrea smiled when she realized that her son was on the verge of passing out beneath her. Gracefully she released his come smeared face from between her thighs and lowered his head to the floor. Steven stared up at her with glassy eyes, his chest heaving as he gasped for breath
With her legs still spread in a vee above him, Andrea bore down with her inner muscles, forcing the last of the come from her smoldering depths and allowing it to drip down onto her son's upturned face.
Steven watched as from a distance as the gooey cream ran from his mother's vagina and trickled obscenely into his open mouth. He didn't even want to turn away.
Andrea smiled down at her son as he panted and licked his lips beneath her.
"You've been such a good boy baby!...I can't wait to tell your aunt Tracey!...I'm sure she's got some dirty panties with your name on them!...Laundry day at her house is tomorrow!...You might want to get a good night's sleep!.."
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Adam hadn't seen Mrs. Ford in a couple of weeks although the memory of the late evening they had spent in her back yard was still vivid in his mind. He had agonized over whether or not he should get in touch with her. He thought of calling her and asking if she needed someone to clean her pool, but then he would cringe at the sexual overtones that were so obvious in such an offer. Ultimately he decided that it was unlikely that his mother's best friend would want him calling her up like some moon struck teenager which was, in fact, pretty much what he was. But he still spent most of his nights reliving their erotic sexual encounter and messing up his sheets.
It was at a country club dance on a Saturday night that he finally saw Mrs. Ford again. He and a couple of his friends from school had been asked to work serving dinner. Adam had hoped he might see her but he had checked out all the tables early and she wasn't there.
He had gotten a ride over with Amelia, a girl from school that he had just started seeing. After they finished serving she was going to give him a ride home but first she wanted to talk to some other friends who were there. There was a pretty good band and a lot of people were dancing. Adam had gone to the bar for a coke while he waited for Amelia. That was when Mrs. Ford came up to him.
"Well hello there Adam!...Fancy meeting you here!..." she said as she sidled up to the bar next to Adam and put down her drink.
Adam hadn't seen her coming. He jumped when she said his name. When he saw who it was, he sucked in an excited breath. He couldn't help himself as he ravaged the lovely blonde with his eyes. Mrs. Ford was wearing a red Chinese silk sheath that clung thrillingly to her hour glass figure. Her arms and shoulders were bare. Her hair was pulled up with a few blonde curls artfully straying from the silken pile. The dress had a high collar and the crimson silk was taut around her chest, her waist and her lower torso where it ended about mid-calf. There was a long slit up the side, almost to her waist so she could walk in her wickedly high heels. And there was a teasing glimpse of her nylon clad thigh through the slit in the dress.
"Mrs. Ford!...Hi!...I looked for you earlier but didn't see you!..." Adam stammered, his heart starting to pound excitedly.
Lauren Ford looked at him with an amused expression as she pushed her drink across the bar for a refill.
"Brad had a late flight and dropped me off on his way to the airport. He's out of town for a couple of days. But I didn't want to miss all the fun, so here I am! How have you been Adam? I haven't seen you for what...oh at least a couple of weeks?...How have you been?..."
Adam was so flustered he hardly could speak. Mrs. Ford was talking like she hardly remembered when they'd last seen each other. And yet on that occasion she had wantonly seduced him, treating him to his first oral sex experience. The image of his turgid cock gushing beneath her ovalled lips as her eyes sparkled up into his was burned into his brain.
"Oh I've been fine!...Busy at school you know...And sometimes I get to work a couple of evenings, like tonight..."
"Didn't I see you with Marcia Hennesy's daughter just before?... I didn't know you two were together."
"Amelia?... And me?... Oh no.... She's just a friend. She gave me a ride over and she's supposed to give me a ride home...if she doesn't forget..." Adam said sheepishly.
"Why she seems so sweet Adam! ...I'm sure she'd be interested in a good looking young guy like you!... Have you asked her out? ...You should... I think you'd make a lovely couple, don't you?..." Mrs. Ford asked with a teasing smile.
"Well I've been kind of busy and I don't know Mrs. Ford...I...I haven't really been paying too much attention to the girls ...to the girls at school lately..." Adam said lamely.
Mrs. Ford continued to look into his eyes with a calculating smile.
"You know what they say...all work and no play makes Adam a dull boy...and we wouldn't want that!...Why don't you dance with me!..." Mrs. Ford said. Leaving her drink, she took Adam's hand and started pulling him towards the dance floor.
"Really Mrs. Ford!...I'm not very good!...This probably isn't a real good idea!..." Adam said, trying not to be ungracious. He really was a terrible dancer and usually felt like an idiot on the dance floor.
But Mrs. Ford wasn't letting him off the hook that easily as she dragged him out to the middle of the floor then turned to face him.
"Come on!...You might like it!..." Lauren said with a saucy wink. Then she put her hands together in front of her and began to twist her hips and shoulders in time with the music.
Adam was transfixed for a moment. He hadn't initially thought that Mrs. Ford's dress was particularly sexy, but he had been wrong. When Lauren started to dance her voluptuous breasts heaved and rippled enticingly beneath the tight silk that sheathed them. He could clearly see the shapely moons of her ass flexing as she swiveled her hips beneath the gauzy silk material. And sometimes her nylon sheathed thigh would come snaking out of the slit in the side of the dress, giving Adam a eye-catching glimpse of her stocking tops.
Lauren watched him with amusement as Adam stood there like a statue. She slowly raised her arms until her hands were in her hair. Then she turned slightly and started bumping her hips into Adam from the side. The young man couldn't take his eyes off the seductive Mrs. Ford but he eventually realized he was expected to dance. He tried to follow her motions and before long his body was swaying rhythmically. He was obviously out of his league trying to match her sinuous and spellbinding shimmy but he didn't do too badly. The band dragged the song out for quite a while but eventually it ended and Adam and Mrs. Ford were both quite out of breath. Adam started to head back to the bar but Lauren stopped him.
"I need a cigarette... Let's go outside for a minute..." she said, pulling Adam towards the deck. She picked up a pack of cigarettes that was on a table that they passed on their way out the door.
When they were outside she quickly lit up and took a deep drag as she leaned back against the railing. She kept her eyes locked on his, still smiling quietly at him with an amused expression on her face.
"Thank you Adam!... That wasn't so bad was it?...You dance very well!..."
"Oh that's not true... I know I'm not very good but at least I didn't step on you!..."
"Oh I think you could be good Adam...Very good!...You just need someone to show you some of the basics!...Would you like me to show you a few things?... "
"Mrs. Ford...I don't..!...I'm not sure!..." Adam stammered. He wanted to think that this beautiful woman was sort of coming on to him again but he didn't want to make a fool of himself by jumping to conclusions.
Lauren continued to watch him as she took another drag of her cigarette. Then she stepped close to him and said...
"Here...Over here..." as she pulled him into a secluded corner on the deck. The band could still be heard playing but they were playing a slow tune now.
"I think you could be a wonderful dancer!...All you need is someone to show you a few moves..." Lauren said in a husky murmur, slowly sliding her arms around Adam's neck as she looked into his eyes.
"Would you like me to teach you?..."
"Ohhhh!...Yes!...Yes, please Mrs. Ford!..." Adam answered excitedly as the older blonde's perfume enveloped him. The feel of her bare arms drifting around his neck as her body pressed lightly against his made him dizzy with excitement.
"All right!...Just relax and let me show you what to do!..." Mrs. Ford said with sparkling eyes as she moved in closer.
The sultry blonde was enjoying herself. She had been looking forward to getting her hands on young Adam again and this was turning into the perfect opportunity.
"Just let your body feel it!..."she murmured as she molded her voluptuous curves to the inexperienced young man and began to gently sway against him.
"Oh my!..." Adam gasped quietly. He hadn't expected anything like this. He had thought Mrs. Ford was being quite reserved with him and now, all of a sudden she was in his arms, her warm, lush curves pressing against him in the most arousing manner. His youthful cock quickly stiffened and bulged through the front of his pants. He moved fairly awkwardly, embarrassed that Mrs. Ford might realize he had an erection just from dancing with her.
Lauren Ford smiled to feel Adam's cock lurching between them. She stood on her tip toes to take a drag from her cigarette over his shoulder. She made sure to thrust her silky curves even more tightly against him as she did so
"Relax, baby!...I can feel you tensing up!...Just relax!...Think of something you really like!...I know!...Why don't you tell me about the best blow job you ever got!..." Lauren breathed huskily into Adam's ear as she twisted against him.
"Ohhhh!...Mrs. Ford!..." Adam gasped in dismay. He definitely didn't know how to answer that question but just hearing it from Mrs. Ford's lips sent a lightning bolt of excitement jolting through his groin. Reflexively his hips shot forward, and he moaned quietly as he hunched his aching boner into Mrs. Ford's swiveling loins.
"Was it out by the pool?...With me Adam?...That night I sucked you off two weeks ago?...Ummm!...That was a good one wasn't it!...You came so much I could barely swallow it all!...Did you like that Adam?..."
Adam only groaned quietly again in response. His eyes closed and he pictured the moment again for the hundredth time in his head when Mrs. Ford's eyes were burning up into his over her sunken cheeks as she avidly sucked the come from his throbbing tool.
"Ohhhh!...." he gasped again, hunching even more excitedly into Mrs. Ford's provocative loins.
Lauren's moist breath gusted into his ear as she purred...."Remember how you came in my mouth!... Even after I asked you not to!...Your cock was so big I thought I was going to choke on it, you bad boy!...And so much come!...I could barely swallow it all!...You were so bad, weren't you baby?.."
As she spoke Lauren took one of Adam's hands in hers and guided it under the slit in the side of her dress. She pressed his hand around behind her and onto her bare ass. Adam's outstretched fingertips were just slipping under the tiny strip of her thong underwear when she sank her nails into the back of his hand, making him squeeze her creamy butt hard.
"Ohhhh!..." she groaned appreciatively, slamming her loins forward and molding her silk clad vagina hotly into Adam's straining loins.
"Unnnn!...Unnn!...Oohhhh!..." Adam cried at the searing press of Mrs. Ford's groin against his. He never even had a chance to try and hold back. His cock stiffened feverishly against the silky heat of the older woman's thrusting loins. His balls lurched and suddenly his come was spewing in his pants in a molten rush.
"Oh my!...Adam!...What are you doing?... " Lauren Ford whispered with an amused smile, knowing full well what she was doing the eager young man.
Adam look downed at the smiling blonde then closed his eyes and groaned with embarrassment and arousal.
"Are you coming?...You are, aren't you?..." Lauren asked coyly as she felt the unmistakable throbbing of Adam's boner against her. This was too much fun she thought as she tilted her pelvis up and in, jamming her satin sheathed vulva into Adam's spasming groin.
"Nahhhh!...Ohhhh!...Nooo!..." Adam moaned. But he couldn't help himself from clutching Mrs. Ford 's ass as his orgasm washed over him. Helplessly he hunched against the press of her swiveling pussy.
"You're such a bad boy Adam!...What am I going to do with you?..." Mrs. Ford teased as the gasping teen-ager trembled in her arms, his come spewing into his shorts. She giggled as his gushing sperm began to soak through his pants and spread warmly against the relentless press of her loins.
"Adam?..."
There was a muted silence for a second as Adam opened his eyes and looked at Mrs. Ford. Her eyes sparkled back into his as his cock continued to throb and his come spurted against her.
"Adam?...Are you coming?..."
And then Adam realized it wasn't Mrs. Ford who was talking to him. It was Amelia! She was looking around the corner of one of the doorways from the dining room and was speaking to him. He had no idea how long she'd standing there.
Mrs. Ford discreetly slipped his hand off her ass and back around to his side. She turned her head slightly to look over her shoulder at the young lady standing there. But she did nothing to disengage herself from Adam's bucking loins. If anything she shoved her teasing cunt more tightly against him.
"Hi!...You must be Amelia!...I'm Lauren!...Adam was just telling me about you!..." Mrs. Ford said to Amelia, even as Adam's cock continued to pulse out its fiery sperm against her.
"Ohhhh!..." Adam groaned, trying to act normal in this incredibly awkward situation. He stood rigidly erect in front of Mrs. Ford, hoping Amelia wouldn't think there was anything more going on than some innocent dancing.
"Ohhh!...Hi!...Unn!... Amelia!...Are you ready to go?..." he squeaked out in a choked voice over Mrs. Ford's shoulder.
Amelia looked at him like he was some kind of human sub-species.
"Well I am whenever you're finished doing whatever it is that you're doing!..." she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. Then she turned on her heel and stomped off.
Mrs. Ford waved at Amelia's departing figure then returned her attention to Adam. She slipped one hand between them and closed it on his cock through the sodden crotch of his pants.
"Are you finished baby?...Are you?..." Mrs. Ford asked, giving Adam's cock a couple of sharp tugs that made him moan as she coaxed the last of his come from his aching testicles.
"I'm sorry Mrs. Ford!...I couldn't help it!...It's just that I had been thinking about you so much...and ...and...Ohhhh Goddd!..." Adam groaned as Mrs. Ford gave him a luxurious cock massage through his pants.
"I know baby!...I know!...It's alright!...Now why don't you go ask your pretty little friend if she would mind dropping me off while she's taking you home..." Lauren said to Adam as she stepped back from the blushing young man. She looked down at Adam's pants and smiled when she saw that they were totally saturated with his come.
Adam's shorts had already turned cold and were starting to stick to his crotch uncomfortably. He was so embarrassed by his premature ejaculation that he couldn't even bring himself to look at the smiling blonde who was regarding him with such amusement.
"I hope you brought a change of clothes with you!....Now go talk to Amelia!..."
"Yes Mrs. Ford..." Adam answered sheepishly, heading to the locker room to change.
Fifteen minutes later, Mrs. Ford was sitting in the back seat of an ancient Chevy Malibu getting a ride home. Amelia and Adam were sitting up front. There was a frigid silence filling the air. Mrs. Ford had happened to catch up with the young couple at the door of the club as Amelia was seething at Adam about ..."what did he think he was doing with that old bitch anyway and why did she have to give her a ride home!..."
Mrs. Ford only smiled sweetly as if she hadn't heard and thanked Amelia for going out of her way for her. Amelia didn't have much choice at that point so she had driven off sullenly, periodically staring daggers at Adam who didn't dare say a word.
A few minutes later they pulled up in front of Mrs. Ford's house.
"Adam!... Would you be a dear and come in with me... I think I've blown a fuse in the kitchen and the electrical panel is behind the fridge and I can't move it... I'm sure it will only take a minute... You don't mind do you Amelia?..." Mrs. Ford asked.
Without really waiting for an answer, Lauren got out of the car and headed up the walkway. Adam cast a despairing look at his girl friend then hustled out of the car and after her. The scheming blonde suppressed a satisfied smirk as she opened the door and stepped inside with Adam right behind her.
Once she had closed the door, Mrs. Ford made no motion to go further inside. She just turned to Adam and, with here eyes sparkling merrily into his, she let one hand slide up around his neck while her other hand drifted down into his crotch. She grabbed his responsive tool through his pants, straightened it up and started rubbing it in the most lascivious manner as she moved her lips to his ear.
"There really is something I want you to do for me before you go Adam!.." she murmured, nipping his ear lobe with her sharp little teeth. She smiled to feel his cock lengthening quickly at her lewd caress.
"Unnnn!...Mrs. Ford!...I really can't stay..!...Amelia will...!...I!....Ohhh!..." Adam gasped as Mrs. Ford slid her hand down under his jutting cock, cupped his balls and gave them a torrid squeeze.
"Eat me baby!...Please!...I want you to eat me!..." the sultry blonde whispered in her best little girl voice. With her eyes burning into his, she closed her hand even tighter on Adam's tender nuts and slowly stretched them down from his groin.
"Unnnn!...Naahhh!...Ahhh!..." Adam gasped as he sank to his knees to relieve the nauseating pain that shot through his groin at Mrs. Ford's rough fondling.
Lauren smiled down at the cringing young man. With one hand she reached down and began to haul up the crimson silk sheath that enwrapped her. With the other she pressed down on Adam's shoulder, forcing him to drop his ass on his heels. In that position he was at eye level with the diminutive blonde's snatch as she unveiled it to him.
"Oh my God!..." Adam gasped at his first glimpse of Mrs. Ford's bared loins.
Lauren's black nylons were stretched taut by black satin garters attached to a lacy black garter belt that surrounded her waist. As if the miniscule panties she was wearing weren't brief enough, they had a split crotch that framed the enticing bulge of Mrs. Ford's cleanly shaved vagina.
"It looks good enough to eat doesn't it lover?..." the sultry older woman asked in a husky murmur. She tilted her loins up and parted her swollen labia wide with two fingers. Adam's mouth dropped open as he gaped hungrily at Mrs. Ford's luridly posed crimson slash. The little mouth was glistening with her juice and he could see it faintly pulsing with arousal.
Adam struggled to tear his eyes away from Lauren's gleaming pussy and looked up at the smiling blonde nervously.
"Come on Adam!...Don't be shy!...Give the little kitty a lick!...Eat my pussy!..." Lauren said, puckering her lips at him in a mocking moue as she swung one nylon sheathed leg over Adam's shoulder. She slipped one hand into his hair to hold him steady as she lowered her ripe cunt onto his mouth.
"Ummmmphhhhh!..." Adam moaned gutturally as he leaned upwards into the press of Mrs. Ford's fluttering vagina. His lips parted and his tongue swirled eagerly into the juicy slit that swiveled on his face.
"Ahhhh!...That's itttt!...Ummm Hmm!...Yesss!...Don't stop!...Make the little pussy cream baby!..." Lauren purred happily, winding her other leg over Adam's shoulder so that she straddled his upturned face. With her wide eyes sparkling down into his, she pulled his face roughly into the vee of her loins, bent her knees and hunched excitedly on his slavering tongue.
"Mmmmpfff!...Ummmfff!...Mwwahhhh!..." Adam groaned, looking up anxiously over Mrs. Ford's looming breasts as he attacked her seething loins. He had to prop himself by his arms in order to stay upright beneath her feverishly bucking groin. With Lauren's nylon clad legs wrapped around his head, Adam could only faintly hear the sound of a horn honking outside.
"Shit!..." Mrs. Ford gasped, momentarily distracted by the car horn blaring. Then smiling again, she crossed her ankles, clamping Adam's face tight between her muscular thighs. She took his head in two hands and began to grind roughly on his outstretched tongue.



"Don't stop baby!...Don't stop!...I'm almost there!.." she gasped, her hips jerking frenetically as the tension grew in her seething vagina. Adam saw her eyes fluttering closed as she ground her cunt feverishly down on him. He responded by taking her swollen clit between his lips and lashing it back and forth as hard and as fast as he could with his tongue.
"Ahhhhh!....Fuckkk!...Yesssss!...Yesss!..." Mrs. Ford cried as her loins stiffened achingly above Adam's feverishly leeching suck. Then her cunt began to spasm. She began to shudder like she was being electrocuted on top of Adam's darting tongue. Her juices began to stream from her loins in ecstatic, fiery pulses.
"Mmphhh!...Nahhhh!...Ummphh!!..." Adam moaned, barely audibly. His hands fluttered aimlessly around Mrs. Ford's waist as he tried to shift his face and get some breathing room. But he was no match for the muscular, nylon sheathed legs that were clamped viciously around his ears.
"Unnnn!...Unnnnn!...Goddd!...Yess!..." she hissed as she wrenched Adam's gasping face up into her convulsing loins
It felt to Adam like Mrs. Ford was going to crush his skull between her wildly shuddering thighs. But her excitement was contagious and he attacked her quivering loins like it was his last meal. He barely noticed the intermittent honking that was going on in front of the house.
"Ohhhh!...Unnnn!...Unnn Hnnnn!...Unnn Hnnn!..." Mrs. Ford whimpered as her orgasm slowly waned and she settled more and more heavily on Adam's flushed face. She smiled as she looked down and saw his rosy cheeks turned up towards her. His face was smeared from his chin to his hairline with her copious outpouring. And still he mouthed her now intensely sensitive pussy.
"That's enough baby!...You can stop now!..." Mrs. Ford sighed as she dismounted Adam's glistening face.
She drew him up by his hair and, without lowering her hiked up skirt, she backed up against the front door. She put her hands on Adam's shoulders and pulled the panting young man with her.
"You're quite the lover aren't you baby?..." Lauren teased as she reached down and wrestled with Adam's belt and his zipper. In no time she had opened his pants and his shorts and shoved them to his knees. In her high heels she was just as tall as he was. Adam whimpered as his rigid boner jutted from his loins and glided over Lauren's come smeared mons. The searing heat of her against his engorged flesh made him dizzy with arousal.
"Now what are you going to do?..." the sultry temptress asked as she raised one knee along Adam's side and hooked her heel around his ass. She stretched up on tip toe until the center of her beckoning pussy surrounded Adam's engorged cock crown.
"Mrs. Ford!..." Adam whimpered, as he swayed uncertainly in front of the wanton older woman.
At that moment there was a tentative knock on the door and Adam's eyes widened like he'd been shot. Mrs. Ford regarded him for a moment with an amused smile. Then she straightened up a little more, tightened her leg on Adam's ass and dropped down on him like a stone. In one smooth motion she impaled herself on Adam's steely erection right down to his balls.
"Unnnn!..." Adam gasped in desperate confusion. Mrs. Ford's pussy was searing hot and smooth as silk as it enfolded him. Being inside her was his wildest wet dream come true. But Amelia was on the other side of the door and she wasn't going to be ignored for very long! What was he going to do?
"So what are you going to do now?..." Mrs. Ford teased, clenching her inner muscles and wringing Adam's cock with her molten interior.
"Ohhhhh!...Unnnn!...Oh my Godddd!..." Adam cried. Mrs. Ford's cunt was rippling around his responsive tool like a moist, supple glove. He knew Amelia was at the door but he couldn't help himself. Reflexively his hands came out and he grabbed onto Lauren's hips as he thrust up from his toes.
"Ohhhhh!..." the sultry blonde murmured as Adam's knob thrust into the opening of her tender womb.
"That's it!...Fuck me!..." she hissed, sliding her arms around Adam's neck. She hoisted herself up a couple of inches and then dropped down again onto the young man's straining groin.
"Unnnnnn!..." Adam groaned, heaving upwards.
"Yeahhh!...That's it!!...Fuck me baby!...Fuck me!..." Lauren encouraged as she rose up yet again, tempting the eager young man to plunder her steamy loins.
"Ohhhhh!...Unnnn!...Unnnn!..." Adam whimpered as he began to lunge up feverishly over and over into Mrs. Ford's irresistibly enticing vagina.
"Oh yeah!...Unnn Hnn!...Come on lover!...Unn Hnnn!...Fuck me Adam!...Yeah!...Fuck me!..." Mrs. Ford encouraged, clenching her muscular thigh around her young lover's ass and urging him on.
The knocking resumed once more with a little more force. Adam barely heard it as he slammed Mrs. Ford against the door again and again in a frantic rhythm. He was fucking her so hard he was making the sidelights around the door rattle.
"Adam?...Are you alright?...What are you doing?.." Amelia called through the door.
"Adam?...Are you alright?..." Mrs. Ford mimicked, reaching down to cup Adam's balls in her hand. He was hunching into her so feverishly she could barely get a grip on his drum taut testicles.
"Are you going to come Adam?..." Lauren teased, giving his balls a sensuous squeeze that made his come churn for release.
"Yesss!...Yes!...I'm going to come!..." Adam gasped in a whisper to Mrs. Ford.
"Tell her!..." Lauren demanded, as she again banged her cunt to the root of Adam's cock and squeezed him with all her might.
Adam hesitated for a moment as his cock grew to an enormous size inside Mrs. Ford's wringing pussy.
"I'm coming!..." he whispered again. And then in response to Lauren's little hand closing even more tightly on his balls he yelped out loud..."I'm coming!..."
And Lauren could feel it to. Adam's cock had ballooned to an enormous size inside her and he was frantically straining upwards from his toes into her grinding pussy.
Then Mrs. Ford did something Adam couldn't believe! She slipped her hand from his balls and ringed the root of his cock with her thumb and index finger. She squeezed hard as she nimbly dismounted his rampant erection. Then, with Adam gaping at her incredulously, she smoothed down her bunched up dress and turned and reached for the latch on the door.
Adam didn't think this could really be happening!
"Mrs. Ford!...No!...Wait!...Don't!..." he whispered fearfully.
But Lauren ignored him and with a lewd wink she jiggled her little fist at the base of his cock. She parted her lips into a suggestive 'O' and slowly swiped her tongue around her lipsticked mouth. The dazed young man looked at her aghast but couldn't help hunching upwards into her persuasive hand.
Mrs. Ford opened the door about a foot and a half and there was Amelia. Lauren kept her hand on the door frame so that Amelia couldn't come in. Adam was shielded behind the door and Amelia couldn't see him but she could see that Mrs. Ford was thoroughly dishevelled and had an unmistakably 'fresh fucked' look about her.
But before the irate young girl could say anything Mrs. Ford said..."I'm terribly sorry dear!.. It turned into a bigger job than I thought it was going to be!..."
At the same time she relaxed the ring of her fingers on Adam's shaft and fisted him loosely. Then she slammed her closed hand down to the base of his cock where she exerted a relentless downward pressure. This practiced touch had Adam straining upwards from his toes in helpless response.
"Unnnn!...Unnn!...Noooo!..." Adam whimpered as quietly as he could. He gripped the top of the door and bit his lip as his hips thrust up helplessly into Mrs. Ford's irresistibly pressing hand.
Mrs. Ford glanced down at that moment and was pleased to see that Adam's cock couldn't possibly get any bigger. His erection was a livid crimson and it's skin looked like it was stretched paper thin. The purple veins surrounding his shaft were throbbing above her clasping hand. His pee slit was stretched into a gaping oval and as she watched, a giant stream of come erupted from that twitching hole and splattered wetly against the door.
A gasping...."Ohhhh!..." could faintly be heard from Adam.
Mrs. Ford smiled broadly and without taking her eyes from Adam's spewing cock she said... "But he really is coming!...Really!...Ummm Hmmm!...It will just be another minute!..."
Mrs. Ford then looked at Amelia with sparkling eyes as she jerked Adam off in time with his feverish ejaculation.
"Ohhhhh!...Ahhhh!...Ahhhhh!...Nnnn!..." Adam whimpered as his balls lurched again and again and torrents of come spewed against the door in fiery spurts.
Amelia thought she could see Mrs. Ford's shoulder shifting up and down as she stood there in front of her, but she couldn't be sure. And at the same time it sounded like there was a tap dripping profusely somewhere in the background.
"I've really got to go Mrs. Ford!...My parents are expecting me!..."
"Yesss!...Yesss!...I'm sure!..." Mrs. Ford hissed, her eyes dancing into Amelia's as she pulled Adam's come up from his balls in urgent hand strokes.
"Maybe he should just call a cab!..." Amelia seethed, staring stonily at Mrs. Ford.
"Unnn!...Unnnn!...Nooo!..."Adam whimpered as he bucked helplessly into Mrs. Ford's shuttling fist. The come was no longer jetting from his cock but it still pulsed urgently from his pee slit where it streamed over Lauren's jogging hand and trickled down onto his balls.
"Oh no dear!...I'm sure he's just about done!...You wait right there and I'll go get him!..." Mrs. Ford said with a smile, closing the door on the silently fuming young girl.
She turned and gave Adam a wicked smile as she dropped to her knees in front of him. She stuck his still throbbing erection into her mouth and sucked on it slavishly.
"Ahhhhh!..." Adam wailed quite loudly. His cock was now at its most sensitive from his feverish orgasm. Mrs. Ford's mouth on his livid flesh sent searing bolts of excitement jolting through his groin. A wracking spasm gripped him and he thought his knees would buckle as more come spewed from his angry prick.
The kneeling blonde looked up at the quivering youth, her lips curled in a smirk around his shaft. She knew exactly what she was doing to Adam's overworked genitals.
"Ummmm!...Umm Hmmm!...Umm Hmmm!..." she coaxed. She sucked him so hard her cheeks sank deeply around his tumid flesh. While Adam looked down at her in disbelief, she flailed the tender underside of his cock crown with a lashing tongue and sank her teeth lightly into the middle of his shaft.
"Naaaaa!...." he cried out again, as his balls convulsed painfully and a few final drops of sperm oozed into Mrs. Ford's siphoning suck.
The wanton blonde made a great show of swallowing the mouthful of come she had been savoring then finished young Adam off with a lurid slurp as she pulled her face up and off his shaft.
"Did I get it all?.." the sultry blonde asked, slowly standing up in front of the panting young man.
She reached down and once again fisted his greasy tool. This time she jammed her thumb into the big vein on the underside of his cock and pressed upwards like she was squeezing the last of the tooth paste out of the tube.
"Unnnnn!...Don'tt!..." Adam groaned, his hands darting down to try and stop her as Lauren reached the tender underside of his cock crown. She looked at him knowingly as she frictioned that tender spot with a brisk back and forth sweep of her thumb. Adam's balls lurched one last time, painfully, and he half doubled over as a final bubble of come seeped out of his gleaming knob.
"There!...That's it!..." Lauren said confidently as she released Adam's spent tool and calmly pulled up his pants.
Adam noticed then that Mrs. Ford's lipstick was quite visibly smeared and there was a snail's trail of sperm tailing from the corner of her mouth.
Mrs. Ford didn't seem to notice and she didn't take any particular care as she buttoned him up and shoved his shirt down into his pants. Adam was pink and sweaty from all of his exertions and his clothes were a mess. Mrs. Ford smiled as she softly caressed his face with her hand.
At the same time she opened the door wide and there was Amelia still standing there in a silent rage.
"Well thank you Adam! ...I really appreciate that! ...Thank you for letting me use him dear!...Now you two have a wonderful evening!..." she said, giving Amelia a warm smile and Adam a sly wink as she gently shoved him out of the door.
"Ahhh!...Sure!...That was great!...I mean...you're welcome!..." Adam said in a daze to the closing door. Amelia eyed Mrs. Ford warily and was going to say something, but then it was too late. She turned to Adam who was standing there with a goofy look on his face as he stared at the closed door.
"Adam?...Are you all right?..."
How had he gotten to be so messy? Why was his face so red?
"Well!...Are you coming?..." she asked icily.
"No!...Please!...Unnn!...What?..." he cried. Then his eyes focused on Ameila's frosty stare and he said..
"I mean...Yeah!...Sure!..." and he turned and sort of lurched down the walkway.
Amelia watched him for a moment then she stomped off behind him. There were more than a couple of questions that she wanted to ask.
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David Clark had always thought that his mother was pretty. And he wasn't the only one. Most of his friends, at one time or another had told him that they thought his mother was hot. David had always felt a little uncomfortable when someone said that to him but at the same time it made him feel kind of proud.
Marcia Clark was in her late thirties. She was a tall, raven-haired beauty who took a lot of trouble to keep herself trim. She went to yoga twice a week, swam with her sister most noon hours and played tennis in a mixed league. The result of all this activity was that Marcia was in terrific shape. She had a waspishly thin waist, beautifully toned legs and a striking, hour-glass figure. She was, in fact, what might be called a little top heavy. But rather than hide her charms under bulky sweaters or loose fitting shifts as some women might do, Marcia usually dressed to show off her generous assets. With her broad shoulders, erect bearing and lavish breastwork, there weren't many men whose heads didn't turn her way when Marcia entered a room.
On a warm Saturday night in the fall, David had some of the guys from the football team over. They were having a winning season at school and everyone was in good spirits. There were a few girls there, but mostly it was guys. David's dad was in charge of the bar which was set up out by the pool. Some of the guys were drinking beer and dad was keeping an eye out to make sure that no one was drinking and driving. David's mom was serving food and mingling with everyone. She looked particularly good that night. She had gone to some trouble with her makeup. Her eyes were sparkling and her lips were a brilliant scarlet. Her lustrous black hair was pulled back and tied in a shoulder length pony tail. She was wearing a short black skirt that showed off her long, nylon clad legs. Her white blouse was taut around her expansive chest and unbuttoned enough to show an enticing display of cleavage. Some of the older boys were flirting with her and Marcia was obviously enjoying it and flirting right back.
It was getting kind of late in the evening and David had gone out to the garage to see if he could find another case of soft drinks. He was about to head back empty handed when he thought he heard some conversation coming from out back. He went out the side door and looked cautiously around the corner of the garage.
David had no trouble recognizing Andy Porter, the team's 6 foot 4 tail back, who was leaning against the wall of the garage with one of the girls from the party. She had her back to David and in the little light that was filtering through from the pool area, he wasn't able to make out who she was. But it was pretty apparent from the way that she was leaning close to Andy, whispering in his ear, and from the way that her little hand was wrapped around his cock through his pants and rubbing it slowly, that the all-star receiver was about to score again.
David could barely make out what the tall, black haired girl was saying but when she leaned back a little and brought Andy's hands up and cupped them over her thrusting breasts he thought he heard her say...
"...Go on!...Feel me up!...You know you want to!...You've been staring at them all night long!...Why don't you see how they feel!..."
"Oh man!...They're something else!..." Andy groaned as he sank his fingers greedily into the bulging fun bags that the lanky babe he was with was offering him.
David could see the girl's hands descend to the front of Andy's pants where she deftly ran his zipper down. She reached into his pants and in a couple of seconds she managed to wrestle a really impressive erection out of his open fly. She closed her two hands around it, one on top of the other and began to masturbate him with short, urgent strokes.
"How's that feel baby?...Do you like that?...Do you like it when I jerk you off while you play with my tits?...."
"Goddd!..." David groaned quietly, his own cock stiffening up and beginning to throb as he watched the lewd scene unfolding in front of him.
"Ohhhh!...Godddd!...Yeahhh!...Ummm!...That feels so good!....Buttt!...Unnnn!... Really!... Ohhh!...We better get back!...Somebody's going to notice that we're gone!..."
"Aren't you having a good time baby?...Don't worry about them!...I know!...How about a blow job?...Would you like that?...I'm really good!...You'd like me to suck your cock, wouldn't you Andy?...Wouldn't you?..." the sultry temptress teased as she turned and slowly dropped to her knees in front of the burly football player.
"Please God!...Please don't stop now!..." David whispered to himself as he reached down and palmed his own eager erection.
And it was in that instant, as the curvaceous babe crouched down, her lips smiling and eyes dancing wickedly up into Andy's, that David recognized her. It wasn't one of the girls from the party who was pulling the football player's rampant tool towards her ovalled lips. It was his mom!
David literally staggered at the realization that his mom was about to give one of his best friends a blow job right there in front of him. He knew he should be outraged and he was. But that didn't stop his balls from drawing up tight in his groin as he watched his mother's tongue dart out and flick wetly at the underside of Andy's engorged knob.
"Ohhhh!...Mrs. Clark!...Unnn!...Goddd!...I'm sorry!...I don't think I can hold it very long if you do that!..." Andy gasped, his hips hunching tentatively towards Marcia's beckoning mouth. He went to pull her head forward put Marcia pushed his hands back up against the garage.
"Of course you can't baby!...I don't expect you to!..." Marcia said with a throaty chuckle, darting her head under Andy's waving cock and giving one of his balls a quick, lurid suck.
"Just let me do the work!... And you tell me when you're going to come, O. K.?..." Marcia crooned as she siphoned Andy's cock crown into her mouth with a lewd slurping sound.
"Unnnn!...Unnn!...Goddd!...." Andy groaned, his hips bucking upwards into Macia's wantonly hoovering lips.
Marcia watched the trembling youth with an amused expression as he groaned and quivered in front of her.
She closed her hand on the middle of his straining shaft and resumed jacking it in an urgent rhythm. At the same time she sucked him so hard that her cheeks inverted.
David moaned. He could clearly see the outline of Andy's mushroom shaped knob bulging through his mother's sunken cheek.
"Ohhhhh!....Unnnnn!...Nahhh!..." the big wide receiver moaned as electric shock waves of excitement went rocketing through his groin. He stiffened up all over as he tried to fuck his huge cock into the kneeling, older woman's mouth.
But Marcia knew exactly what she was doing. She moved her head back and continued to suck on just the end of Andy's turgid erection. With her eyes sparkling up into his, she put her tongue back to work, flailing away at the sensitive underside of his swollen knob. At the same time she sped her little fist back and forth over Andy's rigid shaft, masturbating him in a torrid rhythm. She knew the inexperienced young man couldn't resist such expert stimulation for very long and she wasn't surprised when just a few moments later he moaned frantically...
"Mrs. Clark...Oh my Godddd!...I'm going to!...I'm going to!... Come!...Unnn!..."
Marcia immediately backed off the young man's throbbing tool and squeezed it at the base. She smiled as his livid shaft pulsed frantically under her tightly clenched fingers.
David felt like he was on the verge of coming as well as he watched his mother lay Andy's angry prick against her throat. He couldn't believe that this lewd slut was his mother. And she wasn't done yet!
"I want you to come on my face, O.K Andy?...I want you to watch me while you come baby!...The next time you see me you'll think of what it was like when your hot come was streaking my hair and running down my cheeks and I'll be able to tell what you're thinking!...Do you mind baby?...Do you mind if I make you come like that?..." Marcia Clark asked in her best wheedling, little girl voice. She was jogging her tightly ringing fingers around the root of Andy's prick as she spoke, driving him insane with ball breaking excitement.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Oh my Goddd!...Yessss!...Noooo!...Please!...Ohhh!...Anything Mrs. Clark!...You can do anything!...Unnnn!...Just make me come!...Please!... Please!..." the overwrought football player begged.
Marcia smiled up at the trembling youth then relaxed the tight clasping fingers she had at the base of his prick. She closed her little hand around his shaft, yanked her fist up and then slammed it down again to the root of his cock. She pressed down hotly on his straining flesh and waited....She didn't have to wait long!
"Phwwaah!..." the big, lanky youth cried as his balls kicked and an enormous geyser of sperm jetted from his cock. The great stream of come ricocheted off of Marcia's chin and over her shoulder.
"Oh my Goddd!..." David moaned, squeezing his own cock viciously through his pants. It was the only way that he could keep himself from coming at the same time as his friend.
"Ummm Hmmm!....That's it!...Come for me baby!...Come all over me!...Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmmm!..." Mrs. Clark urged, as Andy's orgasm overwhelmed him. She slowly moved his cock to her pursed lips so that the next few spurts of sperm blew over her mouth, her cheeks and into her raven hair in long, creamy traces.
"Nnahh!...Ahhh!...Nnnn!..." Andy grunted, thrusting feverishly into Mrs. Clark's clutching fingers as he came. Marcia's eyes never left his as she sensuously rubbed his spewing prick all over her upturned face.
"Ohhh baby!...Umm Hmmm!...Come on!...Ummm Hmmm!...Give me all of it!..." the kneeling vixen encouraged. She never flinched as she jerked him off in time with his orgasm, lewdly painting her face with his creamy sperm.
"Naaaa!...Unnnn!..Ohhhh!..." Andy whimpered, hunching upwards from his toes as Mrs. Clark's drained him with her efficiently stroking hand. He couldn't tear his eyes away from her smiling face. He knew he would never forget the way she looked right then with his sperm glistening all over her lips and her cheeks. There was something so obscene about the way his streams of white come gleamed in her black hair. He gasped and shuddered for a moment longer and then his orgasm began to wane. His come began to pulse out of his gaping pee slit in diminishing dribbles that trickled over Marcia's coaxing fist.
That was when she popped his knob back into her mouth to finish him off.
"Ahhhhh!..." Andy gasped as Mrs. Clark avidly sucked his tumid flesh.
The dark eyed beauty was instantly rewarded with another minor burst of sperm. She chuckled and yanked Andy's prick out of her mouth with a lurid smack.
"More!..." she demanded, popping his cock back into her mouth and sucking hard. After Andy had given up another tiny spurt of boy goo she pulled him out of her mouth again.
"More!..." she said with a wicked smile, jamming him once more back into her leeching suck.
"Ahhhhhh!...Ahhhh!...Naaaa!..." the exhausted football player gasped. He half doubled over now as each lurch of his balls got more and more painful.
But Mrs. Clark held on tenaciously to his cock. This was her favorite part of this little game. She had to hold Andy's cock in her mouth a little longer and suck a little harder each time to generate another little trickle of sperm but she was enjoying herself and hung in there.
"Nnnaaa!...Stoppp!...Enough!..." Andy whimpered, but Marcia ignored him and continued to whip his cock in and out of her mouth with obscene slurpings.
Eventually Andy had to reach down and force Marcia's hands off of his angry tool so he could get his cock out of her mouth. He was afraid that if he didn't stop her she'd wind up sucking his balls right out of his sac.
Marcia just looked up at him, the corners of her mouth turned up in amusement.
"Just wanted to make sure I got it all!..." she purred, after making a great show of swallowing the last of Andy's sperm. As she stood up she stuffed his flacid prick back into his pants. There was a sound by the corner of the garage and they both looked over their shoulders. But there was nothing there.
David at that point had staggered back to the party, his mind racing feverishly. He thought there was something he should do...confront his mother...tell his father...that probably wasn't a good idea...but he should do something! He wasn't sure what he was going to do except for one thing...he was going to take a cold shower before he exploded. Later that night when he went to bed David couldn't sleep. Every time he closed his eyes there was the image of his mother on her knees, sucking Andy's cock, his sticky come plastered all over her smiling face.
His erection had come and gone so often his balls were beginning to kill him. He was debating what he should do about what he had seen and he still hadn't figured out any sort of plan.
It was very late and he was going down the hallway to the bathroom wearing just his shorts when he heard a muted groan from his parent's bedroom. They had stayed up to do the dishes after he had gone upstairs. He had no idea how long they had been in bed.
He was so restless he couldn't help himself as he was drawn to look around the partly open door into his parent's bedroom.
In all the years he had lived with them, David had never seen his parents making love before. So why did it have to be on this night of all nights that he happened to find them doing it.
Marcia was upright on her knees with her back to the door, straddling David's dad. She had taken off her blouse and her skirt but was still wearing her bra, nylons and high heels. David gaped at his mother from behind, at the creamy bare moons of her ass above her dark stocking tops, at her black bra strap cutting across her back, at her jet black pony tail swaying gently on her shoulders. She looked incredibly sexy kneeling there like that, balanced on the end of his father's turgid erection. David could see her meaty labia fluttering around his dad's cock crown. While David looked on, Marcia flexed her ass and dropped down on his father's upright shaft with an audible smack! Then she instantly sprang upwards again like a jack-in-the box and resumed her previous position, hovering on the end of her husband's glistening tool. John's shaft was an angry scarlet color and gleaming with a fine sheen of cream. David couldn't see his father's face but he could hear him groaning to his wife...
"Shit Marcia!!...Don't be such a bitch!...You know how much I need it!...Put it in and fuck me!...Please baby!..."
David couldn't believe what he was hearing. His dad was always so quiet and reserved, he couldn't believe he would speak to his mother that way. Of course David didn't know what a prick tease his mother could be, but he was about to find out.
The young man watched spellbound as his father bucked his hips upwards, trying to jam his big cock deeper into his mother's swiveling pussy. Marcia only laughed and put one hand on her husband's chest while she raised her loins up high and refused the panting older man any further penetration.
"Why John!...My virgin ears!...Is that any way to talk to the woman of your dreams?..." Marcia teased as she reached behind her back with her free hand to fondle the exposed portion of her husband's twitching tool.
David watched in fascination as his mother arched gently backwards and began to rake her sharp fingernails slowly up and down the huge vein that was rigidly etched on the underside of her husband's throbbing shaft.
"Unnnn!...God damn it Marcia!...Naaa!...You can be such a slut!...I thought some of those boys were going to jump you right there by the pool the way you were shoving those big tits of yours in their faces!...You enjoyed that!...Teasing those boys!...Didn't you?...I bet if you had one of those kids like Andy Porter under you right now, you'd be banging the shit out of him!... You wouldn't be sitting there with a 'butter wouldn't melt in my mouth' grin on your face like you're doing to me!..."
David caught his breath and listened closely to how his mother replied to that accusation.
"If I did fuck one of those hunky boys, I'll bet you'd be the first one in line to watch, wouldn't you sweetheart?...Anyway...are you saying you don't like the way I fuck?...Are you?..." Marcia replied, raising up a little higher so that her swollen labia surrounded just the very end of her husband's cock. That way she could get at the puffy ridge under his cock crown. She attacked that super tender area with her sharp nails, scratching and teasing that taut circle as well as scraping away at the responsive tissue beneath his knob.
"Phwahhhh!....Unnnn!...Unnn Goddd!...Noooo honey!...Take it easy!...Goddd!..." John gasped, arching upwards frantically in response to his wife's lascivious caress.
"You're such a sweet talking bastard!...If you want to come, why don't you just ask me?...Nicely!..." Marcia demanded, still evading her husband's bucking loins while raking his inflamed shaft with her long nails.
"For God's sake!...Yes!...Please!...Make me come, dammit!...Please!..." John moaned.
David couldn't see the wicked smile that creased his mother's face. He did however swallow his own groan of excitement as, a moment later, he watched his mother's ass drop like a stone as she impaled herself to the root of her husband's engorged tool.
"Unnnn!...Sweet Jesus!...Unn Hnn!...That's it!...Yesss!...Fuck me Marcia!...Make me come!..." John pleaded, thrusting his rigid prick frantically into his wife's smoldering interior.
David's mother moaned happily at the feel of her husband's steely tool stabbing deep into her womb. She writhed her shapely ass and settled herself even more heavily on John's feverishly bucking loins.
"That's it baby!...Unn Hnnn!...Fuck me as hard as you want!...Yeah!....Go for it!... Ummm Hmmm!...You're so big lover!...Christ, I can feel you in my stomach!... Yeahhh!... You're almost in my throat!...Give it to me lover!...Make me choke on it!... Unnn Hnnn!..." the shapely older woman urged lewdly, writhing like a snake on her husband's straining organ.
David had helplessly gripped his own cock and was stroking it gently as he watched his father lunging upwards into his mother's sensuously shifting loins. John was in so deep, David couldn't see any of his father's engorged shaft. He could only see his mother's hairy cunt writhing on his father's groin.
Marcia could tell that John was getting frustrated. What he really wanted was for her to fuck him madly, slam herself up and down on his prick until he flooded her with his back-up of molten sperm. But the way she was just sitting on him wasn't getting him there. She was hot and wet and oh so sexy all right, but she wasn't helping him and she knew it. Marcia smiled down at her panting husband as he whimpered in arousal, thrusting deep inside her but still far from getting his desperately needed orgasm. She decided to give him a break. She reached deeper down behind her, searching for his puckered brownie with her outstretched finger.
David watched in fascination as his father slowly drew up his knees in counterpoint to his mother's pointed index finger sliding under his balls.
"Ohhhh!...Ahhhh!...Yeahhh!...Please!...Do that baby!...Unnn!...Do that!..." John whispered hoarsely, arching upwards and lifting his wife up on his straining loins. His thighs were trembling as he completely exposed his puckered nether hole to Marcia's lewdly questing finger.
"You like that don't you baby?...You're such a perv!...You can never hold it once I start playing with your little twinkie, can you?..." Marcia teased as she hooked her sharp fingernail inside John's sphincter and stretched it into a gaping oval. She let that taut muscle snap closed and then prodded it again with her rude fingertip, making her husband whimper at her obscene caress.



"Unnn!!!...Unnn!...Goddd!...Yess!...Don't stop!...Put it in!...Pleasee!..." he whimpered, thrashing excitedly as his wife toyed with his pouting anus.
Marcia was really enjoying the way her husband's cock was prodding the deepest regions of her smoldering cunt. However she had her own favorite way of getting off and for that she first needed her husband to expend himself deep inside her. She smiled in anticipation because she knew just how to make that happen.
"Are you ready for me baby?...Have you got a nice big load for me?...You do, don't you?...I know you do!...I can feel it!...Well why don't you give it to me!...Give it to me John!... Give it to me now!..." Marcia demanded.
And with that she arched backwards just a little more and jabbed her finger as far as she could into her husband's expectantly upturned rectum.
"Phhwahhhhh!....Oh Goddd!...Oh Goddd!..." John cried, writhing ecstatically under Marcia's spearing finger. His balls lurched and he started to spew an enormous fountain of sperm inside his wanton wife.
"Oh yeah!...Unn Hnnn!...That's it!...Squeeze my finger baby!...Squeeze it hard so I can't pull it out!..." Marcia taunted, stabbing her outstretched finger repeatedly into her husband's cringing asshole.
David had to literally grab his own balls and stretch them down from his groin to keep them from erupting. He stared wide eyed as his mother lewdly jiggled her finger around inside his father's twitching anus. John's whole body arched upwards and shuddered like he was being electrocuted as his orgasm wracked him. David could clearly see his dad's balls spasm every time his mother thrust her finger roughly up his anus.
"Yeah!...You come so much with my finger up your ass, don't you baby!...Ummm!...I can feel it!...Ohh yeah!...Every spurt!...Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmmm!...Ummm!..."
"Nahhhhh!...Ahhh!...Goddd!...Oohhh!..." John whimpered, heaving upwards under his wife's fiery loins. The way that Marcia's goading finger was wrenching around inside him made him gasp with excitement. He was injecting her with such an enormous deluge of come that in almost no time the creamy goo began to seep out around the seal of Marcia' wringing pussy and trickled over his balls.
"Holy shit!..." David whispered to himself, his eyes riveted to the obscene spectacle his parents were presenting. He watched spellbound as his father's whimpering and lunging began to wane. The big man's legs began to straighten out as he sagged down onto the bed. His mother never lifted herself on her husband's throbbing tool the whole time that he came inside her. She just sat on him in all her glory, occasionally wriggling to coax a little more jism from his aching genitals. When it appeared that John was finally spent, Marcia ungraciously whipped her finger out of his ass, making him cry out and dribble the last of his greasy come inside her.
"You liked that didn't you lover?...You came so much!...Marcia made her little boy come so good, didn't she?...Ummm!...You know what you have to do now, don't you baby?..."
David didn't know why but he couldn't help it as he began to stroke himself a little faster through his bulging underwear.
Without lifting herself, Marcia had taken John's wrists in her hands and pressed them into the bed above his shoulders. Her huge, bra encased tits dangled enticingly over his flushed face.
"Ummmm!...That was great baby!...You're the best!...But ...Ummm... I'm getting kind of tired!...How 'bout we finish this in the morning!...I'll make it good for you I promise!..." John said kind of pleadingly.
David was surprised to hear his mother laugh at his father.
"You know you always say that lover!...But it's just not the same!...It's my turn now so here I come!..."
And with that Marcia slowly lifted her saturated cunt from her husband's loins and rose up on her thighs. Holding John's hands in place above him, Marcia knee walked forward until she was kneeling on his wrists, pinning them to the bed with her whole body weight. At the same time she tilted her pelvis forward and poised her sodden pussy over his upturned face. David watched his father struggle half heartedly but when Marcia said sternly..."You be good!...You know you're going to do it anyway!..." he apparently gave up.
"Now open up lover!...Mommy's got something nice and warm for you!..."
When John didn't immediately respond, Marcia reached down with one hand and pinched his nose closed.
"Don't be such a baby!...' she said with a laugh, her eyes staring merrily down into her husband's.
David could just make out his father closing his eyes and opening his mouth with a resigned look on his face, as his mother shifted her shapely loins a little further forward then dropped on him with a contented sigh.
"My Goddd!..." David groaned to himself, closing his hand more tightly on his throbbing tool. He could see his mother flexing her muscular thighs around his father's head and then he faintly heard a muffled..."Mmmfff!...Whhuuu!...Unnnn!..." from his father that ended in a choking gurgle. But Marcia seemed to be not in the least bit concerned as she arched her back and began to grind her loins lustily on her husband's snugly imprisoned face.
"Ummm!...Yeah!...You love that hot sauce don't you lover!...Umm Hmm!..I know you do!...Ohhhh!... It feels so sexy when you suck it out of me!...Ohhh!... Goddd!... Get it baby!...Lick it out and I'll give you more!...Ohhh shittt!...That feels so good!..." Marcia encouraged as she shifted more and more excitedly on her husband's reluctant mouth.
This was the most obscene thing that David had ever imagined. Once more he was watching his father's come leaking from his mother's loins, but this time it was gushing out of her and pouring down his father's gagging throat. He didn't know it, but his father was used to this kind of treatment from his wife. She loved to make him eat her out after he had come inside her.
John knew she got off on making him do it and it wasn't so bad. He liked how excited she got as she writhed on top of him. He could always feel her heating up as he stuck his tongue as far up her sodden trench as he could reach. And it was easy to make her come once he got her warmed up. And he could tell she was getting close. He twisted his head so that he could get at her swollen clit, sucked it out of its fleshy sheath and then began to thrash it with his wildly flailing tongue.
"Ohhhh!... You bastard!...Ahhhh!...That's it!...Eat me!...Lick me!...Shitttt!...Make me come!...Yesss!..." Marcia hissed, grabbing John's head with both hands and slamming his face upwards into her seething loins. She whimpered with excitement as she bore down on her husband's slavering mouth.
And then, as the last of his come seeped out of her, Marcia succumbed to John's eager tongue lashing. Her loins convulsed, her clit throbbed madly and a searing rush of her own molten juices began to pulse out of her womb.
"Yesss!...Oh shittt!...Yesss!..." she moaned, her thighs shuddering frenziedly around her husband's face as she came.
At that moment, as he watched his mother coming on his father's leeching mouth, David couldn't hold back any longer. He closed his eyes and clutched his throbbing boner frantically through his shorts as he too began to come.
'Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Unnn!..." he whimpered quietly. He had obviously been overwrought with excitement for too long. For David, the power of his orgasm was staggering. It felt like he was being drop kicked in the balls every time another geyser of sperm erupted from his burning loins.
He wasn't sure how long he stood there like that, groaning quietly with his come spewing in his shorts. He opened his eyes and his heart stopped when he saw his mother looking at him over her shoulder through hooded eyes. She locked his eyes with hers as she shuddered on top of her husband's feverish mouthing.
"Ohhhh baby!...That's so good!...Ohhh!...Stop it!...Please!...Unnn!...That's enough!... I can't take any more!...Naahh!...You don't know what you're doing to me!...Ohhh yeahhh!..." she groaned, licking her lips and winking seductively at her open mouthed son.
Her eyes dropped down to David's saturated shorts and a wicked grin creased her face as she looked back up at him and mouthed the words..."You're so bad!..."
Then she turned away from her son and gingerly lifted her loins from her husband's crimson face.
"I said stop it baby!...You've been a good boy to make mommy so happy!..."
David didn't wait to hear or see what happened next. He was so embarrassed he thought he might faint. He staggered back to his room, pulled all the covers over his head to block out the world and fell into a fitful sleep.
The next morning David woke up late. He had slept so poorly his brain was in a complete fog. It seemed like the previous evening had all been a delusion. But then, as the smell of toast and breakfast drew him towards the kitchen, he knew he hadn't been dreaming. He had discarded his stained underwear when he climbed out of bed and had thrown on a short bathrobe which he closed more tightly around him as he headed downstairs.
His mother was sitting beside the kitchen table, sipping a coffee and flipping through a fashion magazine. She had on her reading glasses and was wearing a short, pleated tennis skirt and a hot pink spandex athletic top that was zipped up snugly at her neck. She was probably waiting for her sister to come pick her up to go and play tennis. David imagined that his father had gone out early to play golf.
"Good morning sleepy head..." his mother said to him without looking up from her magazine and her coffee.
David grunted something incoherent and went to get his own coffee. After he had poured it and taken a scalding sip, he turned at the stove and looked at his mother again. She was partly turned away from him. After a moment he said...
"Mom!...I saw you last night!..."
"Did you dear?...I hope you weren't too shocked!...It's what a husband and wife do after all!..." Marcia replied with an amused smile but still without looking up.
"No mom!...I mean earlier...Out by the garage!..."
Marcia then glanced up from her magazine but still did not turn to look at her son. She picked up her coffee and took a sip.
"And what do you think you saw out by the garage David?..."
"I saw you...you and Andy Porter!...You were...You were...you know...you were making out with him!...." David said in a shaky voice, more loudly than he had intended.
Marcia Clark finally turned to regard her son over the rim of her coffee cup, her eyes sparkling merrily behind her big framed glasses.
"Why don't you come over here and talk to me sweetie, instead of yelling across the kitchen..."
David shuffled over to stand next to his mom. She leaned back in her chair and looked up at him with an amused expression. David tried not to stare at her huge tits jutting out against her spandex top as she sprawled in her chair.
"So you think you saw me making out with Andy Porter last night....And when you say we were making out, you mean we were...?..."
David swallowed nervously as he shifted from foot to foot beside his mother, struggling to say what he had to say.
Without putting her coffee down, and with her eyes still fixed on his, Marcia reached up to the zipper at the neck of her tennis top and slowly began to open it.
"It was... you know...mmmm...you had his thing out and you were...you know... playing with it...sort of...and then you put it in your mouth...and then you made him...you know...like come all over you...Jesus mom!...." David mumured weakly.
Marcia didn't say anything immediately. She just continued to slowly pull her zipper until she had it all the way down to her navel. At that point her spandex top opened wide, completely exposing her pillow like breasts to her anxious son's gaze. The big mounds of creamy flesh bulged enticingly over a little, black sports bra that struggled to contain them. Idly David's mother moved her hand to her chest and began to trace lazy designs through her cleavage and over the creamy slopes of her bared flesh with her long index finger.
David's heart began to beat more quickly as he stared spellbound at his mother's wantonly displayed tits.
"Oh noooo!...No!...Not now!..." he said to himself as his cock began to stiffen up under his robe in growing arousal.
"Honey, Andy Porter isn't much older than you, is he?...I don't think he'd really be interested in sex with an old bat like me do you?...After all, I'm old enough to be his mother!..." Marcia purred, as she slipped her hand under the cup of her bra and gave one of her big tits a luxurious squeeze. Her scarlet nipple stiffened dramatically above her pressing hand, jutting out at least an inch through the shear cup of her sports bra.
"Ummm!...I can't imagine that he'd want me to suck his big cock!...That's what you said we were doing wasn't it?...That I had his cock out and I was sucking him off!... Why that would be almost like me giving you a blow job, wouldn't it honey?... I really can't see it David!...Can you?.." Marcia asked in a throaty purr.
And of course that was the image that immediately sprang into David's mind. Only this time he saw himself with his mother instead of Andy. It wasn't the lanky football player's cock he saw pulsing out its come onto his mothers upturned face, it was his. He pictured his mother on her knees in front of him, her eyes burning up into his as his come glistened on her cheeks and in her hair. He could clearly see her crimson lips smacking around his knob as she popped him in and out of her mouth, coaxing the last of his sperm from his aching testicles.
"Oh Goddd!..." David groaned out loud as his cock swung upright at his groin, making a huge tent in the front of his robe.
Marcia knew exactly what she was doing to her son. She let her eyes drift down to his groin and wasn't surprised to see his youthful erection jutting through his housecoat, directly in front of her face. She casually reached up under his robe and closed her hand on her son's throbbing boner. David moaned again as his mother pulled his cock out and held it next to her cheek.
Because David was standing slightly behind her, Marcia had taken her son's cock in an underhanded clasp. As she looked up at him with her head tilted to the side, she levered his cock down until it was sticking straight out from his groin and began to jack him off over her shoulder.
"Oh Goddd!...Mom!...Don't!...You can't!..." David whimpered feebly as he reached out to stop his mother's hand.
Marcia simply batted her son's hands away. David reluctantly let them drop to his side.
"Now you were saying...what?...I can't what, baby?...Don't what?..." Marcia asked in a languid drawl as she raised her cup and took a sip of her coffee. At the same time she shuttled her closed hand rhythmically back and forth around her son's throbbing tool.
Ohhhh please mom!...Please!.." David groaned. Even he didn't know if he was asking his mother to stop or to continue. But Marcia didn't have any doubts.
"Please what baby?...I'm not doing anything David!...I just need a little cream for my coffee!..." she purred.
"Mom no!...You can't do this!...I'll tell dad!..." David blurted out
"No you won't!...You won't tell him anything!..." Marcia said confidently as she stopped her little hand on the end of David's shaft and squeezed it hard. His cock crown began to pound with blood, bulging out over the top of her clenched fist like a ripe, cherry tomato. Marcia bit her lip in concentration as she used the edge of her sharp nail to worry her son's tender pee slit and then cruised her thumb back and forth across his engorged knob.
"Ahhhh!...Nahhh!...Goddd!...David gasped, stiffening up all over as his pre-come streamed from his erection in response to his mother's lewd fondling. Marcia smiled as her son's sticky semen smeared her fingers.
"You won't say a word!..." she said as she briskly rotated her fist around her son's cock crown to lubricate her palm.
Then she resumed jerking him off, only a little faster this time. Now there was an audible... "Shikkk!... Shhiikk!... Shikkk!.." sound in time with Marcia's lurid masturbation.
"Ohhh!...Mommmm!...Ohhhh!...Ohhh!..." David whimpered, as his balls began to tighten up and his come started surge in his groin. Helplessly he began to hunch his loins in and out, thrusting his throbbing hard-on in and out of his mother's coaxing fingers.
"Unnnn!...Unnn!...Please!...I won't say anything!...Just suck it for a minute mom!... Ohhh!...Please!... Like you did for Andy!..." David whimpered.
"Do you want mommy to suck you off David?...Is that what you want?..." Marcia asked, her eyes sparkling wickedly behind her big glasses. As David looked down at her pleadingly, Marcia slowly ran the tip of her tongue around her ovalled lips in lewd invitation.
"Oh Goddd!...Yes!...Please!..." David begged.
Marcia just chuckled at her gasping son as she pulled him closer to her.
She moved her cup off coffee so that it was nestled between her gently heaving breasts. Then she angled David's erection down a little further so that it was pointed into her voluptuous cleavage. "This is all that horny little boys get David!... A hand job!...And mommy gets some cream for her coffee!...So give me some cream baby!...Right into my coffee!..Come on!...Come on!...There's not much time!..." she taunted, beginning to yank on her son's cock with devastating short, hard strokes.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." David groaned in excitement and humiliation. This was nothing like he had imagined. He couldn't believe his mother was just using him like this, jacking him off for her own amusement. But that was exactly what she was doing. And there was nothing he could do about it other than lean excitedly into her deftly coaxing fingers.
He couldn't tear his eyes away from the sight of his mother's creamy tits rippling under his rampant tool in time with her urgent stroking. His cock ballooned to an enormous girth under her speeding hand.
Marcia felt it and knew he was going to come.
"That's it!...Unnn Hnnn!...Give me that cream!...In my coffee!...You bad boy!...Come for Mommy!...Come on!..." Marcia urged.
And with that David's balls convulsed. He half buckled over against his mother and grabbed her shoulder for support as his come erupted in huge, fiery spurts.
"Aahhhh!....Naaahhhh!....Aahhhh!..." he grunted as his sperm gushed out frantically under Marcia's relentlessly frictioning hand. His copious outpouring splattered wetly into his mother's coffee cup as well as streaking her spandex top and her voluptuous breasts.
"Ummm Hmmmm!...That's it!...Come on baby!...Come on!....." the raven haired beauty purred. She slowed her speeding fist to jerk her son off in time with his orgasm.
"Unnnnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." David gasped as he watched his mother calmly directing his jetting sperm into her coffee and all over her bra encased tits.
"All of it!...Every drop sweetheart!.." his mother urged as she began rub her outstretched thumb again and again up the big vein on the underside of David's steely shaft. She wanted to make sure she got of all his backed up sperm.
"Ohhh!...Ohhh!...Mommmm!...Waitt!...Don't!..." David gasped as his overworked cock got more and more sensitive under his mother's rude fondling. Soon his stream of come slowed to a trickle. Marcia milked his angry tool with a sure hand, draining the last of his essence onto her out-thrust chest.
Then there was the sound of a car rolling up in the driveway and a horn honked.
Marcia relinquished her son's cock and, with her eyes smoldering into his, she began to trace one fingertip back and forth through the lines of come that streaked her breasts. David was mesmerized by the lewd spectacle of his greasy sperm trickling down the slopes of his mother's gently heaving tits and into her cleavage.



Marcia pursed her lips at her gaping son in a mocking moue. Then, without making any effort to wipe his come off her glistening chest, she slowly drew the zipper up and closed her top.
"Ummm!...You've made me all sticky!..." she purred, twisting her shoulders back and forth and making her spandex covered breasts jiggle lewdly. Then she smiled at David as she lifted her coffee cup to her lips and took a long, slow sip.
"Real milky!...Just the way I like it!..." Marcia said with a sly wink at her son.
Then, without saying another word, she put her cup down, gathered up her sports bag and headed out to meet her sister in the driveway.
David just stood there, holding onto the back of his mothers' chair as his mind whirled in lust fogged confusion. He stood there for a while longer then turned around and headed back up the stairs to go back to bed.
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All the characters depicted in this story are 18 years old or older.
It had been a couple of weeks since David had confronted his mother after catching her making out with his friend the night of their football party. She hadn't seemed the least bit concerned about his accusations but had given him a blistering hand job just to insure his silence. Of course once David had submitted to his mother's lurid seduction he was in no position to go telling tales to his father.
David had kind of mooned around after his mother following her brusque masturbation, hoping she might be enticed to do him again or even go a little further. He knew it was wrong but after the ball draining jerk-off session his mother had treated him to, he could think of little else. He was horny all the time, constantly getting hard-ons whenever she was around and there was nothing he could do about it.
Unfortunately, after she had compromised him, Marcia had taken no particular notice of her son's longing glances or his stuttering compliments. It was business as usual around the Clark household and as far as 'getting any' was concerned, David was just out there in the dating trenches like all the rest of his friends.
Well not exactly like all of his friends. Although David was something of an athlete and a reasonably good looking young man, he really hadn't had much luck with the girls. His problem was basically a lack of self confidence. A lot of his friends were getting laid all over the place, if you could believe them. They were comfortable with the girls at school. Girls would approach them and flirt with them and these guys would flirt right back, pawing and groping at these girls in ways that David thought was down right rude. And they'd be the guys that were always getting lucky. It never seemed to happen for David. If he so much as laid a hand on a girl's shoulder at school she'd invariably look at him in a way the made icicles form on the lockers.
There was one girl he had been seeing lately. Her name was Amy and she and David got along pretty well. She was pretty in a kind of home spun sort of way. All curly blonde hair, fuzzy sweaters buttoned up to the neck, and long pleated skirts that went down below her knees. David liked her a lot and decided to ask her out on the weekend. His parents were going to a party and the house would be empty.
His mother answered the door when she arrived on Saturday night
"Hi Mrs. Clark!...I'm Amy Anders!...David asked me over!.." the shyly smiling young lady said when Marcia opened the door for her. Amy clutched the stack of books she was carrying tight to her chest as she came inside. She was wearing a prim little pink sweater, a long skirt and sneakers
"Oh hello Amy!...David told me you were coming over. ..Come in!..." Marcia said a little hurriedly as she stood in the doorway adjusting an earring.
It was obvious she was going out. Marcia was all dolled up in a little black cocktail gown with a plunging neckline that displayed her magnificent cleavage in a most dramatic fashion. Her wavy mane of black hair fell artfully down to her shoulders. Her eyes and lips were heavily made up giving her a very sultry look. Her earrings matched her long pearl necklace that shone brightly against the bronzed slopes of her breasts.
"You look very nice Mrs. Clark!..." Amy said.
"Thank you dear!...David!...Amy's here!..." Marcia called down the hall.
David had heard the door bell and was already stepping into the hallway when his mother called his name.
"All right sweetcakes!...Let's you and me blow this pop stand!..." David's dad, John, said jauntily as he skipped down the top of the stairs.
"Oh, hello there!..." he said with a broad smile, slowing his step when he noticed Amy.
"Dad this is Amy!...I mentioned she was coming over before!...I asked her over to study for a bit...Then we're gonna' have a pizza and watch a movie!..."
"A pizza and a movie!...You bet!...One of those slasher flicks with the hockey masks and the chain saws where your girlfriend gets all terrified and melts into your comforting arms!...Sounds like fun!... What do you say babe!...Want to ditch the party?..." John teased, leering at his wife and winking salaciously at Amy.
"Dad!..." David groaned.
"John!...Stop fooling around!...We're late enough already!..." David's mother said impatiently, rolling her eyes at Amy.
"You two be good!...We won't be too late!..." Marcia said as she dragged her chuckling husband out the door.
David was embarrassed, not so much by his father, as by what his father had said. In fact David had rented two blockbuster horror films and had every intention of trying to take advantage of Amy if and when the opportunity arose.
Everything was going pretty much according to plan. The study was just a hasty review and they got through that quickly. When the pizza came, David poured a couple of glasses of wine and they ate in the kitchen. When they were done, David refilled Amy's wine glass and they headed into the den to watch the big screen TV. They were both enjoying the wine and pretty soon Amy was snuggled into the crook of David's arm, shuddering as the mayhem and dismemberment unfolded on the wide screen.
David finally summoned up the courage to turn Amy's face up to his and kissed her.
Amy didn't object and as a matter of fact David was surprised when her little tongue slipped between his lips and darted half way down his throat.
"Mmmm!...That's nice David!...I like the way you kiss!..." the little blonde murmured when they finally came up for air.
"Unnnn!...Jeez Amy!...Wow!...I'm really glad you came over!..." David responded enthusiastically.
Amy pulled him back down for another round of kissy face
"Just wait a minute while I..." David eventually managed to gasp, getting up and turning the lights all the way down.
He came back around the couch and grabbed an armful of giggling Amy.
Pretty soon all pretense of watching the movie was gone and the two young people were grappling together on the couch.
David was getting feverishly aroused with Amy's moist little tongue flailing away in his mouth like a roto-rooter. Whenever they'd break for air her lips would slide up towards his ear where she would moan contentedly.
It wasn't long before one of David's hands came up and cupped Amy's nubile young breast through her sweater. It was as firm as a softball with an elongated nipple that David could clearly feel jutting into his palm, even through her bra and sweater. Amy mashed her lips to his in response to his fondling and squirmed at his eager touch.
David's cock was soon fully erect and pressing urgently at the front of his pants as he groped the little blonde on the couch. But when he tried to slip his hand up under her sweater to get at her tits, Amy moaned..."Unnn!...Nooo!...David!...Waitt!...Like this baby!...Please!...This is nice!..." as she grasped his hand and pulled it back up onto her sweater covered chest.
David was content to do as Amy asked for a little while, but as all that french kissing got more and more heated, he was soon trying to get at her tits again and Amy again fended him off with giggling protests and little moans of endearment.
Then he tried to move her hand down to his crotch. She let him press her palm against his boner through his pants but as soon as he let go of her little hand she would slide it over onto his thigh which she would squeeze warmly.
"Please Amy!...Just touch it for me!...Just play with it a little!..." David finally begged her, pulling her hand back onto his aching hard-on.
"It's just...!...Oh David!...I don't want to go too fast!...Can't we just...!..." Amy moaned, pulling David's face back to hers for more sloppy kisses as she moved her hand away from his straining tool and back onto his thigh.
David groaned with frustrated excitement as he went into another tight clinch with the writhing little blonde.
It wasn't actually very late when Marcia and John left the party. They had been having a good time but it turned out that the crowd was a little bit older so things just sort of wound up a little early and everyone headed off in different directions for home.
Marcia had John's cock out in the car for the drive, giving him a little pre-sex warm-up for when they got home. She sat well away from him, reaching across the seat to jack him off. She batted his hands away when he made a grab for her then went back to jerking his cock. Whenever they came to a stop light she would lean over towards John so that her melon sized tits were almost falling out of the scooped neckline of her dress and shake them at him.
"Keep it up you bitch!...You keep shaking 'em like that and you'll be walking bow legged for a week when I get you home!..." John growled in excitement, helplessly hunching up into his wife's tantalizing fingers
"You always were such a sweet talker!...You be careful or I'll get you off right here and you can spend the rest of the evening watching the late, late, late show all by yourself!..." Marcia teased, giving her husband's cock a flurry of frenzied hand strokes that had him gasping with arousal.
"Alright!...Alright!...I give!...Take it easy!..." John groaned, his testicles lurching as he writhed under his wife's lewdly pumping fist.
Marcia just smiled at him like the cat that was about to eat the canary as she went back to giving him a leisurely, but still incendiary hand job.
When they pulled up in the driveway Marcia's hand was dripping with John's sticky pre-come. She deftly tucked him back into his fly, wiped her greasy palm across the front of his pants, then skipped out of the car as John tried to drag her to him across the car seat.
As she walked up towards the house she noticed that Amy's car was still parked in front. John was right behind her and when they went inside he grabbed her by the hips and pulled her back against him, grinding his hard-on against her luscious ass.
"Wait!...' Marcia said quietly as John started to grope her.
"There's something going on here!..." she murmured as she headed for the den.
From the doorway, in the dim illumination of the flickering TV screen, John and Marcia could see one little sneakered foot waving lazily in the air over the back of the sofa.
Marcia walked around the end of the couch while John remained in the door. What she saw was her son lying sprawled out on top of his girlfriend, his pants covered ass grinding away against the little prone figure that was barely visible beneath him.
John turned up the dimmer switch on the light a little just as Marcia exclaimed..."What exactly is it that's going on here?...."
Amy squeaked and froze immediately in response to the angry sounding question. David was so excited it took him a second longer to figure out what was going on. But when he realized his father was in the doorway and his mother was looming over him he jumped up from the couch, looking at them both in shocked embarrassment.
Amy also sat bolt upright, smoothing her blouse and skirt with shaking hands as she studiously avoided looking at David's mother.
"Mom!...Dad!...Hi!..You're home early!...We're... unnn!...We were just...unnn ... watching the movie!..." David stammered lamely, sort of hunching over at the waist to try and hide the huge erection that was bulging through his tight pants.
But there was no way to hide the big greasy wet spot of pre-come that was spread all over the front of his crotch after all the time he'd spent rolling around on the couch with Amy.
"Yeah hon!...They were just watching the movie..." John said, barely suppressing a snicker.
"Why don't we leave these two and head up to bed!..."
Marcia turned to her husband and gave him a warning glance.
"You go on up John!...There's something I'd like to say to this young lady!..."
John was a little surprised at his wife's edgy attitude but he knew better that to cross her when she was in this kind of mood. He looked like there was something else he wanted to say but then he sort of shrugged and turned and headed up the stairs.
Marcia came around the couch to stand in front of Amy and beside her son.
"Well miss!...Just what exactly is it that you two have been up to?..."
"Mom!...Look!...We really weren't doing anything!...You don't need to..." David stammered. But Marcia turned to her son with her eyes blazing...
"I didn't ask you, did I David!...But I'll be interested to hear what you have to say about ...about all this... in a minute!..." she said, looking pointedly at the big wet spot on the front of his pants.
David bit his lip and sheepishly looked away from his mother's angry glare.
"Honest Mrs. Clarke!...We were just watching the movie and making out a little...It really isn't that big a deal...Maybe I should just go..." Amy said quietly without looking up at Marcia.
"Oh you're not going anywhere young lady!... I don't think you fully realize the kind of trouble you two could be getting into here!... And I don't mean with me!... Amy, I'm sure you know what this is all about don't you?..." Marcia asked, pressing her outstretched finger into the big wet spot staining the front of David's pants.
David flinched when his mother did that. As it happened her fingertip was prodding right into his sensitive cock crown and his balls lurched gently at her rude touch.
Apparently Marcia wanted her question to be clear because she left her hand where it was, her finger jabbing belligerently into David's responsive young cock.
"There is a point where having a little fun can go too far with serious consequences!..."
"Mom!...We're not children!...We don't need a lecture!...Oooohhh!..." David groaned as his mother took the head of his penis through his pants between her thumb and her forefinger and squeezed it forcefully.
"Oh you're not children!...That's obvious!..." Marcia sneared, manipulating her son's well defined tool with a provocative touch.
"Unnnn!...Ohhhhh!...Nooo!..." David groaned again quietly as his cock began to bulge obscenely through his pants under his mother's tweaking fingers.
"And you don't need a lecture do you?...Well David?...You think you and you're little girl friend can just go ahead and do whatever you want without any consequences?...Have you both considered where this sort of thing may lead?..." Marcia asked with a derisive smile as she felt her son's erection begin to throb under her shameless fondling. She closed her fist on his distended shaft through his pants and gave him a torrid squeeze.
"Naahhhhh!...Mommm!...Don't!..." David groaned, even as he reached down and tried to remove his mother's hand from his now fiercely throbbing erection.
"Stop that!..." Marcia said, reaching around under David's ass from behind and closing her free hand on his balls in a punishing grasp.
"Aaahhh!...Aahhh!...O.K.!...O.K.!..." David wheezed in response, dropping his hands to his sides and raising one foot slightly off the floor to try and ease the nauseating pain that was shooting through his groin.
Marcia regarded her son with cold amusement for a moment before she eased her excruciating hold on his balls. When she did, she could feel the blood surge even more powerfully through David's cock as it throbbed under her pressing palm.
"Amy!...Look at me!...Casual sex is one thing!...But is that all you really want?...I mean I'm sure you want more.!...more than...more than...just this!..." Marcia said, her eyes sparkling as she deftly unzipped the front of her son's pants and pulled his straining erection out of his fly.
"Mom!...Nooo!..." David gasped as his mother casually clasped his turgid tool in her hand, fisting him firmly at the root of his cock.
"David!...Mrs. Clark!...Oh my Goddd!..." Amy cried quietly, looking up at her cringing boyfriend and his mother in disbelief.
"Oh don't pretend to be the outraged little girl with me young lady!...You've been playing the cock tease all night from the looks of things!...And don't try and tell me you've never seen one of these before!..." Marcia laughed, pulling down at the base of her son's livid erection, stretching his thin skin tautly over his engorged shaft.
Time seemed to stand still as the two women gaped at the livid tool that was visibly throbbing in Marcia's clenched hand. And then there was a muted gasp from Amy as a pearlescent stream of pre-come began to ooze from David's pee slit and trickle down his shaft towards his mother's encircling hand.
"I'm surprised he's got any left!..." Marcia said with a snicker as she stripped her hand up the length of her son's prick, lubricating her palm with his seeping sperm. Then she began to jack him off with slow, deliberate hand strokes, her hand sliding smoothly up and down his gleaming erection.
"David!...Don't!...You can't let her!..." Amy cried incredulously, her eyes growing wide as she watched the obscene spectacle being played out in front of her.
But David was already getting lost in the excitement of his mother's skilled caress.
"Unnn!...Yeah!...Don't mom!...Ohhh!...Ohh Goddd!...Please!...Unnn!...Stop!..." David chanted more and more faintly. He really couldn't resist hunching his hips back and forth as his arousal overwhelmed him. Helplessly he began to thrust his cock in and out of his mother's shuttling palm in time with her lurid masturbation.
"You want more than that!...You want commitment!...A relationship!...Someone you can trust!...That's really what you want, isn't it Amy?...It's what every woman wants!..." Marcia intoned, matching the cadence of her speech with the tempo of her lurid masturbation. Her big tits were quivering as she worked her son over and Marcia smiled when she noticed that David was staring fixedly at her rippling chest.
"Unnnn!...Unnnn!...Unnnn!..." he whimpered in response to his mother's provocative fondling. He stiffened all over as his balls began to draw up in his groin in imminent orgasm.
"Yes!...I do!...Sure I do!...David!...Please!...Make her stop!...You don't really want her to do this!..." Amy whispered, her eyes turned pleadingly to David.
Marcia restrained a triumphant smile as she felt her son's cock grow to an urgent rigidity under her coaxing hand. She knew she had him ready to come and there was no way he could stop it!. Without Amy seeing, she moved her other hand down the back of David's pants, sliding her extended index finger between the cheeks of his ass.
"Are you sure Amy?...Are you sure you can trust him?...That's what I've been asking you dear!...If it isn't all just about the sex for him, it's easy enough to prove!..." Marcia said, speeding her little hand up and down her son's crimson shaft in a burst of frenzied hand strokes. Then she slammed her clutching fist to the root of his shaft and pressed down on it. At the same time she twisted her sharp nailed finger through David's tight sphincter, making him suck in his breath sharply at the lewd intrusion.
"Nahhh!...Aahhhh!....Mommm!...Nooo!....Oohhh!... Godddd!...." he gasped, arching his back and rising up on his toes to evade Marcia's plundering fingertip. This only made him strain even more frantically into the hand his mother was using on his livid erection. Marcia simply ignored her son's distress, following him up with her outstretched finger.
"He should save himself for you if he really cares for you!...He should be putting your interests ahead of his own!...You realize that, don't you David?...Ultimately it's all up to you isn't it?...To prove yourself to Amy?.." Marcia asked.
As David's eyes darted frantically back and forth from his mother to his girlfriend, Marcia wrenched her wrist around behind him, reaming his sphincter as she pressed her finger deep up his asshole. She didn't stop until she felt his swollen prostate beneath her probing fingertip.



"Wahhh!...Oh Goddd mom!...Nnahhh!...Stoppp!..." David whimpered, his whole body shuddering in response to his mother's obscene fondling.
Amy seemed to be actually taken in by Mrs. Clark's inane ramblings. She looked at David's mother and at her boyfriend as if everything that was going on was starting to make some sort of sense.
"Yes David!...She's right!...Please baby!...Just take me home and we can talk O.K.?... David?...Please?..." Amy asked , looking up at her boyfriend beseechingly.
At that point Marcia hooked her razor sharp finger nail into her son's prostate and slowly twisted it into that ultra sensitive knot of nerves.
"Phwahhhhh!...." David roared as his balls convulsed and a laser stream of come burst from his cock and went streaking across Amy's shoulder.
"Ohhhhh!...David!...Really!...You shouldn't!..." Marcia said with feigned disapproval, jogging her fist around the root of her son's spewing cock. At the same time she continued to gouge his tender prostate with her lewdly skewering fingertip making his balls spasm furiously.
"Oh David!...Nooo!..." Amy gasped, her eyes going wide in shocked surprise as her boyfriend's cock started spitting stringy ropes of come at her.
"Ahhhh!....Ahhhh!...Nnnnn!...No!..." David exclaimed in a combination of humiliation and excitement. He lunged up feverishly from his toes as his come erupted in great, fiery globs. He was coming so hard under his mother's provocative hands that he thought he would faint.
"Eewwww!...David!..." Amy cried in disgust as her boyfriend ejaculated in rapid fire volleys that splattered wetly on her. She tried to duck out of the way but David and Marcia were standing so close they had her hemmed in on the sofa. And David was coming so frantically, no matter which way she turned she couldn't escape all that creamy sperm. In no time her hair and her cheek and her little pink sweater were all decorated with elongated trails of slimy boy goo.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." David groaned every time his balls spasmed, launching another barrage of sticky syrup from his loins.
"Honestly David!...You are so selfish!..." Marcia sneered as she extracted David's come with a skilled touch, more or less aiming her son's spewing cock in the direction of his seated girlfriend.
"Ohhhh!...Unnnn!...Nooooo!..." David continued to whimper. His mother just smiled at his distress, vigorously reaming his twitching anus while jacking him off with irresistible hand strokes.
"Oh, that's too bad!...I tried to warn you dear!... " Marcia said with a disappointed look at a now sobbing Amy. She moved her fist up under her son's scarlet knob which she knew would be exceedingly sensitive right now.
"Naaaa!...Mommm!...Ohhhh!...Noooo!..." David pleaded as his mother briskly buffed her thumb back and forth over that crimson dome, forcing another series of frantic convulsions to seize his loins. Marcia's avid fondling was becoming excruciating. David's testicles began to ache as his mother worked on emptying his depleted reservoir of sperm.
"A relationship needs to be built on trust...not sex!..." Marcia preached as her son's turgid erection began to slacken in her hand. She moved her thumb to the base of the big vein that was etched on the underside of his cock and worked it slowly from the base to the tip.
"Unnn!...Ohhhhh!...Mom!...Goddd!..." David cried as Marcia did this over and over to make sure she got all of David's come up from his aching testicles
"Aggghhhh!..." he gasped as his mother carelessly whipped her long finger out of his rudely enlarged rectum. A final bubble of sperm trickled sluggishly from his pee slit above her relentlessly squeeezing hand. He literally staggered as his mother's swiftly exiting finger left his anus wide open and twitching obscenely.
"Oh my!..." Marcia said with affected alarm.
"You didn't get any on you, did you dear?..." she asked as Amy stared unhappily at her boyfriend and at all the greasy come that was smeared all over her.
"Perhaps you two need to talk!..." the wanton mother said as she dropped her son's spent tool and headed out of the room.
"I'm sure you'll work something out!..." she said walking away without looking back at the young couple behind her.
She went to the kitchen to check the phone messages and to grab a bottle of water to take up to bed. She smiled broadly when she heard the front door slam just a few moments later.
David was slowly trudging up the stairs to bed ahead of her as she went up.
"Sweet dreams, baby!..." she purred reaching out and giving her son's balls a torrid squeeze as they reached the upstairs landing.
"Unnnn!...Goddd!..." David groaned, twitching like he'd been shot but without looking at his mother. He trundled off wearily to bed as Marcia headed to her bedroom and her poor, unsuspecting husband.
The next Friday David came home after school and went into the living room to check out some TV. His mother was on the phone in the kitchen as he walked in. It sounded like she was talking to her sister. Marcia looked over at her son and smiled at him as he headed for the living room. It wasn't often that they were in the house together at the same time with no one else around. But David's father had gone to a ball game with some of his buddies. David had tried to talk to Amy at school about getting together, but she had just cut him dead. It was just him and his mom, home alone for the Friday evening.
Marcia had been at a meeting that afternoon and was dressed in a business suit. She had on a grey pinstripe jacket over a frilly white camisole top. Her trim, grey skirt ended just above her knees. Her long legs looked very shapely in her black nylons and high heels. As a matter of fact, David thought his mother was looking pretty sexy as she strutted into the living room with the phone to her ear and sat down in the big wing chair next to the computer. She turned sideways in the chair towards the desk, found a big, old fountain pen and a writing pad and started making some notes while talking to her sister.
"Ummm Hmmm!...Of course!...Well what do you think?...I mean it was at least a week ago!...Well I don't know!... No!...I seriously doubt that!..." Marcia was saying. She turned her eyes over towards David and a mischievous smile creased the corners of her mouth. She scribbled a few more jottings on the big lined note pad in front of her, and then turned to face her son.
"I don't know!...It's not that I don't like her!...She seems very nice and David likes her!...It's just that she seems a little...you know...naïve!..." Marcia went on as she leaned forward and pulled her jacket off. She carelessly held it out beside her and dropped it on the floor next to her chair.
David was surprised. His mother was usually much more tidy. What she did next surprised him even more.
With the phone still tucked between her ear and her shoulder Marcia reached up underneath her blouse from behind and fiddled behind her back for a moment. Then she reached into one arm hole and brought her hand out a second later holding her skimpy white bra. She dangled it in the air for a moment then dropped it on top of her jacket.
"Well we haven't really talked about it!...It's not really my place is it!...Oh sure!... I know you would!...But how would it look if I were to do that!...."
As she talked, Marcia reached up under her skirt, wiggled around briefly, then slowly pulled out a miniscule pair of thong panties that she held up briefly for her son's wide eyed inspection. Then she dropped her panties on top of her bra and jacket on the floor.
David's attention was now keenly focused on his mother. Marcia's hands drifted up to the buttons on the front of her frilly top. Slowly she began to open them.
"I'm sure it's just a lack of self confidence!...She's pretty!...She's smart!...She's got a good body!...Well no!...She's not as big as me but then neither are you!..." Marcia said with a throaty chuckle as she pulled her frilly chemise open. Puckering a mocking kiss at her son and leaning towards him, she held her blouse open and twisted her shoulders. Her pendulous tits swayed heavily on her chest for a moment and then came swinging out of the opening of her blouse. Marcia leaned even farther forward, pulling her shoulders back so that her creamy breasts dangled hypnotically in front of David's wide eyed stare.
"I could ask David!...He probably knows more about it than I do!...No!... He's right here!...But he looks a bit distracted!...I'm not sure I can get his attention!..." Marcia said, smiling at her son. She covered her melon sized tits with her hands and squeezed them against her chest, making the creamy flesh bulge out around her pressing fingers. With her eyes flashing into his, she slumped back in her seat, spread her nylon sheathed legs and draped them over the armrests of the chair. Lazily she kicked her feet up and down, drawing circles in the air with her stiletto heels as she shamelessly exposed herself to her gaping son.
David was completely spellbound by his mother's lurid display. His heart was racing with excitement and all the blood that was pounding in his chest seemed to be surging directly into his eager young cock. The way his mother was reclining there, fondling her big tits and spreading herself for him like some cheap whore had him hard as a rock and panting with arousal.
"Oh you know!...Watching TV or on the computer!...They're never around to give you a hand when you need it!..." Marcia said, with a coy wink at her son.
David barely heard what his mother was saying. The way her black, bushy cunt was framed by her pink thighs and dark stocking tops had him practically drooling with lust. His eyes were locked on the apex of his mother's loins.
Marcia smiled at her son's obvious excitement. She picked up the big note pad from the desk and turned it up on her tummy facing David. In large bold letters she had written...'EAT ME!!! ...' with a big, vertical arrow that was pointing right at her cunt.
David's eyes snapped up into his mother's. Marcia's eyes were now hooded slits as she returned her son's ardent gaze.
"I know!...I know!...Sometimes it's almost like they speak another language!..." Marcia said in a throaty murmur
David just sat there, staring at his mother in disbelief. Marcia waited a moment longer, then she grabbed her pen, scribbled quickly on the note pad, then rested it again on her beckoning loins.
With one hand, she held her little sign that said ...'EAT ME!!!...NOW!!!...'.
With her other hand she made a fist, held it upside down in front of her cunt, and crooked her index finger at David in an unmistakable.. 'Come here!...' gesture.
David got up slowly and approached his mother like he was sleep walking.
Marcia's smile grew broader as her son shuffled towards her. She turned her writing pad over and wrote some more. When she turned it back, David saw that she had written...'DROP YOUR PANTS!...'
With trembling hands David did so. Marcia had only to nod at his shorts before he dropped those as well. At that point he was standing in front of his mother, bare from the waist down, with his turgid erection swaying from his loins in a vertical salute to her lurid nakedness. Marcia crooked her finger at David again and her son timidly edged nearer to her. When he was close enough she extended one nylon sheathed leg and hooked it around him.
"It's true!....You really have to wonder where their head is!..." she said to her sister, snapping her leather heel sharply into the back of one of David's legs. The nervous young man dropped to his knees like a ton of bricks. His mother's hairy cunt was poised directly in front of his face.
Marcia slowly snaked her shapely calf around her son's neck.
"With David I'm never really sure!...You know what they can be like!...Sometimes I want to just grab him by the neck and shake him!..." Marcia said tipping her pelvis up as she tightened her leg on David's head. She tossed the writing pad back on the desk.
David couldn't believe the view from between his mother's splayed legs. From below, her conical breasts loomed over him and looked huge. He could only just see his mother's sparkling eyes turned down towards him above the gently heaving globes of her tits. But there was no ignoring her wickedly provocative pussy. Once again his eyes returned to his mother's hairy bush as she pulled him closer and closer. When her wiry pubes filled his whole field of vision he opened his mouth and leaned forward with a muted growl.
"Ohhhhhh!....Ummm Hmmm!..." Marcia groaned as David turned his face in her seething loins, spreading her labia with his lips and slashing his tongue hungrily through her succulent trench.
"Mmmmmffff!....Ummmmm!....Mmmmmm!..." David groaned into the intoxicating center of his mother's loins. His jammed his hands under Marcia's ass and pulled her twisting crotch harder against his face
"Goddd!...Oh shit!..." Marcia enthused, bucking her cunt forward into her son's lurid suck.
"What?...Ohhh!...No!...Sorry hon!...I just got a cramp in my leg!...Unnn!... " Marcia grunted into the phone. She leaned back and her legs shot out straight across David's shoulders. Her hands gripped the arms of the big chair as she crossed her ankles, scissoring her son's head between her muscular thighs.
David responded by sealing his lips to his mother's swollen pussy, licking and sucking at that steamy hole like a man possessed.
"Yessss!...That's it!...Right there!..Unn Hnnn!...Unnn Hnnn!...Oh no Linda!...It's just... It's just David!...He's...Unn!... He's helping me with my charlie horse!..." Marcia groaned, grabbing her son's nodding head with both hands and forcing him even harder into her seething groin.
David was overwhelmed by the earthy flavor of his mother's crotch. In her growing arousal Marcia was grinding her cunt into her son's face, smearing him from his hair line to his chin with her savory juices. Her excitement was contagious and her son's cock was a rigid bar of flesh, straining feverishly from his naked loins. He mouthed and lapped at his mother's juicy center with unrestrained enthusiasm.
"Unn Hnnn!...Unnn Hnnn!...Yesss!...There!...Right there!..." Marcia groaned, steadily increasing the pressure of her thighs around David's face.
David was becoming light headed and his eyes were beginning to loose focus as his mother smothered him between her powerful thighs. If she didn't come soon he was going to pass out. He moved his attention to her swollen clit. He puckered his lips around that little protrusion and began to suck. Using the moist tip of his tongue, he began to trace the alphabet across that sensitive little nubbin, A...B...C...
"Ohh Goddd!...Ohh Godddd!...Ohhh!...No Linda!...Unnnn!...It's the...the cramp!...Oh Goddd!...David's massaging it out!...Yesss!.." Marcia gasped, her ass rising up off the seat of her chair with David's face still trapped between her quivering thighs.
"Unnn Hnnn!...Unnn Hnnn!!...UnnnnHnnn!..." coaxed David in a muffled murmur as he did... F...G...H...
"Oh Jesus!...Oh Godd!...David!...What are you...?...What are you... doing?..." Marcia whispered, her loins bucking frantically under her son's darting tongue.
"Mmmmm!...Ummm Hmmmm!...Mmmfff!...Mmmmm!..." David grunted as he toiled away at his mother's simmering slit. ...M...N...O...P.... went his lolling tongue.
"Oh baby!...Yesss!...Yesss!...Yesss!..." Marcia whimpered.
David was working hard on an artful ...V...W...X...Y... when....
"Phwahhh!...Ahhhh!...Shit!....Yess!...." his mother cried as her orgasm overcame her.
"Unnn!...Ahhhh!...Ahhhh!..." Marcia whimpered as her knuckles turned white on the arm rests of her chair. Her lower torso became rigidly horizontal, supported only by her son's trembling shoulders. Her thighs slammed closed on David's head and she began to shudder like she was being electrocuted.
David thought his head was either going to explode or be ripped from his shoulders by his mother's heaving loins. The vice like press of her thighs had forced his mouth off of her spasming vulva.
"Ahhhh!...Ahhhh!...Shittt!..." Marcia moaned, burying the phone in the crook of her neck as she thrashed around in the grip of a wracking orgasm .
"Mmmfff!...Ummmm!...Wahhh!..." David pleaded faintly, clawing frantically at his mother's smothering thighs. But her legs were such tautly quivering bands of muscle he couldn't budge them an inch.
"Ahhhhh!...Ohhhh!...David!...Mmmm!...So good baby!...So Good!..." Marcia panted as she grappled the phone back up to her mouth.
"Unnnnn!...Mwahhhh!...Mmmmm!..." David gasped.
"Ohhh!...Sorry Linda!...Ahhhh!...Christ!...Sorry!...Jeez!...That thing just stiffened up so bad!...Mmmm!...But David got it out!...Ummm!..." Marcia intoned as she relaxed the fervid press of her thighs on David's crimson face. She dropped her feet down onto the floor on either side of her kneeling son.
"Unnnnnn!..." David gasped as he slumped down on his heels. He knelt there panting between Marcia's wide spread and still quietly twitching thighs. As his eyes slowly refocused, he found himself gazing wondrously at the lewd spectacle his mother presented. Her fully rounded breasts loomed over him, heaving gently through her open blouse. And her gaping vagina was mesmerizing. Her interior folds were swollen and on vivid display. Her labia were puffy and distended in a beckoning oval, gleaming with a glossy sheen of vaginal fluids. All that crimson flesh was faintly pulsing and there was a languid trickle of goo trailing from the center of her pussy down into the crack of her ass. David's cock ached to be surrounded by that tempting hole.
"Ohhhh!...Stop it you bad boy!...Oh nothing hon!...He was just tickling me!...He's completely shameless you know!..." Marcia said to her sister. She looked down at her son with a licentious smile for a moment, staring pointedly at the turgid erection that still jutted from his loins before she said into the phone...
"Stop it David!...You're going to be in so much trouble!..."
At the same time she picked up the writing pad again, flipped the page and held it up for David to see.
She had drawn a rude sketch of a pair of balls attached to a big straining penis. Beside it she had written...'I WANT TO SUCK YOUR COCK!!...'.
"Oh my God!...Mom!...You don't know...!...Pleaseee!...Yesss!..." David whispered, lurching to his feet in front of his wickedly smiling mother. He shuffled uncertainly on his feet, not really knowing what to do next.
Marcia chuckled to her sister and said..." I said stop it right now young man!...I'm warning you!..."
Marcia picked up her big fountain pen from the desk and screwed the cap on it. With her eyes sparkling wickedly into David's, she reached out and fisted his cock. She worked her hand on him with slow, incendiary strokes as she pulled him even closer between her lewdly parted thighs.
"Turn around honey!..." she whispered to her son, tapping her chin thoughtfully with the pen as she continued to masturbate him.
David was reluctant to move, knowing that if he did he would lose his mother's provocative touch. But finally he did as she asked, turning his back on her.
"Just a minute Linda!...David wants to ask me something!.." Marcia said into the phone before burying it against her shoulder.
"Now bend over!...Move your feet apart!...A little more!..."
"But mom!...Why?..." David asked, nervously looking back over his shoulder at his mother, even as he did her bidding.
"Because I said so David!...That's a good boy!...Now reach back and spread your cheeks for me!..."
Hesitantly David reached back, clutched his ass in both hands and pulled it apart in front of his mother's piercing gaze.
With her eyes sparkling merrily into her son's, Marcia leaned forward, reached between his thighs with one hand and palmed his balls. In her other hand she held her pen in an underhanded clasp. With her son's crack spread obscenely in front of her, Marcia reached out and pressed the fat end of the pen against his puckered sphincter.



"Unnn!...Mommm!...Don't!...Please!..." David whimpered, stiffening up in dismay as his mother lewdly prodded his anus with the blunt plastic cylinder. Marcia gave his balls a warning squeeze to make sure he knew he wasn't going anywhere.
"What's the matter baby?...Don't you like it when mommy plays with your asshole?...All the other boys do!...Oh they like it a lot!..." Marcia snickered, as she breeched her son's cringing anus with the end of the pen.
"Naaaa!..." David cried. He was so tight back there. Marcia smiled at the way the taut ring of his sphincter inverted and was drawn inwards around the pressing pen as she forced it up his anus.
"I!...I!...Ohhh!...Wait!...Mom!...Pleasee!..." David panted, his eyes locked pleadingly on his mother's as he bent forward at the waist to try and ease the entry of the unyielding implement.
"Don't be such a baby!..." Marcia chided, smiling at her son's distress as she augured the fat fountain pen relentlessly up his tightly clenched rectum. She pressed the cylinder inwards until the fat cap had disappeared up her son's flinching nether hole.
"Ohhhhhh!...' David hissed as his mother inserted the top of the pen fully up his ass and as his fiery sphincter snapped closed on the narrower cylinder behind it.
"There!...Don't you look cute!...Now you can turn around honey!..." Marcia said, smiling into her son's uncertain gaze. David tentatively straightened up and turned to face his mother.
When Marcia was again confronted with her son's erection she noticed that it had lost some of its fierce rigidity. She reached under David's balls and tapped her hard edged nails sharply on the exposed half of the pen.
"Wahhhh!...Unnnn!..." David gasped, his eyes widening with surprise and excitement. Marcia smiled knowingly as her son's cock leapt to full attention in response to the metal cylinder twisting against his responsive prostate.
"There!...That's better!...You look so sweet with that pen up your ass and you big cock waving around!...I should take a picture!..." Marcia teased, as she once more enfolded her son's prick in her little fist.
She put the phone back to her ear as she said..." Listen Hon!...I have to go!...No really!... Oh he was just looking for a pen!...Yeah!...Unn Hnn!...I found one for him!... Unn Hnn!...Yeah!...He's using it right now!...O.K.!...That'll be great!...Unn Hnn!...Give me a call later!... O.K.!...Bye!..."
Marcia was again stroking her son's hard cock with cool deliberation as she stared up into his eyes.
"Unnnnn!....Ohhhh!...Mom!...That feels so good!...Ummm!...Will you...?...Will you... s.ss.suck it mom?...Like you said!...Please!..." David asked, blushing all over with embarrassment as he asked his mother for her promised blow job.
"You want me to suck it for you baby?...Suck it and make you come?...Is that what you want?...Look at my lips David!...I'm a great cocksucker!..." she said, teasing her tongue around her parted lips.
"I can make you come harder than you could ever imagine!...You'd like that wouldn't you honey?...For mommy to let you fuck her face until you come down her throat?...Is that what you want?...To fuck my mouth?...Is that what you want baby?..." Marcia asked, feeling her son's cock throb with excitement in response to her dirty talk.
"Unnnn!...Unnn Goddd!....Yess mom!...Pleaseee!..."
Marcia continued to regard her son with amusement as she punched in another number on her phone. She put it to her ear again and in a moment she said...
"Hello?... Amy?...Hi!...This is Mrs. Clark!...How are you dear?..."
David looked down at his mother in wide eyed astonishment. What could she possibly think she was doing.
"Oh I'm fine, thank you!...This is a little bit awkward Amy but I just wanted to talk to you about last week...Unn hnnn!...Well that's one way to look at it!...But David feels very badly about the whole situation...No!...Really!...Yes!...Yes!...I understand!...Well maybe you and I should talk about that sometime!..." Marcia said, her little hand working steadily up and down on her son's throbbing boner.
"Before you make a final decision, I just wish you'd let him talk to you!...It might make you see things just a little differently!...Would you?...Oh that would be so sweet of you!...He's around here some where!...Let me go find him!..." Marcia said, her eyes sparkling into her son's.
Once more she buried the telephone in the crook of her neck as she slowly stood up in front of David.
David watched spellbound as his mother rose up from her chair. Her big, bared tits wobbled crazily as she stood up. She kept David's turgid tool clasped hotly in her jogging little fist as she circled around him, forcing him to turn to keep facing her.
"Talk to her sweetheart!...Tell her how much you miss her!...Tell her whatever you want!...As long as you keep talking, I'll keep doing you!...If you stop, I stop!...That's pretty simple isn't it?..." Marcia said as she handed the phone to her son.
Nervously David brought the phone up to his ear. His eyes were locked on his mother's as she stood staring back at him with a wicked gleam in her eye.
"Unnn!...Hi!...Amy!...Yeah!...It's...!....Ahhhhh!...Unnnnn!...Ohhhh!..." David cried out.
His mother had shoved him in the chest and he had plunked down in the big arm chair behind him. The pen sticking out of his ass had caught the cushion at a funny angle and wrenched around excruciatingly inside his anus.
"Nahhh!...Ummm!...Amy!...Sorry!...Sorry!..." David gasped into the phone, frantically shifting his ass forward on the seat of the chair to take the weight off the bulbous pen impaling him.
"I...unnn... just...unnn...just...stubbed my toe!..." he groaned.
"Oh aren't you the clever one!..." Marcia whispered as she dropped to her knees in front of her son. With one hand she took the end of his cock between her thumb and forefinger and pulled it upright at his loins. With her other hand she reached in with her upturned palm and cupped David's dangling testicles. Then she slowly dragged her sharp nails over his balls and up the length of his outstretched hard-on.
"Ohhhhh!..." David moaned quietly away from the phone in response to his mother's steamy caress.
Marcia continued to tantalize her son's straining tool with her nails while he tried to talk to his girl friend.
"Ahhhh!...Amy!...I really wanted to talk to you!...Ohhh!...I'm sorry about...about... Ahhh!..." David said more and more slowly as his mother teased him. Then Marcia twisted her shoulders back and forth and shimmied forward to get in real tight to her son's groin.
"I wanted to say...Ohhh!...Oh myyy!...Oh!... my!...Unnn!..." he groaned as his mother leaned heavily into his lap, squashing her big tits thrillingly between his legs.
"Goddd!...I'm so ...sorry about what happened the other night!..." David moaned, hunching up into the steamy valley of his mother's breasts.
"Here baby!...Lift up!...Let mommy have a little room to work!.." Marcia whispered huskily, lifting David's thighs up and spreading them over the arm rests of the chair. In this position she had total access to her son's seething loins. She leaned back in, enveloping her son's boner in her mountainous cleavage. With her eyes smoldering into his, she worked her resilient tit flesh up and down around his organ, sending lightning bolts of excitement raging through his groin.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Oh mommm!..." David whimpered quietly, helplessly humping against his mother's luscious fun bags.
"Unnn Hnnn!...Unnn hnnn!...Amy!...Yeahhh!...Ohhh!...Well not exactly but... Nahhhh!... Ohhhh!...Godd!!!..." David stammered incoherently into the telephone.
His mother smiled up at her over-excited son. She couldn't resist it and had to reach down and give the lewd pen sticking out of his asshole a quick jiggle.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Nooo!...Don't!..." David gasped, stiffening up all over in perverted excitement.
Marcia just smiled into her son's anxious eyes as she continued wiggle and twist the pen up his ass.
"Sorry no!...Unnn!...Unnn!...It was just my mom!...She was looking for a...a pen!... Ohhhh Goddd!... Yeahhh!...She...unnn!...found one!...Yeah!..."
Marcia beamed up at her now sweating son. She flattened her palm on the upper slopes of her breasts and shifted around until the end of David's big cock was jutting through the circle of her thumb and forefinger. Without taking her eyes off his, she leaned down and puckered her lips around his cock crown. With an seductive moan she slowly pushed her lips down around him, sucking avidly on his knob as she siphoned him into her mouth.
"Ohhhh!...Jeeezz!...Unnn!...Unnn!...Yes mommm!...Noo!...Amy!...I mean she wanted to know if she could use my calculator!...Unnn!..."
David reflexively hunched up into his mother's lurid suck, inching more and more of his tool through the steamy valley of her tits, through her clasping fingers and into her beckoning mouth.
Marcia smiled up at him as he did so, encouraging him to give her more cock by increasing the intensity of her lavish suck. Soon her cheeks were deeply sunken around her son's engorged shaft. David could literally see his bell shaped cock crown bulging through Marcia's cheek. The sight and the feel of his mother's lurid cock sucking action made him gasp with arousal. His erection was throbbing with tingling excitement as his balls drew up tight in his groin.
"Oh Goddd Amy!...I'd like to!...Unnn!...I mean would you?...Unnn!...Unnn!... Can I?...Can I...?... see you?...Unnn!..." David stammered, hunching up more and more urgently into his mother's leeching suck.
As much as Marcia enjoyed tormenting her squirming son, she knew she had him ready to come. She decided it was time to put him out of his misery. She jerked her lips up David's pulsing shaft, sliding him from her mouth with a loud, lurid slurp. Then she straightened up a little on her knees, freeing her son's tool from her sweaty cleavage. She yanked his hips closed to the edge of the chair and pushed his knees back, exposing him completely to her lewd fondling. She took the pen in his ass in one hand and began to wrench it around slowly, reaming David's nether hole in the most obscene and arousing fashion.
"Naahhhh!...Ahhh!...Nooo!..." David whimpered quietly.
Marcia leaned her face close to her son's as she took his cock in a warm grip and began to stroke him firmly.
"Oh you like it when I play with your ass!...I know you do baby!...You've got a big load for me, don't you David?...Ummm!...You want me to suck all that hot come right out of you, don't you?...Yeah!...You can come in my mouth baby!...I want you to!...I want your big cock in my mouth when you're going to come!...You're going to tell me aren't you?... Aren't you?..." Marcia demanded as she increased the pace of her feverish masturbation.
"Unnnn Hnnn!...Unnn Hnnn!...Unnnn!..." David grunted in feverish arousal. He couldn't believe how excited his mother's dirty talk was making him. He didn't think he could hold it much longer!
"Unnnn!...Amy!...Waaaaa!...Can I?....Unnn...Can I call you back?..."
"Oh nooo!...Don't you dare!..." Marcia hissed.
And with that Marcia lunged back down into her son's lap, snaring the end of his cock with her ovaled lips. With her eyes burning up into his she pulled down hard on the root of his shaft, stretching the skin around his turgid tool. She knew that would heighten his cock's already feverish sensitivity. Then she lightly sank her teeth into the swollen ridge under his cock crown.
"Unnnn!...Ohhhh!...Nahhhh!..." David gasped, thrashing around like a fish out of water at his mother's lurid oral assault. Marcia smiled at the way David writhed beneath her. She jogged her tightly clenched fist at the base of his cock, stretching his taut flesh excruciatingly between her hand and her gently grinding teeth.
"Unnnnn!...Goddd!...Waittt!..." David cried, feverishly bucking his pelvis up, down and sideways under his mother's smiling face.
"Ummm Hmmm!...Ummm Hmmm!...Ummm!..." Marcia encouraged, now shoving the unyielding pen deeper into her son's ass, jabbing and twisting it in an incendiary rhythm.
"Unnnnn!...Yesss!...Nooo!...Stoppp!...Ohh!...Nooo!...Amy!...It's not you!...It's!... It's!...Ahhhh!..." David stammered, his ass twitching spastically around the pen his mother was turning up his ass.
Marcia knew she had her son on the razor's edge. She stopped gnawing on his cock and began to flick her moist tongue feverishly at the sensitive knot of nerves on the underside of his cock crown.
"Naaahhhhh!...Ahhhh!...Godddd!...I'mm going to come!...Mommm!...I'm going to come!..." David groaned as a fireball of excitement gathered in his loins. His thighs were locked around the arms of the chair, his ass hovering in the air as he hunched up into his mother's irresistibly siphoning mouth.
"Ummm Hmmm!....Ummm Hmmm!...Commmm!...Commm Ommm!..." Marcia moaned gutturally, lapping like a demented kitten at the underside of David's knob. She continued to pull down on the root of his cock and every few seconds nipped lightly at the taut edges of his swollen cock crown.
"Pwahhhhh!...." David cried as his testicles gave a mighty lurch and a geyser of sperm erupted from his loins.
"Unnnnnnnnn!....Ahhh!...Nahhhh!..." he wailed as his sphincter contracted fiercely on the fat metal cylinder his mother continued to jam up his ass. His first burst of come was followed immediately by a torrent of sperm that jetted from his balls in frenzy of body wracking spasms. His back arched and he shuddered like he was being electrocuted.
"Ummmmm!....Ummmm Hmmmm!...Commmm!...Commmm!..." Marcia encouraged, her eyes sparkling wickedly up into her son's he fired a seething barrage of sperm down her throat.
Marcia continued to tease David's spewing cock with her quick hands and her provocative tongue. She had him coming so feverishly that she could barely keep up with his deluge of sperm. There were little rivulets of come leaking from both corners of her mouth.
"Unnnnn!....Unnnn!...Unnnn!...' David cried. He was now totally oblivious of the phone that was resting on his shoulder. He grabbed his own knees and pulled back on them hard, frantically thrusting his groin up into his mother's smiling face. He stared in lust filled amazement at her. He was spellbound by the way her eyes sparkled up into his and by the way her high cheek bones were twitching as she coaxed his come from him with her relentlessly twisting tongue.
"Ummm!...Ummm Hmmm!...You come so much!..." Marcia praised through a mouthful of boy goo, taking a quick breath before going back down to slavishly suck on her son's throbbing organ.
"Ohhhhh!....Ohhhh!...Ohhh My Goddd!..." David gasped as his eyes began to regain focus and his orgasmic spasms began to ease.
His body began to slump back down into the chair and he grabbed at the phone as it slipped across his chest and was just about to fall to the floor.
"Hello?...Hello?...Amy?...." he said tentatively into the phone and then..." Nahhhhhh!..." stiffening up again frantically as his mother whipped the fat cylinder out of his thoroughly reamed asshole.
Marcia smiled as another trickle of sperm streamed across her tongue as a result of her rude extraction of the pen from her son's fiery anus.
"Ummmmmm!..." she cooed, smacking her lips as she once again raised her mouth from David's now diminishing tool.
"Let me have that phone..." she said, jerking her son's cock fast and hard to coax the last of his sperm from his tired balls.
"Unnnnn!...Unnn!...Mommmm!..." David gasped, writhing uncomfortably under his mother's avid stoking.
"Hello?...Amy?...Hello?...I guess she hung up!..." Marcia said with a wicked smile, changing the tempo of her hand and slowly milking her son's cock from the root to the tip to make sure she had thoroughly drained his balls.
"Oohhhh!...Mommmm!...Stoppp!..." David gasped, lurching forward in his seat to try and stop his mother's relentless mastubation. His cock was now super sensitive and her continued rough fondling was driving him crazy.
Marcia ignored his grappling hand and his anxious pleading.
"I guess we'll just have to call her back!..." she said, puckering a mocking kiss at her son.
"Ohhhhhh!... Nooo!..." David groaned, closing his eyes and slumping back in the big arm chair.
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Dan was surprisingly nervous. After all, he had gone out with Rachel for almost two years before they broke up. And that was six months ago. He hadn't seen it coming at all. He thought they were happy. Admittedly they hadn't had the most passionate relationship. But they were a quiet couple and Dan had thought that they were both content. He had even begun to imagine that he would one day ask Rachel to marry him and they would live happily ever after. He had been that much in love with her.
When Rachel had dumped him in the spring for some guy named Richard, Dan had been hurt at first and then very angry. He had tried to get her to see him again, to try and work something out, but she had just brushed him off. She had met someone new, someone that was exciting, someone she really loved. She wasn't interested in Dan any more. Have a nice life!
He was pretty surprised when he got a call from her at work asking him to meet her. At first he had refused. He was still upset with the way she had treated him. He was just about over her and finally starting on a new relationship himself. He didn't see any point in reopening old wounds. But Rachel convinced him to see her, just for a quick drink. She had always been pretty good at getting what she wanted.
So Dan was sitting alone in a curved booth, in a trendy downtown bistro, at six o'clock on a Friday evening with his second drink in front of him, waiting for his ex-girlfriend to arrive. She was half an hour late and counting.
He noticed her as soon as she walked into the bar.
Rachel had changed. She had always been trim and attractive but in an unremarkable sort of way. The new Rachel was positively stunning. Her formerly short, brownish hair was now platinum blonde, artfully teased and hanging to her shoulders. She was wearing black leather pants that fit her like a second skin. On top of that she wore a white satin blouse with a draped neckline that exposed a glimpse of her substantial cleavage. Dan tried to keep his cool as he waved hesitantly at her. Rachel saw him and flashed him a dazzling smile. Dan realized that every man in the room was watching her as his former girlfriend strutted across the room towards him in her towering stiletto heels.
Dan stood up, feeling light headed, and made room for her in the booth. She leaned towards him before she sat down and gave him an air kiss, her gleaming scarlet lips brushing his cheek. Dan was surprised to notice that she was wearing a very heady perfume. She had never done that when they were going out
"Hello Dan!...It's good to see you!...I hope you haven't been waiting long!..."
"Rachel!...I was beginning to wonder if I misunderstood you. ...You look...different!...I mean...great!..." Dan stammered.
"Aren't you sweet!...You're looking very well yourself. ...How long has it been?..."
Dan was immediately stung that Rachel could ask such a thing. She obviously hadn't been counting the hours like he had.
Rachel ordered a drink and Dan ordered another one. The conversation lumbered along for a half an hour or so through fairly safe territory...'What was new at work?',...' What was so and so doing?', ...'Had you talked to what's his name lately?'. Then Dan found himself asking a question that he had promised himself he wouldn't ask.
"So how are you and Richard getting along?..."
Rachel looked at him with a cool smile for a moment. When she leaned towards him her long pearl necklace swung grcefilly over her enticing cleavage.
"Actually...it's going great! ...Richard's a wonderful man, really interesting!...We have good times, great sex!.. We've been away twice together, once skiing in Vail and once to a resort in Bermuda!...It was so exciting Dan...You would have loved it!..."
Dan found himself staring down Rachel's blouse as she leaned conspiratorially towards him. There, barely contained in a little black bra, were the two gorgeous pink breasts that he used to love to fondle. Sometimes she'd get on her knees and take him between those resilient globes, urging him to fuck her tits until he'd finally come all over her chest. Dan couldn't help but start to get hard as those memories came rushing back to him.
He had hoped when she called that she might want to get back together with him. But from what she was saying about her new boyfriend, that obviously wasn't the case.
"I don't understand Rachel. Why did you call me? What do you want?..."
Casually, Rachel let one hand slip onto Dan's leg under the table as she leaned even closer to him. Gently she began to rub his thigh.
"I don't know baby. I just felt like calling you. I thought we might get together, you know, have a little fun like we used to!...We used to have some good times, didn't we?.." Rachel asked with sparkling eyes.
Dan could feel the blood rising in his face in growing outrage.
"I can't believe this! You walk out on me without any warning for some guy I've never heard of. I don't hear from you for six months! Then you want to see me so you can tell me how lovey dovey you are with your new boy friend..."
Rachel just smiled as Dan vented. As he was muttering she had moved one hand up to her necklace. Then she started playing with the neckline of her blouse, idly pulling it down and away from her breasts.
"And in the same breath you ask me if I think we should get together!... You can't be ...unnn...you can't be...unnn...serious Rachel...How could you possibly think I'd be...I'd be... interested?..." Dan stuttered.
He was having trouble completing his thoughts. His eyes were helplessly following Rachel's finger as she teasingly revealed more and more of her gently heaving breasts. She always had known how to push his buttons. Despite his hurt and his anger and his fervent wish that it wasn't happening, Dan's cock was getting rock hard in his pants as Rachel distracted him with her sumptuous breasts. The blonde's smile broadened as she saw how confused she was making her ex. She twisted her shoulders, deliberately making her creamy melons shift and sway in her satin bra.
"Judging by the way you've been staring at my tits Danny, I'd say you were interested!... Definitely interested!..."
Dan's eyes snapped up into Rachel's at her rude remark. He couldn't help notice that the guy at the table in front of theirs was staring over his wife's shoulder, also ogling Rachel's now half bared chest.
Rachel followed Dan's look and winked salaciously at the peeping neighbor. At the same time she began to move her caressing hand higher up Dan's thigh.
"Well, I'm not...interested! Despite what you may think!..." Dan replied.
"Oh Danny!...Remember how much fun we used to have..." Rachel said in a voice loud enough for the couple at the next table to hear.
"Remember that first time we had dinner at your parents? I kept feeling you up under the dining room table and your mother kept asking you if you were all right. You could hardly wait to get us out of there and get back to your place. But I was being so bad that night. I think I had your cock in my mouth before we were even out of your parent's driveway. You wanted me to stop but I wouldn't. I don't think you made it three blocks did you Danny? My God! I thought you were going to drown me! You came so much! You liked that didn't you baby? Don't tell me you didn't!..." Rachel teased.
"Rachel!...For God's sake!...Think about where we are!..." Danny hissed, looking around the dining room nervously. Rachel's hot reminiscing was getting him really horny.
"And anyway...that's all over!...There's nothing between us now so let's just leave it alone!..." he said.
"Nothing between us lover?...Are you sure?..." Rachel asked with a knowing smile, sliding her open palm into Danny's lap.
"Noo!.." Danny gasped when he realized what Rachel was doing. But by then it was too late. There was no denying the huge hard-on that was bulging against the fly of his trousers as Rachel closed her hand around it.
"Oh Danny! ...You liar!...You're huge!...I think you really missed me!...Admit it!..." Rachel teased, giving Danny's cock a torrid squeeze that made him squirm in his seat.
"Rachel!...Please!...I don't want this and neither do you!...You've moved on and I've been trying to move on too....Let's just finish our drinks and say goodbye!..." Danny said, more than a little melodramatically.
"Oh poor baby!...I must have really hurt you, didn't I?...I'm sorry Danny...You know I didn't mean to!..." Rachel said with mock tenderness. As she stared at him contritely, Rachel continued to fondle him through his pants, rubbing her hand warmly up and down the length of his pulsing erection.
"How can I make it up to you baby?...I'd do anything to make it better between us!... There must be some way...some thing?...I know!...How about....this?..." she said, reaching for the zip of Danny's pants and pulling it down. Before he could stop her, Rachel had her hand through Danny's underwear and was pulling his stiff cock out under the table.
"Rachel!...Don't!...You can't do that here!... Stop!... Someone will see!..." Danny hissed, reaching into his lap and trying to pry Rachel's hand away from his cock as she wrestled it out of his open fly. But Rachel held on tenaciously.
"No one will see if you stop making such a fuss!..." the shameless blonde said sweetly. Danny looked around and noticed that a number of the nearby diners were looking at him and Rachel. Some were smiling, some definitely were not. Danny reluctantly put his hands back up on the table. Rachel winked again at the man at the nearest table who probably had a pretty good view of what her little hand was doing in her ex-boyfriend's lap.
At that point the waitress returned and asked them if there was anything else that she could get them.
Rachel started jacking Danny's cock off under the table with long, luxurious hand strokes. Her shoulder was shifting rhythmically in time with her pumping. She seemed totally unconcerned with what the waitress must be thinking as she carried on her lurid masturbation.
"Yes please!...I'll have another martini, straight up, with a twist...''she said smiling brightly as she jacked her clenched fist up and down Danny's crimson tool...."and two big olives!..."
"Ma'm!...Sir!...I'm not sure if you're allowed...I mean...if you can...ummmm...I really don't think..." the waitress stammered, looking at Danny and Rachel doubtfully.
"Oh it's alright dear! I am a doctor and this man is my patient. He has an unusual condition that requires continuous monitoring. I'd be more specific but it's a little bit delicate, if you know what I mean..." Rachel said, winking at the waitress.
At the same time she stopped her fist on the upstroke, stretching the thin skin tautly up the length of Dan's shaft. She whipped her thumb back and forth against that tender knot of nerves under his bulging cock crown.
"Naahhh!..." Danny gasped, the sweat beading on his brow as his balls lurched with arousal. The pre-come began to stream from his pee slit in response to Rachel's searing touch and trickled over her clasping hand. Dan clenched his hands tightly on top of the table and tried to sit still. But try as he might, he couldn't help himself from hunching up into ex's provocatively caressing hand.
The waitress's expression turned even more uncertain as she regarded the smiling blonde and the unusually agitated young man.
"He'll have another rum and coke and could we have a couple more napkins, just in case we have an accident?..." Rachel said with a meaningful glance towards Danny's lap.
"Ohhh!...Certainly doctor!...I'll get that right away!..." the waitress said before darting off towards the bar.
"I thought she'd never leave!...Now where were we?...Oh yes!..." Rachel said.
Again she wrapped her now well lubricated hand around Danny's shaft and went back to stroking him, only a little faster this time. She puckered a kiss at the husband at the next table who was now openly gaping at her. His wife kept hissing at him to stop staring, but he wasn't pay any attention to her.
"Ohhh!...Rachel!...Unnn!...Unnn!...Please stop!...You're gonna' make me...ahhh... come ...if you don't stop!..." Danny pleaded, looking anxiously into Rachel's sparkling eyes.
But Rachel ignored his moaning. She smiled to feel Danny's shaft expand that last little bit in her hand as cock's do just before they explode. She started to work him with short, hard strokes. He'd never been able to hold it when she'd jacked him like that.
"Don't worry baby!...You can still fuck me later!...Just let it go if you want to!...And this would be a good time to do it because I think the waitress is coming back!..." Rachel said with a smile, slamming her clenched hand to the base of Dan's cock.
Dan looked over his shoulder to see the waitress coming towards them from across the room.
"Unnnn!...Nooo!...Please!..." he moaned, squirming in his seat. But Rachel had him so excited his heels were driving into the carpet as he bucked up into her relentlessly pressing hand. The blonde adjusted her grip so that Danny's cock was aimed up towards his chin.
"Come baby!...Come for me just like you used to!...Come on!..." the beaming blonde encouraged, puckering a taunting moo at her ex.
"Nahhhhhh!..." Dan moaned as his balls lurched and he started to come in a fiery torrent.
"Unnn!...Ahhh!...Ahhhh!..." he grunted, twitching spastically as his orgasm wracked his loins. Little jets of sperm fountained up over the edge of the table and splattered wetly on the tabletop and onto the front of his shirt.
"Oh my!..." Dan could faintly hear the waitress gasp as she reached their table.
"Holy shit!..." the guy at the next table cried.
"Ummm Hmmm!...Come baby!...That's it!...That's it!...' Rachel purred, jerking Danny's throbbing tool in time with his ejaculation. All three spectators watched spellbound as Danny's come spurted up in front of him like gooey fireworks erupting from under the table.
"Ahhhh!...Nahhh!...Oh Nooo!..." Danny moaned in embarrassment, shivering ever more quietly as the force of his orgasm waned.
Rachel watched him with avid eyes as she continued to work him over. It was only when she was sure that he was just about spent that she glanced around her.
"Oh thank you dear!...These will do very nicely..." she said, taking the handful of cloth napkins from the unmoving waitress. She started dabbing at Dan's shirt with one them.
"Now run along and get our drinks will you!..."
And to the man who was sitting across from them, staring at them wide eyed she snarled... "What the fuck are you looking at?..."
He sheepishly turned away only to be confronted by his extremely irate wife.
"Was that good baby?...Did you like that?..." Rachel asked Danny, slowly raking her sharp fingernails up the sensitive underside of his still faintly pulsing prick.
"Unnnn!...Rachel!...You bitch!..." he cried, writhing in his seat as Rachel's fiery touch made his balls spasm and a last dribble of sperm ooze from his gaping pee slit.
The smugly smiling blonde could see that Danny was on the verge of tears as she finally stopped playing with his softening tool.
"You bitch!..." Dan muttered again without looking at Rachel as he hastily stuffed himself back into his pants and pushed himself out of the booth.
"But you'll still respect me in the morning won't you baby?..." Rachel said loudly to Danny's retreating back as he walked away from the table.
About three weeks later Dan was on his way back to work after lunch. It was cold and overcast and threatening rain. He had his raincoat pulled tightly closed and, as he felt the first drops of sleet begin to fall, he turned his collar up. Glancing up, his stomach dropped as he saw Rachel coming down the street towards him. She saw him at just the same time. Dan stopped dead in his tracks but Rachel never broke her stride, walking right up to him with a bright smile creasing her lips.
Just then the skies opened up and a torrent of freezing drizzle came pelting down. Rachel stepped close to Dan and grabbed his arm. When Dan felt his ex-girlfriend's warm curves pressing against his side, he got that that same breathless feeling that he had had when he met her in the restaurant some weeks before. Rachel looked around quickly. They were on the edge of a park and there was a phone booth behind them that was sheltered by some trees. She pulled Dan into it.
The two of them stood half in half out of the phone booth and watched the other pedestrians scurrying for cover. Without looking at Rachel Dan said..."I should go!"
"Nice to see you too sweetheart! Did I miss your call?..." Rachel asked, giving Dan's arm a warm squeeze.
"Rachel, I really have to go..." Dan said, turning and looking despairingly at the smiling blonde.
At that moment, the already driving rain began to fall even harder. Dan and Rachel both edged further back into the phone booth.
"What's the matter baby?...You seem so nervous when I'm around!... You're not afraid of me are you?..." Rachel asked with an amused grin.
"Rachel. I've missed you. I really have. But if you're involved with someone else I don't see the point of us seeing each other any more. That makes sense doesn't it?"
"Oh Danny! You're so sweet! I've missed that about you baby! That and a lot of other things. Here... Close your eyes... I'll show you."
Danny had no idea what Rachel was up to but he sighed and closed his eyes.
He could feel Rachel squirming in front of him for a moment.
"Keep you eyes closed baby. I'm thinking about something I've really missed since you've been gone. See if you can guess what it is. I'm going to give you a hint."
Dan stood there with his eyes closed wondering what was going on. Then he felt something light and silky brushing his face. It felt moist but his face was so wet from the rain, he couldn't be sure. It definitely had an interesting smell though, kind of earthy and sweet at the same time.
His eyes popped open however when Rachel reached through the folds of his raincoat and pressed her hand against his cock through his pants. She was watching him with a curious smile as she swiped her silk thong panties back and forth across his face.
"What?...Oh my Godd!... Rachel!...What are you doing?..." Dan asked in amazement.
Rachel's smile grew broader. She pressed her tiny panties to Dan's lips as she continued to rub his crotch.
"What does it feel like I'm doing baby?..." she purred as Dan's cock stiffened and grew under her rotating palm. She pressed the door of the phone booth closed with her knee and leaned her lips close to Danny's ear.
"I've missed this big cock of yours lover! Have you missed my pussy? It feels like you have!..." Rachel said as she deftly pulled down the zipper of Danny's pants.
"Rachel!...You're crazy!...We can't!...Not here!..." Dan stammered, pushing against Rachel's shoulders, even as the brazen blonde twisted his boner out through his open fly. In the tight confines of the phone booth there was really no way of getting away from her. With her free hand Rachel had opened her own rain coat and pulled the hem of her short skirt up towards her waist.
"You know you want it!...Tell me you haven't been thinking about it since I jacked you off in the restaurant!..." Rachel purred confidently. Rising up on her toes she thrust her exposed loins forward and pulled Dan's turgid tool against her.
"Ohhh Goddd!..." he gasped at the feel of Rachel's gently rounded mons and silky pubic hair pressing against his erection. She could tell he was excited already. Rachel held him steady in her hand as she writhed her provocative loins into his.
"I know you want it!...So?...Why don't you to put it in?..." she said crudely as Dan's engorged tool throbbed against her.



"Rachel!...Goddd!...Stop!...That feels so good!... Buttt!... Unnn!... Anybody could come along!..." Dan protested as he helplessly hunched back against the irresistible press of Rachel's pussy.
Rachel pulled down hard on Dan's fat shaft, stretching the thin skin of his dick tautly on the upper part of his tool.
"Bend you knees a little!...Umm Hmmm!...Oh yeahhh!..." the shameless blonde cooed as she pressed even more tightly against her ex. She smiled as he obeyed her without a whimper. With one hand she spread her pussy and with the other she guided Dan's bloated cock crown into her inviting slit.
"Ohhh Goddd!..." Dan groaned faintly as the searing heat of Rachel's meaty labia fluttered around his knob. He couldn't believe his old girlfriend could act like such a slut. She had him so aroused it was all he could do to keep from thrusting up into her seething tunnel.
"What are you waiting for?..." Rachel teased, keeping a firm clasp on Dan's straining organ.
There was a feverish burning feeling lancing through Dan's loins. The way that Rachel was keeping the pressure on his cock made it feel like it was on fire.
"Ahhhh!...We shouldn't!...Oh shittt!...I can't!...Rachel!... Unnn!..." he gasped as he gripped Rachel's shoulders tight and hunched up into her lewdly tempting pussy.
"Ohhhh!..." Rachel cried, biting her lip as Dan's engorged tool stretched her painfully. But the feel of his blunt shaft entering her made her loins quiver with arousal.
"Yesss!...That's it!...Go on!...Fuck me!..." she hissed, pressing her hands onto the glass panes of the phone booth and forcing herself further down Dan's rigid shaft.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Oh Goddd!..." Dan moaned. Rachel was still pretty dry and he wasn't able to penetrate her very far. Her tight pussy was stretching the skin around his knob excruciatingly. It felt like the end of his cock was on fire. But she had gotten him so excited he couldn't stop hunching up into her resisting vagina.
"Shitt!...Nahhh!...Goddd!..." he groaned in frustration. Getting into his ex's snug pussy was proving just too painful. Tears were actually swelling in his eyes as he tried to jam his prick into Rachel's writhing cunt. He finally pushed her back to ease the fiery pressure on his tool.
"Noooo!...Don't stop!...Give it to me!..." Rachel seethed, hunching down hard on Dan's turgid erection. With her eyes burning into his she forced another couple of inches of his angry shaft into her molten center.
"Unnn!...Easy Rachel!...Easy!..." Dan gasped.
"Yesss!...Unn Hnnn!...That's ittt!..." Rachel hissed, writhing frenziedly on her ex-boyfriend's cock.
Dan happened to look around just then and literally jumped when he saw someone standing right outside the phone booth, peering in at them through the steamed up windows.
"Unnnn!..." Rachel grunted as Dan's unexpected lunge drove the last couple of inches of his meat into her eager tunnel.
"Rachel!...There's someone right there!..."
Rachel turned and, wiping some of the condensation off the side glass, she too saw the figure outside the phone booth. It was a young schoolgirl in knee high socks, plaid skirt, and a white blouse. Her little plastic slicker was humped up where it had been thrown on over her back pack. She was clutching a small pile of books to her chest and staring avidly at them through the glass. Her eyes were darting back and forth from Dan and Rachel's eyes to their writhing hips where it was obvious that they were joined together.
Rachel looked back excitedly at Dan.
"Isn't she cute!...I wonder how long she's been watching us?..."
Moving her lips back to Dan's ear and twisting sinuously on his deeply imbedded tool she murmured..."Maybe you can do her after you finish me!...Would you like that?..."
"Ohhhhh!..." Dan groaned, his loins heaving up eagerly into Rachel's in response to her lurid teasing.
Rachel smiled to feel Dan's cock plunge inside her when she mentioned fucking the schoolgirl. She wondered how far she could push him.
"Imagine how tight that little schoolgirl pussy would be lover!...She's probably a virgin!... She's never had anyone inside her before!...But she'd let you do her Danny!...Look how excited she is watching us!...Oh she wants it alright!...Do you want her?...Do you want to fuck her, like you're fucking me? ..." Rachel taunted.
"Oh God Rachel!... Don't!.." Dan gasped, his eyes darting back and forth, from the girl outside the phone booth to the wanton blonde who was swiveling on his aching boner. But the image she had planted in his brain was as hugely exciting as it was perverse. He reached down and grabbed Rachel's ass, hauling her up a little higher on his groin. Then he began banging up into her spread loins, lunging his livid cock into her with feverish intensity.
"Unnnn!...Unnnn...Unnn!..." he grunted in time with his frantic fucking.
"Unnn Hnnnn!...Unnn Hnnn!...I can hardly wait to tell the girls in my class how good you fucked me!...Oh!...Yeah!...Fuck me mister!...Fuck me!..." Rachel encouraged. Raising one knee, she reached down and parted her rain coat, giving the little schoolgirl a partial view of Danny's rigid cock stabbing up into her.
Rachel reached down under her ass and cupped Danny's drum taut testicles in her little hand. She straightened her pelvis and sank down even further on the towering shaft that was skewering her.
"Wait!...Hold still!... Let me...!..." she hissed, bracing one hand on the glass behind him as she dropped even further down Dan's straining organ. Her fiery cunt sheathed him to the balls like a moist, silk glove.
For a moment Danny couldn't control his frantic hunching. But then, with a great effort, he stopped. Rachel continued to squirm above him.
As Dan supported her on his lap Rachel bore down on him until she could feel the end of his cock nudging the entrance to her womb.
"Unn Hnnn!...There!...Oh Yeah!...Right there!..." she hissed triumphantly as she settled on his rampant erection.
"Naahhhh!...Oh God!..." Dan groaned as Rachel's cervix curved around the underside of his bulging knob. He hesitantly hunched upwards and gasped as her hard edged uterus scraped across his sensitive cock crown.
Rachel smiled to feel Danny's cock balloon even bigger inside her as she writhed on his throbbing tool.
"What's the matter mister?...You're not going to come inside me are you?..." she asked in her best little schoolgirl voice. At the same time she started rocking her pelvis up and down, moving only slightly but frictioning Dan's turgid cock in an irresistible rhythm.
"Ohhh!...Rachel!...Ohhhh!...Goddd!..." Dan whimpered as his balls knotted up. There was an almost unbearable tingling at the base of his cock as his come churned for release.
"Please mister!...You're going to pull out aren't you?...My mom won't let me go on the pill yet and I don't want to have a baby!..." Rachel teased, grinding relentlessly over Dan's pulsing tool.
"Ohhh!...Naaaaa!...Rachel!..." Dan whispered, straining up into his ex-girlfriend's torrid pussy.
"Oh geez mister!...You're not going to fill me up with all that baby batter and make me pregnant are you?...You're not going to knock me up are you?...You said you wouldn't!...You're not going to come inside me and give me a baby are you?...Are you?..." Rachel purred, hunching feverishly on Dan's angry erection.
"Unnnn!....Unnnn!...Rachel!....I'm gonna'!..gonna'!... come!..." Danny grunted as his whole body went rigid. He pulled Rachel down so hard onto his skewering cock that she thought it was going to come out her throat.
And then...."Phwahhhh!..." he cried as his balls convulsed and his come began to jet into the furthest depths of Rachel's leeching vagina.
"Umm Hmmm!...Ummm Hmmm!..." Rachel enthused as a searing heat exploded inside her. She could distinctly feel each spurt of Danny's come gushing against her responsive uterus. Her vagina contracted feverishly around his throbbing hard-on. Reflexively she locked her leg around Dan's ass and pulled him even harder into her.
"Unnnn!...Oh godddd!...Yess!..." she hissed as Dan's feverish orgasm triggered her own. Her loins started to convulse, a little spasm at first but then, as Dan's sperm continue to stream inside her, her loins convulsed again, this time a little harder.
"Yesss!...Come on!...Unn Hnn!...Keep coming!...Unnn Hnnn!... Fill me up baby!...Give me all your baby goo!...Knock me up Danny!...Make me a baby!..." she hissed, her toes curling as another, even bigger spasm wracked her.
"Unnnn!...Unnn!...Goddd!...Rachel!...Nahhh!.." Dan moaned, slamming upwards into the blonde's torrid pussy with every eruption of his come. He was fucking into her so frenziedly that the phone booth was rocking in time with his ejaculation.
"Ohhhhh!...Shittt!..." Rachel groaned as a truly devastating spasm wracked her. She wrapped her arms around Dan's neck and writhed on his plundering tool in agonized excitement.
"Unnnn!...Unnn!...Goddd!..." Danny groaned as his furious flow of cock cream began to diminish. His legs began to tremble with fatigue as his orgasm started to wane
Rachel looked over through hooded eyes at the transfixed schoolgirl. She was watching their frantic copulation with wide eyed amazement. She looked up into Rachel's eyes just as one final, body wrenching spasm wracked the blonde's twitching loins. Rachel made a surprised O with her mouth, then smiled, slowly licked her lips and winked lewdly at the little schoolgirl.
Dan too looked around and finally realized that the rain had all but stopped. People were actually walking by on the street not thirty feet away.
"Oh my God Rachel!...Someone's going to come!..."
"I think someone just did!.." the blonde replied, tossing her hair as she slowly unwound her leg from around Danny's ass.
At the same time she gave his balls a long, lingering squeeze that had him hunching up helplessly once more into her greasy loins
"Unnnnn!..." he groaned as he issued a final trickle of sperm into Rachel's swampy center.
"Such a good boy!..." Rachel praised as she dismounted Dan's now dwindling organ.
She kept her leg raised and tilted her pelvis down over Dan's lap. She smiled as she watched a stream of their combined juices pour from her vagina and onto Dan's exposed cock and the front of his pants.
"Oh my God!..." Dan groaned as he fumbled his sodden tool back into his pants. The front of his slacks was a slimy mess.
"Why are you doing this to me?..." he asked, looking beseechingly at his ex-girlfriend.
"Because I can, silly!..." Rachel said with a tinkling laugh as she shimmied her skirt back into position and closed her raincoat.
"And because you love it!..." she said, giving Danny a quick peck on the cheek. She opened the door of the phone booth and stepped out onto the street. Nobody was paying any attention to them.
The schoolgirl looked like she wanted to say something but she just bit her lip and turned and walked off hurriedly.
Rachel turned to Dan who was clumsily stepping out of the phone. He was so disheveled, he looked like an unmade bed.
Rachel smiled at him and said..." That was fun!...Now don't forget to call me!"
Then she too turned and walked away.
Dan stood there in a fog for a moment, trying to make himself more presentable. His underwear was wet and cold and uncomfortable already. Then he remembered that he was supposed to be at work, was late and was probably in big trouble. He heaved a great sigh and shuffled off slowly towards the office.
Almost two months passed before he saw Rachel again. She had phoned a few times but he had missed her calls and she had left him messages on his machine. The last few were pretty graphic as she described what she wanted to do with him, would happily do to him and was eager for him to do to her. Dan couldn't believe that this was the same shy, sweet young woman he had been so in love with not so very long ago. He didn't return her messages and finally she stopped calling.
It was at a state park one sunny Saturday when Dan next saw Rachel. He had taken his girlfriend Heather there for the day. They hadn't been seeing each other very long and Dan thought with the options of hiking, picnicking and going to the beach there'd be plenty to do in case they ran out of things to talk about.
About mid-afternoon Dan happened to notice a fairly boisterous group of people playing a game of mixed softball. There was one tall blonde in little cut-off shorts and with a tight white tank top over her voluptuous chest who particularly caught his eye. He was watching her prowl around the outfield with feline grace when he realized that it was Rachel. At about the same time, she looked over in his direction, stopped and flashed him a broad smile. She gave him a little wave and then a lame grounder trickled out in her direction and she had to run it in to second base.
Dan was very distracted after that and spent a lot of the afternoon watching or watching out for Rachel. She caught his eye once or twice while he was doing one thing or another with Heather. Rachel smiled gaily at him but kept her distance. She spent a lot of her time draped over a good looking, slightly older guy who Dan assumed must be Richard.
Dan tried to be more attentive to Heather but he couldn't help himself as his eyes continued to seek out Rachel. Though he tried not to, he couldn't stop thinking about their last two recent meetings and her salacious phone messages. His cock was up and down inside his loose fitting shorts more often than a ground hog searching for signs of spring.
Eventually the ball game broke up and Dan lost sight of Rachel. Although he kept an attentive eye open he didn't see her again and assumed the ball team had moved on to greener pastures.
It wasn't until he was packing up the car at the end of the afternoon that he saw her again. Heather was still at the table, packing up the cooler and talking to some friends she had run into. Dan had gone back to the parking lot and was loading the chairs and some small boxes of odds and sods into the side of his van. A fancy BMW sedan that was parked nose to nose and three cars down from him let out a sudden blare of the horn.
"My God!..." Dan yelped, jumping back in surprise. He juggled one of the small boxes for a moment but lost it and it tumbled into the van with an audible crunch. He turned on the car that had startled him and glared at it. Then Rachel leaned out of the driver's window and smiled and waved.
"Gee mister! I didn't mean to scare ya'!..." she said, chuckling at Dan's distress.
Dan felt that all too familiar sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach when he saw Rachel beaming at him.
"How have you been?..." she asked with a broad smile as Dan stared at her with a rapidly accelerating heart.
He walked over to the side of Rachel's car and looked down at her. Her long blonde hair was tied in a pony tail and pulled out of the back of the white ball cap she had on. Her brilliant red lipstick and the light gold chain around her neck accented her deeply bronzed tan. She was wearing dark glasses and chewing gum as she looked up at him from the luxurious interior of the BMW. Dan had been right earlier. The little tank top she was wearing was at least one size too small for her and was stretched tautly across Rachel's melon size breasts. Since he was standing above her, Dan had a bird's eye view down into her beckoning cleavage and he was having a hard time looking his ex-girlfriend in the eye.
"So how have you been Danny? I missed you! Didn't you get my messages?" Rachel asked.
"Hi Rachel! I've been pretty well. My machine has been kind of cantankerous lately. And anyway, I didn't think it was really a good idea to call. Was that Richard I saw you with earlier?" Dan asked, hoping to change the subject.
"Yeah. He left with one of his friends to pick up a couple of barbecues and bring them back to the house. We're having a few people over. If you're by yourself you could join us."
"Actually, I'm with someone. She's just packing up and we were going to head out. But thanks."
"Oh that's right! I saw you with someone earlier, didn't I?I wished you'd called me Danny. There's something I've wanted to tell you.... Richard and I are engaged.'
Dan felt his stomach sink when he heard Rachel's announcement. He tried not to show his feelings and managed a brave little smile
"Congratulations! I hope you'll be very happy."
Rachel looked up at Dan with her dazzling smile for a moment. Then she reached out the window and casually put her hand on the inside of one of his thighs.
"Come on Danny! I thought you'd be happy for me...' she said. She pouted prettily as she ran her hand up the inside of his thigh and gave him a warm squeeze.
"Of course I am Rachel. I am sure you and Richard will make a great couple. " Dan said without much conviction.
"You don't seem very pleased about what I'm doing...." Rachel said sadly. It was almost like she was trying to cheer him up as she turned her hand over and clasped his balls in her upturned palm. Dan sort of bent over at the waist in surprise and in a half hearted attempt to evade Rachel's provocative touch. But she kept his nuts warmly cradled in her cupped hand.
"Uhhh!...Rachel...That's not true!...Really!..." Dan stammered, staring down nervously into Rachel's upturned face. All he could see was the sun reflecting off her dark glasses as she looked up at him. And then, with a lazy smile, Rachel reached out with her other hand and started to trace the outline of Dan's erection through his shorts with her sharp nailed fingertip.
"Honestly Danny!...I can't tell you how much it means to me to hear you say that!..." she said, tweaking his swollen cock crown between her thumb and her index finger.
"Unnnn!...Goddd!..." Danny hissed. He knew he should object to what Rachel was doing. He knew he shouldn't let her seduce him again. But after fantasizing about her all afternoon, it didn't take much before Rachel's outrageous fondling had Dan's cock ready to tear right through his shorts.
"I mean, just because I'm getting married..." she said, lewdly fingering his responsive genitals..." doesn't mean we can't still have a little fun once in while..."
Rachel smiled with amusement as Dan's cock grew to an enormous size in front of her. In no time his rigid shaft was clearly defined and bulging obscenely through his light weight summer shorts.
"Rachel!...Wait!...I think...unnn!...what you're doing... it's... unnn! ,,,great, but...we shouldn't!... I mean... Heather's going to be wondering...oh Godddd!..." Dan said, looking over his shoulder nervously. Then he laid his hands flat on the car roof and shuffled closer to the window so that no one passing by could see what Rachel was doing to him.
Rachel smiled up at her ex-boyfriend as he squirmed above her.
"Oh you like that do you sweetheart?...Well I know something else you'd like!.." Rachel said, slipping her outstretched fingers through the fly of Danny's shorts. With a deft twist of her wrist she had his throbbing tool exposed and jutting eagerly though his parted fly. She quickly took his bared cock in her hand and gave it a torrid squeeze.
"Uhhhh!...Rachel!...Wait!...This probably isn't a very good idea!..." Dan gasped, reluctantly edging away from Rachel's wanton caresses.
"Sure it is lover!...Getting one of Rachel's famous blowjobs is always an excellent idea!...You know that!..." Rachel purred, closing her other hand more firmly on Dan's lurching testicles and giving them a warning squeeze.
"Unnnn!....Goddd!...Easy Rachel!...Easy!..." Dan gasped as a momentary feeling of nausea swept up from his groin. He eased his hips back towards Rachel's upturned face.
Making sure that Dan was watching her, Rachel returned her attention to his straining erection. She put her ball cap on the dashboard and dropped her chewing gum outside the car. Then she straightened his taut shaft upright at his loins and leaned a little closer. She worked up a gob of spittle in her mouth then spat it onto the head of Dan's seething cock.



"Ohhhhhh!...." Dan grunted as the bubbly spittle oozed across his knob.
Rachel leaned in and spit another glob of slimy saliva on his tool.
"You always liked my dirty blow jobs didn't you baby?...Why don't you relax and enjoy this one!..." Rachel suggested.
Dan's eyes were transfixed on Rachel's crimson lips as she pressed them lightly against the underside of his fully distended knob. She closed her little fist tight at the base of his tool.
Rachel held his gaze for several seconds as she slowly pulled his pounding erection down and away from his stomach. Then, with serpent like quickness, she lunged forward. Her lips spread into a wide gleaming oval as they slipped over his mushroom shaped helmet and locked into the groove beneath it.
"Unnnnn!..." Dan grunted again as the searing heat of Rachel's mouth enveloped him.
"Ummm Hmmm!...Ummm!..." Rachel crooned, her eyes sparkling up into Dan's. Her cheeks caved in a little as she began to suck.
"Ohhh Goddd Rachel!..." Dan moaned as Rachel slowly but steadily increased the intensity of her lurid suck job. He tentatively began to hunch against the window frame trying to get her to take more of his eager cock. But Rachel pressed down on the root of Dan's shaft, refusing to take more of him into her mouth. At the same time she began to lash the sensitive underside of his cock crown with a furiously twisting tongue.
"Ummm Hmmm!...Ummm Hmmm!...Ummm Hmmm!..." she intoned in a guttural growl that sent incendiary vibrations flashing through Dan's testicles.
"Naahhhh!....Yesss!...Oh Shittt!...." Dan cried as he helplessly twisted against the side of the car in response to Rachel's shameless cocksucking. His balls were drawing up tight in his groin as his come began to churn for release.
Rachel could feel it too as Dan's erection expanded to a quivering hardness under her determined suck. She had him right where she wanted him now. With his hard cock in her mouth, getting ready to come, she knew she could make him do anything she wanted. She drew her mouth off the end of his tool with a loud smacking noise and then took a gasping breath. There was a bright red ring of lipstick around the end of his turgid cock.
"No more avoiding me baby!...O.K.?..." Rachel murmured, nodding her head down and closing her teeth lightly on Danny's engorged knob. She raked his purple helmet with her sharp teeth, making Dan groan and shiver above her.
"I'm going to be your girl friend again lover!... Your own dirty little girl who'll do all kinds of nasty things for you!...You' like that wouldn't you Danny?..." Rachel demanded, shoving her index finger in behind his nuts and pressing upwards like she was trying to screw it up into the base of his cock. At the same time she stripped her fist up his shaft and twisted it hotly around his responsive cock crown.
"Yesss!...Unn!...O.K.!...Whatever you want Rachel!... Unnn!...Goddd!...What are you doing?..." Dan gasped, rising up on his tip toes as his ex-girlfriend augured her lewdly delving finger up into his scrotum. He had both palms flat on the roof of the car as his hips hunched into Rachel's dexterous hands. Her finger jamming up behind his taut testicles was uncomfortable but at the same time, hugely exciting. It felt like she had inserted an iron bar into his prick.
"What does it fell like I'm doing baby?...I'm feeling you up and then I'm gonna' suck you off!...Isn't that what you want?..." Rachel teased, knowing full well that 'getting off' was the only thing that was going through Dan's mind at that moment. His cock was twitching and the pre-come was streaming from his pee slit under her hotly frictioning palm.
"Ohhh Goddd!....Yess Rachel!...Make me come!...Please!... Don't stop!..." Dan panted. He was staring down feverishly through the window of the BMW at the blonde who was smiling up at him. She gave him a lewd wink as she continued to work his tender knob between her thumb and her forefinger.
Maintaining eye contact with Dan, Rachel slipped her hand down his shaft and popped his knob back into her greedy mouth. Her ovalled lips somehow managed to smile at him around his swollen girth. Then she started that deep throated humming again. Her cheeks caved in around his tumid flesh and her tongue went into overdrive. Danny eagerly thrust himself towards her as Rachel attacked the underside of his cock in a bout of frenzied slurping. She jerked him urgently into her feverish suck and closed her other hand encouragingly on his drum taut testicles.
"Yesss!...Oh Goddd!...I'm going to come Rachel!...Make me com!...Unnn Hnnn!..." Dan groaned, banging his hip bones painfully against the window frame as he fucked into Rachel's voraciously sucking mouth
"Ummm Hmmm!...Ummm Hmmm!...Commmm!..." the wanton blonde coaxed. The spit and the pre-come bubbled out from around her lips and bathed her hand as she increased the intensity of her sloppy blow job.
"Phwahhhhh!..." Dan cried as a lightning bolt of come erupted from his angry shaft and streamed wetly to the back of Rachel's throat.
"Ummm Hmmm!...Commm Ommmm!..." Rachel encouraged. She stopped jacking him and waited expectantly as she stared up at her gasping boyfriend. She knew that there was a lot more sticky stuff to come.
Dan grimaced as his balls recoiled mightily and then began a rapid fire series of spasms.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." he cried as his initial blast of sperm was followed by a feverish torrent of incendiary spurts.
"Ummmm!...Ohhhhh!...Mmmphhh!..." Rachel gasped, swallowing frantically to try and keep up with Dan's frantic deluge. But there was too much come and suddenly she was gagging and she had to let him slip from her mouth. Dan was still looking down on her as she pulled his cock down and aimed his spewing wand at her face.
"Unnn Hnnn!...Come on baby!...That's it!...Come for me!..." she urged between gasps for breath, stroking Dan's spasming tool in an irresistible rhythm.
"Ohhhh!...My Goddd!...Unnn!..." Dan panted, still frantically fucking into Rachel's shuttling hand. As he continued to come, trails of sperm splattered wetly across her lips, her cheeks, her dark glasses and into her hair.
"You come so much baby!..." Rachel cooed, licking her lover's pearlescent goo from the corner of her mouth as she lewdly jacked him off in time with his ejaculation.
Dan could only stare spellbound at the obscene spectacle of his ex-girlfriend tirelessly masturbating him into her smiling face. Helplessly he hunched upwards from his toes again and again with every spasm of his aching testicles.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!'' he gasped until only feeble trickles of sperm were seeping from his knob and dribbling onto Rachel's patiently coaxing hand.
It was then, as he looked nervously around him to see if anyone had noticed what was going on, that he saw Heather approaching his car. She was heavily burdened with the picnic cooler and looking at him with a questioning expression.
"Oh shit!..." he gasped, trying to extricate himself from Rachel's clutches before Heather could see what was happening.
But Rachel had also seen Dan's girlfriend approaching and she wasn't going to make it that easy for him. She gripped him firmly by the cock with one hand and by the balls with the other.
"So it's a date now, right Danny?...You're going to call me next Friday and we'll go out!...You won't disappoint me now will you lover?..." Rachel asked, giving his still throbbing genitals a torturous squeeze.
"Unnn!...O.K.!...Sure Rachel!... I will!...I mean I won't!... Naahh!..." Dan stammered, frantically shifting his weight from foot to foot under Rachel's rough manhandling.
"Promise?..." Rachel demanded, wrenching his balls just a little bit harder.
"Yesss!...Yes!...I promise!..."
And with that, just as Heather was putting the cooler down beside the car, Rachel released Dan's greasy equipment.
Danny awkwardly turned away, stuffing himself back into his pants as Heather walked over to Rachel's car.
"Dan? I was beginning to wonder what happened to you. Did you forget about me?"
"I'm sorry Heather!..." Dan stammered, just barely managing to make himself decent before Heather was at his side.
"I bumped into an old friend and must have lost track of time while we were talking.... Unnn!...Heather, this is Rachel. ...Rachel McAllister.... Rachel this is Heather."
Rachel was casually wiping her face and her mouth with her hand as Dan introduced her. She hadn't really been very successful in cleaning herself up. There was still a gleaming trail of come streaking from the corner of her jaw and up into her blonde hair. Rachel didn't seem to be worried about it. She smiled at Heather from behind her dark glasses as she extended her hand out of the car window.
"Hello Heather! I've heard so much about you!..." Rachel said as the two women shook hands.
Heather pulled her hand back and looked at her sticky palm doubtfully.
"Well it was good to see you Dan but I've really got to go. Richard is expecting me. Don't forget to give me a call. My number's in the book. Nice to meet you Heather. Bye..."
And with that, Rachel started up the BMW, carefully backed it up, and with a casual wave out the window, drove away.
"Dan? Who was that? What were you two doing?..." Heather asked in a very suspicious tone.
"Ummm?...That was just my old roommate's ex-girlfriend?...She wanted to know what he was doing these days. I think she wants to see him."
"That girl looks like she could be a lot of trouble..." Heather said cattily.
"Oh no!...She's not like that!.." Dan said, shifting himself uncomfortably in his come smeared underwear.
He went and picked up the cooler and slid it into the van.
Heather looked at him and then at the BMW that was disappearing at the end of the parking lot. She didn't look very happy for someone who had just spent a day at the beach.
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It was late in the playoff stretch. Allen State had had a fabulous year and was just two wins away from securing a berth in the mid-east Bowl Game in Michigan. Spirits were running high which was evident at the Booster Party that was being held at my aunt and uncle's place. They had a huge house out in the suburbs. My cousin Dave played wide receiver and a lot of attention was being paid to him at the party. But then the whole team had played well and all the alumni at the party were big fans. I hadn't made the team myself but I knew all the guys and usually hung out with them. My mom and her sister, my aunt Bev, had gone to a lot of trouble. There was a ton of great food and lots to drink. The coaching staff was on hand to enjoy the party and to make sure that none of the boys got too rowdy. After the reception at my Aunt Bev's there was another party at 'Scratch Daniels', one of the local watering holes.
Mom and Aunt Bev looked great. They both worked out at the gym regularly and were in pretty good shape. Aunt Bev had a mane of red hair that she had artfully teased to frame her face. She was wearing a crimson satin top with a strap around her neck and a tailored front that criss-crossed over her generous chest and tied low in the back. She was wearing a short black leather skirt that clung to her shapely hips like a second skin. In her towering high heels and smoky nylons she was getting almost as much attention as the football players She was a year younger than my mom and had just turned 39. She wasn't happy to be nearing forty. She had always been the wilder of the two sisters. She had had Dave when she was still in her teens. But lately she had really been living it up. My cousin Dave had told me that a couple of weeks ago he had come home late when his parents were having a party and some old couple he didn't even know were making out on his bed when he got up to his room.
The Booster Party was in full gear when I noticed my aunt talking to my uncle over in the corner of the den. Since my dad had left us when I was a kid I had always been pretty close to my uncle Don and my aunt. Bev was pressed up against Don's side and talking directly into his ear. Don's hand was on the small of her back and idly drifted lower onto the upper swell of her leather clad ass as Bev talked to him. They both glanced over towards Eric Swain and Chad Arnold who were defensive backs while Bev kept talking animatedly. The two boys were talking between themselves and kept sneaking peeks at Don and my aunt.
Bev finally finished whatever she was saying. Don looked at her for a moment then back over at the two boys and then broke out into a big grin. He leaned over and whispered something to Bev while giving her ass a lascivious squeeze. Bev stood up on her tiptoes and planted a kiss on Don's cheek. She turned and gave Eric and Chad a brief, smoldering look then walked away towards the back of the house.
At that moment my mom nodded at me to come over to her. She had been buttonholed by the offensive line coach and she looked like she needed rescuing. When I got there he was saying...
"Honestly Mrs. Miller! I can't believe that Dave is your son. You don't look motherly enough...I mean...you don't look old enough...Oh God!...Let me see if I can put this badly another way ...you don't look..."
It wasn't surprising that coach Williams was tripping all over his tongue. My mom was every bit as good looking as her younger sister, just not quite as flashy. Unlike Bev, Monica was blonde instead of red headed but other than that she was tall, broad shouldered and strikingly curvaceous, just like her sister. She was wearing a little black cocktail dress that showed off her figure nicely. In her high heels, her well toned legs looked especially striking.
"That's alright Andy. I'll take that as a compliment regardless. But Dave isn't my son, he's my nephew. This is my son, Tom..." mom said as I arrived at her side.
"Hi mom...coach Williams. Ahhhh... mom, you asked me to tell you when I saw Dean Jamieson. Well he just got here and he asked for you."
"Oh thanks honey. I'm sorry Andy but I do need to talk to the Dean for a moment..." my mom said as she took my arm and towed me off towards the front hall.
"Mom. I didn't really see the Dean. I just thought you looked kind of cornered."
"Well thank you sweetheart. Andy means well I'm sure...he just doesn't get out enough. Oh look! There's that nice young Steven Reid. He said he'd come over with a couple of the boys from the team to help move that outdoor fireplace. I do want to talk to him. You go ahead and have a good time..." mom said as she edged away to talk to the big lineman.
At that moment Dave came over and asked if I'd seen Bev. He always called his mother Bev, which I found a little odd. I told him I'd seen her just a little earlier with his dad in the den. Dave said his dad had told him that he hadn't seen her. Dave seemed a little agitated and asked me to tell his mom he was looking for her.
I don't know why but I thought it might be better if I found aunt Bev before Dave did. I took a quick look around the three or four rooms in the front of the house where most of the party-goers had congregated. No aunt Bev. I wandered out by the pool and the tennis court but I still didn't see her. I went back inside and upstairs. I looked into a couple of darkened bedrooms but there was no one there. I was just about to leave a third when I heard some muffled voices. Without turning on a light I went into the room and followed the sound of the voices. I went into the ensuite bathroom and the voices were clearer. The bathroom adjoined to the next room. The door was slightly open and there was a dim light emanating from that room as well as a whispered conversation. I moved over silently to the door and looked in. I couldn't see all of the room but I could see the bed. I don't know what I was expecting but it wasn't this.
Aunt Bev was sitting on the foot of the bed and Eric Swain was standing between her spread legs. Bev's leather skirt was tossed on the bed behind her. She still had on her satin blouse but otherwise she was sitting there in just her high heels, nylons, garter belt and panties. I couldn't believe that this sexy looking slut was my aunt.
Eric was standing in front of her with his pants and shorts in a little heap at his ankles. Bev must have told him to put his hands behind his back because he was standing there at rigid attention with his hands behind him. He was visibly trembling as Bev slid one hand up his inner thigh then seized his jutting boner in her fist. She was flushed with excitement and her eyes blazed up into Eric's as she clasped his boner with her hand and gave it a torrid squeeze.
"Unnnnnn!...Godd!... Mrs. Stewart!..." Eric groaned, shifting excitedly from foot to foot. A dew drop of pre come appeared in his twitching pee slit and trickled down his shaft and over Bev's tightly clenched fist.
"You're not going to last long are you sweetheart?..." aunt Bev asked with a knowing grin. She started jerking Eric's tool rhythmically as the lanky youth moaned in front of her.
"Aaahhh!...That feel so good Mrs. Stewart!...I don't think I'll be able to hold it very long the first time!..." Eric panted.
"That's O.K. darlin'!...I'm gonna' make it good for you!...You'll see!..." aunt Bev crooned. She added a twisting motion to her lurid masturbation that made Eric suck in his breath with excitement.
"Chad!...Come over here!..." Bev said to the muscular black corner-back who had been standing just out of my field of vision. Chad came up to stand beside his teammate.
"Take off you pants sweetheart!...Let me see your cock!..." Bev said lewdly.
Chad did as he was told, almost tripping in his eagerness. In the blink of an eye he too was standing in front of my aunt with his genitals bared for her inspection.
Bev was obviously pleased with what she saw. Chad's sculpted ebony erection bobbed in front of his loins like a puppet on a string. The big veins on his shaft were rigidly defined under the taut flesh of his engorged tool.
"You've got a nice one Chad!...I'm going to enjoy that!...Now watch what I'm gonna' do to your friend here!..." Bev instructed as she leaned forward and poised her lips against the end of Eric's tool. With her eyes rolling up to his, Bev parted her lips slightly and sucked his swollen helmet into her mouth.
"Ummmmmm!..." she moaned loudly at her first taste of Eric's swollen meat. Her cheeks immediately hollowed as she lustily sucked on the linebacker's rigid tool.
"Oh my Godddd!...Mrs. Stewart!...Shit!..." Eric groaned. He was obviously struggling to keep his hands behind him as she helplessly hunched forward into Bev's luridly leeching mouth.
"Ummmmm!...." Bev crooned again, her eyes darting excitedly between Eric and Chad.
She had known before she even took him in her mouth that Eric was over excited. She knew that there was no way he was going to be able to hold it once she got her hands on him and she was eager to make him come. She lunged forward quickly, taking his thick cock to the entrance of her throat and then slowly backed up his length, sucking hard all the way. She did this again and again until she had Eric practically dancing on his toes in arousal.
"Yesss!...Yesss!...Oh Godddd!..." he panted while Bev's head nodded at his loins. Then she stopped and looked up at him, her lips curling into a wicked smile around the swollen girth of his tool. She began to jack him hard with deliberate hand strokes while continuing to suck his knob slavishly. At the same time she started to work that sensitive knot of nerves on the underside of his cock crown with her wildly flailing tongue.
"Nahhh!...Oh Shit!...Mrs. Stewart!...Ohhh Goddd!...I'm going to come!...I'm going to come!..." Eric whimpered, fucking his seething loins frantically into the red-head's beckoning mouth.
"Unn Hnnn!...Unn Hnnn!...Commmmm!...Commm ommm!..." Bev urged in a muffled purr.
"Ahhhhhh!...Phwahhh!...Naghhhhh!..." Eric cried. His thighs stiffened, his back arched and his balls convulsed. A violent gusher of sperm erupted into Bev's relentlessly vacuuming mouth.
"Ummmm!...Ummmm!...Ummm Hmmm!..." the wanton red head enthused as she eagerly swallowed the first few streams of Eric's fiery sperm.
"Ahhhh!....That's it!...Come baby!..." she gasped as she let his pulsing knob slip from her mouth. Her eyes sparkled up into the boy's standing above her as she milked his next few jets of come onto her cheek, her throat and into her heaving cleavage.
"Ahhhhh!....Nahhh!...Oh my God!...Oh my God!..." Eric moaned at the lewd spectacle that aunt Bev was presenting as she worked him over. He had never come so hard in all his life as he was just now at the hands of this shameless older woman. His balls were beginning to ache as Bev skillfully drained him dry.
"Ummmm!...You didn't get any on my shirt did you baby?...I just got it back from the cleaners!..." Bev teased as she swiped up some of Eric's errant sperm from the swell of her breast with her index finger and slurped it. She popped his slimy knob back into her mouth, bared her teeth and bit it sharply.
"Unnnn!...Don't!..." Eric gasped, lurching up on his toes as another small stream of come spurted from his cock in response to Bev's nipping teeth.
"Just wanted to be sure I got it all!..." Bev replied, letting go of Eric's cock and wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.
Then she brusquely pushed Eric to the side as she turned her attention to Chad.
"Come here baby!..." she purred, crooking her index finger at Chad.
The wide eyed black youth moved hesitantly into place between Bev's spread thighs.
Bev placed one hand behind her as she lifted up and tore her panties off. Then she scooted backwards far enough so that her ass was poised on the edge of the bed. She leaned back a little and brought her feet up so that her legs were bent and her pussy was on lewd display. She reached down and spread her swollen labia with two fingers exposing the livid pink slash inside.
"Honestly Chad!...You're staring!...Is that all you're gonna do?...Just look at it?...'Cause you can fuck it if you want to!...It's just waiting for your big, black cock Chad!...Are you going to put it in?...Are you?..." Bev taunted, her eyes smoldering into those of the transfixed young black man as she squirmed her loins in an irresistibly tempting manner.
I couldn't believe that my aunt could behave like such a slut. But I couldn't deny that my own cock had never been harder as I watched Bev's obscene performance.
Chad shifted forward like he was in a trance, fumbling with his tool. Bev reached out, batted his hands away and grabbed his cock. She pulled him forward until his bloated knob was nudging into her molten center.
She scooted backwards a little further to give herself some leverage, but pulled Chad along with her until his knees hit the edge of the bed. She made sure to keep the tip of his cock lodged in the entrance of her vagina.
"Go on baby!...Put it in!...I won't bite!...Very hard!..." Bev invited.
"Are you sure Mrs. Stewart?...I don't want to get in trouble with Mr. Stewart or anybody!... If you're not sure it'd be O.K.!...I mean...Oh my Goddd!..." Chad gasped. Even as he had been asking Bev for her permission, the wanton redhead had propped herself up on her arms and driven herself onto the full length of Chad's steely erection.
"Ahhhh!....Shit!...You're big!..." she gasped. And then...
"The only trouble you're going to be in young man is if you don't get busy and fuck the shit out of me!...Is that going to be a problem?..." Bev purred, hunching her ass and wriggling on Chad's eager cock in an incredibly lurid fashion.
Chad looked down at the writhing red head in complete shock. But with my aunt Bev's silky pussy grinding on his tool, it didn't take him long to get the idea.
"Unnnn!..." he grunted as he planted his fists on the bed beside Bev's shoulders and bent his knees. Chad squared himself up and began to fuck my aunt with all the vigor and excitement of youth.
"No...Ma'm!...I... don't...think... that...will... be...a... problem...at...alll!..." Chad grunted, punctuating his response by slamming his big cock over and over into Bev's upturned pussy.
"Yesss!...Oh yesss!...That's it!...Fuck me!...Fuck me like that you stud!..." Bev hissed, twisting under Chad's pistoning loins until she was able to lay down and wrap her legs around his heaving ass.
"Ummmm!...Mrs. Stewart!...Ohhh Ma'm!...Unnn!...Unnn!... Unnn!...Goddd!...That' so good!..." Chad grunted, driving himself harder and harder into my aunt's receptive loins.
"Oh yeah?...You like that?...You like that old pussy Chad?...Unn Hnnn!...Are you going to fill it full of come for me baby?....Are you going to come inside me Chad?... Ummm!... I bet you are!...You know you want to!...Unn Hnn!...Come inside me lover!... Fuck me and come inside me!...You're almost there aren't you baby?...I can feel it!...Give it to me!...Do It!..." Bev hissed raking her high heels up and down the backs of Chad's straining thighs.
Bev knew her boys and Chad was indeed ready to come inside her. The whole situation was just too incredibly erotic for the young man and his balls were knotted up tighter that a drum. As his arousal overwhelmed him, he leaned in and hammered Bev's molten pussy for all he was worth.
Bev strained upward and put her face right in Chad's face.
"UnnnHnnn!...Unnn Hnnn!..That's it!...Come on!...Come baby!...Come!.." she encouraged, licking her lips and splaying her legs wide to accept Chad's pummeling loins.
"Ahhhhhh!....Ahhhh!...Nahhhh!..." The young black man cried, holding himself rigidly suspended above my writhing aunt as his back arched and his genitals convulsed.
And then...."Phwahhhh!..." he cried as his come exploded, rushing into my aunt's coaxing womb in an incendiary torrent.
"Ohhhhhh!....Ohhhhh Goddd!...Yesss!..." Bev hissed as Chad's seething sperm jetted inside her.
"Unnnnn!...Unnnn!...Unnnn!..." Chad grunted, fucking into Bev's sloppy center in frantic lurches as his balls unloaded what seemed like a gallon of come into my aunt.
"Unn Hnnn!...Unn Hnnn!...I can feel you baby!...Ohhh!... Every spurt!...Umm Hmm!... You come so much lover!..." Bev panted, twisting up on her back so that she could watch the young man's cock spasming inside her. She smiled at the way her crimson labia were stretched into an almost a perfect circle around the girth of his big, black cock.
"Ahhhh!...Nahhh!...Ohhh!..." Chad groaned as his orgasm washed over him and then began to wane. He too was looking at his cock spearing Mrs. Stewart's twisting pussy. Every time his balls lurched, more come bubbles would come pulsing out her distended hole. It looked so nasty!
Bev reached under her ass, cupped Chad's balls and gave them a torrid squeeze.
"Unnnnnnn!..." Chad gasped, lunging forward once more into Bev's clinging cunt where he deposited the final dribbles of his hot boy cream. Bev's eyes were locked on his as she firmly wrung Chad's nuts for the last of his fiery sperm.
When she was sure that she had got it all, Bev pushed up firmly on Chad's trembling shoulders. There was a faint sucking sound as his cock withdrew from her well used vagina.
Bev was flushed and glistening with sweat from her hot fuck but she wasn't done yet. She gently pushed Chad away from her loins with one shapely foot and turned her smoldering eyes back to Eric.
Propping herself up on her elbows Bev crooked her finger at Eric.
"Are you ready for me sweetheart?..." she asked in a throaty murmur.
The big linebacker had all the resilience of youth and after watching my aunt exhaust his friend with her sexual prowess, he was once again sporting an impressive erection. But he approached my aunt a little hesitantly. He too might have had concerns about who might walk in or find out about all this at any time.
But my aunt didn't look worried. She reached behind her head with both hands and started toying with her curly red hair. Then she pulled one leg back to expose her loins. In this sexy pose she looked like the ultimate porn star. Eric was eagerly watching her every move. Because she was in such good shape Bev was able to keep herself half raised like that without using her hands.
"Oh dear!...Your friend put so much come inside me didn't he baby?...Look how much there is!..." aunt Bev said with a wicked smile as she tilted her loins up a little more towards Eric's avid gaze. Her crimson vaginal lips were swollen and gaping in a lewdly inviting O. There was a greasy pool of sperm visible just inside her. Her whole crotch was glistening with a film of girl and boy goo.
"Geez Mrs. Stewart!..." Eric whispered, his eyes were wide and locked on the spectacle of Bev's lewdly offered loins. His erection was literally twitching at his groin as he ogled my aunt.
Aunt Bev's smile broadened at Eric's obvious fascination with her beckoning vagina. With her eyes burning into his she tightened her well toned tummy muscles and a pearly stream of come began to run out of her scarlet center.
"Ohhhhh!..." she gasped, bringing one finger tip to her mouth and pressing it to her lips in feigned amazement.
"Some of it's leaking out Eric!...Ohhhh nooo!...Do you see it?..." aunt Bev teased, bearing down so that Chad's greasy sperm seeped out of her in a steady trickle.
"Unnn Hnnn!..." Eric groaned, staring like a deer caught in the headlights.
"Would you like to put some more in there Eric?... There's room in my pussy for more baby!... Would you like to put some cream of your own in there?...Would you lover?... Would you?..." Bev taunted, idly shifting her bent leg from side to side like she was waving a red flag in front of a bull.



Eric grunted like he'd been punched in the stomach and dove onto the bed between my aunt's invitingly spread thighs.
"I thought you might!..." Bev laughed. She reached between her legs like a seasoned infielder and scooped up Eric's tool as it lurched about under her groin. She fisted him and slotted him unerringly into her seething center.
"Yessss!..." she hissed as her still smoldering pussy was spread open ahead of Eric's eager erection.
"Shitttt!..." The young line backer gasped, hesitating when he had buried half his length inside my aunt's sloppy channel. But when Bev bent her knees and raked her high heels up the back of his thighs from his knees to his ass, Eric groaned like he had been shot.
He slammed his hips forward, driving his tool roughly into my aunt's scorching pussy.
"Oh yeah!...Fuck me Eric!...Go on and fuck me like you want to give me a baby!..." my aunt cooed, hunching up encouragingly onto Eric's plundering spear.
Apparently Bev's swiveling cunt had completely distracted Eric from his earlier misgivings. He began to fuck my aunt like someone had just thrown a switch and he was the 'energizer' bunny.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." he panted as he feverishly jack-hammered his cock into Bev's upturned cunt.
"Yeahhh!...Unn Hnnn!...Unn Hnnn!..." Bev groaned as she reveled in Eric's unbridled enthusiasm.
But she could sense that young man was quickly working himself up to a climax inside her. As his rhythm began to falter and he began to lunge into her harder but more slowly, she drifted her arms around his shoulders and her legs around his ass and started to cling to him more and more tightly.
"That's it!...Umm Hmmm!...Come baby!...Give it to me!...Unn Hnn!...Come inside me Eric!...Unn!... Unn Hnn!...Unn Hn!..." she cooed as her young lover began to stiffen up all over in her passionate embrace.
"Nahhh!...Aahhh!...Aahhhh!..." Eric whimpered as he drove himself as hard as he could into the saddle of Bev's upturned loins and strained down into her.
"Oh yeahhh!...Unnnn Hnnn!....Unn Hnnn!..." Bev enthused as she twisted beneath him like a butterfly on a pin. And then....
"Aggghhhh!....Naaaahhhh!...Godddd!..." Eric cried as his testicles lurched and he erupted like a volcano inside my aunt's wringing pussy.
"Yessss!...Unn Hnnn!...Ahhh Goddd!..." the writhing red head hissed, as an incendiary heat exploded in her groin. With Eric's cock nudging into her womb, twitching and spewing molten jets of sperm inside her, Bev was overtaken by her own climax.
"Yesssss!...Yesss!...Yesss!..." she cried ever more loudly as her loins were wracked by her own orgasmic spasms.
"Shittt!...Coming!..Yesss!..." my aunt bawled as she began to buck upwards onto Eric's steely tool in a fevered rhythm. She was so strong that she was literally humping his muscular body a foot into the air above her.
"Ahhhh!...Unnn!...Mrs. Stewart!...Nahhhh!..." Eric whimpered, twitching on top of my aunt's shuddering form like he was being electrocuted. There was a torrent of come, both his and hers, streaming under Eric's balls, running into the crack of Bev's ass and dripping onto the covers of the bed beneath them.
The two of them were entwined like one, sweaty rutting beast when there was a noise in the room behind them.
"Bev?...Mom?...Is that...?...You?...Mommm!....What are you doing?..."
I couldn't see, but judging from the way that Eric and Chad's heads snapped around it could only be that Dave had opened the door.
I could see Bev looking over Eric's shoulder with a lazy half grin creasing her lips
"Hello honey!...Maybe this isn't really the best time!..."
Eric looked like he had completely shrunk in on himself. He slithered backwards on his hands and knees and extricated himself from Bev's still shuddering thighs
"Unnn Dave!...Hey man!...It's not what you think!...Hey I'm sorry man!...No really!.." both Chad & Erik were stammering, practically tripping over each other as they hastily donned their clothes.
"That's all right boys!...Maybe you should just give Dave and me a moment together!... Alone!..." Bev said, making no move to cover herself. I was amazed that she was acting so unruffled. How was she possibly going to explain what had obviously been going on to her son. I hoped I wasn't going to have to get involved in this confrontation.
Chad and Eric continued to mumble contritely until they managed to escape from the room. I watched Bev prop herself up on her elbows as she continued to regard her son. She drew one leg up, bent it and let it open, completing exposing herself to Dave's view.
"Well young man!...What have you got to say for yourself?...How long have you been lurking out there?.." Bev asked, obviously taking advantage of what could only have been her son's utter amazement. I could hear Dave's heavy breathing and some rustling from across the room.
"I guess I saw enough Bev!...What do you want me to say?..."
Bev regarded her son with hooded eyes and a knowing smile for a moment longer before she said...
"I want you to say that you're going to fuck me!...That you're going to fuck me now!..."
Idly Bev reached down to toy with her swollen labia. Her whole crotch was pinkly swollen and smeared with her and Eric's and Chad's combined juices.
That's when I saw Dave approach the bed with his pants off and his big cock thrusting out from his groin like a heat seeking missile. This was beyond my wildest imagining, that my cousin was going to fuck his mother. But when David started crawling up the bed between Bev's wide spread thighs I knew that that was exactly what he was going to do.
"Oh God Bev!...Mom!...I want to fuck you!...I want to fuck you so bad!.."
Bev reached down, grabbed her son's cock and guided it to her sodden pussy.
"You can fuck me whenever you want to baby!...You know that!..." Bev whispered, tilting her loins up and sheathing Dave's cock crown inside her.
"Oh mom!..." Dave groaned, staring down at his mother adoringly as he slowly thrust down into her willing vagina.
"Yessss!...Fuck me!...Fuck your mommy baby!...Put your big cock inside me and fuck me!...Fuck me now!..." Bev hissed encouragingly as she hunched up onto her son's stabbing erection.
"Oh Goddd!..." Dave groaned again as he began a gentle rocking motion above his mother, fucking into her in an easy rhythm.
Bev smiled up at him with hooded eyes, licking her lips excitedly as Dave toiled above her. But her cunt was so juicy, so seething hot that she knew he wouldn't be able to control himself for very long.
"Oh baby!...You know I love it when that big cock of yours is inside me!...Fuck mommy harder Davey!...Fuck me as hard as you want!..."
And with his mother's molten pussy sheathing him so snugly, Dave's excitement was getting out of control. His balls were drawing up tight and there was a feverish tingling in his cock that he knew meant he was going be coming soon.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Oh Mommm!...' he groaned helplessly. His hips began to move faster and faster as he pummeled his mother's leeching cunt.
When Bev could feel that he was ready to pop she reached down and grabbed his ass. She sunk her fingernails into his cheeks and pulled him fiercely into her groin.
"Wait baby!...Hold still!...Don't...!...Let me!...." she hissed as she raised her legs and parted them into a wide spread vee. When she thrust her heels up towards the ceiling her silky cunt sheathed her son's tool right up to his balls. His bloated cock crown was drawn down even deeper inside her until it was jutting into the opening of her womb.
"Unnnnn!...Unnnn!...Goddd mom!...That feels so good!...I'm gonna' come!...I'm gonna do it!...What should I do?...." Dave groaned, trying to draw away from his mother's sinuously shifting loins.
But Bev just sank her nails deeper into Dave's ass, refusing to let him move. As she continued to twist on her son's twitching boner she raised her face so that her lips were at his ear and purred...
"Come for me baby!...Shoot it!...Come inside your mommy's cunt Davey!...I want it baby!...I want it to feel you shooting inside me!...Will you do that for me sweetheart?.. Will you?...." Bev encouraged.
There was no way that Dave could resist his mother's lurid temptation. His toes and palms jammed frantically into the bed. His back arched and his balls convulsed.
"Phwahhhhhh!...." he cried as a scalding river of sperm erupted inside his mother's clinging vagina.
"Oh baby!...Yessss!..." Bev hissed, her eyes becoming as big as saucers. She bit her lip as Dave's searing come jetted into her womb in a molten stream.
"Yesss!...Ummmm Hmmm!...Yesss!...I can feel you coming inside me baby!...Umm Hmm!...Ummm Hmmm!...Ohhh that's so good!..." Bev enthused as her son trembled above her.
"Ahhhhhh!...Ahhhhhh!...Unnnn!...." Dave groaned, his muscular thighs rippling as his balls spasmed over and over. Helplessly he lunged again and again into his mother's clutching loins as his come streamed inside her. Soon it was seeping out of her cunt and trickling into the crack of her ass.
Bev let her legs come down and draped them around Dave's ass. At the same time she reached under her ass, and gently palmed his balls up into his groin.
"Ohhhhhhh!...." Dave groaned as his mother's lascivious fondling coaxed the last of his sperm from his aching testicles.
"So much come baby!...So much come inside mommy's pussy!...What am I going to do with you?..."
I was so shocked and amazed at this entire spectacle that at that point I must have moved and bumped into the toilet. The toilet seat was up but came down with a resounding crash when I bumped into it.
Both Dave and my aunt immediately looked in my direction. Bev saw me first and she said...
"Tom?...Tom?...Is that you in there?..."
I was too stunned at my discovery to say or do anything for a moment.
That was time enough for Dave to shimmy backwards off of his mother and jump into his pants. Then he was opening the door to the bathroom wide and looking at me with a not particularly amused expression.
"Tom?...What are you doing in there?..." he asked.
"Oh hi Dave!...I was looking for aunt Bev!...You were looking for her so I went to look for her too!...I just thought I heard a noise so I looked in here....Just a second ago...I just got here a second ago...But I guess you found her so there's no reason for me to stick around...I should go...I should go now..." I said nervously.
"Tom?...Come out of there!...I want to talk to you!..." my aunt Bev said.
Dave looked at his mother over his shoulder questioningly and then he stepped out of the way so I could enter the bedroom.
My aunt had scooted to the foot of the bed by this time and had pulled the rumpled bed cover over her lap. Her hair and makeup were totally disheveled. Her face was almost as red as her satin blouse, beneath which her chest was heaving anxiously.
I walked over to her and stood there uneasily.
"Yes aunt Bev?..."
Bev looked at me for some time, obviously suspicious about my story. But when she happened to glance at my crotch her expression changed and her anxiety vanished in an instant.
I quickly looked down and it was my turn to turn beet red. The elongated bulge that was tenting the front of my tan colored summer pants was crowned with a big dark stain of pre-come about the size of my fist. It was pretty obvious that something had got me pretty excited.
"So Tommy!...How long did you say you'd been hiding in the bathroom?..." my aunt asked as she casually pulled the coverlet off her lap and bared her exposed crotch to me.
"Unnnn!...Aunt Bev!...I got there and bumped into the toilet! I guess you must have heard me. It was just a few seconds ago. Honest!..." I said as I edged towards the door.
Bev cast a glance at Dave and he moved around behind me, putting himself between me and the door.
Bev got to her feet and stood in front of me with a knowing smile tugging at the corners of her mouth.
"So you didn't happen to see or hear anything unusual, anything surprising while you were in there?..." Bev asked. As she questioned me she put her fists on her hips and opened her stance a little bit. I could clearly see great snail trails of come running down her thighs and glistening on her stocking tops. The fact that she still had her satin blouse on made her look all the sexier. There was no way that my erection was going to disappear any time soon with my gorgeous aunt standing in front of me like some advertisement for a porn film. I was just going to have to brazen it out.
"Honestly aunt Bev! I didn't see anything! I mean it! I didn't know you were changing in here. I'm going to get out of your way...." I said as I tried to edge around Dave. But he moved too and I didn't get very far.
"You know Tom!...There's something abut what you're telling me that just doesn't ring true!..." aunt Bev said as she sidled up close to me.
"There's something...something I just can quite put my finger on!..." she said biting her fingertip ingenuously.
"Or maybe I can put my finger on it!..." she said with a smile as she dropped her hand and rubbed my swollen cock crown through my pants with her extended finger tip.
"Oooo!...Geez aunt Bev!...I don't know what you mean!..." I gasped, leaning forward sharply to try and evade my aunt's rudely prodding finger.
"Don't you Tommy?...Well you seem pretty nervous I must say!...A little excited too!...Are you excited Tommy?... Let's see!..." aunt Bev asked as she boldly began to unfasten my belt and pants.
I went to grab her hands to try and stop her but Dave put his meaty hands on my shoulders and squeezed. I took it he didn't want me to start a fight with his mother so I stopped resisting.
Bev just smiled at me as she slowly finished opening my pants and pushed them and my shorts over my hips where they fell to my ankles. She took a half a step back to survey her handiwork.
My cock was as hard as it had ever been and was waving about in my groin like a flagpole in a high wind.
"Oh yeah!...You're definitely excited!..." my aunt said with a knowing smile. She closed her hand on my hard-on and gave it an excruciating squeeze as she said...
"I don't think your cousin is being entirely truthful with us Dave! I think he might have seen something he thought was pretty interesting..." Bev said, her eyes flashing over my shoulder at her son. But they returned to me quickly enough and she looked pretty pleased with herself.
"It least his cock is interested, wouldn't you say Tommy?...Now what is it that your hard cock has found so interesting?..." Bev asked teasingly as she began to jog her little fist up and down my cock in an lewdly exciting fashion.
After watching my sexy aunt fuck half the guys in the house silly for the last half hour I knew I was on a pretty short fuse. I tried to bend over again to escape her stroking hand but Dave's hands were firm on my shoulders and I couldn't budge.
I was beginning to suffer a major anxiety attack. My mom and my aunt talked about everything. I had visions of Bev making up some story about me spying on her and twisting things around and making me out to be some kind of pervert . Basically I just wanted to get out of there
"Please aunt Bev!...I don't know what's going on with you guys!...But you know you've always been my favorite aunt!...I wouldn't say anything to anyone!..You know that!...I promise!..." I pleaded, trying not to think about what my aunt might tell my mother about this whole situation. But Bev seemed to have another plan in mind to solve her dilemma. She puckered a mocking kiss at me as she purred...
"I know why you're so excited Tommy!...It's because you saw all those boys fucking me didn't you?...And you liked that didn't you?...Seeing all those big cocks fucking your aunt Beverly's pussy!...You liked it so much you almost came in your pants, didn't you Tommy?..." Bev said giving my cock a flurry of fast hand strokes that had me gasping with excitement. Then she glanced over my shoulder at the bench next to her make-up table and nodded at Dave.
I found myself being propelled backwards until the backs of my legs hit the little bench and I sat down on it with a plop. Bev never let go of my cock . Suddenly she was standing in front of me, her big tits thrusting into my face through her satin top. I could smell the heady aroma of perfume and sex wafting into my face from her expansive cleavage. She casually stepped forward and straddled my lap. I shuddered with excitement at the feel of her nylons brushing my thighs. She released my cock and took my face in both her hands as she sat down in my lap.
"That's what's got you so excited isn't it Tommy?...And I think you want some too, don't you?..." Bev asked with a lazy smile as twisted in my lap until her vagina parted and spread around the swollen shaft of my cock. She grabbed the back of my neck with one hand as she began to rock her hips back and forth. The feeling of her seething trench sliding in and out on my erection was indescribably exciting.
"Ohhhh!...I!...Ahhhh!!!...I!...Ooohhh!..." I groaned, while my sexy aunt writhed on my cock. With her hot cunt grinding in my lap I couldn't hardly think, let alone form a sentence. Her loins were scalding hot against mine. The combined juices of her previous fuck sessions were running out of her cunt and pouring over my balls and trickling down through the crack of my ass. I thought I might come at any second.
Aunt Bev could obviously tell how close I was. She reached between us and grabbed my cock once again. She squeezed it hard at the base so I wouldn't have an accident. Then she raised up a little and guided my knob into the opening of her well used vagina.

"Fuck me Tommy!...It's what you want isn't it?...Well?..." my wanton aunt asked. With her eyes burning into mine she released the root of my shaft. But she stayed perched right where she was, hovering a few inches above my lap with the tip of my cock just parting her swollen labia. And then she did something I had never felt before. She started clenching and unclenching the opening of her pussy around the end of my cock. I could feel her meaty labia literally fluttering around my cock crown. It felt just like a little mouth nibbling on the tip of my tool... ohhh sooo delicately!
"Ahhhhh shitttt!..." I cried as lightning bolts of excitement when crashing through my groin. I couldn't help myself as I flung my arms around my aunt's waist and lunged up from the little stool beneath me. I drove my hard cock into the very depths of her pussy in one frantic thrust, impaling her right up to my balls. God! It felt just like sticking a hot knife into a cunt full of butter.
"Unnn!...Unnn!..." I whimpered. I arched my back and strained up from my thighs raising aunt Bev up so high she was actually looking down on me.
"Oh my baby!...You are excited aren't you!...Too excited!...I think you better leave this to me!..." she said with a broad smile, glancing meaningfully at her son.
Again I felt Dave's big hands on my shoulders, pressing me back down onto the little bench. I tried to thrust up into my aunt's seething cunt, but Dave was holding me and I really couldn't move at all.
"Please!...Aunt Bev!...Please let me!...Unnn!..." I groaned. With her exquisite cunt sheathing my cock like a moist satin glove I was desperate to fuck my gorgeous aunt.
But aunt Bev knew what she was doing. She braced her forearms on my shoulders, steadied her feet under her and began to fuck me. Her hips started to rise and fall like she was riding a pogo stick. But the pogo stick was my inflamed cock!
"Like that baby?...Is that what you want?...For aunt Bev to fuck you like that?..." my lewd aunt asked as the 'slap,slap,slap' sound of her ass pounding my thighs sounded loud in the closed bedroom.



"Oh Goddd!...Yesss!...Yess!...Like that!..Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnnn!..." I cried. The friction of Bev's plunging pussy around my angry tool was unbelievable. My balls knotted up painfully tight as my come strained for release
"Ummmmm!...Tommyyyy!...Unn!..Unn!..Come for me baby!...Come in my pussy!..." Aunt Bev panted as she lap-fucked me faster and faster.
Suddenly my whole groin felt it was being enclosed in a feverishly pressing vice. I rose up from my thighs even against the press of Tommy's hands and the thrust of my aunt's bucking loins. Once again I boosted her skyward on my straining erection. My back arched and my balls exploded.
"Phwahhhhhh!...." I cried as my come exploded inside my aunt's wringing pussy.
"Yessss!...Yesss!...That's it!...Come inside me you little fucker!..." my aunt seethed, still hammering away on my cock with her seething cunt.
"Ahhhhh!...Ahhhh!...Godddd!..." I cried as my come burned up my cock and out of my fiery pee slit in an incendiary stream.
I sank back down onto the bench once again but Bev never missed a beat. She continued to pummel my cock with her relentless loins until my ejaculation began to finally slow down.
"Had enough?..." she snarled, rising up to the end of my cock and waiting for the tension to build. When she sensed the moment she slammed herself down on me making me helplessly squirt once more inside her.
"Unnnn!..." I grunted in pained excitement.
"Yeah?..." she asked, hovering over me again then crashing down on me again to force a little more juice out of my soon to be emptied testicles.
"Yeah?...Is that it?... Still more?..." she continued to tease as she slow fucked me hard to get all the come out of my aching balls.
"Ohhhh!...Please!...Aunt Bev!...No more!...I'm done!..." I finally gasped.
Bev finally slammed herself down on me one more time and ground herself on my dwindling organ. She reached under her thigh, grabbed my balls and gave them a sharp squeeze.
"Unnnnn!..." I gasped, twitching spastically as my testicles launched another trickle of come into Bev's clenching pussy.
She squeezed my nuts again and this time it hurt.
"Ahhhh!...Please Bev!...Don't!..." I pleaded as my balls shuddered again but this time nothing came out. Aunt Bev had drained me dry.
"Just wanted to make sure I got it all!..." Bev said with a little chuckle.
She slowly got up over my lap and stood there above me. In a second I could see my come running out of her and feel it dripping down onto my aching genitals.
"Did you like that Tommy?...Fucking your aunt Bev!...I think you did, didn't you lover?..."
"Oh God aunt Bev! I don't know what to say!..." I croaked as I stood up and went to get my shorts and pants. I tried to wipe myself off with my hands and my shorts but everything was cold and sticky inside my pants when I finally got covered up
It didn't take long for me to get my pants on and for aunt Bev to get into her skirt.
"I must look a mess..." she said as she headed towards the bathroom.
"Why don't you two boys head back to the party. I'll be down in a minute. And Tommy...we won't be saying anything about any of this to anyone. It will be our little secret. You can keep a secret can't you baby? I don't think we really want your mother or anyone to find out about this do we dear?"
"Geez aunt Bev! I won't say anything..." I said and then Dave and I went out into the hallway. We had just reached the top of the stairs when I heard a door open down the hall behind us. It was my mom just coming out of one of the rooms at the end of the hall. I turned around quickly hoping she wouldn't see me but just as I did I happened to glimpse Steven Reid coming out of the room behind her.
I almost stopped I was so surprised but then I remembered what had just happened and decided it was a better idea just to keep going. I'd have to figure this whole thing out later.
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It was about two weeks after the Booster Party that we were back at my aunt and uncle's for dinner on a Friday night. My mom had picked me up right after work. She looked very nice as always. She was wearing her office clothes, a neat white blouse, a gray skirt, dark nylons and low heels. Dave was watching some game film with the team and was going to be home late. I hadn't seen my aunt Bev since the party but I had been thinking about her constantly. At first I had been very confused. Of course I was shocked to see my cousin fucking his mother and amazed that after that she had fucked me. I knew it was weird, it was perverted, it was wrong. But the truth was I couldn't stop thinking about how incredible it felt to have my aunt's seething cunt wrapped around my cock. The way she had fucked me, shamelessly riding me until I couldn't hold it anymore and couldn't help myself from shooting a huge load of come inside her, was the most exciting thing that had ever happened to me. And it wasn't a dream. It had really happened. I wasn't outraged like I knew I should be. I was horny as hell! I was confused because I wasn't confused. My aunt could fuck whoever she wanted as long as she fucked me too. I only hoped she could read my mind.
Dinner at Aunt Bev's couldn't have been more ordinary. As usual uncle Don was hardly able to get a word in edgewise as the two sisters completed every sentence he started. He'd just sit there and smile indulgently, sometimes looking at me and shrugging his shoulders as if to say...'what can you do?' I knew what I wanted to do and that was follow aunt Bev upstairs to one of the bedrooms and have her fuck me silly. But I couldn't figure out a way to work it casually into the conversation. I was pretty distracted. Every time my sexy aunt caught my eye I blushed like a schoolboy. My contribution to the table talk was a couple of of..."Pardon?'s" several ..."Excuse me?'s" and one or two ..."I'm sorry, what did you say?'s". I thought I noticed aunt Bev smiling at me a couple of times with faint amusement, but I wasn't totally sure. Finally she leaned across the table towards me and said...
"You seem a little preoccupied tonight Tommy. Is there something bothering you?"
Aunt Bev was looking exceedingly attractive that evening. She had straightened her red hair and had it tied behind and pulled back severely. She had on heavy framed glasses behind which her bright eyes were sparkling merrily. She was also wearing a tight, very shear, black nylon top. You could clearly see her bare, melon shaped breasts quivering and shifting through the thin material every time she moved. Beneath that she was wearing some tailored, cream coloured pants that clung snugly to her curvaceous thighs and bubble shaped butt. She was looking at me with that knowing little grin as she leaned toward me and planted her elbows on the table. Her creamy tits swayed back and forth hypnotically under her broad chest when she did that. My eyes were riveted to my aunt's provocatively heaving bosom and it took me a moment to realize everyone was waiting for me to say something.
"Geez no aunt Bev! I was...I was just thinking it was kind of hot in here. Does anybody else find it a little hot in here?.." I asked lamely. My mother and my uncle glanced at each other like their suspicions had been confirmed yet again. He really doesn't have a brain in his head! My aunt just continued to look at me, her eyes sparkling with amusement.
"Don. Why don't you and Monica start the dishes. I'll take Tom outside and he can get a little fresh air. We'll get a fire going. Don't worry! I won't let him get too close. We don't want him over-heating."
My mom and uncle Don chuckled at this particularly droll remark and started gathering up the dishes from the table. Aunt Bev went to the bathroom to freshen up and I went outside to start a fire in the fire pit. There was some paper and some kindling already set. I had to go out to the garage, get the wheel barrow and lug back some more substantial wood. That took a while and when I got back aunt Bev was bending over the fire pit trying to light the kindling. Her legs were straight and her tight round ass was jutting out in front of me in a particularly provocative manner.
I looked over my shoulder and I could see my mother and my uncle inside. The kitchen was in the back corner of the house. There was a window from the back yard where Bev and I were, and there was another window on the end of the house, over the sink where Don and my mom were working. Since I could see my mom and uncle Don were otherwise occupied, I let my lustful urges get the better of me. I stepped up behind my aunt, put my hands on her hips and tentatively pressed my groin against her curvaceous butt. There was no way that aunt Bev could mistake my steely erection nestling between the firm globes of her ass.
"Whoa' there sailor!..." she said, looking over her shoulder at me with a smile but without straightening up.
"Is that a canoe in your pocket or are you just glad to see me!..." she quipped, giving her ass a teasing little grind against my jutting tool.
"Oh Goddd Aunt Bev!...I've been thinking about you so much...about the...the last time we were together! At dinner... I could hardly stand it! I've...I've wanted you so much!... Can we...you know...can we go some place?..." I moaned hopefully, sliding my hands up and down on my aunt's hips and snuggling even tighter against her cushiony ass.
Bev slowly straightened up but didn't turn around. She placed her hands over mine and moved them around her and onto her firm tummy. She turned her head so that her cheek was against my face and purred...
"Aren't you the horny little devil!...Well not so little judging by what I can feel rubbing against my ass!...You want to fuck me Tommy?... To put that big thing of yours inside me again?...Is that what want?... "
"Oh Goddd!... More than anything aunt Bev!..." I said, shivering with excitement when my aunt made her obscene suggestion.
Bev turned around a little further and planted a little kiss on my cheek. I noticed her looking over my shoulder and I saw it when a faint smile creased her face. She glanced back at me, her eyes sparkling wickedly and took my hand.
"Come over here!..." she said, dragging me over to the flower bed in front of the kitchen window.
I was watching my aunt intently, waiting for her to show me what to do next. She was looking fixedly into the kitchen but I only had eyes for her.
Finally she turned to me, brought her hand to her mouth like she had seen something amazing and said...
"Oh my!..." as she nodded towards the kitchen window.
I glanced inside and it took a minute for me to realize what it was that I was seeing.
My uncle had his arms wrapped around my mother from behind and had pulled her to him as he leaned against the kitchen island. They were turned sideways to me so I could see them clearly. Don was slightly bent over behind my mother. That way he was able to reach up under her skirt. His other hand was firmly clasping one of my mother's tits through her blouse. Mom had her head tilted back, her eyes closed and her lips moving softly. I couldn't tell what she was saying. And I couldn't believe what I was seeing!
"Oh my God!..." I murmured as my mother's hips began to sway and she reached up and pressed my uncle's cupped hand harder into her gently heaving breast.
I was so shocked that I had briefly forgotten about my sultry aunt. But then I felt her behind me, pressing herself against me. I could feel her pneumatic breasts thrusting hotly between my shoulder blades as she twisted behind me.
"Oh Tommy! I'm so sorry you had to see this! I'm sure it's very upsetting for you!.." my aunt purred, her moist lips brushing my ear.
I don't know if upset was the right word. My erection certainly wasn't upset. I thought it might rip through my pants as I watched my mother writhing under my uncle's lewdly exploring hands.
"Unnn!...No aunt Bev!...It's just that I'm so...so...surprised!..."
I watched as my mother reached behind her and slipped her hand under the waistband of my uncle's trousers, searching for his cock. At that same moment my aunt reached around me and grabbed my aching prick through my pants.
"Oh shit!..." I gasped, partly at my mother's brazenness and partly at the arousal that shot through my groin as my aunt closed her hand on my erection.
"Why Tommy! You're awfully hard! Is watching your mother with Don getting you all excited?.." Bev asked innocently while giving my boner a torrid squeeze.
I couldn't tear my eyes away from the scene that was unfolding in the kitchen. My mom was writhing more and more excitedly in front of my uncle while he had begun hunching himself eagerly into her delving hand.
"Ummm!...Ohhh!...Aunt Bevvv!..." I moaned, completely at a loss for words.
"Ummm!...Ohhh!...Tommyyy!..." Bev mimicked as she deftly undid my belt and the front of my pants. She pushed my pants shorts down until they were in an untidy heap between my legs. She reached around for my jutting erection and began to masturbate me.
"Will you just look at those two! Your mother can be such a slut sometimes! She'd probably love it if it were you in there instead of Don! I mean there's your mother, squirming up against your uncle, playing with his cock and probably thinking about you baby! I'll bet she's imagining it's your hand on her pussy, not Don's! Would you like it if she were playing with your cock right now instead of me? Would you like to fuck her Tommy? You liked fucking me didn't you? I'll bet you'd love to fuck your mother too! Would you like that baby? Do you want to fuck her? Do you want to fuck your mother?..." Bev asked sweetly while steadily increasing the pace of her incendiary hand job.
"Unnn!...Aunt Bev!...Ohhh!...Yesss!...No!...I mean...Ahh!...Don't stop!... Don't!..." I whispered, frantically thrusting myself into my aunt's hotly shuttling fingers. I couldn't believe how excited Bev's dirty inquisition was making me. And her obscene suggestion about me fucking my mother made me both incredibly nervous and at the same time hugely aroused.
I could hear a faint but distinct moaning..."Ohhh!...Ohhh!...Ohhh!..." coming from the kitchen. I watched, spellbound, as my mother stiffened up and then started to shudder feverishly in my Uncle's clutching arms.
Aunt Bev reached between my legs from behind and gave my balls an encouraging squeeze. That did it! I couldn't hold it any longer against my aunt's lewdly provocative hands. Suddenly my balls lurched and a geyser of sperm erupted from my seething erection.
"Ahhhh!...Nahhhh!...Godddd!..." I moaned as my first streams of come tore through my cock with searing intensity. The greasy ropes of goo actually jetted onto the bottom of the kitchen window in front of me with audible, splatting noises.
"Ummm Hmmm!...That's it Tommy!...Shoot it baby!...Come for me sweetheart!...Come for your aunt Bev!..." my aunt cooed, stroking me quickly in time with my ejaculation.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." I groaned loudly as my balls. It felt like a surgeon's scalpel was slicing through my flesh with every fiery spurt of come. I slowly bent further and further forward in front of my aunt as she milked me with a nimble hand.
"That's it dear!...Umm!...I love it when you come for me like that!... Umm Hmmm!..." Bev encouraged as she squeezed the last of my juicy load out with her coaxing hand.
I just stood there hunched over for a moment, gasping for breath and trying to collect myself.
When I straightened up in front of my aunt and looked into the kitchen I froze like a deer caught in the headlights. My mother was looking directly at me through the window.
"Oh My Goddd!..." I whimpered as my mother stared at me.
"Relax lover!..." my aunt whispered in my ear.
"It's dark out here! She can't see anything but her own reflection! She's just looking to see if we've got the fire going. If we did they'd have to come outside...."
I held my breath as I watched my mother staring towards me for a moment longer. Then she seemed to be satisfied with whatever she did or didn't see. She turned towards my uncle with a smoldering look on her face. She pulled her hand out of his pants then used both hands to unfasten his belt. As I watched her spellbound, my mother calmly opened my uncle's pants and then pushed them and his shorts down to his knees. His erection was an angry scarlet and jutted up rigidly at his loins.
My mother didn't touch it at first. She just kept her eyes locked on my uncle's as she slowly dropped to her knees in front of him. Then she reached out and pulled his rigid tool down in front of her. Her smile broadened at the feel of the tension in his shaft. She had to pull down hard in order to get his steely erection pointed at her lipsticked mouth. My aunt chuckled throatily in my ear.
"Oh my!...It looks like she's going to blow him!... I can't watch!..." she said, sighing dramatically as she slipped around in front of me and dropped to her knees as well.
"Shitttt!..." I croaked as my mother leaned forward and drew the end of my uncle's rigid cock into her mouth. Never taking her eyes from his she sucked him hard, her cheeks caving in around his tumescent flesh.
"What's she doing?..." my aunt hissed.
"She just took him in her mouth?..." I croaked. I stared spellbound at my mother's puckered lips wrapped around my uncle's straining tool.
"Oh you men!..." my aunt hissed. She raked her sharp nails up the inside of one of my legs, making me open my stance further. Then she reached in and pulled my balls forward in her cupped hand. She shifted her grip and squeezed the top of my sac in the ring of her thumb and forefinger. When she did that, my testicles bulged through my taut scrotum, the whole round sac spilling over her upturned palm.
"You can be so bad!..." aunt Bev said. I squirmed uncomfortably and looked down to see that my aunt's eyes were locked on my genitals. She drew back her free hand and before I could stop her, she slapped the underside of my balls with a resounding whack.
"Wahhhhh!..." I cried, flinching sharply. I was expecting a piercing agony to explode in my groin. But that didn't happen. Instead, to my great surprise, a rocket bolt of excitement fired through my loins when my aunt smacked my testicles. Something about the way she was compressing and holding my balls made her rude slap excruciatingly exciting instead of just plain excruciating. When she had hit me, the blood had surged back into my cock, making it twitch like she had prodded my testicles with an electric wire.
And of course aunt Bev was thrilled at my response. She turned her eyes up into mine and they were sparkling wickedily behind her heavy rimmed glasses.
"Bad!.....Bad!.....Bad!....." she purred, spanking my balls smartly to punctuate her terse assessment of men's character.
"Ahhh!...Nahhh!..." I gasped, dancing anxiously on my toes and sucking in my breath as my aunt slapped my vulnerable testicles with her open palm. But my cock lurched nearly upright again at my loins and a clear drop of pre-come formed around my gaping pee slit in response to her avid manhandling.
"Want some more?..." she asked, her hand raised threateningly as my cock waved around in my groin like a little man on stilts.
"No aunt Bev!...Don't!...Please!...That's enough!..." I whimpered. My aunt smiled and licked her lips seductively as she stared at my nearly rejuvenated erection.
"What's my slut of a sister doing now?..." she asked, releasing my cringing testicles and starting to stroke my now fully distended cock.
I raised my head and looked back into the kitchen just in time to see my mother's ovalled mouth descending the length of my uncle's erection. He was really big but my mother seemed to be totally unfazed by his size. She pressed her face down and down until her nose was nestled deep in the thatch of hair surrounding his balls.
"Oh my Goddd!...She's got him all!...She's got his whole cock in her mouth!...All the way down to his balls!..." I exclaimed, hardly able to believe my mother's oral skill.
"That bitch!...I could never do that!...But she's not the only one who knows a few tricks!..." aunt Bev murmured. Her scheming tone made me look down at her apprehensively. Bev's eyes were shining mischievously into mine as she slid her little fist to the root of my cock. Pressing down hard she stretched the thin skin tautly on my engorged prick. She leaned forward and put me in her mouth. Still holding my eyes, she bared her teeth and dragged them slowly down my tool until she was about half way down my shaft. Then she sank her teeth into my angry meat.
"Ahhhhh!...Nooo!...Don'ttt!...." I hissed as a lancing excitement raced through my groin. The blood pounded feverishly in my tool under my aunt's gnawing teeth.
I was once again dancing on my toes in distress. I tried to hunch backwards and get my cock out of my aunt's voracious mouth but she held on tenaciously. Then suddenly she released her grinding teeth and let my livid wand slip from her lips.
"How's that?..." she asked, stroking my pulsing tool energetically for a few seconds.
Before I had a chance to answer she dove onto my cock once more. Taking me back in her mouth she bit into my angry cock again, not quite so far down the shaft this time.
"Ahhh!..." I whimpered, the blood pounding feverishly in my groin.
Aunt Bev's head bobbed off my prick. A long trail of drool ran from her mouth to my cock. . "Do you like it?..." she gasped, catching her breath and frictioning my shaft briskly while smiling up into my eyes.
Then she sank her teeth into my fiery shaft again. She did this over and over, biting then stroking, biting then stroking.
With this kind of treatment it wasn't long before my cock felt like it was on fire. My shaft was painfully engorged, flaming scarlet and ringed with teeth marks under my aunt's racing hand. My balls were drawn up so tight that they pounded excruciatingly.
"Aunt Bev!...Ahhh!...You're gonna'!...Unnn!... make me...come!..." I groaned as the burning sensation in my genitals grew and grew and my come churned for release.
"Am I baby?...Are you going to come for me if I keep doing this...?..." she asked with a knowing smile, nipping at my bursting cock crown with her bared teeth while never slowing her blistering hand job.
Then she asked innocently..."How's your mother doing?..." as I squirmed frantically above her.
I looked up to see my mother burrowing her face into my uncle's crotch. I could only see a tiny sliver of cock that wasn't engulfed in her slavering mouth. Don's hands were fluttering around her head and her shoulders. I couldn't tell whether he was trying to pull her tighter against him or push her away. But it didn't matter because my mother had her sharp nailed fingers sunk into the cheeks of his ass and was pulling him fiercely into her eager suck.
"Oh God aunt Bev!...She' really doing him!...His cock must be half way down her throat!... Ahhh!...I don't think he's going to last much longer!...Ohh Goddd!...Neither am I!..." I hissed, beginning to stiffen up myself as my cock grew that last little bit like it always does just before you come.
Aunt Bev felt it too.
"Unn Hnnn!...Come Tommy!...Give it to me baby!...Come on!..." she coaxed, opening her mouth into an inviting O and sticking out her tongue beneath my bloated knob. She took my cock in two hands, fist over fist, and began to eagerly jerk me off onto her outstretched tongue. It was the most arousing image I had ever seen until I happened to glance back up and look into the kitchen.
Don was clutching the island with both hands, shuddering and hunching spastically into my mother's mouth. I could see her throat working as she swallowed furiously. Her face was still welded to the front of my uncle's groin but as he feverishly strained upwards, a creamy froth of come bubbled out beneath her ovalled lips and oozed under my uncle's balls. My mother's eyes were squeezed tightly closed. Her shoulders were heaving like she was gagging. But she never flinched and continued to face fuck herself on my uncle's spurting tool.



"Ohhh!...Shitttt!..." I cried as my balls convulsed and I too started to come in a molten rush.
"Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!..." aunt Bev moaned excitedly, pulling on my cock with both hands to make me come.
"Ahhh!...Nahhh!...Oh shit!.." I cried, tearing my eyes away from my cock sucking mother to watch my aunt as she jacked me off. My testicles convulsed in a mighty spasm and a comet of sperm fired out of my gaping pee slit. It was followed immediately by a series of further eruptions as I shuddered and groaned with excitement. My goo was jetting straight into Bev's beckoning mouth. Then she moved my cock so that my come streaked across her lips, her cheeks and up into her hair in long nasty trails.
"That's it!...Unn Hnnn!...Come baby!...Ummm!...Come all over me!...Umm Hmm!... That' so hot!..."
"Naaah!...Ahhhh!...Godd aunt Beth!..." I gasped as my last feverish spurt of come pasted my aunt across the bridge of her nose. Bev still smiled up at me as she continued to jack me off, milking me with sure hands to draw up every drop of sperm from my throbbing testicles.
She dropped one hand under my crotch and snapped my sensitive balls with a hard lacquered finger tip.
"Unnnnn!...Bev!...Don'ttt!..." I groaned as my aching nuts cringed. But another dollop of sperm spewed from my cock in response to Bev's stinging finger.
I glanced into the kitchen and saw my mother backing off my uncle's softening erection. He looked totally spent. His crimson cock was wilting at his come smeared loins. Even his pants, where they were tangled around his knees, were wet and stained with a trail of his juices.
My mother was saying something with a half smile on her lips as she wiped her come smeared face with the back of her hand. She reached in and snapped the underside of Don's cock crown with her own sharp nailed fingertip.
"Ahhhh!..." I could see my uncle groan, twitching as he issued another feeble drop of come in response to my mother's rude finger play. I was amazed by the two sisters' similar sexual techniques.
"You come so much!..." my aunt remarked as she wrung my cock for the dregs of my sperm like she was stripping the last of the toothpaste from the tube.
"I love you aunt Bev!..." I murmured, as my kneeling aunt completely drained me.
At that point there was a flash of car headlights sweeping around the corner of the house as somewhat pulled into the driveway up front.
"That must be Davey..." aunt Bev said, releasing my spent cock and wiping her comey hands on my tummy.
"I wonder if he's hungry?..."
Soon after that we were all sitting around the fire pit talking quietly as the evening waned. Dave was all excited about the big game the next day and was giving us a detailed account of the offensive game plan. My mom and uncle Don were sitting next to each other and kept giving each other long, meaningful glances which was making me very uncomfortable.
Aunt Bev didn't seem to be at all ill at ease with the situation. A couple of times she even leaned across me to talk to my mom, resting her hand high up on my inner thigh, teasingly close to my once more enlarging tool. We didn't stay too late and when we got home I went straight to bed to once again to dream about my wanton aunt.
It was late Sunday morning and I was sitting around in the kitchen. I had just said goodbye to my mother and was heading out when I sat down briefly to finish my orange juice. Just then aunt Bev and Dave let themselves in and found me sitting there. Aunt Bev looked terrific as always. She was wearing one of Dave's old nylon practice jerseys that she had cut off just below the numbers, leaving her midriff bare. The arm holes of the faded shirt were so stretched out that Bev's creamy tits were bulging out the sides. Below that she was wearing a little pleated denim skirt and some open toed sandals. When she saw me at the table she marched right over to me like a model strutting down the catwalk, and planted a big juicy kiss on my cheek.
"Good morning handsome! Where's your mother? Is there any coffee?..."
Without waiting for a reply, Bev grabbed a mug out of the cupboard and helped herself from the coffee machine. With cup in hand she settled herself across from me on one of the stools by the island.
Dave was looking less energetic. He was obviously grateful to sit down at the table with his back to his mother. Our team had won yesterday but it had been a 'come from behind' victory. Dave was up against some pretty athletic defensive players and you could see he was a little banged up.
"That was a close one yesterday. A couple of times there I thought you guys were going to blow it!..." I said.
Dave gave a weak smile and then leaned across the table and started giving me a blow by blow of all the big plays of the game, who he'd beat on this play, who had blown by when somebody missed an assignment, etc. etc.
Normally I would have been pretty interested in all this but as Dave rambled on I noticed Bev watching me over the rim of her coffee cup with an amused grin on her face. I smiled back at her, not really sure what it was that she was finding so entertaining. Then I noticed that my aunt was sitting back on her stool with her legs apart and her knees gently shifting back and forth. Her little denim skirt was resting half way up her thighs and she had somehow forgotten to put on any panties that morning. Suddenly I wasn't hearing a word my cousin was saying. I was mesmerized by my aunt's luridly revealed pussy. My cock rose in my pants as I stared helplessly at the meaty pink lips that were peaking out from Bev's dense thatch of auburn pubic hair.
"Can you believe it! He must have had thirty pounds on me and he could hit like a freight train! And he wasn't the only one! There was this tackle that came over from Mid-State, he must have been 225..." Dave was in full stride with his recap of the game but I wasn't listening. I was just sitting there, the blood pounding furiously in my rigid tool, staring fixedly at my aunt's obscenely displayed pussy.
Bev's eyes sparkled wickedly into mine for a moment longer before she slowly closed her knees and tugged down her skirt.
"Where's your mother Tommy?..." Bev asked in a throaty voice, interrupting Dave's ceaseless chattering.
"Unnn.. Geez...I guess!... I mean...She just got back from tennis...She was in the den on the phone a little while ago..." I stammered, totally distracted by my sexy aunt's teasing.
"Dave. Why don't you go see if Monica has that 'Deep Heat Rub' you wanted. You know.... We talked about it before. I'm pretty sure she's got some around here somewhere. See if she'll put it on for you. She won't mind."
"Oh yeah..." Dave said turning around to look at his mom over his shoulder with a broad smile.
"I could sure use some of that!..." he said with surprising enthusiasm.
And so Dave got up and went off in search of my mom.
Bev leaned back on the kitchen stool, here eyes smoldering into mine. She crooked her index finger at me to come over to her.
I stood up a little hesitantly, knowing that my cock was jutting outrageously through the front of my shorts. Aunt Bev smiled wickedly when she saw my condition.
"Come here baby!..." she instructed, spreading her thighs invitingly.
I shuffled over in front of my aunt and reached out and tentatively put my hands on her shoulders.
Bev reached down and shamelessly began to unzip my shorts.
"Aunt Bev!...We can't!...Some one's gonna' catch us!..." I groaned, looking over my shoulder to see if anybody might be coming.
Bev calmly pulled my hard cock out of my pants and guided it up under the short hem of her skirt. She shimmied forward on the stool and pulled me closer until she had my cock crown nestled between her tantalizing labia.
"Why Tommy!...I thought you wanted to fuck me!..." my aunt said tipping her head coyly to the side as she smiled at me. She shifted on the end of my cock in a way that made my balls lurch with arousal.
"Don't you want some Tommy?...It sure feels like you do!..." my aunt teased, giving the shaft of my cock a torrid squeeze with her encircling fist that had me gasping for breath.
My erection was hidden from sight under my aunt's skirt but the feel of her parted slit fluttering around the tip of my cock had my heart racing with excitement.
"Aunt Beth!...Oh shit!...We shouldn't!..." I groaned, nervously looking back over my shoulder one more time before tentatively hunching forward and slipping myself a little deeper into my aunt's molten sheath.
"No?..." Aunt Bev questioned with sparkling eyes as she moved her hand away and edged a little further onto my aching spear. She was clearly offering me her moistly parted pussy. All I had to do was take it!
"Ahhhh!...Goddd!..." I gasped as Bev's silky channel spread invitingly ahead of my eager cock. I couldn't help myself. I grasped my aunt's shoulders more tightly and lunged deeper into her smoldering vagina.
"Umm Hmm!...That's it!...Give it to me baby!...Fill me up Tommy!...Fuck me with that big thing of yours!..." my aunt encouraged, raising her knees a little to accept my thrusting tool. She reached around me, grabbed my ass and pulled me further into the saddle of her upturned loins.
"Phwahhhh!..." I whimpered as my aunt's cunt sheathed my rigid meat right down to my balls. . "Ahhh!... Aunt Bev!...I can't believe this!...Unn!...Fucking you!...Like this!...Oh Godd!..." I panted, as I shifted my feet and began to lunge in and out of my aunt's searing pussy. Her cunt was hot and silky and gripped my hard shaft thrillingly each time I pulled out of her.
"You like that?...Does that feel good baby?...Umm?...Fucking your aunt on a Sunday morning?... Unn Hnn!...What would your mother say?..." aunt Bev teased, urging me on in my frenzied fucking. She pulled hard on my ass to make sure I was pounding the depths of her seething pussy with every thrust inside her.
"Unn!...Unn!...Aunt Bev!...Unn!...I don't know how long I can hold it!..." I gasped, fucking my wanton aunt with wild excitement. My cock was beginning to tingle and my balls were as tight as coiled springs. I was going to come really hard and really soon as I was trying to tell Bev.
"You're gonna' come Tommy?...Already!...Don'tt!...Wait a minute sweetheart!...Just!... Here!.." aunt Bev, hissed, letting go of my ass and shifting back and away from me.
"Wahhhh!...Aunt Bev!...No!...Don't!..." I cried as my livid tool slipped out of my aunt's leeching tunnel with a rude slurping sound. Bev's hand darted into my groin with serpent like quickness. She grabbed my cock and squeezed it hard at the base, holding back the intense orgasm that I had been just about to enjoy.
"Not here baby!...Someone might come in!..." Bev said with a wicked smile, keeping up her stern pressure on the root of my cock. She squeezed until she could feel that my moment of climax had passed and then she eased up but still held me warmly in her hand.
"Oh God aunt Bev!...I was so close!..." I groaned in frustration.
"I know baby!...Don't worry!...I'm gonna' take good care of you!...Come on!..." she said, sliding off the kitchen stool and leading me out of the kitchen by the handle of my upright tool.
Bev glanced at me with that wicked smile of hers a couple of times as we headed down the hall. I thought we'd probably dart into one of the bedrooms and was surprised when we stopped by the den. Bev looked into the room for a moment before going in, dragging me behind her. We stopped behind one end of the couch that was in the center of the room
I suppose I shouldn't have been so shocked at what I saw, but I was. My cousin Dave was standing in front of the other end of the couch with his hands on his hips, his head back and his eyes closed. My mother was stretched out on the couch in front of him. She had one knee bent, her panties tangled around her ankle and one hand thrust under her hiked up little tennis skirt. I was stunned to see she was busily working two fingers in and out of her exposed vagina. Her nylon top was pulled up and her big tits were bare. They looked flushed and swollen. She looked like every boy's wet dream as she reclined there, supporting her upper torso on one elbow, leaning into my cousin's groin and sucking his big cock with avid enthusiasm.
Dave's pants were open and pushed down to mid thigh. Monica was working him just like she had my uncle two nights before. She had taken the whole length of him in her mouth. Her nose was buried in my cousin's pubic hair and her lips were stretched into a huge O around the very root of his shaft. I could faintly hear a guttural murmuring as my mother hummed around my cousin's rigid tool.
My cock lurched into full rigidity once again in my aunt's encircling fist as I took in the lurid scene in front of me. Aunt Bev felt it and gave my cock a knowing squeeze as she whispered..."Looks like we're just in time!..."
"Unnn Goddd!...Aunt Bev!....We should leave!...Don't you think?..." I whispered back.
At that point Dave must have heard us because he opened his eyes and looked at us. My mother didn't appear to have heard a thing, she was so wrapped up in her avid cock sucking and frenzied masturbation.
I guess I imagined Dave would have been at least a little embarrassed to be walked in on by his mother and me in these circumstances but he didn't seem to be. He did look a little anxious though as he took my mother's face in his hands, covering her ears with his palms and thrusting himself even deeper into her enticing throat.
"I don't think so sweetheart!...Now you just wait right here!..." Bev whispered. She looked incredibly sexy in her cut-off top and little skirt as she stepped around the couch and walked up beside her son. She gazed down for a moment at the top of my mother's bobbing head, pressing her index finger to her lips, telling Dave to be quiet.
Then, with her eyes sparkling wickedly she slipped behind my cousin, and dragged that same extended finger slowly down his spine and into the bare crack of his ass. With her other hand she gripped his shoulder.
"You're being very naughty this morning, aren't you young man?..." she purred, just barely loud enough for me to hear. Dave started squirming nervously and craned around to look back behind him as aunt Bev lewdly twisted her sharp nailed fingertip against his puckered sphincter.
"Ahhh...Mom!...Don't!..." he moaned quietly, his eyes darting beseechingly up into his mother's.
"Don't what baby?...Don't this?..." Bev taunted as she dropped her shoulder and thrust her outstretched finger up her son's cringing anus.
"Phwahhh!...Godddd!..." Dave yelped, rising up on his tip toes to try and evade his mother's lewdly probing digit.
I couldn't believe it as Bev imbedded her finger right up to her knuckle in Dave's butt. She instantly had him squirming in front of her like a bug on a pin.
"How's that Davey?...You like that don't you dear?... You like mommy's finger up your ass don't you sweetheart?...Tell me!..." Bev demanded with a wicked smile, gripping his shoulder tight and slowly twisting her finger around in the depths oh her son's resisting anus.
"Don't!...Please!...O.K.!...Yesss mom!..." Dave finally groaned in embarrassment, stiffening up all over and rising up on his toes ahead of his mother's prodding finger.
Monica opened her eyes at that point and looked questioningly up at her nephew. She apparently couldn't see Bev who was standing behind her son. Up until that moment mom hadn't ceased fondling her own spread pussy, but sensing Dave's growing arousal, she grasped his thighs with both hands and began to hammer her face into his groin with whorish enthusiasm.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!...Oh Goddd!...Aunt Monica!...I've gotta'...gotta'..!..." Dave whimpered. His legs were trembling as he shimmied on Bev's rudely twisting finger and thrust himself feverishly into my mother's voracious suck
"Go on!...Do It!..." my aunt hissed, inserting a second finger beside the first one she had up Dave's ass and scissoring the two of them back and forth madly. She knew that my poor cousin wouldn't be able to hold it any longer when she did that. And she was right!
"Nahhhhh!..." Dave cried as his balls drew up extra tight and then convulsed, releasing a torrent of come into my mother's vacuuming mouth.
"Aghhh!...Mmmmphhh!..." Monica choked as Dave's sperm streamed down her throat in fiery spurts.
"Unn!...Unn!...Unn!..." Dave grunted, holding my mothers' face tight against his groin as he came frantically.
I could see my mother swallowing repeatedly, trying to keep up with Dave's spewing come but there was too much. Soon it was bubbling out of the corners of her mouth and running down her chin as Dave continued to face fuck her with furious abandon.
I know it sounds perverted, but watching my mother suck my cousin off was the most erotic thing I had ever seen in my life. My cock was rock hard and throbbing with excitement as I stared spellbound at the lurid scene being played out in front of me.
"That's it baby!...She's such a slut!...Give her every drop!..." Bev encouraged, jamming her finger up her son's ass in time with his ejaculation, encouraging him to empty his balls down her sister's throat.
"Unnnn!...Unnn!...Goddd!..." Dave groaned a few more times as his orgasm began to ease and his testicles began to issue less and less boy goo with each wracking spasm.
Finally his flow stopped and my mother pulled back enough to allow Dave's cock to slip from her swollen lips. It was then that she caught sight of her sister.
"Shitt!...Bev?...What are you...?...How long have you..?..." my mother gasped in surprise, a long string of pearly cream dangling between her lower lip and Dave's scarlet cock crown. Clearly she hadn't expected to see her sister. Her shoulders heaved as she struggled for air after her feverish cock sucking.
"Sorry to interrupt sis but I don't see why you should be having all the fun! He is my son after all!..." Bev said cooly, slipping her hand around Dave's waist and giving his still semi rigid cock a wanton squeeze. Another trickle of sperm oozed from his pee slit when she did that. My aunt stripped her fist to the root of her son's cock and pulled down hard, making his crimson tool strain up lewdly through her clenched hand.
My mother eyed her nephew's big prick hungrily as one of her hands drifted back down to her groin and she began to finger herself again.
"Just give us ten minutes alone Bev!...Please!..." my mother pleaded.
Bev pretended to think about my mother's request for a few moments, all the time stroking her son's super sensitive cock and making it grow visibly under her deftly shuttling palm. Then she gave my mother a lewd wink and said simply...
"No!..."
My mother issued an audible sigh of disappointment.
"But don't worry!... I've brought reinforcements!..." Bev said, nodding in my direction.
And then my mother caught sight of me standing just behind the couch. She froze in her semi reclined position, staring at me in total disbelief.
"Tommy!...What are you doing here?...I thought you went...went out!..." she cried, her eyes widening when she noticed my big, bare erection straining upwards from my groin.
"Mom!...Honest!...I didn't mean to...!...It was all aunt Bev!..." I stammered, stepping around the couch towards my mom. That movement made my turgid erection sway around in front of me like a magician's wand conjuring up a rabbit.
"Oh my Goddd!..." my mother gasped, seemingly unable to tear her eyes away from my jutting tool. She also seemed unable to stop fondling herself as she continued to swirl two fingertips between her parted labia, smearing her juices around and making her crimson vagina gleam with the moist coating.
"Monica, you're such a slut!...I thought you'd like that!..." my aunt sneered as she left my cousin and stepped over to my side. She grabbed my cock and gave it a couple of brisk strokes that made me gasp with excitement.



"And look!...There's more!..." she said, reaching into the pocket of her denim skirt and pulling out a foil wrapped condom.
"That's not...!...Oh Bev!...You wouldn't!..." my mom whispered as she watched my aunt rip the foil open with her teeth. A strong smell of menthol wafted out of the little package as my aunt pulled out a lustrous, black, rolled-up rubber.
"You got it sis!...It's a 'Little Devil'!...Your favorite!...And I think Tommy boy will enjoy it too!...That is, if he wants to!..." aunt Bev said with a knowing smirk.
"What do you mean?...What's that?..." I asked nervously.
Bev eyes sparkled merrily into mine. She stepped up close to me so that her covered breasts were jutting into my chest. I trembled with excitement as she reached into my groin and used both hands to sheath my cock with the greasy rubber. The membrane seemed thick and not very elastic as my aunt struggled to unroll it around my throbbing girth.
"Oh my gosh!..." I gasped as a fiery warmth radiated through my crotch. The thing was hot, really hot, and incredibly tight. It felt like my cock was being pressured on all sides by a relentless, heated vice.
"It's a special condom, sweetheart!... It's coated inside and out with a herbal gel that heightens sensitivity!...Oh yeah!... And it's a little undersized too so it won't slip off!... It's a 'Little Devil'!... Don't worry!... It'll be fun, won't it Monica?..." Bev teased as she grabbed my now tautly encased tool and gave it a couple of quick pulls that smeared her hand with the greasy gel. Then she bent over, batted Monica's hand out of the way and palmed her sister's cunt, smearing the oily residue liberally throughout her groin.
"Oh shit!..." my mother groaned, snapping her thighs shut in response to her sister's lewd fondling.
"Please Bev!...Take Tommy and let me have David!...You can't leave me like this you bitch!..." my mother hissed, her hips rising and her thighs beginning to open unwillingly as the searing heat began to permeate her loins too.
"Oh I'm not going anywhere!..." Bev said with a smirk, stepping over to David and pushing him backwards until he was backed up against the big leather armchair behind him. One final shove and he plopped down on it, his veiny shaft once again hard and jutting up like a missile from his groin. Bev whirled around, straddled Dave's knees and sat down with her back to him. She pulled up her little skirt and scooted backwards in Dave's lap until she could get her hands on his big cock.
"I think it's about time that Tommy really got to know his mother!...And if he's a little nervous about it...well I'm sure you have your ways, don't you sis?..." Bev said with a wanton little chuckle.
My mother stared daggers at her sister for a moment longer, then turned her eyes towards me. She looked anxious for a moment but then her eyes once more locked on my gleaming, sheathed erection. Her expression turned to one of smoldering excitement and she sprawled back a little more on the couch, drew her knees up and swung her thighs open invitingly.
"Tommy!..." she whispered stretching her hands out to me between her parted legs, beckoning me closer with grasping fingers.
I stared mesmerized at my mother's lewdly offered loins. I hadn't really ever had any fantasies about fucking my mother before. But I had never seen anything as exciting as Monica looked now, sprawled out half naked in front of me, begging me for it! Her vaginal lips were scarlet and swollen with pulsing blood. They were spread in an elongated oval at the center of which was a widely dilated center, a gleaming pink O. As I watched, my mother tightened her ass and tilted that provocative circle even higher.
At the same time she cupped one creamy tit in her hand and raised it to her mouth. With her eyes burning into mine she closed her lips on her crimson nipple and gave it a lavish suck. When she released it, that tender bud jutted out enticingly from her pinkly swollen breast. Her other hand continued to beckon me closer as she whispered... "Tommy!...Tommy baby!..."
I couldn't help myself as I crawled up on the couch between my mother's lewdly splayed thighs. Monica took my head in her hands as I crawled higher and pulled my face into the scented valley between her two bare, pendulous breasts.
"Mmmhh!...Ohhh!...Mom!..." I moaned as the warmth and pressure of those creamy orbs surrounding my face made lightning bolts of excitement dart through my groin. I burrowed hungrily between those resilient mounds of flesh.
But mom was too excited to wait any longer. I felt her hand fumbling at my groin and then closing on my cock. She pulled me up until I had to prop myself above her as she guided my sheathed knob between her fluttering labia. With her other hand she stroked my face and looked deep into my eyes as she whispered..."Go on!...Put it in!..."
I couldn't help myself. I tried to go slow, but the teasing touch of her meaty pussy lips surrounding the end of my cock was too intoxicating. I hunched forward an inch or two and, meeting no resistance, slammed my loins in, burying myself to the balls in my mother's clinging vagina.
"Yesss!...Ahhh!...Oh God baby!..." Monica gasped as I impaled her on my eager tool.
"Oh shit mom!..." I groaned, starting to edge backwards, frantic to fuck her. But mom reached around, sunk her sharp nails deep into my ass and dragged me back down.
"No!...Waittt!...Don't move!..." she hissed as she planted her heels in the couch and shifted underneath me.
"Unnn!...Here!...Hold still!...Let me!...Ahhh!..." she murmured, her eyes burning into mine as she settled herself under my throbbing tool. Still holding me deep inside her she began to twist and grind on my cock. Her seething cunt clenched and rippled around my shaft like a silken glove.
"Unnnn!...Unnn!...Mom!...Oh Goddd!.." I groaned in feverish arousal. Although there wasn't much fiction happening between us, my mother's cunt was milking me as surely as if she had me in her hand. Only her pussy was so much more sensual and so silky that I could hardly stand it! It was a good thing that damn rubber was so tight or I would have come almost immediately! It was all I could do not to rear back and start slamming her.
And then I looked up and I saw my aunt Bev hovering on the end of my cousin's steely prick. When she saw me looking at her, she licked her lips seductively then dropped down on him like a stone.
"Fuckkk!..." Dave yelped as his mother impaled herself on his livid erection.
Bev's eyes bore into mine as she twisted on her son's rampant tool. Then she leaned forward and put her hands on Dave's knees. Her big tits swung like bells under her cut-off top as she raised her cunt slowly up the length of his cock. Just before he sipped out she stopped, waited a second, then slammed herself back down on him with a resounding smack. She writhed on him like that for a moment. Then she raised her gripping tunnel up his length again, waited, then banged back down.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." Dave grunted as my aunt fucked him like that in a slow, incendiary rhythm. I could see my cousin's balls drawing up tight in his groin as his mother worked him over.
Watching my sultry aunt's obscene display had the come churning in my own balls. I looked back down at my own mother who hadn't stopped writhing on my deeply imbedded cock for a moment. My cock was aching with excitement but the thick condom was dulling the sexual stimulation I was getting. It was making it hard for me to come. I needed more!
I pushed up on my knees and my hands. My mother looked up at me questioningly for a moment. Then a hint of a smile creased her mouth. She released my ass and looked at me expectantly as I raised myself up above her until my cock was poised at the entrance to her steamy cunt.
"Mom!...I have to fuck you!...Please?..." I pleaded.
In answer Monica settled herself more comfortably on her back, flung her legs up into the air, grasped her ankles with her hands and spread herself into a seductive V beneath me.
"Like this?..." she asked.
"Oh Goddd!..." I groaned, not believing my mother could act like such a slut. Helplessly I hammered myself back into the gaping center of Monica's lewdly offered loins.
"Yessss!..." she hissed, her eyes opening wide with excitement as I speared her.
"Unnnn!...Mommm!...Oh Goddd!..." I cried again as I started fucking my mother with a frenzy that was uncontrollable.
"Ohhh!...Ohhhh!...Tommyy!...Yess!...Fuck me!...Fuck me hard baby!...Like that!...Unn Hnnn!...Unn Hnnn!...Yesss!..." Monica hissed as I jack-hammered into her in a frenzy.
My balls were tightening painfully, my cock was tingling but also kind of numb. I felt like I could almost come but not quite. I started whimpering with frustration as I fucked my mother's seething pussy faster and faster.
"Oh Godd Baby!...That's it!...Unn Hnnn!...I'm gonna' come baby!...Make mommy come!..." my mother panted, straining upwards onto my plunging tool.
And then she suddenly scissored her legs around my ass and held me buried deep inside her cunt as a wracking series of spasms seized her.
"Unnnnn!...Shitttt!..." she groaned, enveloping me with her voluptuous body as she came on my plundering tool.
Then I heard another keening cry of..."Ohhhh!...Ohhh!...Momm!...Goddd!..." and I looked over to see Bev sitting upright and perfectly still on Dave's livid erection, smiling like the cat that had eaten the canary. She had impaled herself to the root of her son's cock, totally sheathing him inside her. Her knees were spread wide, and Dave's legs were twitching between hers like he was being electrocuted. His hands were trembling as he slid them up and down his mother's sides like he didn't know where to grab. I could see his balls spasming rhythmically as he came inside Bev's leeching pussy. My aunt just sat there with hooded eyes, letting her son empty himself inside her. In just a second I could see a ring of frothy come appear at the juncture of their loins. It pulsed out of my aunt's ovalled pussy and began to trickle down over my cousin's balls. Bev reached down, swiped her finger through the gooey mess and, with her eyes locked on mine, sucked her finger into her mouth.
I panted and groaned as well and, writhing out of my mother's clinging embrace, began to frantically fuck her once again. My cock was on fire and my balls were churning with come but my orgasm seemed to be constantly just out of reach.
"Oh baby!...You fuck your mommy so good!...Such a good little devil!... Unn Hnnn!... Unnn Hnnn!...Make me come again baby!...Unn Hnnn!...I'm so close!... Yeah!.. That's it!...That's' it!...Oh Godddd!..." Monica screamed, again locking me between her muscular thighs as an even more intense orgasm overwhelmed her.
"Mommm!...Oh Goddd!!...I need to come so bad!...Shit!...Make me come please!... Please!..." I pleaded, propping myself up on straight arms and looking down beseechingly into my mother's eyes as I writhed inside her convulsing pussy.
My mom looked up at me with a wicked grin creasing her lips. Her face was flushed and she was breathing quickly as she shuddered beneath me, reveling in her second coming.
"All right baby!..." she finally purred, smiling at my frustration as she caressed the side of my face with one hand. She glanced over towards her sister for a moment then returned her eyes to mine. She scooted backwards slightly until my big cock slipped out of her.
"Oh Noooo!..." I groaned. But mom reached down between us with two hands and stripped the tight condom off my angry tool.
"Oh Yeahhh!..." I cried in relief as a fiery, tingling excitement raced through my groin. Mom quickly scooted back under me, stuffed me back inside her and thrust her legs up into the air in that enticing V. Then she grabbed my ass and pulled me deeper, until she had my now throbbing cock crown lodged up against her hard edged uterus. Then she said..."Go on!...Do It!..."
I thought she was talking to me. I hadn't heard my aunt Bev come up behind me. But suddenly I could smell her perfume and then her voice was at my ear as she said..."He may not like it!..."
"Oh he'll like it alright!...They all do!... Go on!...Do it!..." my mother instructed, smiling at her sister as she clenched the cheeks of my ass in her hands and pulled them apart rudely.
I felt an unexpected pressure on my sphincter and then a sudden rush of sensation as my aunt augured her sharp nailed finger deep up my rectum.
"Unnnn!...Shitt!...Aunt Bev!...Don't!..." I yelped, twisting futilely ahead of my aunt's plundering digit. But this just made my engorged knob nudge deeper into Monica's receptive womb.
"Yes baby!...That's it!...Fuck me Tommy!...Give it to me!!..." my mother hissed, writhing wantonly on my now frantically pulsing erection.
I writhed around on top of my mother as Aunt Bev relentlessly augured her finger around in my ass. And then somehow the feeling of it changed from one of discomfort to one of immense excitement. Having my asshole stretched and frictioned by my sexy aunt suddenly became obscenely thrilling. I couldn't help myself from hunching back onto her twisting digit, fucking myself on her rudely penetrating finger. And of course this just made my cock churn around frantically in my mother's clinging vagina which was just what she wanted.
"Told ya!..." my mother purred, writhing happily under my hunching loins.
"I guess he likes it!..." my aunt snickered, jamming her finger even further up my resisting nether hole.
"Oh Shit!...Ohhh Goddd!...I'm gonna'...gonna'!...Ohhh!..." I moaned as my balls drew up sickeningly taut in my groin.
I didn't realize it but aunt Bev must have been looking for my prostate because when she finally found it she drilled her razor sharp fingernail into that responsive node and gave it a sharp tweak.
"Phwahhhhh!...." I cried as my balls convulsed in response and a deluge of sperm streaked from my cock and jetted directly into my mother's receptive womb.
"Yessss!...Come!...Come baby!...Ahhh!...Come inside me!...Like that!...Unn Hnn!..Unn Hnn!..." my mother cried as my fiery cock erupted inside her.
"Oh yeah!..." Bev enthused, prodding and tweaking my prostate with a knowing touch.
"Unnnn!...Unn!...Unnn!..." I grunted, twitching spastically as enormous, rapid fire spurts of sperm sliced through my cock, inundating my mother's up-turned pussy.
"Yesss!...That's it!...You're making me come baby!...Ahhh!..." Monica groaned as the heat and pressure of my fiery sperm jetting inside her triggered her own orgasm.
"Ohhhhhh!..." I whimpered as my mother's seething pussy started rippling around my cock in wracking spasms.
With my mother's cunt convulsing around me and my aunt Bev's lewdly prodding finger up my ass, I was coming harder than I had ever imagined I could. My come jetted out in an almost continuous stream that was soon overflowing mom's pulsing vagina and dripping onto the couch beneath us.
We bucked and writhed together frantically. The sperm and sweat slicked our groins making them stick together as we mated like a pair of ferrets. Mom's eyes burned fiercely into mine as she waited for each of my ejaculations, hunching upwards in time with every spurt and yanking me down to bury my full pulsing length inside her as I came.
"Yess!...Unnn Hnnn!...That's it!..." she cooed, wringing my cock mercilessly with her torrid pussy.
Soon enough though, both Monica's and my orgasms started to wane and slowly we sort of collapsed together on the couch. Bev kept relentlessly jabbing my sensitive prostate though, keeping me hard and making me come repeatedly until I was completely drained. When she finally stopped my testicles ached like they'd been kicked by a mule.
"All done?..." my aunt asked, abruptly whipping her finger out of my ass without waiting for an answer.
"Unnnnn!..." I groaned as Bev's lewdly exiting finger made another small fiery, dribble of come ooze out of my overworked balls and into my mother's sodden pussy.
"Thank you!..." I managed to gasp into my mother's scented hair.
"You're welcome!..." I heard her say with a throaty chuckle.
But then, as I started to loose some of my stiffness inside her, she pushed me off and stood up in front of the couch, rearranging her disheveled clothes as best she could.
"And you!..." she said turning on her sister with glaring eyes.
"We have to talk!...Now!..." my mother said marching off towards the kitchen.
"O.K. mom!..." Bev said with lowered eyes, biting the end of her finger like an embarrassed little girl. There was a moist sucking sound as she stood up slowly, disengaging herself from her son's still twitching cock.
"Call me!..." she mouthed at me, giving me a sly wink before she followed her sister down the hall.
Dave was slumped in the big chair across from me with his eyes closed.
I took a deep breath, got up and staggered back to my room to change. I needed a shower and some time to think. Holy cow! What was happening to this family!
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David was momentarily speechless when the pretty young woman asked him who it was he wished to see. He had come into his father's office early and had expected to see Mrs. Standish sitting at her desk outside his dad's office as usual, not this attractive 20 something blonde. It was only when her smile broadened and she asked him for a second time if she could help him that David collected himself.
"Hi. I'm David Henderson. I'm here to see my father."
"Oh David, yes! I'm Gloria Allen. I'm interning here for the summer. Your father said you were coming in. Would you mind taking a seat for a moment. He'll be right back..." Gloria said smiling up at David.
David found himself blushing for some reason as he said.."Sure.." and awkwardly seated himself on the too soft sofa opposite Gloria's desk.
He was supposed to be starting work that morning at his father's law firm. Stan had told him one of his partner's could use an additional clerk for the summer to do some 'gophering' and to fill in for vacationing staff. David was anxious to make a good impression because he could make a lot more money doing this than the landscaping work that he had been doing for the last couple of years when he was home from school.
He certainly hadn't expected to meet anyone like Gloria at his father's stodgy old law firm. She was probably a couple of years older than he was and looked a lot like Nicole Kidman... long, frizzie blonde hair, calculating eyes and crimson painted lips. When she got up to retrieve a file from one of the file cabinets behind her, David couldn't help but watch her. She was tall and had a stunning figure. She was wearing a form fitting, white sleeveless top beneath which her up-turned breasts swelled dramatically. Her long, nylon clad legs were fetchingly on display beneath her little black skirt. As she returned to her desk she looked over and saw David staring at her. She smiled knowingly to herself as she sat down.
She was working at a modern, chrome and glass kind of desk. There was no front to it and although David had picked up a magazine, he wasn't really looking at it. He was staring at Gloria's legs under her desk. Gloria was reviewing some kind of report, and poring through a number of reference papers on her desk. She was shifting back and forth in her chair and it seemed to David that every time she moved, her knees parted a little further allowing him more and more of a glimpse of the juncture between her curvaceous thighs.
David heard voices approaching but really wasn't paying attention to anything other that the fascinating spectacle unfolding under Gloria's desk. He literally jerked upright when he heard his father's hearty voice boom..."David! There you are! You remember Mrs. Fletcher don't you!..."
For a moment David's eyes whipped up into Gloria's. Her eyes danced with amusement as she returned his look and shifted once more in her seat, bringing her knees together primly beneath her desk.
David lurched to his feet as Debra Fletcher approached, her hand extended to him.
"Unnn...Sure!...Of course!...Hello Mrs. Fletcher. Nice to see you again. Thanks for ...for letting me come in. I mean for giving me a chance...to... to meet you...about the job..." David stammered lamely, finding it hard to concentrate with the vision of Gloria's invitingly parted thighs still dancing in his head.
"Good morning David. I'm sure you're eager to get started. I see you've already met Miss Allen....Stan. I'll see you at the partner's meeting later. David why don't you follow me and I'll introduce you to my assistant." Debra said
"Great!..." David said, stealing one more glance at Gloria who by then had returned to the work on her desk.
"Thanks Deb!...David, I'll see you later at home. ..Gloria, would you bring me the McMichael file when it's ready..." Stan Henderson said as he turned and ambled into his office.
David had to move fast to keep up with Mrs. Fletcher who was rapidly disappearing down the corridor ahead of him.
It was a few days later, about 3:00 in the afternoon when David had an unexpected break. He had no idea that lawyers' offices were such sweat shops. On that morning he'd been given a conference room table and four banker's boxes of case notes that a number of the firm's lawyers had been working on and he had been instructed to refile all the documentation in order by date. He finished just before 3:00 and then went looking for Mrs. Fletcher but was told she was in a meeting for probably another hour.
Not knowing what else to do and thinking he might get to see Gloria again, David went looking for his father.
When he got to his father's office Gloria wasn't at her desk. The door to his father's office was closed but still ajar and David thought he'd just look inside and see if his father was there.
Sure enough, Gloria and his father were standing behind his desk, apparently looking at some paperwork that was spread out in front of them.
Stan had an 'L' shaped desk that faced the door of his office. The 'L' faced the big window beside the desk and this was where all the papers were spread out. In fact Gloria and Stan had their backs to the door when David walked in.
David stepped into his father's office and was about to say something when it struck him that there was something odd about the way Gloria and his father were standing together.
Stan was bent over slightly above the paperwork in front of him. He was leaning on his knuckles that were planted on the desk. Gloria was standing just behind his right side, her left hand resting on Stan's shoulder, one outstretched finger toying with his ear. Her right arm was sort of wrapped around his waist and at first David thought that she must have been sorting through some of the papers on the desktop. Gloria was definitely working at arranging something because her right shoulder was flexing repeatedly as she reached around her boss from behind.
It was eerily quiet in his father's office and David suddenly realized that the only sound he could hear was a juicy, rhythmic squishing sound.
David couldn't believe it. Although he couldn't really see anything, he thought for a moment that Gloria was masturbating his father right there in his office. But he knew that couldn't be right! He was just about to say something when he saw his father drop his head and groan gutturally...
"Goddd!...Oh God honey!...Suck it for me!...Come on!... Gloria!...Pleaseee!..."
"Oh shit!..." David gasped in amazement.
David's father didn't hear him but Gloria did. She turned her head and looked at David over her shoulder, her eyes smoldering into his. She didn't for a moment stop her lurid masturbation. In fact, as she continued to stare wantonly at David she purred...
"Not now lover!...We don't have time...You've got that meeting at 3:30....Don't worry, I'll get you off!...You know you can never hold it when I do this!..."
As she spoke, Gloria was leaning more and more heavily into Stan's side. She tangled her left hand into his hair and pulled his head up, turning it so that he wouldn't inadvertently see his son standing behind him. At the same time she dropped her right shoulder, and really started flexing her arm as she gave David's poor father what must have been a furious stroking.
"Unnnn!...Oh Yeah!...Oh Yeah!..." Stan grunted feverishly, rising up on his tiptoes in response to Gloria's lurid masturbation.
"Come baby!...Give it up!...Unn Hnn!..." Gloria coaxed, puckering a mocking kiss at David as she brazenly fondled his gasping father.
"Ohhh!..Ohhh!...Nahhhh!.." Stan groaned, hunching frantically into Gloria's racing hand.
David watched the lurid scene that was playing out in front of him with disbelief. His cock was achingly erect and bulging obscenely through the front of his pants. Gloria looked down and obviously saw it. She gave David a salacious wink as she shamelessly continued her lewd hand play, and then...
"Aaahhh!..." Stan wailed quietly as his balls convulsed and his come exploded with fiery intensity.
David could actually see the first few jets of sperm arcing through the air towards his father's window.
"My!...That's quite a load you've been saving!...Umm Hmmm!...That's it!...Does that feel good?..." Gloria teased, her avid hand strokes slowing down to a much slower but no less incendiary rhythm now that she had Stan coming.
"Aahhhh!...Yeahhh!...Shittt Gloria!..." Stan panted, still shuddering as his spasms wracked him and his come continued to pour out over Gloria's pistoning hand.
"You come so much baby!..." the blonde purred, tearing her eyes from David's and looking over Stan's shoulder and down at her handiwork.
"Looks like I'll have to do that McMichael report over again...." she said, milking the big man's greasy sperm onto the desktop in front of him.
When she sensed he was nearly done she gave Stan's now super-sensitive cock a vicious twist that made him go..."Nahhh!..." and made his balls lurch yet again, forcing another bubble of goo from his aching testicles.
She looked again quickly over her shoulder at David and nodded at him to get out of there.
David stared at the smiling blonde in amazement for a moment longer and then he edged backwards out of his father's office, pulling the door nearly closed in front of him as he snuck out.
At dinner that night David found himself staring repeatedly at his father over the dining room table. He somehow thought his father would look or act differently. He wondered if his mother suspected that his father was fooling around at work. There didn't seem to be any tension between them. Finally his father asked him if he was feeling all right. Then he asked him if he was having any problems at work.
David said he was just a little tired. He went to bed early. The next day at work there was some legal crisis and Mrs. Fletcher had all her people including David, chained to their desks burrowing through mountains of paperwork. This first crisis was followed by another and David literally didn't have a chance to see his father or Gloria in the office for the rest of the week.
He didn't see Gloria until the following Tuesday. There was a seldom used coffee room in the back of the filing archives. Most of the lawyers and their assistants had their fancy lattes and expressos brought in so there wasn't much demand for the Maxwell House in a drum and powdered milk that was available in the coffee room.
David was nursing a tepid cup of instant decaf, hiding out from the tyrannous Mrs. Fletcher, when who came striding into the coffee room but his father's assistant.
David almost dropped his coffee when Gloria stopped in the doorway. He stared at her with wide eyes like a deer caught in the headlights. She looked great as usual. She was wearing a grey satin blouse that criss-crossed over her breasts and displayed an alluring hint of cleavage In her black tailored pants and high heels she was just as tall as David. Her heady perfume enveloped him as she stood in the doorway of the little room.
Gloria looked at him appraisingly for a couple of seconds and then that amused smile turned up the corners of her mouth before she started for the coffee machine.
"Hi David!...How are you?..." she said breezily. And then...
"Damn!...Just my luck!..." as she realized that there was only a half of a cup left in the bottom of the pot.
"I don't suppose you know how to deal with this?..." she asked David staring sadly at the nearly empty pot.
"Oh yeah!...Sure!..." David said, glad to have a moment to think. He grabbed the filters and the canned coffee from the cupboard and fussed around with the machine. But he could only pretend to be distracted by the coffee making for so long. Eventually he had to compose himself and try to converse normally with the sexy blonde standing behind him. He turned and leaned nervously back against the counter.
"There. That shouldn't take long..." he said. He was trying to look at Gloria without thinking about her jacking off his father. But he wasn't having much luck with that.
Gloria had picked up a stir stick and was nibbling on that as she stepped around to stand very close to David.
"Sooo?..." she said as she sort of leaned into him and peered over his shoulder to see the coffee's progress. Although her body was only lightly grazing his, David could vividly feel her warmth and her supple curves pressing against him.
He hadn't been able to stop thinking about the way her seductive eyes had burned into his as she brazenly finished masturbating his father when he had found them together. He had imagined himself in his father's place again and again since then. Now he found himself looking at Gloria's well manicured hand and picturing it wrapped around his cock.
David couldn't help it. Now that he was alone with her, with Gloria's curvaceous body shifting provocatively against his, he was incredibly excited. His cock was as hard as a post and was straining rudely against the front of his trousers. David had to stay hunched over slightly as he tried to hide the evidence of his arousal from the sultry young woman in front of him.
"Mmmm...Gloria... I have to ask you... the other day, when you were... with my...ahh... father... have you and he?...you know...has it been?...I mean were there other...?...Oh God!..." David stammered, too embarrassed to even be able to ask what was going on between his father and Gloria.
Gloria' s amused smile grew larger as she watched the blood rise in David's face while he tried to interrogate her.
"I wanted to talk to you about that David...." she said, laying one finger on David's shoulder and then idly dragging it down his chest. She leaned closer to him, her moist breath gusting into his ear as she whispered conspiratorially...
"I think it'd be a good idea if you didn't mention anything about what you saw in your father's office the other day to anyone. After all you didn't see anything did you David?..." she asked quietly, slowly weaving her finger down the row of buttons on his shirt.
"Uhhhh!...No!...I guess not!...Not really!..." David answered. Gloria was standing so close to him that he was afraid that she might accidentally discover the huge boner that was throbbing at his loins. He turned toward the sink, pretending to check on the coffee, but really he was trying to shield his crotch from the tempting blonde.
Gloria stayed close to the nervous young man, her one hand now wrapped around him from behind and still shifting lower and lower down his muscular torso. Her fingertips were now grazing against his belt as she whispered into David's ear...
"That's good...I'm glad to hear that!...That means you and I can be friends!... Would you like that?...To be friends I mean?..."
"Ahhhh...Sure!...That'd be great!..."
"I thought you liked me right away!...I could tell!...Do you want to know how I could tell David?...
"Oh I guess all the guys are always coming on to you...I mean you're really attractive and all...You're probably used to getting a lot of attention."
"Well aren't you sweet to say so. But that isn't what made me think you'd want to be friends. I knew you liked me because you seem to get the most amazing hard-ons whenever I'm around. Do you have one right now David? ...Do you?... Let me see!..." Gloria purred as she slipped her hand down over the big bulge in the front of David's pants and gave it a wanton squeeze.
"Umm Hmm!....I thought so!..."
"Ahhh!...Oh God Gloria!....Unnn!... I'm...Geez!... I couldn't help it!..." David moaned, bracing his hands on the counter in front of him as Gloria brazenly fondled him.
"Couldn't help what baby?...Couldn't help it that you've got such a big stiffie?..." Gloria teased, squeezing David's rigid shaft hotly.
"What could you have been thinking about that's got you so excited I wonder?...You're awfully excited aren't you David?..." she murmured rubbing her hand lasciviously up and down David's seething erection.
"You've got a nice one!...It's so big and hard already!...Does it get any bigger?...Does it?..." Gloria taunted as she lewdly jerked David's responsive tool through his pants.
"Ahhhh!...Oh God!...Ohhh!.."
Gloria was thrilled to feel David's turgid tool throb under her coaxing palm. She knew exactly how aroused he was and she wondered how long it would take before she could make him squirt. She could tell he wasn't going to last very long.
"Unnn!...Gloria!...Wait!...Don't!..." David gasped. The come was knotting up incredibly quickly in his balls. The tingling in his groin was becoming excruciating and he suddenly realized that if Gloria didn't stop playing with his cock he wouldn't be able to hold it. He'd probably wind up coming in his pants! Oh God! He didn't want that to happen. He bent over at the waist to try and evade Gloria's lurid fondling.
But the scheming blonde only reached in deeper and rubbed him faster.
"How's that David?...Does that feel good?...Do you like it?..." Gloria teased, skilfully working the inexperienced young man over with her practiced hand.
"Naaah!...God!...Please!.." David moaned stiffening up all over.
Gloria could feel it and she stopped stroking David and pressed down urgently on the root of his shaft.
"Yes sweetheart?...Yes?..." she murmured in his ear.
David's balls kicked and a fiery jet of sperm erupted from his cock.
"Ahhhhhh!...Noohhh!...Ohhh Gloria!..." he gasped, helplessly hunching up into the blonde's clasped fist as his come began to stream into his shorts.
"David!...Oh my!...What are you doing?..." Gloria asked in feigned surprise, opening her hand and rubbing it wantonly over the hot wetness that was rapidly spreading across the front of David's trousers.
"Are you coming in your pants baby?...You are, aren't you?..." she exclaimed, sweeping her hand up and down over the front of David's pants, coaxing more and more wracking spasms from his feverish loins.
"Gloria!...Oh God!...Nahhh!...I didn't mean to!..." David groaned in embarrassment, hanging his head sheepishly and then turning to look into Gloria's smiling eyes.
"It's O.K. baby!...I didn't know you were that excited!... Look!... You've made me all sticky!..." she said, holding her come glistening palm up in front of David.
"Miss Allen!...Mr. Henderson!...What's going on here!.."
Gloria looked around and to see Mrs. Fletcher in the door to the coffee room. She calmly edged a little bit away from the trembling young man in front of her.
"Mrs. Fletcher!...Oh my God!..." David gasped as he caught sight of his boss standing in the doorway.
"We weren't doing...I mean...we were just getting... you know... making...some coffee!.." David stammered awkwardly. His face was flaming red with embarrassment. He wasn't sure what Mrs. Fletcher might or might not have seen but he knew once she saw the come stained front of his pants it'd be obvious that he and Gloria had been fooling around.
Gloria seemed much less worried by the situation. She smiled at Mrs. Fletcher and put her glistening hand down.
"That's right Debra..." she said and then..."excuse me David..." as she pressed in next to David in front of the sink. She turned on the cold water full force then reached in with her greasy hand and jammed her thumb up under the tap of the sink and held it there. The water sprayed out horizontally in a vicious spray under her thumb, quickly drenching both her and David around the waist.
"What!...Shit!...Damn it!..." they both cried jumping back from the sudden deluge.
Gloria reached back in and quickly shut off the faucet.
"Damn thing!...Looks like it burst a gasket!..." she complained, smiling sweetly at Mrs. Fletcher as she swiped ineffectually at the front of her clothes.



Mrs. Fletcher looked suspiciously at Gloria and then at David, particularly at the crotch of his pants which were quite extensively soaked.
"It certainly does look like something burst!...You two had better get cleaned up.... David, take Miss Allen up to my private washroom. There's a hairdryer there you can both use to clean up. I need you in my office as soon as you're ready...Miss Allen, I think Mr. Henderson Sr. is looking for you. I'll tell him you'll be right along."
And with that Mrs. Fletcher left the room.
"Shit that was close!...Thanks...I mean...you know...for doing that thing with the sink!..." David murmured, looking anxiously at Gloria.
"What?...You didn't like my hand job?...I'm crushed!..." Gloria said pouting prettily.
"No!...I mean yes!...Oh Jeez!...I mean I can't believe it!..." David said reddening yet again in confusion.
"That's alright sweetheart!..." Gloria said coming over and kissing David briefly on the cheek. At the same time her little hand shot into his crotch as she gave his balls a torrid squeeze.
"Unnnnn!..." David groaned faintly.
"I'll let you make it up to me later!...We'd better go!..." she said, quickly turning and heading out of the room.
David watched her go while his limp cock gave a final, angry little twitch in his pants. Shaking his head in disbelief at all that had just happened, he followed Gloria out to the stairs.
At 43 Debra Fletcher was the youngest and first woman partner in the prestigious Henderson law firm. She was smart and ruthless and hadn't lost any sleep about whose fingers she had stepped on as she worked her way up the corporate ladder. She had been married and divorced three times and had currently been single for about two years.She was a five foot seven, raven haired beauty who worked out daily to keep her hourglass figure, although her 36D's did make her a little top heavy. She had been told by a number of men that she reminded them of Liz Taylor. She had an air of smoldering sexuality which largely she played down in her professional life but which she had never hesitated to use to her advantage when she needed to. When she was in full temptress mode there were few men who she couldn't either intimidate or seduce depending on her mood.
And lately her mood had not been good. Up until a few months ago she had been carrying on a rather heated affair with Stan Henderson. After she had been screwing him senseless for about six months he had made her a partner. Three more months of blow jobs and relentless fucking and she knew he was just about ready to make her a managing director. And then that Allen bitch had showed up and suddenly Stan's ardor for Debra had started to cool. It didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out what was going on. Debra just hadn't been able to catch them at it...yet. And now that blonde bimbo seemed to be setting her sights on the son.
Although Debra knew there had been something going on in the coffee room when she had walked in the previous week. Unfortunately nobody had their pants down at that moment. She really didn't care who was fucking whom in their little Peyton Place of an office, but she was pissed off that the blonde seemed to think she could appropriate both Henderson Sr. and Jr. without any competition. Little Gloria was about to find out she was mistaken.
Mrs. Fletcher had asked David to come in at 11:00 that Friday morning. She had told him that they would have to work through dinner to finish the submission she was working on. By 6:00PM the staff around the board room table started slinking away for the week end. Although Debra's eyes flashed behind her tortoise shell glasses at each defection she didn't stop anyone and by 7:00 she and David were working together alone on the mountain of paper work that was in front of them.
David had noticed that Mrs. Fletcher seemed quite agitated about something. He assumed it was the case they were working on. She had been prowling around all day, grilling the staff and making everyone nervous. She was wearing a grey pin stripe jacket and a mid-length, tight grey skirt with a long slit up the side. In her high heels and shiny black stockings she looked particularly predatory as she stalked the room.
Now that it was quiet Debra sat down at the head of the table and started reviewing some documents. It was just after eight when she tossed the file she was looking at back onto the pile and stretched in her seat.
She said..."David. I think it's time we moved on. And I think there's a precedent that would be helpful in New York vs. Montrose. It's somewhere in my library. Let's go into my office."
David had been deeply engrossed in his work and he stood up distractedly reading a file, to follow Mrs. Fletcher into her inner sanctum. The partners had expansive office suites with large windows and high ceilings. Each of them had a small library where they kept their case studies and reference texts.
Debra casually took off her jacket as she entered her office and tossed it onto her sofa. She walked to her desk and turned to lean against it
"Why don't you take off your jacket and we can relax a little."
David didn't respond immediately. He was going to say something as he looked up from his file, but the words never came out. He just stood there with his mouth half open, gaping at his boss.
Debra had dressed for the hunt that morning. Under her conservative suit jacket she was wearing a sheer, long sleeved, black on black shirt that buttoned up the front. The gauzy material was virtually transparent with a sweeping pattern of delicate satin swirls running through it. Her melon sized breasts were barely constrained by a miniscule black lace bra. Breasts and bra were both clearly visible under her see-through blouse.
"Would you like something?..." Debra asked, raising both her hands to the back of her neck and kneading it as if to relieve some tension. Of course this practiced pose made her voluptuous tits thrust up and out outrageously from her broad chest. She smiled with amusement as David's eyes locked onto her chest like laser beams. She didn't think he had even heard her.
"David?..." she asked after a pregnant pause.
"Do you need anything?..."
"Ahhhh!...No...no Mrs. Fletcher!... I'm good!..." David stammered, futilely trying to tear his eyes away from Debra's arousingly displayed torso. He was embarrassed to feel his cock stiffening as he realized what an amazingly sexy woman he had been working for all this time without even realizing it.
Debra smiled at the young man's evident consternation.
"Well then. Let's find that Montrose case..." she said, moving from her desk over to her library. David was mesmerized by the way Mrs. Fletcher's conical mammaries jiggled and swayed with her every movement.
The big legal tomes were ranked from the floor to the ceiling. There was a sliding step ladder that was used for getting to the books on top. Debra slid the ladder along the wall and said to David...
"I think it's up there. Will you hold the ladder for me please."
David was so busy ogling her that for a moment he didn't respond. Debra stifled her amused grin and said....
"David?"
"Oh yeah! Sure!..." he grunted, lurching forwards and holding the ladder as Mrs. Fletcher climbed up towards one of the upper selves.
She stretched out on tip toe and had one foot dangling in the air as she reached up to find the volume she was looking for. Her elegant leg extended through the slit in her skirt, exposing her stocking top and the black satin garter straps that held it up.
David's eyes were helplessly drawn up the length of Debra's nylon sheathed leg. Her black stockings contrasted arousingly with her creamy inner thighs. David could feel his prick hardening even further as he peered excitedly up towards the apex of Mrs. Fletcher's enticing loins.
He didn't have any idea how long he was standing there with his mouth half open when he happened to look up to see Mrs. Fletcher's eyes flashing behind her glasses as she looked down at him over her shoulder. His face immediately grew a flaming crimson and he blushed with embarrassment.
"David!...Are looking up my skirt?..."
"No Mrs. Fletcher! I swear!..." David practically shouted.
Debra regarded him coldly for a moment before descending the ladder with a legal volume in her hand. She handed it to David and said...
"This isn't it. See if it's the one next to it."
David nervously climbed up the ladder, glad that Mrs. Fletcher couldn't see his raging hard-on while he had his back to her. He returned the '96 volume to the shelf and pulled out the '97. Debra stood below him holding the ladder.
"That's it! Open it. See if Montrose is in there."
David looked at the index and did see a case, New York vs. Montrose.
"It's here."
"Just read me the opening of the judge's summation."
David flipped to the appropriate page and started to read.
"What? Don't mumble David! I can't hear you. Turn around. Come closer..." Debra said, without moving away from the ladder.
David had no choice but to turn around and to step down a couple of steps. As he held the law journal in front of him he realized two things. One was that from where he was standing he had an awesome view of Mrs. Fletcher's gently heaving and virtually naked chest. That image in itself was enough to make his erection lurch eagerly at his groin. The second thing he realized was that his crotch was at eye level and only inches from Debra's upturned face. There was no way she couldn't help but notice his obvious arousal. And in fact she was staring fixedly at his bulging crotch, her own cheeks flushed, David assumed in evident outrage. He helplessly turned his eyes back to the legal text and began to read in a stuttering voice.
David could feel Debra's eyes boring into his groin and that made his cock jut even more urgently against the front of his pants.
Debra turned and walked over to her desk. David stopped reading.
"Keep going..." she directed.
She rummaged in her desk for a moment and returned to stand in front of David again with a pair of black leather gloves, a little towel and a tube of hand cream in her hand, all of which she put down beside him on the ladder.
Then, with her eyes turned up into David's, she slowly began to open the buttons of her blouse. When it was undone, her lace encased breasts thrust temptingly through the parted material.
David stopped reading in mid-sentence as Debra opened her blouse, brazenly unveiling her tits to his avid gaze.
"Mrs. Fletcher! ...Debra!...What are you doing?..."
"Well David..." Debra said, flashing him a wanton smile.
"We obviously have a little problem here..." she said, reaching up and lewdly tweaking the tip of his rigid cock through his pants. David twitched and groaned in response.
Debra took the tube of hand cream, opened it and squirted out a generous drizzle across the upper slopes of her breasts.
"Ohhhh!..." she purred, squirming in a way that made her breasts shimmy delightfully as the hand cream trickled into her cleavage.
"That's cold! ...Now we're never going to get any work done around here until we take care of your little problem!..." Debra said, giving David's cock another warm squeeze as she put the hand cream down. The she began to deliberately unfasten his belt and his pants.
"Mrs. Fletcher!...We can't!...You can't!...I mean!...What if...?...Oh my God!..." David gasped, this last as Mrs. Fletcher pushed his pants and shorts down to his knees and fisted his big cock firmly.
"Nonsense David! This won't take long! And you'll feel much better after! Now come down a step!..." Debra directed, stepping closer so that her scintillating breasts were brushing David's legs.
"That's it!...One more!...There!... That's perfect!..." Debra instructeded, shifting even closer and squashing her resilient tits into David's groin.
"Oh geez Mrs. Fletcher!...That's amazing!..." David groaned.
"You can call me Debra dear!...Now I'm going to show you a little trick my second husband Raymond taught me!...He used to really like it!..." Debra said knowingly as she squirmed up on her tip toes against David. She slipped the engorged head of his cock under her bra strap and guided it into the steamy valley between her tits.
Her bright eyes never left David's as she settled back down onto her feet, letting his prick slide deep into her beckoning cleavage. Then she cupped lace clad tits in her hands and pressed them together around his now feverishly straining spear.
"Oh God!...Umm!...Debra!...Ummm!...Shittt, that's nice!..." David gasped, grabbing the ladder with both hands for support as he helplessly began hunching in and out of the fuck tunnel that Debra had made for him between her generous mounds.
"Yes sweetheart!...I thought you might like it!...Just like Raymond!...All he ever really wanted was for me to grease up these babies and let him fuck them!...You men are such pigs!..." Debra said with a lurid chuckle as she bent forward slightly at the waist and jiggled her gelatinous breasts enticingly around David's rampant tool.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Nahhh!..." David grunted. His balls were tight and the tingling in his loins was becoming unbearable as his come pounded for release. The hand cream had made the valley between Debra's tits a silky slide for his cock and he couldn't help himself as he drove his hips in and out, fucking those tempting mounds faster and faster.
"That's it!...Unn Hnnn!...Come on David!...Give it to me!...Give me a pearl necklace!..." Debra coaxed with a wicked leer as David almost knocked her over with his frantic thrusting
"Nahhh!...Aaahh!....A... pearl... what?..." he gasped, his thighs quivering as he strained up with all his strength, heedless of the bra strap that was cutting deeply into the base of his cock.
And then..."Phwahhhh!..." he cried as his cock exploded and streams of pearly goo came jetting out from between Debra's compressed boobs.
"Oh yeahhhh!...Just like Raymond!..." she purred, leaning more heavily into David's shuddering loins. Her globular tits were quickly becoming coated with a greasy film of come and sweat as Debra used her pliant breasts to milk the juice from the young man's hammering testicles.
David shuddered and squirmed feverishly in front of her as his fiery orgasm wracked his loins. Again and again he banged his spewing cock into her slippery tit tunnel. But eventually the torrential flow of sperm began to diminish.
"Unnnn!...Unnn!...Oh my Godd!!..." David gasped at the raven haired beauty who was looking up at him with a broad smile creasing her lips. His pulsing prick continued to spit feebly into her sodden cleavage. Glistening globs of come smeared Debra's throat and chest as David's copious spending began to trickle back down across the slopes of her flushed bosom.
"A pearl necklace, David!...And you just gave me one!...A big one!... Did you enjoy that?..." Debra asked, straightening up and allowing David's now scarlet and still twitching penis to slip from between her heaving breasts. With her eyes sparkling behind her glasses, she swiped a snail trail of come from her cheek and into her mouth which she then swallowed prettily.
"My Goddd Mrs. Fletcher!...Debra...That was incredible!..." David panted as the sultry lawyer stood in front of him, calmly mopping the river of come from her upper body with the little towel she had left on the ladder.
Then Debra put down the towel, picked up the gloves and walked over to her desk. She turned to face David, pulled her skirt up until it was around her waist then leaned back against her desk. Her nylon sheathed legs were parted in a vee and extended straight out in front of her. With her eyes locked on David's she slowly pulled the gloves on, stretching them tightly over her long fingers.
"What are those Mrs. Fletcher...I mean...Debra?...What are the gloves for?..."
"These are my training gloves David. I put these on when someone is going to get a work out. In this case, you! Now come over here..." Debra instructed, crooking one leather clad finger at David.
David took an apprehensive breath, straightened up and went to pull up his trousers.
"Don't!...I'll only have to take them down again..." Mrs. Fletcher said with a confident smile..." Leave them just like that."
David gripped the waistband of his pants and shuffled awkwardly over towards her. As he crossed the room to her, Debra slipped her fingertips into the cups of her bra and pulled the material down and under her pendulous breasts. She palmed the underside of each of her rosy melons and adjusted them so that they jutted out and over the bunched up material in an arousing display. Then she grasped her nipples and stretched them fiercely out in front of her.
She held that pose for several seconds before she released the ends of her breasts. Her rough fondling had turned her swollen aureole into broad maroon discs. Her nipples were a livid crimson, elongated like pencil erasers and visibly throbbing with blood.
She again cupped the undersides of her inflamed breasts, lifted them towards David like an offering and purred..
"Kiss, Kiss?..." with a pretty moue.
David was spellbound by this lurid display and let his pants sag to his knees. He leaned towards Debra with his arms outstretched in front of him in his eagerness to get his hands on those tempting mammaries. His trembling fingers closed on her right breast like he was making a two handed catch and in fact her creamy orb was just as firm and as big as a football but sooo much more exciting to fondle.
"Mmmmmm!..." he gasped as he crouched before her to suckle avidly on her engorged bosom.
"That's it!...Squeeze it!...Suck it!...Stretch my nipple with your teeth!... Go on!...Go on baby!...Do it!..." Debra hissed, feeding David her bulging tit from her cupped hand. She clutched the back of his head with her other hand and mashed his face into her heaving chest.
David had never experienced anything as erotic as the feel of Debra's steely nipple swiping back and forth across his slavering tongue. He dropped to his knees in front of her and feverishly dove for her other breast. Debra bent forward at the waist and fed him her other tit too, dragging his face back and forth across the front of her breasts until her chest was glistening with a mixture of David's saliva and the residue of his recent come.
After a few minutes of this, Debra tangled her fingers in David's hair and yanked his head back.
"That's enough!..." she said sternly, her breath shallow and gasping with excitement.
David too was gulping air, his lips reflexively still puckering as Debra restrained him from her sumptuous breasts.
She looked down and smiled to see that his cock was once more jutting out from his groin like a missile ready to launch. Still keeping the fingers of one hand twisted in David's hair she tilted her loins up and parted the spread vee of her legs even more in front of the kneeling young man.
David's eyes slowly traversed down from Debra's heaving chest to her crotch. He groaned with anticipation when he realized that her juicy slit and bushy pubic hair were on lurid display, bulging through the center of a pair of split crotch panties.
As he looked at her in wonder, Debra's free hand snaked down into her crotch in front of him. Two leather clad fingers spread her pink and glistening labia wide apart, completely exposing her vulva to David's astonished gaze.
David hesitantly looked up into Debra's wickedly smiling face.
"Kiss, Kiss?..."she suggested, dragging the tip of her tongue lasciviously around her parted lips.
And then, without waiting for his response, Debra forced David's face into her seething crotch.
He resisted for a moment, more bashful than unwilling. Debra wasn't worried. Holding his face immobile between her spread thighs, she twisted her loins and shimmied forward, grinding her juicy labia against his lips. The press of her fluttering nether lips against his mouth was the most electrifying thing that David had ever experienced. It felt like this sexy seductress was kissing him with her cunt. And Debra was. Nimbly she twisted on his face, skillfully enticing his tongue into her writhing vagina. David couldn't resist.



"Mmmmm!..." he groaned gutturally as he leaned into the press of Debra's writhing loins, darting his tongue out to taste her. And of course once he slipped the tip of his tongue inside her, Debra clamped down on it with her muscular vagina and siphoned it deeper and deeper into her molten depths.
"That's it!...Unn Hnn!...That's it baby!...Eat me!...Don't be shy!...Get that tongue in my pussy and eat me all up!...Oh yeahhh!...Get all those juices lover and I'll give you more!..." she enthused, flinging one nylon sheathed leg over David's shoulder and digging her high heel into the middle of his back as she forced him even tighter against her.
She moved one hand behind her on the desk and used that to straighten up and grind down more urgently onto David's slathering tongue.
The young man couldn't believe the fiery heat that was emanating from Debra's cunt as she settled what felt like her whole weight on the bridge of his nose.
"Unnnn!...Unnnn!...Unnn!..." he grunted, barely able to breathe in the vice like clamp of Debra's thighs. But her juices were intoxicating. The earthy smells and flavors that filled his mouth and his nose were irresistible and he excitedly toiled away at Debra's cunt, shaking his head as he burrowed into her loins like a terrier after a bone.
"Ahhh!...Oh shit!...Oh God!...Unnn Hnn!...Unnn Hnn!..." Debra enthused, feverishly working herself off on David's cooperative face. And then...
"Wait!...Wait!...Stop!..." she wailed, using both hands to drag his face away from her excruciating pussy. She eased her thighs from around his uncomprehending face and planted her legs with her knees slightly bent on either side of him. She kept her loins turned up and thrust forward as she moved David's face upwards a few inches. Gingerly she pressed his face back down into her crotch like she was docking the space shuttle.
"There!...Right there!...My clit!...Lick it! ... SLOWLY!... GENTLY!...." she directed with barely restrained ferocity.
David was afraid to do anything else. He stuck out his tongue as far as he could and very delicately swept it across Debra's lividly swollen clit.
"Ahhhhhh!....Waittt!...Waitt!..." she gasped as she stiffened up all over.
David could feel her desperately trying to relax and after a few moments she said...
"O. K.!...O.K.!...Again!..."
David executed his gentle tongue sweep again, this time even more slowly.
"Oh God!...Ohh Goddd!...Nahhhh!..." Debra cried in a rising wail. Her body seemed to contract on itself in slow motion, her thighs and her hands slowly closing on David's head and forcing it against her straining cunt.
David decided to do her clit again. She had him clamped so firmly between her legs he didn't even hear the shrill bark of passion that shot through the room when he did. But he did feel the body wracking spasms that seized her as her loins began to convulse. He was astounded when a tidal wave of scalding juices streamed into his mouth in a torrent that he couldn't keep up with. Suddenly he was choking. He was coughing and gasping between Debra's shuddering thighs, clawing at them for release.
But Debra's quivering torso was arched over the kneeling young man like a coiled spring, her legs constricting around David's face like a python in the middle of a meal. He couldn't even close his mouth and her hands were squeezing his ears so tightly his head was ringing. He was sure he was going to suffocate.
So he started licking her clit some more. He tried to do it slowly but that only made Debra clutch him more viciously. So he started licking her fast and hard. He was still choking and sputtering under her gushing tunnel and there were bright lights starting to flash behind his eyes. But he didn't know what else to do. He slapped his tongue up and down over Debra's clit like he was painting a shed.
Debra started shaking so violently he was sure she was going to wring his neck.
But then, just before he passed out, her thighs miraculously sprung open and over the sound of his own gasping for breath he could faintly hear her pleading..."Nooo!... Don'ttt!... No more!..."as she feebly pushed his forehead away from her groin with the heel of her hand.
David rocked back on his heels and knelt in front of her sucking air. Debra just lay there for a few moments, moaning and quivering before she heaved herself upright on the desk, clutching her arms across her chest. She looked at David with a calculating stare as the last of her orgasmic spasms gently rippled though her. After another moment she got up and stepped in front of him.
"David..." she said, reaching down to take his face in her gloved hands.
David looked up slowly into her sparkling eyes
Debra peered down at him with a wicked smile from above her dangling, hard nippled tits. She gently pulled him to his feet in front of her.
"You are about to be to get so fucked!...Are you ready?..." she whispered, her eyes blazing as she dropped one hand into his groin and fisted him as he straightened up.
"Ahhhh!...Mrs. Fletcher...It's...Unnn...getting kind of late... Ohhh!... Goddd!..." David stammered. He gasped and bent slightly at the waist as his erection twitched in Debra's hand in response to her inquiring squeeze.
"Don't you want to fuck me David!...You're not going to say no are you?..." Debra asked, pressing her luxurious breasts into David's chest as she jogged his cock in her gloved hand.
David's head had started to clear a little. Despite nearly having passed out between Mrs. Fletcher's crushing thighs, his arousal hadn't waned. The touch of her hand on his engorged flesh was sending lightning bolts of excitement jolting through his groin.
"Ahhhhhh!...No!...I mean ...yes...I mean...Nahhh!..." David groaned, closing his eyes and tilting his head back as Debra continued to fondle his responsive organ.
"I didn't think so!...Sit down baby!...I'm gonna' fuck you right here!..." Debra said. The wanton older woman used David's cock to steer him, backing him into a straight backed chair in front of her desk where she forced him to sit down with his pants still bunched up around his knees.
Even as he was sinking down onto the chair, Debra kept advancing on him. She slinked closer to him as he sat, her stocking tops and garters brushing his thighs arousingly as she straddled his lap.
"I think you're ready for me aren't you lover?...Ready for my hot cunt?..." Debra purred as she used her free hand to jam David's face into her greasy cleavage.
"Oh God!...Yess!..." David moaned .
Debra spread her legs slightly and rocked her loins down, slipping David's cock crown just inside her.
"Ahhhhhh!...Shitttt!..." David whimpered as her scalding cunt sheathed the end of his tool. The feeling of her juicy labia surrounding his knob was amazing. He braced his hands on the edge of his chair and strained upwards into Debra's leeching pussy. But the sultry tease kept her hand tightly wrapped around the root of his shaft, denying him any further penetration for the moment.
"You're so big and hard!...Just relax baby!...Debra's gonna' take good care of you!..." she whispered as David twisted and hunched up underneath her, frantically trying to drive himself into her moistly inviting center.
Debra pulled David's head back so she could see his face. Then she stripped her hand away from the base of his cock and dropped on him like a stone.
"Oh fuckk!....Oh Yesss!...Oh Godddd!..." David cried, rising up to meet the raven haired beauty's plummeting loins. His steely shaft shot up into her like a hot knife stabbing through butter.
"Ummmmm!..." Debra purred in satisfaction, settling down heavily on David's lap and taking him right to his balls.
"Nnahhh!..."he whimpered in amazement as Debra's swiveling cunt wrapped around him like a moist, satin glove.
David wasn't even trying to fuck her. He was so excited he was just straining up inside Debra's down thrust vagina, struggling against the provocative press of her loins like a salmon swimming upstream. The only thing in his mind was the overwhelming need to come inside the deepest depths of her clasping pussy.
"You're not going to last long lover, are you?..." Debra teased, her eyes flashing behind her glasses. Without waiting for a reply, she turned his face into one of her creamy tits. Cradling the back of his head in the crook of her arm she used her shoulder to crush his face into her supple flesh.
Then she leaned back slightly, stiffened her thighs and began to work over David's tool with her muscular interior.
"Ommmm!...Mmmff!...Nahhhh!..." he gasped, squirming frantically as Debra's cunt rippled around his cock, relentlessly squeezing and releasing him in a fiery rhythm. His cock engorged even further inside her when she did that and Debra smiled knowing he couldn't get any bigger. He was going to come soon and come hard.
"You've got a big load for me don't you baby!...Umm Hmm!... Come on David!...Give it up!...Come baby!...Come Inside me!..." Debra encouraged to the top of David's head as she reached under her ass and closed her leather sheathed palm on his taut testicles. That was it for him!
"Phwahhhh!....Ahhhh!..." David cried, arching upwards frantically from the chair as his come erupted inside Debra with fiery intensity. And then he was shuddering like he was being electrocuted as his orgasm overwhelmed him.
"Ummmm!...Oh yeahhhh!...Squirt it lover!...I can feel it!...Unn Hnn!... You're in me so deep!...Ahhh!...More!...Oh yeahhh!..." Debra enthused, milking David's convulsing balls with a skilled touch. Her own excitement soared and a mini orgasm rippled through her loins as David's fiery sperm jetted into her womb.
"Unnnn!...Nahhhh!...." David cried, his lungs heaving like a bellows as Debra forced his nose hard into her breast bone. The blood was pounding in his ears and he could barely breathe as she smothered him between her pendulous tits. She knew the lack of air would make his blood pressure soar which in turn would make his orgasm doubly intense.
"Unn Hnnn!...Ohhh!...So much come baby!...Yeahhh!...Fill me up 'til it's running down my leg!..." Debra encouraged obscenely, jogging her clinging pussy just an inch or two up and down on David's erection in time with his wracking spasms. He yielded up several more burning streams in response, his balls jolting over and over and beginning to pain him as he helplessly spewed out a river of come. He was coming so much that his greasy sperm backed up inside Debra and began to seep out of her and bathe his convulsing loins.
And then...."Unnnnnn!...." he grunted gutturally as the shameless vixen slammed herself down onto the root of his tool. At the same time she gave his balls a slow torturous twist that made him writhe and cry out soundlessly and also made the last of his come ooze out inside her in a slimy dribble.
Debra sat on him like that for another few moments, his aching testicles pounding fiercely in her gloved palm. Then she reached out and clutched David's shoulders, releasing his face from the press of her swollen mammaries. She held his eyes with a smoldering gaze as she slowly stood up.
David trembled like he had a fever as he looked up over Debra's looming breasts into her sparking eyes.
"Did you enjoy that sweetheart?..." she asked, straddling his loins as she slowly stripped the black leather gloves off her extended fingers.
David was at a loss for words. And then he felt a warm wetness spreading in his lap.
He looked down and saw an obscene trail of juices dribbling steadily from the inverted vee of Debra's loins and streaming down into his crotch and onto his rumpled pants.
"You can see I did!..." she said with a wanton smile, flicking her gloves onto the desk behind her and then planting her fists on her hips.
"Yes miss...I mean Mrs. Fletcher...I mean...Debra!..." David said in a stupor. His face reddened and he bit his lip nervously. He didn't think he had ever come so hard before in his life. But he felt really uncomfortable with Mrs. Fletcher standing over him like this, seemingly enjoying herself as she allowed their combined juices to spill freely from her ravaged pussy and drip all over him. But he didn't dare say anything.
Debra was playing a little game of intimidation with David now and was enjoying herself immensely. After savoring her young employee's consternation for a few moments longer, the creamy flow from Debra's cunt ended and the older woman smiled and stepped away from the still seated young man.
"I think we can leave all this paper work for now David, don't you? It will still be here on Monday...." she said looking at her watch. She started straightening herself up and rearranging her thoroughly disheveled clothes as she continued...
"As a matter of fact I have another engagement in half an hour and I really will have to make a quick stop at my apartment to freshen up a little. Be a dear David and lock up on your way out will you!..." Debra directed as she gathered up her jacket and her briefcase.
She turned to look once more at the still trembling young man sitting in the straight backed chair in front of her desk.
"David?...Did you hear me?..."
"Ummm?...What?...Oh...lock out on my way up!...Sure Mrs. ...I mean... Debra!...Unn Hnnn!..."
"That's a good boy!...We'll put the Montrose matter to bed next week..." Debra smiled, puckering a teasing kiss at the young man just before she swept out of the room.
"Holy shit!..." David whispered to himself as he looked around the room absently for the towel Mrs. Fletcher had used earlier. His pants were a disaster, outrageously creased and thoroughly come stained.
"Fuck it!..." he said when he couldn't find the towel. He stood up and pulled his rumpled pants and shorts up over his come smeared groin.
"Ewww!..." he grunted, as his sodden shorts rode up uncomfortably in the crack of his ass. His balls painfully were tender and his crotch cold and sticky beneath his soiled clothes. It had been a Friday night he wouldn't forget any time soon.
He locked out on his way up.
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When David Henderson returned to work the next week he was a very distracted young man. He tried hiding out in his little office cubicle, working on whatever project Mrs. Fletcher's secretary passed on to him. But it wasn't long before his boss, Debra, found him and asked him casually how he was getting on. There was an amusement in her eyes that made David flush with embarrassment. He couldn't help but avert his gaze as he mumbled that everything was fine, thank you. She stopped by a few times over the next couple of days but she never made any reference to the torrid evening they had spent in her office the previous Friday when she had fucked him nearly unconscious. She was so reserved with David that he assumed that what had happened was just a one time thing, something that wasn't to be mentioned between them. Then there was the whole boss and employee thing. The simple fact was that David was way too shy to initiate any sexual overtures towards Mrs. Fletcher without at least a hint of encouragement from her.
And then there was Miss Allen. Gloria also made a point of finding David in his cubicle but she was more demonstrative about what was on her mind.
It was just after noon on Monday when David raised his head from his computer screen as he found himself enveloped in a cloud of musky perfume. He was amazed to feel a satin covered breast pressing warmly into the side of his face as Gloria leaned closely against him from behind.
"You didn't call me lover! Was it something I said? I thought you might come by my place for a coffee over the weekend. I'm not much of a coffee girl myself unless there's a lot of cream, but you knew that didn't you David? ..." the blonde purred. Her warm breath gusted in his ear as she snuggled closer, making her not so veiled reference to their brief tryst the previous week where she had jacked him off in the coffee room.
David was getting an awkward hard-on in response to Gloria's suggestive remarks and the feel of her sumptuous boob nestling against his ear. His voice was a faint croak as he replied...
"Geez...I meant to Gloria...but then something came up... I mean...it was too hard to get away...ahhh...not too hard ... I mean... it was just hard... Godd...you know...like I couldn't!..."
"Relax sweetheart!...It's O.K.!...I know it's hard sometimes. That's why I was hoping you might come and see me. I love taking care of those... things...." Gloria murmured, her little hand gliding down over the front of David's shirt towards the crotch of his pants
"I'm good at it David... very good at dealing with... hard... problems... like ...this!..." she whispered, giving David's cock a lingering squeeze that made him gasp with arousal..
"David!...Have you finished with the MacIntyre brief yet?..."
It was Mrs. Fletcher's voice barking at him over the intercom on his phone. David jumped in his seat, trying to compose himself as he reached for the intercom/open button. Gloria ignored the interruption and reached down further, gripping David's balls and massaging them in her lewdly pressing hand.
"Aahhh!..." David grunted in response, his cock straining through his pants, his finger trembling against the phone button.
"I...I...Yess!...It's...Ohhh!...I just have to find it!... Wait!... Don'tt!.. Ahhh...Wait!..." David stammered as Gloria moved her hand and started jacking his now throbbing tool through his pants.
"Oh look!....I've found something baby!...It's big and hard!...I'll bet this is what that bitch is really looking for?..." Gloria whispered in David's ear.
"Stop!...Not here!...I mean...Here!...Here it is!...I've got it right here, Debra... Ahh... Mrs. Fletcher!..." David stammered, trying to disengage himself from Gloria's lewd groping.
"David are you alright!...I'd like to see that file now!...I mean right now...in my office young man!..." and there was a loud click as Debra hung up her phone.
"Ohhh!...Does that mean you have to go?...And we were just starting to have some fun!..." Gloria pouted, pinching David's swollen knob between the tip of her thumb and forefinger and giving it a devastating squeeze.
"Naaahhh!...Gloria!...You're killing me!...Ahhhh!...That's feels so good... but....Ahhh!... I can't!..." David moaned, lurching haltingly to his feet as Gloria continued to fondle him through his pants.
"What a shame!...But there's always later..." the blonde said, stepping back to let David gather up his paper work. She looked down at the front of his pants and smiled broadly.
"I hope the old tart doesn't notice that!..."
David looked down and groaned miserably. His cock was bulging obscenely through the front of his pants and there was a wet spot about the size of a fifty cent piece just below his belt. He juggled the pile of papers he was carrying to try and hide his evident arousal. His face flushed with embarrassment. David turned and smiled weakly at Gloria.
"I'll call you...later. Maybe we can, you know... like... do something...later...O.K.?..."
"Call me!...We'll see what comes up..." Gloria replied, staring with amusement at David's bulging crotch. She gave him a naughty wink as she walked by him and back towards her boss's office.
David waited a moment, grateful to feel his aching hard-on starting to go down. He turned to bring the files into Mrs. Fletcher. As nervous as he was he resolved to call Gloria as soon as he had a chance and try and get a date with her on the weekend.
The week seemed to drag on endlessly for David. Mrs. Fletcher kept him hopping with work and never made any reference to their steamy Friday night. Gloria ambushed him a couple of more times in his cubicle. She was very playful and teasing but she knew how to get what she wanted and what she wanted was for David to fall hard for her. After all he was the boss's son and she had no scruples whatsoever about using him any way she could to get ahead in the firm. She knew that he was aching for her and she couldn't have made it any more obvious that she was willing to put out for him. But she wanted him to make the next move. And of course she was right. David was in an almost continuous state of sexual arousal whenever she was around, wishing desperately to feel her hands on him again. By Thursday he couldn't stand the tension any more. He called her at her desk from his cubicle.
Debra Fletcher happened to be walking by David's cubicle just as he was finishing up.
"....So tomorrow night around 7:00?....Sure...You really don't mind staying in...I mean we could go out and see a movie or do something...Well yeah, I guess we could stay in and do something...Sure!...Yeah!...I love Italian...Should I bring something?...Well I mean other than that...I do too...Great!...I'll be there Gloria... Terrific...Bye...." and then he hung up.
Debra had just stopped long enough to hear the conclusion of this one sided conversation. She didn't linger but headed back to her office.
On Friday David had barely a minute to himself. Mrs. Fletcher's secretary spent the morning summoning him back and forth for one thing or another, and just before lunch she deposited a vast stack of files in his cubicle for him to sort through and catalog before they were sent off to the 'Vault'. He did think that he had seen Mrs. Fletcher looking at him from her office a couple of times with a little more attention than she had given him during the week. She might have been 15 years older than he was but she was still an exceedingly attractive woman. But when she went off to her Friday Partners' meeting without giving him a second glance, he figured he was just imagining things and went back to his filing.
But he wasn't imagining things. Debra had quite enjoyed herself the previous Friday, seducing her partner's son. She had been surprised to find out how inexperienced he was. She was pretty sure that he wasn't going to forget their little sexual romp any time soon. But she didn't want a problem with David in the office so she had made a point of being pretty stand-offish with him all week. She would have got around to seducing him again sooner or later. But when she heard him on the phone making a date with Gloria she saw an opportunity to enjoy a little sexual diversion with David and at the same time stick it to that snooty blonde bitch.
At 4:30 on Friday afternoon she buzzed David and asked him to collect a number of various files from the 'Vault' and bring them to her office. She told him she would meet him there. David groaned with irritation when he got the call. He knew it would take at least a half an hour to find all the material Debra wanted. For God's sake! It was Friday afternoon and he wanted to get out of there, go home, and get ready for his date with Gloria.
He managed to get the material his boss wanted together by about 4:55 but when he delivered it to her office there was no one there. He was tempted to just put it all on her credenza and leave but she had said she would meet him and he didn't want to get in trouble. He waited around, anxiously pacing around Mrs. Fletcher's lavish office.
At about 5:15 she came in looking fairly displeased. When she saw David standing there and the big stack of files, she gave him a fleeting smile.
"Oh good...You're here David!... I wanted to talk to you... Have a seat..." she said, nodding towards the leather love seat in the corner.
"Ahhhh...Mrs. Fletcher....If it's alright with you, I was thinking I'd take off..."
Mrs. Fletcher didn't say anything. She just held David's eyes as she slowly peeled off her business jacket.
"I think I've found all the files you wanted...And since it's Friday I had sort of planned to...I mean... ahhh!...if it's O.K... with you... Ummm... that is...ahhh..." David stammered, totally loosing his train of thought as Mrs. Fletcher stood in front of him, her jacket now dangling from her crooked index finger.
Debra was pleased by David's avid gaze. That morning she had poured herself into a pair of black leather pants that sheathed her bubbly ass and shapely legs like a second skin. The three inch black heels were a perfect match for the pants. On top of that she had worn a sleeveless white tank top that was virtually transparent. She was braless and her mountainous breasts thrust arrogantly through the clinging material. David could clearly see her blood red nipples and dark, disc like aureole beneath the sheer nylon of her top. She had also worn her white, double breasted jacket but that had just been camouflage.
"David!..." Debra said softly.
David just stood there transfixed.
"David!...Would you hang up my jacket for me hon?... Can I get you something to drink?...It's been a long week."
"Ah!...Sure!..." David said, still mesmerized by Debra's casually displayed tits as he took her jacket from her and carried it over to the closet.
"I mean no thanks..." he stammered, meaning he didn't really want the drink that Mrs. Fletcher was already pouring for him.
"Too late..." Debra said with a smile as she poured two hefty scotches and brought one over to David. She stood very close to him as she handed him his drink.
"Don't look so nervous David! I'm not going to eat you!...Cheers..." Debra said, her eyes sparkling merrily as she took a sip of her drink.
David was acutely aware of Mrs. Fletcher's cushiony breasts brushing lightly against him as she raised her glass to drink. He was also aware of his cock stiffening at his groin in response to her undeniable charms. David raised his own class but he was so nervous that he accidentally took a much bigger gulp than he intended. A second later he was coughing and gasping as the heady scotch seared his throat.
"Sit down David!...Relax..." Debra said again, and David did sit down for a moment on the little couch just to catch his breath. He was even more anxious than ever to get out of there or he figured he was going to be in trouble in more ways than one.
"We haven't really had a chance to talk this week have we David? And we probably should after what happened last Friday..." Debra said as she went over to her desk and got a small something out of her drawer. Then she turned and looked at David with sparkling eyes. Toying with the little packet in her hands, she walked over to him slowly but purposefully. She put one foot in front of the other, walking like a runway model in a way that caused her melon shape breasts to ripple and swing entrancingly with every step she took.
"Geez Mrs. Fletcher...Last Friday...That was so... so...great!...It was.. I mean you were... you are... amazing!... But when you didn't hardly talk to me...all week...I mean...I didn't know what to think!..." David stammered, trying not to stare at the underside of the conical tits that were looming above him.
"Aren't you sweet! But I'm sure you realize that during business hours we have to be careful. That makes sense doesn't it?...But now...since everybody's gone.." Debra said as she moved closer to the wide eyed young man until she was straddling his knees.
David's painfully engorging cock was half knotted up in his shorts. He had to put one hand down and lean forward in order to allow his swelling member to become disentangled and spring upright under his pants. It looked like he was making a lunge for Debra's tits.
Debra's hand darted out with serpent like quickness and entangled itself in David's hair. She didn't yank his head away from her chest nor did she pull him forward. She just held his face firmly in place, her creamy boob virtually brushing his lips as she stared down into his eyes with a smoldering look
"I appreciate your enthusiasm David, but we've got plenty of time..." she said softly, twisting her shoulders so that her amazon breasts wobbled arousingly in front of David's open mouth.
"Oh God!..." David croaked.
"I'm sorry Mrs. Fletcher...Debra!...I'd love to stay... really...It's just that I've made some...Ahhhh!..." David groaned as Debra slowly sat down on his knees.
The little packet she had taken from her desk was a condom. She was holding it up in front of David's eyes and smiling at him wantonly as he looked back at the little package in dismay. Without taking her eyes from his she put the condom into his breast pocket.
"You've made some plans have you sweetheart? Well that's understandable.." Debra said as she reached down and started to undo the belt of David's pants.
"It's Friday night and a handsome young man like you..." she purred as she slowly ran down his zipper..."probably has the young girls lining up..." she murmured, reaching in and fisting his throbbing flesh through his shorts..."and so we only have time for..." she said, pulling his cock out and giving it a couple of quick, fierce strokes..." a quickie!...But that's O.K, isn't it?..." she finished, squeezing David's straining tool hard in her now unmoving fist.
Debra loved the feel of David's throbbing erection in her hand. He was so hard it was like squeezing a piece of rubber coated steel. She knew she could make him do anything she wanted when she had him like this. Being a little late for Gloria was going to be the least of his problems. But he didn't know that yet! Debra was really looking forward to the next hour or so. When she was done with him there wasn't going to be an ounce of anything left for that scheming little blonde. She was going to make sure of that. And with David, it was going to be like taking candy from a baby.
"Isn't it sweetheart?..." she asked again, her eyes dancing as she deliberately pulled up on his rigid tool like she was trying to lift him right off of the couch.
"Nahhh!...Ahhhh!...Mrs. Fletcher!...Sure!...Ohhh Goddd!... Yeahhh!..." David enthused. He knew he shouldn't but he couldn't help himself! With all that incendiary woman flesh writhing in his lap, with Debra's wringing hand manipulating his cock, he really didn't have any choice in the matter. He couldn't pass this up. His hands reached out and he groaned excitedly as he grabbed Mrs. Fletcher's torpedoe shaped tits.
"I thought you'd be up for it..." Debra snickered as she slowly stood up, peeling David's sweaty palms from her chest as she did so.
"I want to show you something..." she whispered, turning, spreading her feet slightly and then slowly bending forward at the waist. The heart shaped globes of her ass rose up in front of David's face like the rising moon.
"Oh Goddd!...You are... amazing!..." David enthused, as Debra nimbly shifted her weight from foot to foot. His hands came up to caress the leather clad spheres that jiggled so enticingly in front of him.
"Have another sip of scotch David!..." Debra suggested, looking around her shoulder into her young lover's wide eyed face.
As David took a hasty sip of his drink, Debra purred... "Now here's what I wanted to show you!..."
She dropped her head so that she was regarding David through her spread thighs. Then she reached up through her parted legs, found an almost invisible tab that was hidden just below her belt line, yanked it down and ripped away a velcro edged strip of leather that secured the crotch of her leather pants.
"Oh my!..." Debra cried, her eyes twinkling back up at David. She covered her mouth with her hand in feigned surprise as she bared her luxurious cunt and dimpled anus to David's amazed eyes.
"I seem to have exposed myself!..."
"Oh fuck!...You are just...just...too much Mrs. Fletcher!..." David gasped, his eyes locked like laser beams on the obscene display in front of him. He had never seen anything as erotic as this. Debra's bared crotch framed by her black leather pants. The vertical slit of her vagina bulged enticingly through her hairy bush. And the puckered little star of her asshole was faintly fluttering in front of his spellbound gaze, just like David's racing heart.
Debra smiled with pleasure as she watched David's avid stare. His upright cock was a livid scarlet color and swaying at his loins like a cobra poised to strike. She could hardly wait to feel it snaking its way up into her womb. She reached back around her leather clad hips and pulled her ass cheeks apart with both hands. She rocked backwards slowly and said...
"Eat me!...You know you want to!..."
David only hesitated briefly, his eyes darting down anxiously from Debra's cunt to her face. Then with a strangled moan, he grabbed her hips and jammed his face into the lewdly offered valley of his boss's ass. His mouth opened wide under her swiveling crotch. He strained forward, his tongue darting madly up and down through Debra's juicy trench.
"Ohhh yeah!...Such a good boy...Lick it!...Unn Hnnn!... Ohhh!... That's it!...Ummm!... Yeahhh!..." she whispered, grinding back on David's vigorously nodding face.
"Unn Hnn!...Unnn Hnnn!...You're going to make me all sloppy, you naughty boy!...Unn Hnn!...Don't stop!... Don't stop David!..." Debra enthused.
In fact she was quite impressed. Despite his youth and inexperience David was doing an excellent job of eating her out. Eagerly she ground herself back onto his flicking tongue.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." David grunted gutturally, as Mrs. Fletcher's honeyed juices coated his chin and his cheeks. He burrowed deeper, the cool leather of her pants against his cheeks contrasting sensuously with the steamy press of her cunt against his lips and tongue. He could feel the come churning for release in his balls and she wasn't even touching him.
Debra too was ready for more. But there was one other thing she wanted to do. Still holding her ass spread luridly with two hands, she opened her stance a little further and stood upright, suddenly presenting her star shaped anus to David's swollen lips. She looked back at him over her shoulder, standing there in front of him expectantly.
David stopped his frantic mouthing and looked up at Mrs. Fletcher questioningly.



"What's the matter baby?...Cat got your tongue?...Come on!...It won't bite!..."
David blinked at the raven haired beauty in indecision. He couldn't believe she actually wanted him to kiss her there. He didn't want to but he didn't want to piss her off even more.
"You mean..?..." he asked as he hesitantly leaned forward and quickly ran the tip of his tongue over Debra's butt hole.
"David!...What do you think you're doing?..." Debra gasped in feigned amazement.
"I'm sorry Mrs. Fletcher!...I just thought!...Didn't you...?... Ohh Goddd!..." David groaned, blushing a brilliant red in embarrassment as Debra glared back at him.
Debra could hardly stifle her laughter. She maintained her haughty demeanor as she said... . "I can't believe you would do such a thing!... Kissing my asshole!...What kind of a dirty girl do you think I am?...Why I've a good mind to...If that's the way you're so inclined... Go on...Kiss it!...Give it a good lick!..."
And with that Debra snaked one hand behind her, gripped the back of David's head and pulled his face tight into her still lewdly spread ass crack.
David didn't know what his imperious boss wanted and so he decided to simply do what he had been told. He again let his tongue slip out and swipe swiftly over Debra's crinkled anus.
"Ummm!...Why that's...that's...Ummm!..." Debra groaned, pretending to be pleasantly surprised by the thrust of David's tongue against her twitching anus.
"Don't stop!..."
David was surprised at the taste and texture of Debra's back hole. It was a little tart and a little greasy, but it wasn't unpleasant. It was like her asshole was a real little mouth that was begging him for a kiss. David leaned closer and shyly pursed his lips against her crimson rosebud. He turned his mouth and pushed his tongue tentatively into the center of Mrs. Fletcher's quivering brownie.
"Oh yesss!...That's it!..." Debra enthused as she exhaled and relaxed her sphincter, gently siphoning David's tongue into that humid hole.
"Ummm!...Umm Hmm!.....That's good!..." she murmured excitedly. And there was no pretense now. She loved the feel of his lips puckering against her pursed opening, his delving tongue slithering around inside her ass. David seemed to have overcome his initial reluctance and was now exploring her nether opening with real enthusiasm.
"Unn Hnn!...Ohhh!...Make your tongue stiff!...Really jam it in there!...Unn Hnnn!...Unn Hnn!...Like that!...You dirty little boy!...Yesss!..." Debra purred as David began to give her ass an enthusiastic reaming.
Debra smiled at the sight of David's chin nodding away at the apex of her parted loins. She enjoyed his tongue twisting around inside her responsive nether hole just a little longer then suddenly stood up and turned around.
David was stunned. He looked up at her, his eyes blinking like a mole that has just crawled out into the sunlight. Debra grinned at the spectacle that David presented. His face was gleaming with girl goo, from his chin to his hair line. His lips were scarlet and swollen and he was panting like he'd just finished a hundred yard dash.
The dark haired beauty slowly moved towards him, getting to her knees on the little couch as she straddled his lap. Her pillow like breasts heaved up and down through her gauzy shirt in front of David's face as she mounted him. She first used one hand to wipe most of the goo off his face then reached down and firmly fisted his throbbing boner as she shifted her loins down towards his.
"Oh God!... Mrs. Fletcher!...What are you going to do?..." he asked anxiously.
"What would you like me to do David?...Something like this?..."she asked her eyes sparkling as she eased further down, holding his cock upright beneath her as her fluttering vaginal lips sheathed his knob.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!...Fuck me!...Oh yeah!..." David squealed, his cock aching with excitement as Debra slipped him inside her smoldering center.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!...Fuck me?...Fuck me?...Is that what you want?..." she teased.
"I'll fuck you alright!..." Debra murmured, releasing the tight grip she had on David's tool and dropping down on him a little further.
"Ohhhhh!..." David cried as the searing heat of Debra's pussy seared his organ. He was so, so excited! He didn't want to come too soon, but he didn't know how long he could hold it. He tried not to fuck up into the molten sleeve that was sheathing his shaft. He knew if he did it would be all over.
Debra knew it too. She could feel how excited he was. She knew the groaning youth beneath her was going to come quick. She didn't mind that at all. It worked in well with her plan. What she really wanted was for him to come hard and she knew just how to take care of that.
"I'm going to fuck you now baby!...Just enjoy it!..." Debra cooed.
David all of a sudden remembered the condom Debra had put in his pocket.
"Mrs. Fletcher! What about the rubber?..." he asked anxiously as Debra shimmied down a little further, taking three quarters of his angry tool inside her.
"Oh my!..." Debra answered, her eyes going wide and her hand going to her mouth in mock surprise.
"You need to use that!...It's that time of the month for me and you wouldn't want to get me pregnant would you sweetheart!..." she gushed raising up a couple of inches on David's cock.
David helplessly followed her up, whimpering in anxiety.
"No!...No of course!...I'll use it!..." he groaned.
"Let me get it!.." Debra said helpfully, shifting on her knees and reaching for David's pocket. As she did so, as if by accident, she let her loins come crashing down on top of his.
"Oh my Goddd!...." David cried, as Debra's smoldering pussy sheathed him to the root.He felt he was going to come right then and there and he fought the urge by stiffening up as hard as he could.
"Here!...Just let me get it open!..." Debra said, subtly shifting on David's pounding staff. Her eyes sparkled wickedly into his as she took the edge of the condom packet in her teeth and slowly tore it open.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!...Mrs. Fletcher!...I don't...Ahhh!...I can't... last... much longer... please!..." David gasped, his balls knotting up painfully as he tried to hold back his come.
Debra could feel his big cock expand that last little bit inside her that meant he was going to shoot. As she struggled with the condom package she shifted her weight back and forth from one bent leg to the other, wringing David's turgid tool mercilessly with her swiveling cunt.
"Just another second sweetheart!...Don't come!...I've almost got it!..."
"Nahh!...Hurryyy!...Oh shittt!..." David groaned.
"Hold it sweetheart!...Don't come inside me!... You don't want to give me a baby do you David?...You wouldn't want to knock me up would you?..." Debra purred, as she slowly extracted the condom from the foil package. At the same time she gently rolled her hips, grinding her hard edged uterus against the underside of David's livid cock crown in a way that she knew was guaranteed to get him off.
"Ahhh!...Nahhh!...Please!...: David hissed, helplessly thrusting up into Debra's wringing cunt. A tiny, fiery spurt of come burned up the length of his shaft and even all David's concentrated effort couldn't keep it from dribbling out into Debra's clinging vagina.
"Noooo!...Ahhhh!..." he whimpered
Debra actually felt it and smiled inwardly in triumph. She continued her provocative litany, her eyes burning into David's as he writhed frantically beneath her...
"All that baby sperm goes right here!... "Debra purred, bringing the rolled rubber up to her mouth with two fingers.
"Not in my pussy!...I'm very fertile right now!...If you come inside me you'll have me knocked up in no time!... Is that what you want David?... To make me a baby?...To come inside me and make me a baby?..." Debra purred. Never taking her eyes of David's she puckered her lips in an tempting O against the circular condom and pushed her tongue into the center of it. As she lewdly swiped her tongue around and around inside the milky sheath, she reached behind her and drifted the outstretched fingers of her free hand across David's drum taut testicles.
That was it for the squirming youth.
"Nahhhhh!...Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Nooo!...Godddd!..." David cried, as his orgasm erupted. He thought his spine was going to crack, so ferociously were his balls hammering up into his groin. He reached out for Debra's hips with trembling hands and yanked her into his convulsing loins.
"Ohhh!...David!...What are you...?...You're not!...You're not coming inside me are you?!!...Ohhh!..."
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!...I'm sorryyy!..." David gasped, bucking upwards in spastic lunges under Debra's relentlessly coaxing loins.
"Ohhhh!...David!...You're coming!...Ohhh!...You are!... Umm Hmm!...I can feel it!.... Ummm!... Stop it!...You can't be making a baby in me!..." Debra moaned, knowing that her obscene dialog was doing nothing but adding to the intensity of David's frantic coming.
"Ahhhh!...Yesss!...Nooo!...Nahhh!..." the feverish young man cried, his cock spewing come in an almost continuous stream.
Debra smiled as David's fiery sperm begin to back up inside her. In no time the creamy goo began trickle out of her in a trail that coated their heaving loins.
"Naahhh!...Unnn!...Ohhh!..." David sobbed. There was a nauseous jolt lurching through his groin now with every wracking spasm of his balls.
"Ahh!...Nooo!...You shouldn't!... You shouldn't!...Ummm!... Don'ttt!... Stopp!..." Debra pleaded ingenuously as the young man's molten come continued to pour into her greedy snatch. Even as she begged him to stop, she was kneading his lurching testicles, working him over expertly to wring every drop of come from his shattered groin.
"Nahhh!...Wait!...Please!...Don't!..." David cried, looking up pleadingly into Debra's sparkling eyes. He tried to shift out from underneath the voluptuous amazon in his lap, but Debra only smiled down at him and sat up even more upright on his spasming groin.
She could tell that young David was just about done. But she waited patiently for the tension to build again in his anguished balls.
Then, just when he might have otherwise relaxed, she said..." Don't what baby?...Don't this?..." as she gave those sensitive nuggets a sharp, quick squeeze that made him ejaculate once more.
"Nooo!...Goddd!...It hurts!..." he pleaded, tears of anguish and frustration beginning to well up in his eyes.
"I might as well make sure I've got it all now!..." Debra whispered mischievously, waiting then tweaking, waiting then tweaking, making David come over and over long after he would otherwise have been done.
When she was sure she had got it all, she stopped. She stiffened her thighs and raised herself up and off David's now lividly distended shaft.
Debra reached in and grabbed his angry looking tool at the root. She knew she had drained her young lover for the moment but she also knew about the resilience of youth. He was still hard and she was glad to see that. She wasn't done with him just yet. His hot date was going to have to wait just a little longer
"Who's been a bad boy?...I wonder if we're making a baby right now David?...What do you think?..." Debra purred, giving his supersensitive cock and encouraging squeeze.
"Oh no!...We can't!...I can't!..." David said in an anxious murmur. He didn't raise his eyes however. He was mesmerized by the sight of a virtual river of sperm trickling from Mrs. Fletcher's exposed pussy and running in a slimy trail down the inside of her leather sheathed leg.
"Relax baby!...It's not the end of the world!...Have another drink and then we'll get you cleaned up!..." Debra soothed, handing David his glass of scotch.
David thought 'Why not' and took a generous slug of the heady liquor.
Debra didn't rush him. She let him sit there for another minute. She gently fondled his cock all the while, keeping him mildly erect.
"So tell me, who's the lucky girl?...Who are you out with tonight David?..."
"Oh Geez!...It's Gloria Allen actually, from my dad's office. She asked me over for dinner... Goddd! I'm going to be late...Ahhh, Mrs. Fletcher!... I'm so sorry I couldn't hold It!...I just couldn't!... I'm sorry!....Honest!...I should go I guess!...I should!..." David said, looking sheepish and taking another anxious sip of scotch.
"Here!...We can't send you out on the town looking like that...I don't think Miss Allen would be too impressed..." Debra smirked.
She picked up David's drink and at the same time, urged him to his feet by pulling on his greasy tool. She regarded him with an amused smile as she backed towards her executive washroom. Holding his drink in one hand, she pulled him along with her by his cock like she was leading a dog on a leash.
When they reached the bathroom she put his drink down, unfastened David's pants and pushed them and his shorts down into a puddle around his feet. Then, with him naked from the waist down, she guided him over to stand in front of the sink.
"Actually, I'm O.K. Mrs. Fletcher....Just give me a minute and I'll get going!..."
After the unaccustomed scotch and the equally unaccustomed torrid sex, David was feeling quite relaxed, except for his cock, which Debra's ceaseless fondling was keeping in a state of semi-rigidity. He was still a little concerned about his date with Gloria but he figured he'd be on his way in just a few more minutes.
"Let me help!...We want you looking your best don't we?..." Debra teased, as she stood behind David.
She took a small towel from the rack and, reaching around David, soaked it in warm water and rung it out. The with her arm around his waist, she reached into David's groin and began to wipe him with the damp towel, deftly fondling his aching balls and ropey cock as she did so. When she had cleaned him up pretty well she put the towel down on the counter, opened a bottle of moisturizer and poured a liberal dollop into her hands. Then she reached around David's waist again and began to smear the fragrant cream into his upper thighs and the rest of his overworked groin. She shamelessly took his cock in two hands and began to gently jack him off under the pretext of cleaning him up. At the same time she snuggled her pneumatic breasts between his shoulder blades leaning heavily into him from behind. She wasn't surprised to feel David's prick responding to her touch, once again growing hard under her lasciviously fondling hands.
"Ohh!...Mrs. Fletcher!..That's nice but... Don't!...I can't!...Please!..." David whispered, looking anxiously into Debra's sparkling eyes in the mirror. There was a hint of excitement growing in his loins and more that a hint of discomfort. David didn't think he was ready for any more sex quite yet.
"No?...Well...whatever you want...I'm almost done!..." Debra said, reaching down to grip David's balls in a sensuous squeeze while giving his cock a few short, hard strokes that left him gasping with excitement.
"There!..." she said, releasing David's tool which was now standing arrogantly upright all on its own.
"Now you do me!..." she purred, as she insinuated herself to stand ahead of David in front of the mirror.
David just looked at her blankly. He was acutely aware of the older woman's cool leather pants and her bare, smoldering crotch brushing against his resurgent hard-on. He wasn't sure exactly what she had in mind when she said to..."...do me"..
Debra just held his gaze for a moment in the mirror, a mocking moo pursing her lips. Then she reached down and passed the damp towel back to him.
"Go on!...Clean me up!..." she said, spreading her legs and bending forward at the waist to give David access to her come smeared loins. She casually reached back and placed one hand on her young lovers hip. As David hesitantly reached into her crotch, Debra arched her back and shimmied backwards until she had his erection nestled warmly between her resilient butt cheeks.
"Oh Goddd!...I mean is this O.K.?..." David asked as he awkwardly wielded the damp towel between Mrs. Fletcher's parted thighs.
"Ummm!...That's nice!...Very nice!...You've a nice touch!..." Debra purred. She held on firmly to David's hip with one hand to keep him in place. She put the other hand on the counter in front of her to steady herself. Then she raised each leg in turn, lazily swinging it around to allow David full access to her sodden crotch. She also clenched and unclenched her well toned ass muscles, giving David an incredibly erotic ride on her swiveling ass.
"Ahhhh!...Ohhhh!...Jeezzz Mrs. Fletcher..." David groaned, his hand beginning to tremble against her groin as an unwanted excitement began to sweep through his loins once more.
Debra smiled when she felt David's renewed erection twitching in the crack of her leather clad posterior. With her eyes smoldering into his, Debra gripped his free hand and raised it up to the underside of one of her swaying breasts.
"David, have you ever had a woman in the ass?..." she asked softly, squeezing his hand temptingly around her supple tit.
"Oh my Goddd!...Mrs. Fletcher!...I!...I!...Nobody ever...I mean... Ummm... I haven't ... haven't been with that many women..." David stammered, too surprised by Debra's question to form a coherent answer. But his cock wasn't confused. It was straining enthusiastically against Debra's shifting ass in response to her wicked question.
Debra knew she was shocking her timid young co-worker and she smiled at his dismay. She also knew that he was way to shy to ever ask if he could ass fuck her or anyone else. He would have figured it was way too dirty, the kind of lewd act that you only ever read about in porn magazines. Well she was just the dirty girl to take advantage of his lurid imaginings. Debra's ass was always available. It didn't matter in the least to her. David could have her in any hole he wanted.
"Have you ever wanted to fuck a woman up the ass, baby?..." the raven haired beauty asked again sweetly. She leaned a little further forward and began to deliberately grind on David's pulsing tool in an unmistakable invitation.
"Ahhhh!...Mrs. Fletcher!...Like I said...Ohhh!...I didn't really know you could...I mean, I can't believe... you?... are you?...Oh Goddd!...I mean would you? ..." David groaned. His overworked balls were aching and he hadn't forgotten he had a date. But the thought of getting into Mrs. Fletcher's forbidden nether hole was so indecent, so arousing, that his heart was racing with excitement at the lewd suggestion.
"Why settle for one hole when you can have two!... Not many women like to take it up the ass lover, but I do!...I don't think little Gloria would let you sweetheart, do you?... But I will!..... Go ahead!... Put it in David!...Go on!...You know you want to!..." Debra coaxed, looking back over her shoulder at David with smoldering eyes. To help the apprehensive young man along, she reached between her thighs, grabbed his cock and steered his bloated knob to her little brownie.
David felt almost faint with excitement. He released Mrs. Fletcher's breast and put both his trembling hands on her leather clad hips. Tentatively he hunched his loins forward, pressing gently against her puckered anus. Debra gripped his eager shaft tight and held it squarely against her closed sphincter. She had tensed up her butt muscles to deny David's initial assault and he was squirming behind her, whimpering in frustration when he couldn't breach her resisting anus.
"Unnnnn!...Unnnnn!...Ahhh!....Mrs. Fletcher!...It won't!... Nahhh!...It won't go!..."
"Oh dear!...You're so big!...Push harder dear!...Go on!..." Debra instructed, covering her mouth with her hand in feigned dismay. David looked like he was going to cry behind her and she didn't want him to see her broad smile.
"Ahhh!...Ahh!...Oh Goddd!...Please!..." he whimpered, his hands grappling with her hips as he frantically tried to insert himself up her butt.



Debra laughed to herself and relaxed, loosening her often fucked anus. She released her hand from his shaft and David's lurching cock shot up her ass like an arrow, burying itself half way up her gripping rectum.
"Wahhhh!...Unnn!...Goddd!...Yess!..." David cried as Debra's anus sheathed his livid prick like a wet, satin glove. He was actually in Mrs. Fletcher's ass! He stared mesmerized at the gaping oval of Mrs. Fletcher's asshole, stretched taut around his crimson tool.
"Umm Hmm!....There baby!...Unnn!...That's it!...Unn Hnnn!... Your cock's up my ass!... You dirty boy!...Your cock's in my ass David!...Do you like it?...Are you going to fuck it?...Go on!...Fuck it and give me a big load!...I'd like that!..." Debra encouraged, shifting her weight from foot to foot, wringing David's cock excruciatingly inside her seething rectum.
David moaned at the feel of Mrs. Fletcher's anus frictioning his angry erection. Her ass was so tight, so hot and so efficiently milking his responsive tool that his balls were already stiffening, aching excruciatingly as his come churned for release.
"Ohhh!...Goddd!...Unnnn!...Unnn!..." David gasped, gently thrusting into Debra's lewdly offered anus. He couldn't resist her leeching butt hole but as his excitement grew and his loins stiffened further there was a growing discomfort radiating from his overworked genitals. He couldn't stop! He couldn't resist the lurid temptation of fucking Mrs. Fletcher's gaping butt hole. But he was torn between fucking her harder and finishing quickly or going slow and hoping the pain would ease off as he tried to come gently.
"Nahhhh!...Ahhh!...You're ass is amazing!..." he groaned, gingerly easing half of his turgid tool in and out of Debra's molten back passage.
Debra had a pretty good idea of what David was feeling. She had drained those youthful balls pretty thoroughly just a little while ago and she figured they must be pretty sore right about now. That was just what she wanted and she wanted them to stay that way. She planted her knuckles on the counter and leaned slightly forward on her shoulders.
"Then fuck it baby!...Fuck it like you mean it!...Like this!..." Debra intoned, lunging her hips backwards and sheathing David's boner to the balls in her fiery anal canal.
"Nahhhh!....Ahhh!...Mrs. Fletcher!...Wait!...Please!..." David grunted. It felt like Debra's tight asshole was stripping the skin right off his erection. He stiffened up behind her frantically, his hard-on jammed so deep up her back passage that he was sure he must be in her throat. The tears sprang to his eyes and he buried his face in the back of Debra's neck as his hands flew up and grabbed her dangling tits.
"Please what baby?...Please this!..." Debra asked, deliberately sliding forward on David's plundering spear before slamming backwards again. He leather clad ass smacked into his groin with a sharp slap.
"Unnnn!...Nahhhh!...Nooo!..." David whimpered.
"No, baby?...You don't want...this!...And... this!...And... this!......" Debra taunted, punctuating her lurid litany by driving her ass back again and again onto David's flaming tool.
"Nahhhhh!....Ahhhhh!...Oh Goddd!..." David cried, holding on frantically to Debra's shuddering mammaries as she fucked herself on his tool. His cock was on fire and his balls were knotted up excruciatingly but Debra's pummeling ass had him frantic to come inside her.
"Unnn!...Unn Hnnn!...Oh shittt!...I'm gonna' come!...Oh Goddd!... Don't stoppp!..." he hissed, straining forward on his tiptoes against Mrs. Fletcher's pistoning ass.
Debra smiled to feel David trembling and bucking behind her as his excitement overwhelmed him. She felt his cock swell up to it's maximum girth inside and could tell he was going to come. She hunched backwards and tightened up on David's cock while at the same time darting one hand back between her thighs and giving his balls a torrid squeeze.
"Come on baby!...Come in my ass!...Give it to me!...Come on!... Come on!..." Debra coaxed, skillfully rolling David's drum taut testicles in her clutching palm.
That was all David could take and his cock exploded in her ass, the first fiery bolt of sperm jetting deep into her bowels.
"Mwahhhh!...Oh Godddd!...Oh Goddd!...." he cried as that first stream of come that erupted from his loins was followed by another and another. Each searing spurt of come burned excruciatingly up his cock before it spilled into Debra's leeching ass.
"Ahhhh!...Nahhhh!...Ahhh"..." he whimpered in pained excitement. Even though Mrs. Fletcher was only gently kneading his convulsing balls, it felt like they were being ground up in a vice. Helplessly he squirmed behind her as his orgasm wracked him.
"Oh yeah!...Ummm!...I can feel you coming baby!...Umm hmmm!... That's it... Ahhh!... Yeah!...Like that!...Unn Hnnn!..." Debra praised as David's gushing seed began to back up inside her and trickle out of her tautly stretched sphincter. In truth she could tell that there was a lot less come than there hand been with David's earlier ejaculation and it was abating quickly. But she knew that would happen and she smiled.
"Ahhhh!...Ohhhh!...Mrs. Fletcher!...' David groaned, grimacing in discomfort. He had stopped coming already but his balls refused to relax. They were knotted up in his groin and throbbing excruciatingly. David tried to breathe deeply and relax.
Debra gazed back at David's wincing face with a smile. She was gauging the tension in his balls with her lightly probing fingertips and just as she felt the tightness start to ease she stamped one stilettoed heel sharply on the tiled floor.
"Phwahhhh!...." David gasped as Debra's clutching ass clenched excruciatingly on his still twitching tool. She could feel the cold sweat on his palms against her tits as David's balls spasmed agonizingly yet again. But nothing but a slight seep of sperm trickled into her.
Debra waited and then stamped her foot again.
"Nahhhhh!...Don'tttt!..." David wailed, feeling like he was going to pass out. He shuffled backwards but Debra was constricting herself so tightly around his engorged shaft that he couldn't get it out.
"Wahhhh!...Nahhh!...Don'tt!..." David cried in panic. The more he pulled back, the more the taut skin that sheathed his cock was stretched and pulled around his throbbing erection. It felt like something was going to tear at the root of his cock as he squirmed behind Mrs. Fletcher's writhing ass. Debra smiled at David's predicament .
"Go on!...Just pull it out!..." she suggested and stamped her foot once more.
"Gahhhh!...." David cried as his balls and cock twitched agonizingly. His hands came back and gripped Debra's ass as he struggled futilely behind her.
Debra knew she had drained him dry. She was just having fun now as she stamped her foot again.
"Nahhh!...Please!...No More!..." David squealed and almost collapsed behind her.
Debra relented and relaxed, letting David's scarlet shaft slither out of her back hole. It was followed by an oily stream of moisture that seeped out of her gaping anus and trickled down the back of her thigh.
"Poor baby!...I think you liked fucking Mrs. Fletcher's ass, didn't you?..." the older woman teased, looking back over shoulder at her trembling young lover. She smiled to see that he couldn't tear his eyes away from her greasy, ovaled rectum twitching redly in front of his equally livid penis.
Debra regarded him with amusement for a moment longer. She picked up David's dwindling glass of scotch and handed it to him. The young man barely acknowledged his boss as he took the glass from her and drained it.
She picked up the hand towel and once more ran it under some hot water, then wrung it out. She picked up David's pants and underwear and handed all these items to him.
"Why don't you go clean yourself up in my office before your big date... There's no one around and I need to use the facilities. Besides, you look like you need to sit down..." Debra said with a smile, ushering David out of the washroom.
David walked gingerly over to the little sofa in Mrs. Fletcher's office. He was starting to feel the liquor. His genitals had stopped paining him and were just feeling numb. His erection had finally waned and his reddened cock hung limply from his loins. He didn't know how long he stood there, absently buffing his crotch with the damp towel. Eventually he gave his head a shake and decided he had better sit down to put his pants back on.
He must have sat there for a while, feeling kind of pole axed from the booze and the incredibly lewd sex. He was just getting around to grappling with his pants when the bathroom door opened and Mrs. Fletcher emerged.
She walked out of the washroom with that same seductive strut that had caught David's eye earlier. And once again he did a double take when he looked up at her.
Debra was still bare breasted underneath her transparent nylon tank top. Beneath this she was wearing nothing more that a black satin garter belt, a pair of shiny black silk nylons and her gleaming stiletto heels. The nylons were attached to the garter belt by a number of taut satin straps that contrasted arousingly with Debra's firm, pink thighs. She smiled when she looked at David. She went over to the sideboard, poured another glass of scotch, and took a sip. Then she turned and moved over to David. She stood right in front of him, her legs slightly parted, her knees practically touching his as she held out the glass to him.
David groaned at the sight of this sexy siren looming over him. His still unclothed prick and bruised balls gave a faint twitch at his groin but that was about it. He took the scotch and drank some more.
Debra noticed the little tremor in his groin and her eyes sparkled with amusement.
"I splashed some water on the skirt I was going to wear. I hung it up and I'll just leave it to dry for a few minutes. I thought you'd be ready to go by now. Gloria might be getting a little impatient..." Debra said, reaching down and slipping out a lipstick that was under the waist strap of her garter belt. She didn't open it but raised the gold tube and idly pressed it to her lips.
"Unnnn!...Yeah!...It must be getting late...God!...You've really worn me out Mrs. Fletcher!... You're amazing... I...I should really be getting going!..." David said, his speech getting just a little slurred.
But despite his stated intentions, David seemed content to sit there and ogle the raven hared beauty who was standing so near to him. Her pink swollen labia were plainly visible through the thatch of her dark bush. He couldn't seem to tear his eyes away from the exposed pussy that was so enticingly displayed between Mrs. Fletcher's nylon sheathed thighs. Again his cock twitched, taking on some mass, but only a little.
"David.!... I'm a little concerned about your... condition. You haven't had too much to drink have you? I wouldn't be surprised that Gloria might have certain...expectations this evening. You'll be alright won't you?..." Debra asked with a teasing smile.
"Oh sure, sure!...No problem!...I know what you mean, but it's all under control..." David replied looking down into his crotch with a feeble grin.
"We'll be just fine..." he giggled, fumbling once more with his pants and shorts.
"You don't mind if I just check for myself before you leave, do you?...Just to be sure?..." Debra asked, slowly dropping to her knees in front of David and pressing his knees wide apart. She shuffled in close to him on her knees, reaching out and taking his flaccid cock in one hand. In the other hand she still held her lipstick.
"Ummm!...Are you sure you haven't had too much to drink?..." Debra asked. She tilted her head quizzically to one side then reached down and tapped the head of his cock sharply with her lipstick tube. David grunted and shifted anxiously on the couch. Debra felt David's cock expanding and she hit it again with the little metal tube. At the same time she jiggled his lengthening shaft encouragingly with her other hand.
"Ahhhh!...Nahhhh!...Geez!..." David groaned, looking down wide eyed at Mrs. Fletcher's deft hands manipulating him. Even his exhausted and aching genitals couldn't help but respond to her audacious fondling.
Debra was pleased to feel David's cock expanding in her loosely gripping fist. She knew where he was most tender right now and she knew the friction of her briskly shuttling palm would get him up as she worked him over confidently.
"Ummm!...That's better!...You do have a nice one lover!... I'm sure Gloria will be very impressed!..." she praised as David's angry looking cock lurched into stiffness once more in her caressing hand.
Working her fist up under the knob of David's cock, Debra encircled that bulging glands with her thumb and forefinger. Then she started to rub the underside of his cock crown with the pad of her thumb, knowing he was particularly vulnerable there.
David couldn't believe that his boss had him hard again. And he wasn't just hard! His stiffened shaft was a fiery agony. His balls, as they tightened up once more, felt like they'd been kicked by a mule. Despite his growing arousal, David frantically reached down and grabbed Mrs. Fletcher's hand, trying to get her to stop her excruciating fondling.
"Don'ttt!...Please!...Mrs. Fletcher!...It hurts!..."
Debra really enjoyed making young David squirm and she continued to torment his tumid flesh a moment longer before she relented. She didn't release his engorged shaft though.
"I'm sorry baby!...I didn't realize you were so sensitive there!..." she said, her eyes sparkling wickedly into David's. She raised the gold tube that was still in her unoccupied hand, flicked off the top with her thumb and raised it to her lips. She opened her mouth slightly and began to apply a brilliant slash of crimson to her ovaled lips. As she finished, she puckered her moist, gleaming lips together a couple of times then said..."Would you like me to kiss it better?"
David stared down into Mrs. Fletcher's expectant gaze in amazement. Just the thought of those tempting, crimson lips encircling his tool made his groin lurch with excitement. As numb and aching as his genitals were, he couldn't resist such a lewd invitation.
"Goddd!...Yesss!..." David whispered fighting back the tears that were starting in his eyes from the nauseous excitement that was filling his groin. Helplessly he hunched upwards under Debra's clutching fist, and Debra obligingly dropped her head down and took his angry knob between her lips. She sucked briefly on his swollen helmet then released it with a loud slurp.
"Like that?..." she asked sweetly, going down and sucking wetly again on the end of David's now pounding cock.
"Naahhh!...Shittt!...Yesss!...Like that!..." the young man gasped, his cock aching as Debra twisted her siphoning lips around and around on the end of his turgid tool. Then she dropped her fist to the root of David's prick and stretched his flesh taut around the barrel of his shaft.
"Or like this?..." she purred, following her fist with her lips until she was half way down his cock.
"Ahhhhh!...." David grunted, as Debra held her face still in his lap and sucked on him feverishly, her eyes turned upwards and locked on his the whole while.
"Nahhhh!...Ahhh!...Unnn!..." David groaned. It felt as if Mrs. Fletcher was trying to use his cock like a straw to suck the come from his balls, if he had any come left. Debra maintained her lurid suction for several long moments and then she bobbed off his prick, gasping for breath. She looked at his prick then she looked at David.
"Do you like that baby?...I'll bet you do!...Oh look!... I'm getting lipstick all over your cock!,,," she panted, her little hand still squeezing tight around the base of David's turgid erection.
The sweating youth looked down and groaned with his own excitement. His boner was jutting out feverishly through Mrs. Fletcher's ringing fingers, all the veins pulsing visibly in his upright spear. And as red as his livid flesh was, there was a lewd circle of lipstick ringing the mid point of his shaft as well as other gleaming crescents, criss crossing his purple knob. David didn't think he had ever seen anything more exciting in his life. He was so distracted he barely noticed when Gloria thrust her cell phone into his hand. Reflexively he brought it to his ear. It was ringing.
"What?...Whoo?..." he stammered.
"Gloria!...I thought you might want to tell her you're coming!..." Debra whispered with a lewd wink as she pursed her lips against the underside of David's angry cock crown.
"Gloria?..." David groaned in dismay and would have hung up except Gloria had just picked up the phone as he gasped her name.
"David?..." she responded..."I can hardly hear you! ...Where are you?..."
"Ohhh!...Gloria!...Hi!...Ahhhh!...." David gasped as Mrs. Fletcher siphoned his prick back into her mouth. Staring hungrily into David's eyes she inhaled his tumescent flesh, her cheeks inverting as she sucked on him.
"David?...What is it?...Are you coming over!...I'm waiting for you!...Is something wrong?..."
"Ahhh!...Noooo!...It's...Mmmm!...Fine!...Yeah!...I'll be coming... over... Ahh... coming over...sooon!... Ohhhh!..." David groaned, his loins bucking feverishly as Mrs. Fletcher attacked that sensitive bundle of nerves under his cock crown with her tongue.
"David?...What are you doing?...You're calling me from the office aren't you?...Why are you still there?... You're not with that slut Fletcher are you?...You better not be!..."
"Ahhh!...Goddd!...Noooo!...Geezzz!..." David groaned away from the phone. Debra began to jog the root of his cock in an incendiary rhythm as she continued her relentless blowjob. Her eyes burned into David's as she flailed her tongue against his seething knob.
"She's...ahhh..she's...gone....ummm...she left me a... a... project... I'm almost there...I'm almost ready to go... ahhh... I mean come... ahhh...leave, I mean..." David groaned, his hips thrusting up feverishly as Debra disengaged herself from his pounding tool.
"Are you almost coming baby?...Are you?..." Debra enthused. She leaned forward, angling David's cock even more upright and pressing it firmly against her barely covered breasts. She looked up at him, her eyes smoldering into his as she started to jack him off with deliberate, short hand strokes.
"Well don't be long sweetheart. I've made a nice dinner, I got all dressed up and...I've got a surprise for you..." Gloria purred in her most seductive voice.
"Yeahhhh!...Oh Goddd!...Great!!!..." David grunted. There was a cold sweat breaking on his brow as his balls began to knot up once more. He was helplessly hunching up in counterpoint to Debra's rhythmic masturbation. He could feel his come rising but he wasn't quite there.
"Ummm Hmmm!...Come onnn!...Come baby!...Come on my tits!..." his raven haired boss encouraged.
"I can'ttt!...Nahhhh!...Noooo!..." David whimpered, feverishly bucking under Debra's steadily pounding fist.
"What do you mean you can't!...David, are you sure there's no one else there?...I think I can hear someone!..."
"Nahhhh!...Nooo!...It's...It's just me...It's just...I can't!...I can't!... Ahhh!..."
"Let me help baby!..." Debra said, pulling David further forward on the couch by his cock. With her free hand she reached under his ass, her index finger outstretched.
"David?..."
"Noooo!...It must be a...a...bad connection...another conversation...it's just me and... and I should be able to come soon...Oh my Goddd!..." David whimpered as Debra prodded his puckered anus with her sharp nailed finger.
"Now just relax!...You might feel a little pressure..." she cautioned, tightening her shoulder and thrusting her finger up David's asshole in a firm, corkscrewing motion.
"Phwahhhh!...Mrs. Fletcher!...What are you doing!... Don'tttt!... Please!..." David groaned, muffling the phone against his chest and squirming on Debra's impaling digit like a bug on a pin.



"Can you hear it David?...It's not very clear...but it sounds kind of raunchy!..." Gloria said in a whispery voice like she didn't want to miss anything.
"Phwahhhh!...Unnn Hnnn!...I hear something!... Ohhh!... Nahhh!..." David groaned, and then, burying the phone against his chest again he whimpered..."Mrs. Fletcher!... You can'tt!... Don'tttt!...Nahhh!..." as Debra thrust her rigid finger in deeper until her knuckles were nudging his balls.
"Ahhhhh!...Unnnnnn!...." David sobbed, his knees rising reflexively towards his chest.
"Don't worry lover!...I'm just looking for... Ahhh!... There it is!... Now!...Umm Hmm!... How does that feel?..." Debra asked. Her eyes were flashing wickedly as she massaged David's prostate and resumed her lurid masturbation. Again she leaned her pneumatic tits into David's writhing groin.
"Ohhhh!...Naaahhh!...Ahhhh!...Goddd!..." David simpered, his eyes closing as he lost himself in his boss's obscene fondling. His sphincter was itching angrily around her lewdly twisting finger. His balls felt like they were ready to burst and the tension in his groin was so consuming he couldn't stop squirming. He could barely hear Gloria on the phone saying...
"It sounds like somebody's getting fucked David!...This is so kinky!..."
"That's it!...Ummm!...Squeeze my finger baby!...Squeeze it as hard as you can!..." Debra said with a chuckle, loving the feel of David's butt clenching and unclenching around her lewdly intruding digit.
David couldn't believe the intensity of the excitement raging through his loins. It was so dirty, the way Mrs. Fletcher was carelessly twisting her finger around in his asshole.
Debra knew exactly what she was doing. Men were such babies. They were always so nervous and shy about a little anal foreplay but after she got her finger up their ass once, they were begging for it.
She knew that the steady thrust of her finger against a man's prostate could make him cream his shorts. Get him all worked up and then go to work on that sensitive gland and she could send him into spasms of excitement that he had never imagined. And that was what she was going to do to David. She sawed her finger in and out of his ass real quick for a moment just to see him quiver.
"Naahhhh!...Ahhh!...Oh Goddd!..." he cried quietly, an oily pre-come seeping from his pee slit in response to Debra's lurid fondling.
"Tell Gloria you'll be coming soon!..." Mrs. Fletcher directed, looking for David's prostate once more with her finger while speeding up her lurid masturbation. The juice that he had produced was enough to lubricate her gripping palm. In a moment Debra's fist was a blur as she sped it up and down on David's cringing boner.
"Nahhhhh!...Oh Godddd!...Unnn!... Unnn!..." David whinnied, rocking his loins in Debra's hands, frantically trying to achieve an orgasm that was just eluding him.
"Gloria!...Ahhh!...I'm cominggg!...I won't be long!... Bye!..." David groaned into the phone.
"Nooo!...David!...Wait!...I want to hear!..." Gloria pleaded. But it was too late. David had had pressed the 'end' button.
David's chest was heaving and his breathing short as he looked into Mrs. Fletcher's smiling eyes and gasped..."Make me come!...Make me come!...Pleaseee!.."
"Are you sure?...You don't want to save it for her?..." Debra asked sweetly.
"Pleaseee!..." David whimpered.
"Alright baby!..." and with that Mrs. Fletcher jammed her greasy finger further up David's ass, hooking her sharp edged fingernail into his prostate and rubbing it with a firm, irresistible pressure. .
"Aieee!...Wahhhh!..." David screamed, stiffening up all over. It looked like he was being electrocuted as he bucked up against Debra's shuddering breast. A bolt of come exploded from his angry shaft that pasted a slimy trail across her chest, her cheek and into her raven hair. It was followed by a volley of rapid fire jets of come that streaked Debra's face and her flimsy blouse.
"Mwahhhh!...Naaa!...Ahhh!..." he cried.
"Ohhhh!...That feels good, doesn't it?..." Debra enthused, never ceasing her masturbation or her incendiary prostate massage as David unloaded a series of staccato bursts of sperm over her chest.
"Phwahhhh!...Nahhhh!...Godddd!...Ahhh!..." he cried, the tears squirting from his eyes as his orgasm wracked him. Every lurch of his testicles was like a kick in the crotch. He thought he was going to throw up as his balls hammered sickeningly in his groin.
"Ummm!...That's it!...Come baby!...Come for me!...Don't save any for that little bitch!..." Debra intoned, slowing her hand strokes as David's initial rhythmic spurts started to diminish. She concentrated on jerking him in time with his lessening spasms, wringing his cock like she was squeezing toothpaste from a tube.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." David grunted as his orgasm settled down to a steady, diminished throbbing.
Debra smiled as David's orgasm waned. She leaned more heavily into his lap as she continued to pressure his prostate, intent on draining him of every drop he had.
"Naaahhh!...Ahhh!...Don'ttt!..." David gasped, as Debra roughly manipulated his overworked genitals. It felt more like he was peeing than coming at this point and he couldn't seem to stop although he desperately wanted to.
Debra's eyes sparkled merrily into David's as she worked him over. Her finger bearing down on his prostate was generating a meager flow of fluid that came out of David's pee slit in an airy froth. Relentlessly she continued to jab his back hole and milk his cock, forcing out every ounce of sperm contained in his lurching testicles.
"Ahhhhh!....Nooo!...Stopppp!..." David gasped, his whole groin on fire and excruciatingly uncomfortable. He writhed around in front of Debra, squirming in distress.
"Are you done baby?...Are you sure?..." the sultry older woman purred, pressing her finger cruelly up into David's throbbing prostate, lifting him six inches off the couch above her plundering finger.
"Phwahhh!...Naaahhh!...Ahhh!..." David whimpered, the blood pounding feverishly in his distended cock. But there wasn't a hint of fluid seeping from his bloated knob. He was totally spent .
Debra held him there for a moment longer, waiting to see if she couldn't extract just a bubble of sperm from him, but there was nothing. He was done! She tightened her grip on his softening prick and carelessly yanked her finger out of his ass.
"Ahhhhhhh!..." David moaned as Debra held him up in the air by his cock for a moment before allowing him to collapse onto the little sofa.
She reached up and wiped her face with her greasy hands, wiping off some of the deluge of come that was smeared across her cheeks and then licking it off her fingers.
"Ummm!...You naughty boy!...I think you've stained my good blouse!..." Mrs. Fletcher purred, rising to her feet in front of a quivering young David.
"Now you better get cracking!...Gloria's waiting!..."
She turned and walked over to the sideboard by her desk and poured two short glasses of scotch. She walked back over to David and held out one of the glasses to him.
"One for the road?..." she asked, her eyes twinkling.
David looked at the stunning figure of his mostly naked boss standing in front of him for a minute. Then he slowly raised his hand to her.
"Sure!...Why not!...She'll wait!..." he said blurrily.
Then he and Mrs. Fletcher raised their glasses and drank.
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Robert Sheridan was home from college for the summer. He had lined up a good summer job at a local insurance company. He had hooked up with his old girlfriend and hoped that over the summer he might get her to go all the way. He had his mother's car (when she wasn't using it) and should have been looking forward to a great holiday. But he wasn't.
When Robert had arrived home in May he was surprised to find that his parents weren't getting along. In fact the atmosphere around the house was positively poisonous. Dinners were often passed without a word being spoken. Then, later in the evening there were plenty of arguments, harsh words, accusations and doors slamming. From what Robert couldn't help but overhear, his father Doug was convinced that Robert's mother was screwing around on him.
The very suggestion that his mother might be cheating on his father was completely unbelievable to Robert. When he talked to his mother and asked her what was going on, she just sighed and said that his father was really stressed at work and that he was getting all worked up about nothing and that Robert shouldn't worry about it.
But Robert was worried. Even though his mother was telling him that the issue between her and his father was no big deal, Robert could see that it was.
Doug was a senior corporate executive in a high powered job. He made a lot of money, worked long hours and traveled quite extensively. Robert's mother Kathleen had been a stay at home mom until Robert went into grade 5. Then she got her real estate license and she eventually was pretty busy with that.
Kathleen was 10 years younger than Doug. Robert's parents and got married right after Kathleen had finished high school and Robert had come along shortly after that. He had always been closer to his mom than to his dad. She had just been around more when he was growing up.
Kathleen Hanson had been the high school prom queen. With her lustrous mane of red hair and party attitude she had been one of the most popular girls in high school, at least with the guys. What Robert didn't know was that a certain amount of his mom's popularity was due to her reputation for sleeping around. She had christened the back seat of many a rusted out chevrolet with some trembling sophmore before she had finally hooked up with Robert's father. Doug was actually the older brother of one of Kathy's many high school boy friends. In her final term she had become Doug's main squeeze. There were a lot of girls at school who had a good giggle when they found out that Kathy Hanson had got knocked up just before graduation.
Now, eighteen years later, Robert's mom, with her hourglass figure and her dazzling smile still turned heads when she walked into a room. She worked out several times a week with a group of her friends and had kept herself trim and fit. She had a waspishly thin waist, long curvaceous legs and a generous chest. Even Robert's friends had remarked more than once that his mom was a fox.
Robert's parents had always got along before he went away to school. He couldn't believe that things could have changed so dramatically at home in the eight months he'd been away. He couldn't believe it until he came home early one Thursday afternoon.
The computer at the office had crashed just before lunch. By one thirty the techies were still huddled around scratching their heads and Robert's boss had told him to go home.
When Robert reached his house he was surprised to see an upscale Lexus he didn't recognize parked behind his mom's station wagon. His dad was away and Robert hadn't expected anyone to be home at that time of day.
When he walked into the kitchen, there was there was no one there and no one in the living room. Robert headed up stairs to his room to put on a pair of jeans. As he walked down the hall he could hear muffled voices coming from his parent's bedroom. The door to the bedroom was partially open. Robert just wanted to tell his mom he was home when he stopped there. What he saw in front of him made him catch his breath in amazement.
The bed faced the door at an angle. Robert saw his mother from the side and behind. She was on her knees on the bed, straddling a naked man and slowly fucking him. She was wearing a white satin blouse that was open and hiked up to her hips. Robert could clearly see the man's big cock impaling his mother's ovaled pussy. She was also wearing black nylons attached by straps to the garter belt cinching her waist. The taut straps and nylons framed his mother's ass as she rose and fell on the distended tool in her cunt, posting up and down on the top half of it in a slow and incendiary rhythm.
Robert thought the man might be one of his father's business friends but he wasn't sure. He couldn't help but hear the man moaning...
"Unnn!...Unn!...Uhh Hnnn!...Christ Katey!...That's so good!...I'm so close baby!...Don't Stop!...Please!..." and then..."Holy shit!...Who's that?..." he yelped as his eyes glanced past the red head who was riding him and noticed Robert standing just outside the door.
Robert's mom stopped her fucking motion just as she was at the top of the prone man's cock. She looked back over her shoulder and saw her son standing there. Robert looked at his mother in wide eyed disbelief. Kathleen looked at her son calmly for a long moment. Then she looked back down at the man lying beneath her. He was shifting his legs and struggling to his elbows, trying to disengage himself from her unmoving loins.
"What's going on Kath!...Jesus!...Let me up!..." the squirming man demanded.
"No Bill!...Don't!...Not yet!..." the sultry red head responded, stiffening one arm against the man's chest and forcing him back down on the bed.
"You're not done yet!..."
"But I can't!...Not now!...Not with...him... right there...!...Nahhh!..."
"Yes you can!..." Kathleen said quietly, resuming her slow fucking motion on top of Bill's rigid erection.
With hooded eyes she looked back across her shoulder at her son who stood rooted to the spot in the door, mesmerized by the lewd scene playing out in front of him. His mother was taking a little more of Bill's big cock inside her with every deliberate downward thrust of her loins. And she was obviously recapturing the distracted man's attention with her skilful fucking.
"Unnn!...Unnnn!....Oh Godddd!....Oh Kateyyy!..." Bill moaned, hesitantly reaching out for the sultry red head's hips and hunching upwards into her receptive pussy.
"Umm Hmmm!...That's it!...Umm Hmm!...Come on!..." Robert's mom encouraged, settling all the way down on Bill's up thrust cock. Robert could no longer see any of the big man's shaft, just his drum taut balls bulging under his mother's twisting ass.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Ahhhhhh!..." Bill groaned, his legs stiffening as he bucked up under Kathleen's shimmying loins.
"That's it lover!...Finish!...Finish inside me!..." she murmured, letting one hand drift behind her ass and onto Bill's lurching testicles, her eyes once more locked on her son's. She straightened up and arched her back, her big tits thrusting arrogantly through her open satin blouse. A sly smile creased her lips as she looked at Robert's crotch.
Robert followed his mother's gaze and was shocked to see that his cock was erect and visibly tenting the front of his pants
"Come!...Come inside me!..." she urged, her eyes smoldering into her son's as she squeezed Bill's responsive nut sac.
"Mwahhhh!...Nahhhh!...Ahhh!...Godddd!..." the writhing man on the bed cried. With Kathleen's little hand warmly pressuring his balls, his come erupted in a pulsing torrent. He thrust up frantically into the red head's leeching cunt, his balls hammering in his groin.
Robert could clearly see his swollen testicles pulsing under his mother's prodding fingertips.
"Ummmm!...Yesss!...That's it!...I can feel it!...Unnn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!... Give it to me!..." Kathleen encouraged.
"Phwahh!...Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Oh Goddd!..." Bill moaned as his sperm gushed into Kathleen's molten center in wrenching spasms.
Robert couldn't believe the extent of his own arousal. How could his mother be so shameless!? He shouldn't even be watching this. She was his mother! But he couldn't tear his eyes away from the lewd coupling that was happening on his parent's bed. He could feel his own come building and it was all he could do to keep himself from grabbing his throbbing tool.
"Ummmm!...Unnn Hnnn!...You're making me come too!...Umm Hmm!...Ahhh!...." Kathleen hissed, her eyes returning to the man she was fucking. Robert watched as if in a trance as his mother's thighs grew taut and her loins began to shudder on the steely rod that was spewing inside her.
"Unnnnn!....Ahhh!...Goddd!...Don't stoppp!...Yesss!...Unn Hnn!... Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!..." were the groans and gasps that came from the two people that were heaving against each other in the throes of their mutual orgasm.
It was only when a stream of come began to seep from his mother's sodden pussy and trickle down over Bill's balls that Robert collected himself enough to stagger down the hall and into his own room.
He stood there, barely breathing as he tried to comprehend what he had just seen. Obviously his mother was screwing around on his father. He wouldn't have believed it if he hadn't seen it with his own eyes. But he had. And the vision of his mother's cunt stuffed with some stranger's swollen cock made him cringe with shame and unwanted excitement. How was he going to look his mother in the eye?
He was barely aware of the anxious, whispered voices coming from his parent's bedroom. The man was saying things like..."Who the hell is that?...What do you mean, he's your son?..." and..."If Doug finds out..." and his mother was saying..." He won't!..." and... "I'll take care of it!..." and..."Don't worry!..."
There was a little more muted conversation and shortly after that the back door closed and Robert could hear the car starting up down below and then pulling out of the driveway. He stood there for a little longer and then decided he need to get out of the house and get some air.
He had just left his room when his mother appeared at the top of the stairs. They both stopped and looked at each other. Robert's mind was full of confusion. If nothing else, he wasn't used to seeing his mother naked from the waist down, wearing only high heels, stockings and an unbuttoned satin blouse.
For her part, Kathleen regarded her son with calculating eyes. She noticed the way his eyes kept darting down to her exposed pussy and then back up to her face and she apparently made up her mind. With an amused grin curling the edges of her mouth, she sidled towards Robert as she said...
"You're home early..."
This casual remark was the last thing Robert expected. He didn't know what to say in reply. He just stared at his mother's approach with a look like a deer caught in the head lights. He found himself back pedaling down the hall as she advanced upon him. He finally had to stop when he backed up against a wall.
Kathleen stepped up very near to her apprehensive son and said...
"Well?...What do you have to say for yourself young man?..."
Robert found himself shifting around uncomfortably in front of his mother. He was acutely aware of her bare, conical breasts swaying seductively beneath her open blouse as she walked up to him. With her approach she brought a heady fragrance of perfume, sweat and something more sexual that surrounded Robert. She was standing so close, he could feel the heat of her freshly fucked body almost touching his. He couldn't help it as his balls began to tighten up and his cock stiffened once more in response to his mother's casually displayed near nakedness.
"Mom!...Who was that man?...You and he were...!...How could you... I mean, I never believed what dad was saying! ...I still can't believe it! ... And I saw you...you...with...that man...you were...together..and I... Oh Godd!...I don't know what to say!...What will dad say!...What will he do??!..." Robert stammered, practically in tears.
Kathleen reached out with one hand and slid her fingertips around the back of Robert's neck. Leaning closer to him so that her half bared breasts were lightly brushing his chest, she whispered in his ear...
"You won't say anything!..."
"But mom!...You were in bed with that man...You were doing it...with him!......It's not right!...It's not right for you!...It's not right for dad!..."
Kathleen leaned in even closer until her exposed cunt was pushing gently into her son's crotch and she whispered again..." Were you wishing it was you?..."
Kathleen's eyed were sparkling wickedly into Robert's as she watched his reaction to her obscene suggestion.
Robert was in total shock as his mother gently shifted her gently rounded crotch against his. He could distinctly feel the warmth of her pussy through his pants. He was terrified that she could feel his throbbing boner straining from his loins. But he knew she must. There was no way that she could help but be aware of his arousal.
Kathleen smiled to feel her son's erection pressing into her shifting loins. She knew exactly what she was doing. She had learned long ago that the best defense was a good offence. She knew how to get what she wanted from men and her son was no exception. She swayed back and forth on the balls of her feet, wantonly pressing herself into her son's trembling body. She turned her face to the side so that her scented hair enveloped his face as she whispered in his ear...
"We all have secrets!...Sometimes we do things that we know we shouldn't!... We know we shouldn't but we can't help it!...You feel like that sometimes, don't you Bobby?... I think you feel like that now, don't you?...There's something you know you shouldn't do...but..." Kathleen purred, shifting her stance a little so that she was straddling one of her son's thighs. At the same time she reached down and grasped his hands with hers and raised them up over his head. Then she began to grind on his leg just like some shameless hooker.
"Oh my Goddd!...Mom!...What are you doing?...Ahhh!...What are you saying?...We can't!...Don't!..." Robert gasped in response to his mother's lurid teasing. With Kathleen holding his hands pinned against the wall, it was obvious when he started humping back against her provocatively twisting loins. But he couldn't help himself. He was too excited. He could feel the wetness of his pre-come starting to seep into his shorts as he writhed into his mother's lewdly enticing pussy.
"It doesn't mean anything sweetheart!...Especially if no one knows!... And I won't tell Bobby!... I'll never tell!... It will be just between you and me! ..." Kathleen murmured, her tongue darting wetly into her son's ear.
"Nahhhh!....Noo!...Ahhh!...No!...It's so wrong!...We can't!... Ahhh!..." Robert groaned. But there was nothing that he could say or do that could deny the excitement that was racing through his groin. He was terrified he was going to come. His fingers curled over against Kathleen's as he tried desperately to hold it.
Kathleen could tell how excited her son was. She could feel it in the way his body was quivering like a bow string against hers. He would be embarassed to death to come like this in front of her. And that was exactly what she wanted. She turned her face so that her eyes were blazing into her son's.
"Show me I'm wrong Bobby!...We can stop anytime!... Whenever you want to!...Or we can do... whatever... you... want... sweetheart... anything!... You could just slip it in!... Just a little bit!... Until you come!... You'd like to come inside me wouldn't you baby?... Come inside mommy?..." she cooed, once more urging her seething cunt into her son's crotch and rocking it suggestively against him.
There was no way her fairly inexperienced son could withstand Kathleen's lurid seduction.
"Noooo!...I can'tt!...Ahhh!...I don'ttt!...It isn'tt!... Nahhhh!..." Robert cried, even as his balls kicked and he started coming against his mother's tempting pussy. Helplessly he shuddered against Kathleen's writhing cunt in time with his ejaculation.
"Ohhh!...You're coming aren't you baby?...Ummm Hmmm!...I can feel it!...I can feeling you shooting!...Umm Hmm!...You'd like to be inside your mommy right now, wouldn't you baby?...Wouldn't you?..." Kathleen taunted obscenely.
"Oh Goddd!...Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Ahhh!..." Robert gasped, his come gushing in an almost continuous stream in response to his mother's pressing loins and her lewd suggestions.
The heat and moisture of her son's unwanted ejaculation pulsing against her pussy was causing a mini orgasm to sweep through Kathleen's groin. Once again she mounted his leg and closed her curvaceous thighs on his in a vice like squeeze.
"Ummm Hmmm!...That's it!...Goddd, I wish you were in me now!.." she groaned. She released his hands and grabbed her son tight as her groin shuddered and her own honeyed juices streamed onto Robert's quivering thigh .
"Naahhh!...Ahhh!...Nooo!...Godddd!..." the feverish young man gasped, grabbing his mother's shoulders for support as his balls continue to convulse against her jerking thigh.
"Oh baby!...You come so much!..." Kathleen whispered as Robert's orgasm started to wane.
"Nahhh!...Mom!..I!...I!..I didn't mean to!...Oh Goddd!...I'm sorry!..." Robert moaned, as the last of his fiery semen dribbled into his shorts. He couldn't even look his mother in the eye he was so humiliated.
"Don't worry baby!..." Kathleen murmured, taking her son's face in one hand as she stepped back away from him.
"I won't say anything!...And neither will you!..."
She puckered a teasing kiss at him then turned and went back to her room.
Robert went through the next few days in a stupor. He couldn't believe the whole incident he had seen and been a part of with his mother. She really was cheating on his father and there seemed to be no limit to her wanton perversity. She had practically seduced him right there in the hall when she had made him come in his pants. Robert replayed that whole moment over and over again in his mind and was in an almost constant state of arousal whenever he was with his mother. Would she let him get close to her again like that? Would she do even more? Of course not! She was his mother! He was imagining things! He had never thought of his mother in a sexual way before and now it was all he could think about. When he was at home and so was she, he was as nervous and excited as a teenager on his first date.
Kathleen was well aware of her son's sudden appreciation of her sexual allure. When they were together she made a point of behaving exactly as if he hadn't caught her in bed with her husband's boss. It had been easy for her to ensure his complicity with her little bump and grind in the hallway afterwards. She wasn't surprised that he had come in his pants so quickly in response to her lurid seduction. In fact she was pleased to know how excited she could make him. She wasn't particularly bothered by the fact that Robert was her son. He had turned into a fine young man and Kathleen enjoyed men. She had always used men to get what she wanted and she had no reservations in using her son too. Doug had become tiresome lately with his accusations and recriminations. She was going to use Robert as her ally against her husband and at the same time she was going to enjoy her son in a whole new way.
One night when Doug was home from a business trip, they were all sitting at dinner when Doug launched into one of his standard inquisitions with Kathleen. It was the same old stuff,...."Where were you?...Who were you with?...What time did you leave?..."
Robert had been sitting there watching his mother's tongue moistening her crimson lips and imagining those same lips descending towards his aching erection when she startled him by saying..."Well Robert and I dropped in on Ellen that evening, didn't we dear?"



"Excuse me? We...what?...where?..." he asked in sudden confusion. He hadn't been over to Ellen's house since he couldn't remember when. Ellen Shay was divorced with a son Aaron who was Bobby's age. The two boys had hung out from time to time but weren't particularly friends.
"The Shay's sweetheart! Remember Ellen asked me over for a drink on Thursday and you came with me to see Aaron..." Kathleen prompted. Her eyes were sparkling wickedly into her son's as she reached over beneath the table, slipped her hand between his legs and gave his inner thigh a warm squeeze.
"Unnn!...That's right dad!...That's what we did!..." Robert said almost too quickly. He could feel his face turn a brilliant scarlet as his mother carelessly nudged his balls with the edge of her hand.
His father looked at both his son and his wife suspiciously for a moment, apparently biting his tongue before he said..."And how is Ellen?..."
Kathleen easily provided a wealth of details about their supposed visit. Robert had no doubt that she had worked out something with her friend to confirm this whole fabrication if it came to that. He looked at his mother anxiously. Kathleen let her eyes turn briefly to her son. She gave him a quick wink and his thigh a lingering squeeze before she took her hand away.
Robert left the table soon after that fearing that his mother was going to involve him in more lies to his father. He didn't like that at all. He intended to talk to her about that but then things came up and he never got around to it.
That Saturday his parents were hosting a party at the house. They had invited a lot of people. Kathleen wanted Robert to stay and help but he didn't feel like being sociable with all the older people. He went over to a friend's and watched a movie. Around midnight though, nothing was going on so he decided to go home. The party was still going strong and there were cars everywhere. The neighbor's were away for the weekend so most of the spillover cars had been directed to park in their driveway. That's where Robert parked his mom's car when he got home, directly behind the blue Lexus he had found in his parent's driveway when he came home unexpectedly and found his mother in bed with that man.
When Robert entered the house, the first people he saw were his mother and the man named Bill she had been in bed with. They were standing just inside the entrance to the den, their heads were together and they were conversing intently. Robert couldn't help but look longingly at his mother. Kathleen was wearing high heels, dark nylons, a black leather mini skirt and a daring gray top. The top was essentially two pieces of gray satin that crossed over her chest and in the back in a loosely hanging X that was gathered together at the waist. The arousing swell of her bare breasts could be clearly seen from the sides and beneath the deeply plunging neckline of the satin material. His mother happened to look over at him as he stared at her. A slow smile creased her lips when she saw him. Without taking her eyes from her son's she raised her finger to Bill's lips. She turned and said something to him, glancing meaningfully at her son. The big man looked quickly at Robert, then he smiled back at Kathleen. Bill pulled out his car keys and went out through the front door without saying anything to Robert, even though he walked right by him,
Kathleen walked over to her son and grabbed his arm conspiratorially.
"There you are sweetheart!... I've been looking for you... I need you to do a big favor for me."
"Geez mom!...I'm kind of tired"... I was hoping to call it a night."
"This won't take long... Have you got the car keys?... Do you have some money?..." Kathleen asked as she grabbed her little purse and guided Robert back out the door.
"Yeah I do mom. What do you need?"
Kathleen quickly led Robert through their driveway heading for the neighbors.
"I need you to go to the Seven/Eleven and get some mixes, some Coke and Ginger Ale. We're almost out." she said, walking Robert over towards her car and stopping beside the Lexus.
Robert had boxed in the Lexus and he half expected to see Bill standing around or heading back to the house, but he wasn't around.
"Sure mom! That won't take long!." Robert said.
"Well actually honey, I want you to take your time. Take at least half an hour O.K.? And when you get back I want you to meet me right here. Don't go in until you see me and if your father asks I want you to tell him that I went with you, just to get some fresh air. Do you understand?..."
Robert thought he understood all to well. And he didn't like being an accomplice in his mother's affairs.
"Unn...Mom...Listen...I don't mind going to the store and all but I don't like you making me lie to dad about it...I meant to talk to you about that...."
"Umm...I know it's asking a lot honey..." Kathleen purred, snuggling her satin covered breasts warmly against Bobby's shoulder.
The sultry red head moved in front of her son, tipped her pelvis in and raised one nylon sheathed thigh against the outside of his leg.
" It would really, really mean a lot to me..." she said, rubbing her nylon sheathed thigh against him suggestively.
"Nahhh!...Uhhh Geez!...I don't know..." Bobby whined nervously as his cock sprang instantly erect against the press of his mother's mini skirted pussy. He edged back, not wanting her to discover how easily she aroused him.
But Kathleen had already felt his prick stiffen against her. She let her leg hook around Bobby's thigh and pulled him back against the center of her steamy loins.
"You'll do it for me, won't you baby?..." Kathleen said, her eyes dancing wickedly into her son's as she squirmed seductively against him.
"Uhhh!...Yeahhh!...Sure!..." Bobby groaned, anxiously backing away from his wanton mother.
He got into her car and started to back out of the driveway. As he did so he looked back and saw his mother slipping into the backseat of the Lexus. He was angry and confused but not knowing what else to do, he headed off for to the convenience store.
Bobby had to kill some time in order not to get back home too soon. But thirty minutes after he had left he was back in the neighbor's driveway parking once more behind the blue Lexus. There was no sign of his mother but the Lexus' windows were pretty steamed up. Bobby waited a few minutes and then decided he couldn't sit there all night. He got out of his car and approached the Lexus. The rear passenger window was open three or four inches.
"Mom?...Are you alright?...Is it O.K. if I go in?..."
There was some movement inside the back of the big car and then Kathleen was looking up at her son through the partially open window. Her face was flushed, her hair was tangled and her lipstick was smeared. But she had a lazy grin on her face as she said..."I'm fine. Just give me a minute and we can head back. Wait in the car for me honey. I'll be right there."
Robert slouched back to his mother's car, climbed back in and waited. After what seemed like forever, the driver's side door in the back of the Lexus opened and Bill got out. Without looking back at Bobby he headed back to the party. Bobby wasn't surprised to see what was going on, just disappointed and frustrated. A couple of minutes later his mother's arm reached out of the passenger side window and she crooked her finger for her son.
Bobby got out and went over to the far side of the Lexus. The rear window was still partially open. He couldn't see his mother but he said testily...
"Are you ready now?...Can we go?..."
Then he heard his mother reply..."Actually baby, I could use a hand. Could you come in here for a minute."
Bobby just wanted to get this whole charade over with. He opened the rear door of the Lexus and looked in at his mother. There was an exterior light on over the neighbor's garage that provided some light inside the vehicle.
Kathleen was scooched over to the other side of the car. She was sort of sitting sideways against the driver's side door, her long legs curled up under her. Her high heels, purse and what looked like her balled up panties were all on the back window ledge of the car. Bobby couldn't help but notice that her little leather mini skirt was hiked up well above her stocking tops. He thought he could even see a glimpse of his mother's hairy triangle peeking out from under her skirt. She was applying some lipstick with one hand and with her other hand she was raking her fingers through her mane of red hair, trying to restore some order to it. The car smelled strongly of perfume and something more earthy. Kathleen's half bared breasts quivered arousingly beneath her skimpy top as she combed her hair with her fingers. Bobby thought his mother looked incredibly sexy in the back of the big car and he felt his cock starting to harden and bulge through his pants as he gaped at her. He sort of leaned a little further into the car to try and hide his arousal and he said...
"What is it mom? I'd really like to get going."
Kathleen had enjoyed keeping her son worked up all week. But she didn't want him to get too frustrated and then lose his help in keeping her husband in the dark about her extracurricular activities. She thought this was a good opportunity to establish a new understanding between them. She passed her tongue slowly over her newly painted lips as she smiled at her son and said..."There really is something I'd like you to help me with sweetheart. Get in for a minute."
Robert nervously got into the back of the Lexus. He squirmed as he sat down. His boner was caught at an uncomfortable angle in his pants and he didn't want to fumble with it in front of his mother.
Kathleen slid a little closer towards her apprehensive son, reaching out with her right hand and lightly brushing his neck with her fingertips.
"There's something I want to show you!"
Robert wasn't sure what his mother meant, but she was indeed showing him something. As she leaned towards him, the satin X that crossed her breasts parted wide giving Bobby an unobstructed view of his mother's creamy bare breasts.
"Ahh!...Ahhh!...Mommm!..." Bobby stuttered, his eyes riveted to his mother's chest. Kathleen's melon shaped breasts were very pink and swollen, rising and falling seductively in time with her breathing. Her nipples were a livid scarlet and hugely engorged. And as if the sight of his mother's exposed tits wasn't arousing enough in itself, and it was, Bobby was staring open mouthed at something he'd never seen before. Kathleen's nipples were jutting out urgently above two tiny alligator clips that were clamped tightly into the dark, puffy aureole that capped her breasts. There was a fine silver chain connecting the two evil looking little clips together.
"Oh my Goddd!...What's that chain thing?..." Bobby whispered, wiggling again in his seat, trying futilely to shift his throbbing erection into a more comfortable position in his pants.
"Oh this!...' Kathleen asked, casually reaching into her top with her left hand and idly tweaking one rigid nipple.
"It's some jewelry that Bill bought me. It's a nipple chain. He likes me to put lipstick on my nipples and then wear it. I think it's kind of slutty but he likes it. What do you think baby?..." Kathleen asked her son. Her outstretched fingers traced along the silver chain, as she toyed with one hard nipple then the other.
"It's...!...It's...!...I've never seen anything... like it!..." Bobby stammered his eyes locked like lasers on his mother's outrageous breast play. Helplessly he started to lean towards his mother's tempting breasts, overwhelmed by the desire to take them in his hands, to have them in his mouth. But he couldn't! Kathleen was his mother. She was acting like the most outrageous whore, but she was still his mother.
Kathleen smiled as her son looked at her breasts hungrily and despairingly at the same time. She knew he was shy and embarrassed and aroused all at once. He wanted her to draw the line. She was the mother after all. He obviously didn't know this mother though! "Bobby..." she said with a pretty little pout as she cupped one of her creamy beasts in her hand and started to lift it out of her blouse...
"I was hoping you'd help me baby! I can't wear this chain into the house. When I take it off my poor swollen nipples really hurt. It helps if someone can soothe them a little. Of course I could do it myself..." Kathleen teased as she raised her tit to her lips. Her eyes sparkled wickedly into Bobby's as she pursed her lips around her bulging nipple and gave it a lingering suck. Then she released that livid little knob and said...
"But I thought you might like to do it!..."
And with that she slipped her hand around the back of her son's head and pulled him firmly to her hand held globe.
"Oh mommm!..." Bobby groaned looking wide eyed into his mother's face as she gave him her breast. His mouth opened and he excitedly latched onto Kathleen's succulent mammary.
"Ummmmmm!..." he gasped, feverishly mouthing the his mother's lewdly offered flesh.
"Ummm!...You like that don't you baby?...Sucking on mommy's tit!... Umm hmmm!..." Kathleen purred, squeezing her tit against Bobby's eager suck. With her free hand she bared her other breast as well to her son.
"Easy sweetheart!...Let me take this off!...Now you be gentle!...Make momma feel good!. .." Kathleen instructed as she reached under one boob and managed to release the vicious little nipple clamp from the end of her breast.
"Ahhhhh!..." she hissed, as the blood surging into her nipple pounded hotly in that sensitive bud.
"Ummpphh!...Ohhhh!...Mommmphhh!..." Robert groaned at the feel of his mother's elongated nipple actually twitching against his gently laving tongue. Shyly he raised his hands to the sides of those entrancing mounds and fondled them as he nursed on her seething flesh.
He was so excited he didn't even feel it at first as his mother reached down and unzipped his pants. But when she reached in through the fold of his shorts and wrestled his pulsing erection out of the fly of his pants, he felt it. And when she closed her hand around it and gave it a torrid squeeze, he gasped against her alluring chest. Then he managed to tear his mouth away from her resilient tits for a moment as he moaned.
"Mommmm!...Oh Goddd!...What are you doing?...You can't!...We can'tt!...Unnnn!..."
Kathleen continued to offer her sumptuous breasts to her son with one hand while stroking his rigid cock with the other. Then she released his tumid flesh for a moment while she unbuttoned his shirt. When she had it open she grabbed one of his nipples between her lacquered finger nails and gave it a slow, sensual squeeze.
"Can't what baby?...What is it you don't want me to do to you?..." Kathleen taunted as he pulled her son's face back against her smoldering tit.
"Mmmphhhh!..." Bobby groaned as he let his mother envelop his face with the press of her smothering breasts. He opened his mouth and swallowed as much of one conical orb as he could.
Then, just as he was losing himself completely in the sensation of gorging himself on his mother's resilient tit flesh, a fiery, burning sensation lanced his chest.
"Nahhhhh!...." he cried as he turned his startled eyes up into Kathleen's.
Then he looked down to see that his mother had attached the razor sharp little alligator clip to his own nipple, the one that she had just been teasing so delightfully. Now he and she were tethered together at the breast by the fine silver chain and the vicious little clasps.
"How does that feel baby?...Can you feel it right down in you crotch?...I know I can!..." Kathleen taunted as she gingerly rose up on her knees and turned, shuffling sideways on the back seat of the Lexus until she was straddling Bobby's thighs. She reached between her legs and fisted his turgid erection as she smiled down at her anxious son. With her eyes locked on his she leaned back, slowly, deliberately stretching both her own and her son's nipples excruciatingly with the weight of her body. Her own sumptuous breast reddened and stretched out into a pointed cylinder under Bobby's avid stare while his obscenely engorged nipple felt like it was being torn from his chest.
"Nahhhh!...Ahhhh!...Mommm!...Don't!...Ahhh!...That hurts!...." Bobby gasped, raising trembling hands to try and unfasten the little clip that was tearing at his tender breast. But Kathleen batted his sweaty hands away.
"Don't!...Not yet!...I want you to put your hands down, under your butt....That's it!... Sit on them!...Unn Hnn!...That's better!...Now just wait a minute!..." she purred as she calmly reached behind him and into her little purse on the rear window ledge. She took a sealed condom out of her purse and tore it open in front of her wide eyed son. Reaching down into her crotch, she used two hands to slowly, sensuously sheath Bobby's tool with the supple latex. Then she positioned herself so that her steamy labia were fluttering around the end of her son's mushroom shaped cock crown.
"Yes baby?...I've seen the way you've been looking at me!... Mmmm!... You've been having naughty thoughts haven't you sweetheart?... Thinking about fucking me!... Fucking your mother!... You bad boy!... Well?... Are you going to do it?... Are you?..." Kathleen taunted. She drove the ring of her circled finger and thumb to the root of her son's prick, making him strain up feverishly into the opening of her beckoning hole.
""Ummmm!...Mommm!...Nooo!...We shouldn'ttt!...It's just tooo!... tooo!... Oohhh!...I can'tt!..." Bobby whimpered, searching for words to express his anxiety and confusion.
But as the saying goes..' a hard cock has no conscience!'
Kathleen knew exactly what was going to happen next and she just smiled at her son's fearful timidity. She was looking forward to feeling his big cock stretching her already well fucked hole.
"You don't want to?..Don't want to fuck your mommy?...I think you do!.. I think you're dying for it!... You don't mind sloppy seconds do you baby?..." Kathleen purred. There was a wicked twinkle in her eye as she used her free hand to pull up on the little chain attached to Bobby's nipple. She was forcing him lift up to ease the searing pain in his chest and in lifting up he was nudging his aching tool slightly further into her molten center.
"Nahhhhh!....Ahhhhh!...Oh Nooo!....Oh Goddd!..." Bobby moaned. He was over- whelmed with sensation. He couldn't tear his eyes away from his mother who was watching him with a knowing smile.
There was a fiery agony searing through his chest that was in fact electrifying his groin. The feel of Kathleen's meaty vaginal lips enfolding the end of his cock was staggeringly intense, unbelievably tempting. And finally, the unrelenting pressure of her encircling fingers on the base of his cock was making him thrust up into her, even though he was desperately trying not to.
Still wrenching up on her son's fiery nipple, Kathleen leaned forward letting her perfumed hair cascade into Bobby's face. She moved her mouth to his ear and whispered..."You know you want it!...Do it!...Just slip the head in!...Just a couple of inches!...I'll never tell!..." and at the same time she released the root of his cock from her tightly clasping fingers.
"Ahhhh!...Naahhh!...Ohhhh!...." Bobby squealed, quivering under his mother's loins. With his hands pinned under his ass, his shoulders were quivering with tension. And even though his ability to move was limited, it felt as if he was being drawn up into his mother as if by an irresisitible magnetic force. There was no way he could resist her lewd seduction.
"With a despairing cry...."Oh momm!...I can't!...Ahhh!..." he thrust his loins up with all his strength, driving his engorged tool to the depths of his mother's pussy in one frantic lunge.



"Ummmmm!....That's it!...Give it to me!..." Kathy enthused as Bobby's cock slammed into her unyielding cervix. She let her knees slide further apart and settled down heavily on her son's plundering spear.
"Momm!...Nahhhh!...Ahhhh!...Oh Godddd!..." Bobby cried, his hands sinking frantically into the seat beneath him as his mother's silky tunnel sheathed his tool. He couldn't believe how hot and wet and slippery it was inside her incendiary cunt even with the snug rubber encasing his erection. She was so juicy inside that as he hunched up into her pussy a torrent of sperm streamed out and ran down wetly over his balls and into the crack of his ass.
"Nahhhhh!...Ahhhhhh!...Ahhh!..." he moaned, bucking up into his mother's torrid interior in a frenzied rhythm.
Kathleen beamed down at her feverishly aroused son. He was gasping like a steam engine as he hunched up under her, raising them both up and down at a furious pace in the back seat of the Lexus. She could tell he wasn't going to last long and she was more than willing to help him along. With her eyes burning down into to his she raised up a few inches so that as he fucked her, she could friction the full length of his tool with her swiveling pussy.
"That's it!...Fuck mommy baby!...Fuck her hard!...Unn Hnnn!...Unn Hnn... That's it!..." Kathleen purred as Bobby jack hammered himself into her at about a thousand strokes a minute.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." Bobby cried as the tension in his balls became unbearable.
His thrusting became slower but harder as his come churned for release. There was a loud slapping noise as his loins thrust up into his mother's. His back was arched and he had Kathleen's head jammed up against the roof of the car as he looked up wide eyed into his mother's smiling eyes.
"Are you going to come baby?...Come in mommy's pussy?...Is that what you want?...To come inside me?... " Kathleen taunted, pulling up on the nipple chain again and slowly stretching her son's nipple further and further away from his chest.
The fiery ache shot all the way into Bobby's groin.
Then Kathleen amazed him even more. She lifted up off him, letting him slip from her enticing cunt.
"Nooo!..." Bobby cried in dismay and frustration.
Kathleen merely smiled down at him with an amused grin as she reached down and stripped the condom off his rampant tool. She knew how close he was and she reached down and ringed the root of his cock with her fingers and squeezed hard so that there wouldn't be any accidents. With her eyes burning into her son's she murmured..."I want to feel you sweetheart!... Really feel you!...But you can't come inside of me without the rubber baby!... Promise me you'll pull out before you come!...Please baby!..." Kathy cooed, edging her hips down and once more engulfing his cock crown with her fluttering labia.
Bobby's cock was on a hair trigger. He was so close he had to come. He couldn't stand it. He'd just let her fuck him for a moment and then he'd pull out. He just had to be back inside her, just for a moment so he moaned..."Oh yes mom!...Yes!...Just put it in!... Please put it in!..."
Kathy smiled at her poor son. He was so excited she could make him do anything she wanted at this point. She was looking forward to this. With her eyes smoldering into his she purred..."Yes baby!..." as she released the root of his cock and dropped on him like a stone.
"Yessssss!..." she purred again, tightening up her interior and gripping Bobby's hard-on in a torrid clasp. With her eyes smoldering into his and her lips curled in a knowing smile, she clenched and unclenched on him, milking her son's engorged tool in an irresistible rhythm.
Bobby realized instantly that he had made a mistake. His mother's pussy was twice as hot, twice as wet and twice as exciting without the condom than it had been before she took it off. With her silky cunt rippling around him, his balls knotted up and his shaft expanded that extra little bit that it did just before he came. Kathy felt it and she bore down even harder on his exquisitely sensitive organ.
"Nahhhhh!...Mom!...I can't ...!...Ahhh!....I'm gonna... Wait!... Lift up!...Let me!... Please!..." Bobby pleaded, trying to wriggle out from under his mother's leeching loins.
"Just another second baby!...I'm almost there!...Hold on baby!...Don't come yet!...Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnnn!..." Kathy cooed, writhing even closer to her gasping son. She was eager to feel him erupt inside her. And she didn't have to wait long!
"Phwahhhh!...Nahhhh!...Ahhh!...Ahhh!..." Bobby cried, lunging up frantically into his mother's seething tunnel as his ejaculation ripped through him. His balls hammered so fiercely in his groin it was actually painful.
"Baby?....You're not?...Oh my Godd!...You're not coming inside me are you?..." Kathy cried ingenuously. She looked down at her son in feigned dismay as his big cock spewed furiously inside her.
"Ohhh!...Mom!...I couldn't!...Ahhh!...Nahhh!...Oh my Goddd!...I can't!...Ahhhh!..." Bobby whimpered as his come continued to squirt inside his mother's pussy.
"Ohhh nooo!...You can't!...You promised!....." Kathleen admonished, tipping her pelvis in so she could take her son's searing stream of sperm directly into her womb. His come was spurting into her in a pulsing, fiery torrent.
"Ummmm!...So much come baby!...Oh myyy!.." Kathleen whispered in barely contained excitement, milking him with her well toned interior muscles in time with his ejaculation.
"Ahhh Momm!...Oh Goddd!...I'm so sorry!...Unnn!...Ahhh!...Oh Goddd!..." Bobby whimpered, biting his lower lip and almost crying as he helplessly emptied himself into his mother's irresisitibly leeching loins.
"You're fucking me sweetheart!...Really fucking and coming inside me!... Coming in mommy's pussy!...Is that what you wanted?...Is that what you wanted to do?...Even after I asked you not to?..." Kathleen asked in mock disbelief, as she reached down and unclipped the nipple clamp from Bobby's chest. At the same time she reached behind her with her free hand and gave her son's balls a warm squeeze. She knew she could make him do anything she wanted after this.
"Ahhhhhh!....Nahhhh!...I ...l couldn't help it mom!... Please!... I... tried!... I'm so sorry!!... Naahhh!..." Bobby almost screamed as the dual sensations of the blood pounding into his abused nipple and his mother's hand compressing his nuts made his last spasms convulse his loins with wracking intensity.
"Ummm!...I know you are baby!...I know you didn't mean to!...We can talk about this later!..." Kathleen said with a knowing smile, sitting imperiously on her son's big cock as his orgasm waned and his molten flow slowed to a trickle inside her. Then she gracefully slid herself off her son's now scarlet spear which she regarded with an amused smile.
"Now you better clean yourself up a little..." she said, reaching out and tweaking the end of his cock. She sank her fingernails lightly into his bulging knob and shook his prick like a dog worrying a stick.
"Nahhhh!..." Bobby groaned as a final dribble of come bubbled out under his mother's pincering fingers. Kathleen laid his overworked tool back on his stomach and stroked it gently with the palm of her hand.
"Just give me another minute honey and I'll be right with you!..." Kathleen said, leaning across her son and opening the rear door of the car for him as a suggestion to get out. But before he could move she whispered in his ear...
"And remember, if we see your father, I've been with you the whole time..."
Bobby looked anxiously into his mother's sparkling eyes and murmured..."Yes, mom."
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It was a couple of weeks later. Robert had actually been avoiding his mother as much as possible. After their round of torrid sex in the back of the Lexus, he was terribly conflicted. He had just had the most exciting sexual experience of his life and it had been with his mother. Robert had been amazed to discover his mother was without any moral scruples of any kind. She hadn't hesitated in seducing him and yet, since their brief but unforgettable coupling she had been acting as if nothing had ever happened. Robert on the other hand was a bundle of nerves. It was all he could do to stop himself from begging her for more. But as Kathleen seemed totally oblivious of the sexual tension that was consuming him he found he was better off keeping to himself. He had been out on a couple of dates with his old girlfriend. But with all the hoops she wanted him to jump through just for a quick feel or a few minutes of making out in her basement, he really couldn't be bothered. Mostly he'd just been working late and going home to bed early.
It was a Friday night and again Robert had been over to a friend's house. His dad was out of town and his mother had gone to a dinner dance at the country club with her friend Ellen Shay. Kathleen had let Robert have her car on the condition that he come and pick her up at the club at midnight. Ellen's son was working serving dinner and cleaning up at the dance and Robert was supposed to drive them all home.
Robert arrived pretty much on time. Aaron must have been finished because he was sitting at the table next to Kathleen when Robert arrived. Their table was in a corner next to the dance floor. There weren't too many party goers left, although a handful of people were still dancing. Ellen was sitting opposite his mom, a sly smile creasing her lips as she leaned across the table in avid conversation. Robert noticed that his mom looked great as usual. She was wearing a sleeveless, light green knitted dress with a rolled collar. The dress sheathed her curvaceous figure like a second skin. With her red hair and flashing dark eyes she looked awesome. Robert felt a stirring in his groin just looking at her.
Ellen Shay was one of his mother's best friends. They had been to high school together and had both been cheerleaders for the varsity team. Ellen had always been pretty, if a little mousy looking. But after her husband left her about two years ago, she had changed. She had restyled her hair, her makeup and the way she dressed. After the divorce she had become this blonde bombshell. She had lost her old shyness and had become a very vivacious woman.
Tonight she too was dressed to kill. She was wearing a very snug little black dress with a sculpted neckline that showed a generous amount of cleavage. And Mrs. Shay had no shortage of cleavage. Her high heels and glossy nylons added to her striking appearance. With her pearls and wildly tossed mane of blonde hair she looked like an ad for an expensive whisky.
When she saw Robert approaching their table she said a few more quick words to Kathleen then leaned back and smiled at her friend's son. There were only four chairs at the table and the only vacant one was next to Ellen. That's where Robert sat down.
"Well hello there 'good lookin'! I haven't seen you in a while..." Ellen said to Robert, giving his arm an affectionate squeeze. At the same time she took a long sip of the scotch in front of her. Robert noticed there were quite a few empty glasses at the table.
"Hi Mrs. Shay...Aaron...Hey mom...How's the party?..."
"Hi honey!...Oh we're all having a good time...A very good time... Wouldn't you say so Aaron?...." Kathleen asked. She had an amused expression on her face as she smiled at the young man sitting next to her.
Robert thought the two women were looking at Aaron kind of funny, like they could hardly keep from laughing, while they waited for his response. He also noticed that Aaron looked kind of odd too, but in a different way. He was sitting up very straight at the table, half leaning forward onto his hands which were flat on the table in front of him. There was a fine sheen of perspiration on his brow and his eyes were darting back and forth nervously between Robert's mother and his own. He never even looked at Robert as he stammered in a quavering voice..."Everything is very... ahh... good!..."
"Oh sweetheart!...You always were such a smooth talker!..." Ellen snorted with laughter. Then she turned her attention to Robert and said..."How about takin' your mother's old friend out on the dance floor? I might surprise you..."
Robert had hoped that he would only have to be sociable briefly before everyone was ready to go. He really wasn't much of a dancer. But it seemed like the party wasn't quite over and he didn't want to be rude so he said..."It would be my pleasure!"
As Mrs. Shay moved with him towards the dance floor he noticed she bumped into him a couple of times and he wondered if she might be a little drunk. There was a small corner right near their table where there was room and they started to dance. There was a DJ playing some pretty upbeat Rock & Roll. Ellen put her bare arms in the air above her head and started to gyrate in time with the music. Robert was immediately transfixed by the sight of her creamy breasts bulging out of the scooped neckline of her dress and rippling in time with her movements.
He must have been staring for a few moments when he happened to look up and found Mrs. Shay looking right into his eyes. He immediately started to blush but Ellen just smiled, put her hands behind her back, drew her shoulders and her head back a little, and started flinging her blonde hair around without ever taking her eyes off Robert's. Of course this practiced move made her tits almost burst free of the straining bodice of her dress and Robert's eyes were irresistibly drawn once more to her arousingly displayed chest.
But then suddenly the DJ segued into a slow song, dimming the lights as he did so.
Robert and Ellen hadn't been on the dance floor very long but Robert noticed that there was already a film of sweat glistening on the bare slopes of Ellen's voluptuous breasts.
Robert turned as if to head back to their table but Ellen sidled up to him, biting her lip coyly, with her hands still clasped behind her back.
"I hope you're not done with me yet!..." she murmured, not stopping until her breasts were thrusting warmly into Robert's chest. Then she wrapped her arms around his shoulders, letting her fingertips lightly graze his ear and the back of his neck as she snuggled up against him.
In her high heels Ellen was just as tall as Robert. As she started to dance she turned her head next to his and the sweet scent of her perfume rose up from her hair and enveloped him.
Robert couldn't help himself. He was getting aroused and he certainly didn't want Mrs. Shay to notice. But with her sinewy body and her cushiony breasts shifting against him, his cock was beginning to stiffen and jut out through his pants. He kind of sucked in his stomach in an effort to try and evade Ellen's lightly pressing loins.
"Ahhhh!.. Is Aaron O.K, Mrs. Shay?... He doesn't really seem like himself!..." Robert asked, looking across at his friend as he tried to make small talk with Aaron's mom.
Ellen sniggered when Bobby asked her this. She turned so that she too was looking at her son who was seated nearby. His head was bowed but he periodically looked up quickly towards his mother. He seemed to be listening intently to something Kathleen was saying into his ear.
"He is a little distracted, isn't he?... The dear! ...But that's not surprising I suppose, considering that your mother is jacking him off under the table right now!"
"What!..." Robert squawked, thinking he must have misunderstood the teasing blonde. His eyes widened in amazement as he stared at his mother and Aaron more closely. They were half turned towards each other and sitting very close. Now that he was looking for it, Robert noticed that his mother only had one hand in view. Her right hand, the one next to Aaron, was out of sight under the table. And it looked like her right shoulder was going up and down in an almost indiscernible but rhythmic motion. It was at that moment that Kathleen happened to look over at her son. When she saw him watching her she said something to Aaron whose eyes flashed over anxiously towards his mother and Robert. But he quickly looked away whereas Kathleen made a show of slowly swiping the tip of her tongue across her lips and winking conspiratorially at her son. Robert felt his cock balloon into a full erection at the lurid display his mother was putting on just a few steps away. Ellen could feel it too and she tightened her ass and thrust herself temptingly into Robert's responsive boner.
"Oh my God!..." Robert gasped, at the pressure of Ellen's loins swiveling into his crotch. He was hardly aware that Mrs. Shay had guided them into a little alcove where they could still see their table but were largely shielded from the rest of the room by an array of potted palms.
"Unnnnn!...Mrs. Shay!....What on earth is she doing?...." Robert stammered, having a hard time concentrating as his cock throbbed excitedly against the older woman's tempting loins.
"It's just a little game we used to play in school. Sort of like 'Truth or Dare" but for big girls...I don't see Aaron complaining! " Mrs. Shay said with another laugh as she loosened one arm from around Robert's neck and slipped her hand down over his chest.
Robert looked at the tall blonde in front of him with amazement as she reached down between them and started to trace the outline of his bulging cock with one outstretched finger.
"Don't you want to know what my dare is?...." Ellen asked, her eyes sparkling merrily as she grasped Robert's fly and slowly began to tug it down.
"Mrs. Shay!...Don't!...Someone will see!..." Robert gasped, looking around anxiously as Ellen opened the front of his pants.
"I think we're pretty safe!...And I don't want to loose my bet...Your mother dared me to take it out!...You don't mind, do you baby?..." Ellen purred as she reached in through Bobby's pants and shorts and fisted his turgid erection.
"Oh my Robert!...You've got a nice one!..."
"Oh shitt!...Not here!...You can't!..." Bobby moaned, glancing nervously over at his mother who was looking his way.
But Mrs. Shay had already wrestled his engorged tool out and held it upright between them. She leaned her face close to Robert's, letting her moist lips brush his ear as she started to stroke him. Then she turned towards Kathleen and Robert saw her stick her tongue out at his mother and then smile.
Kathleen returned the favor, sticking her tongue out at her friend and then turned her attention back to Aaron. Robert saw that she was speaking intently to the squirming young man as she hunched her chair even closer to him.
"Oh Goddd!...Mrs. Shay!...Please stop!...You can't do this here!...I mean we can't!... Not here!...We're gonna' get caught!..." Robert whispered as the pre-come started to stream from his pee slit.
Ellen felt it and lengthened her strokes, using the greasy smear to lubricate her palm.
"There's another part to the dare baby!...Can you guess what it is?..." Ellen asked sweetly. She started twisting her closed fist around Bobby's bloated knob on the top of her upstrokes in a searing caress.
"Unnn!...Mrs. Shay!...Easyyy!...Ahhh!...I don't!...I don't know if...!...Careful!...Ohhh!..." Bobby whimpered.
Ellen thought Bobby wanted to say that he was afraid he was going to come. At least that's what she hoped he was trying to say. As she continued her lurid masturbation she raised one nylon sheathed thigh and nudged it up into the young man's responsive balls.
Robert was staring feverishly into Mrs. Shay's eyes. Then he looked over towards his mother. Ellen followed his gaze. They both saw Kathleen pick up her half empty glass of scotch and move it under the table. With a quick glance and a smile at the couple on the dance floor, Robert's mother turned her eyes back to Aaron. She dropped her right shoulder a little and really started flexing it. Aaron's knuckles went white on the table in front of him and suddenly he stiffened up and leaned backwards slightly, his chest heaving. You could just see him shuddering fitfully as a series of spasms wracked him. Kathleen looked back across the dance floor, her eyes hooded and her lips pursed in a smile as she shifted her shoulder more and more slowly. In a couple of moments more she lifted up her scotch glass from under the table. Clearly, the amber scotch was now clouded by a milky fluid. Kathleen stuck out her tongue again at her friend as she raised the glass to her lips and took a slow sip.
Robert had never seen anything so obscene in his life. His cock was seething under Mrs. Shay's skilled fondling and his balls were tightening up into a fiery knot. He didn't want to come like this and he tried frantically to hold it. He raised his hands to Ellen's shoulders and squeezed them hard.
Mrs. Shay had other plans though. She turned her sparkling eyes back on Bobby
"Can you guess what your mother dared me to do now baby?...I'll bet you can!..." she purred, jacking Bobby's cock in an irresistible rhythm.
"Ahhhh!...Nooo!...Yesss!...Goddd!...Mrs. Shay!...I'm gonna!... gonna!..."
"Not on my good dress!..." Ellen said with a wicked smile. She reached down with her free hand and quickly pulled up her little skirt before she slipped that hand back around Bobby's neck. She lifted her knee into Bobby's groin and pressed his bare erection against her stocking top. There was a little metal clasp where her garter attached to her stocking. She opened her palm and laid Bobby's pulsing erection on her thigh so that his tender knob was rubbing across that clasp. Then she jogged her knee gently up and down, rubbing the underside of Bobby's boner with her nylon sheathed leg.
"Unnn Godddd!...Ohh shitt!..." Bobby moaned and grabbed onto Mrs. Shay's waist with both hands. The feel of his fiery flesh gliding against her stocking top while the metal clasp chafed his cock crown was excruciatingly exciting. He tried to stay cool but as Ellen continued to shift her raised knee up into his groin, he couldn't help himself and reflexively started humping against her pressing thigh like a dog in heat.
"Ohhh!...Unnn!..." he whimpered, staring wide eyed at the smiling blonde who was writhing so provocatively against him.
Ellen could feel his arousal and knew she had him on the verge. She pressed his seething tool a little harder into her leg with the palm of her hand to increase the friction. She knew that would do it.
"Come on Bobby!...Come for me baby!...Come on my stockings!... I want to feel it shoot across my leg!... Go on!... Comee!..." she coaxed, leaning closer and darting her tongue wetly into the young man's ear.
That was it for Bobby. His eyes fluttered closed and his mouth opened as if he was going to say something. But there was just this muted little cry of... "Ahhh!..." that came out as his balls kicked and his come erupted in long ropey geysers of sperm across Mrs. Shay's silky stockings.
He stood there shuddering and gasping as his orgasm overwhelmed him.
"Ummm!...That's it!...Oohh!...You're making me all sticky!... Oh yeah!... Umm Hmmm!... It's a good one isn't it baby?... " Ellen teased, her eyes dancing merrily as Bobby's straining tool throbbed beneath her pressing hand.
"It's!...It's!...Oh Goddd!..." the shuddering young man gasped as his balls convulsed and his come streamed over the tall blonde's thigh.
Ellen smiled contentedly to feel Bobby's big cock twitching under her hand, his juice soaking her loins as he dumped his load on her leg. She turned her head slightly to the side and stuck out her tongue again at Bobby's mother.
Bobby felt as if all the air had been sucked out of his lungs as his orgasm eventually started to wane. His knees felt wobbly and he was so embarrassed he could hardly look at Mrs. Shay or his mother as the last of his come dribbled out under Ellen's relentlessly coaxing palm.
"Ummmm!....So much come sweetheart!...My panties are soaked!... What is your mother going to say?..." the sultry blonde purred as she stripped her hand to the root of Bobby's cock and slowly squeezed up his length like she was trying to get the last of the toothpaste from the tube.
"Ahhh!...Jeez!...Mrs. Shay!...You're not going to say anything are you?..." Bobby groaned as his balls lurched feebly and a final dribble of come seeped out of his gaping pee slit. He still held onto Ellen's waist for support. His orgasm had been so overwhelming that he was afraid his knees might fold if he let go.
Before Ellen could reply, the lights started to come up and the DJ started thanking everyone and telling them to drive safe. She smiled as young Robert wobbled against her, steadying himself and blinking like a sleepwalker awakening. She deftly wiggled his greasy prick back into his pants. Then she wiped her gooey palm against his shirt and straightened herself up. She linked her arm in Robert's and steered him the few short steps back to the table.
When they were standing above Kathleen and Aaron, Ellen said..." Did you two miss us?..."
"Oh we managed to amuse ourselves didn't we Aaron?..." Kathleen responded, her eyes smiling into her friend's as she took another sip of her creamy scotch.
"Oh Geez!...I can't believe it!..." Aaron mumbled to himself, without even raising his eyes to look at anyone else. Kathleen smiled with amusement at the plainly dazed young man beside her. Then she smiled at Ellen and said...
"How about you two?..."
"Why Kathleen Sheridan!...You never told me what a wonderful dancer your son is!..." Ellen said.
"I'm only sorry the music has ended. ...Aren't you Bobby?... You seemed like you were really getting into it out there?..."
Since Robert was nervously looking back towards the dance floor to see if anyone was watching them, Ellen flipped her skirt up and flashed her friend a quick peek at her cummy stocking tops.
"Oh yeah!...I was!...I definitely was!..." Robert replied looking back shyly at Mrs. Shay and then at his mother.
Kathleen looked into her son's eyes with a sly smirk . Bobby was clearly mortified and he felt the blood infuse his cheeks under his mother's knowing gaze. He quickly turned his eyes away from hers.
"It looks like you've been taking advantage of my little boy Kathy!... He seems positively frazzled!..." Ellen said with a broad smile at her friend... "I think we better get these two home!..."
"They do seem kind of used up don't they?... And they talk about the resilience of youth!... Well it looks like things are wrapping up here anyway. Bobby...are you still good to drive?..."
"What?...Oh drive!...Yeah sure!..." Bobby said as everyone started to get to their feet.
"And Ellen. You haven't forgotten about our little dare have you?..."
At this remark he two boys both looked up nervously at the smiling older women and then at each other. Ellen and Kathleen's eyes looked backed lustily at each of their son's as Ellen replied..."You know I'm up for anything!...Now why don't you two boys go get the car while Kathy and I make a quick detour to the washroom... My hands are a little sticky. ..We'll meet you out in front."
The two boys headed out to the parking lot. They were both too caught up in their own thoughts to start a conversation although at one point Aaron did say to Bobby..."Man, your mom is something else!.."
Bobby wasn't about to argue.
It was a cool night and both women were wearing light topcoats when they came out of the club. The boys were sitting out front with the car idling, Bobby in the front and Aaron in the back. Bobby was a little surprised when Mrs. Shay got into the car up front with him while his mother got in back with Aaron. He couldn't help but notice that a whole lot of Mrs. Shay's curvaceous, nylon sheathed legs were visible below the hem of her little coat. As Bobby pulled away from the club Mrs. Shay scooted over into the middle of the seat. She reached out and playfully took his right hand off the steering wheel.



"I was hoping you and your mom would stop by for a night cap. It's not late and I'm sure you boys will get a second wind..." she said with a calculating smile. She slipped Bobby's hand up under her coat and onto her nylon sheathed thigh. She left it there as she then reached out and touched the back of Bobby's neck, her fingers lazily drifting around his neck and his ear.
Bobby's hand trembled against Mrs. Shay's stocking top. He wasn't sure he should but he hesitantly moved his hand a little higher up under Mrs. Shay's parted coat. Her little dress must have been hiked up pretty high beneath her coat because nothing impeded his hand as he nervously inched it over her stocking top and onto the warmth of her bare upper thigh. His eyes were darting back and forth from the road to Mrs. Shay's smiling face as his excitement grew. He couldn't believe that his mother's friend was coming onto him like this but what else could he think as Mrs. Shay allowed her legs to part invitingly under his questing hand.
There were quiet murmurings coming from the back seat, mostly from Bobby's mom.
Then there was a throaty..."Mmmm!..." from Kathy followed by..."Oh yeah!... I think Aaron's up for it!..."
"How about you Bobby?... Are you up for it?..." Ellen asked as she raised her left leg slightly so that Bobby's hand slipped into the vee at the top of her loins.
"Oh my Goddd!..." Bobby groaned as the edge of his hand grazed the center of Mrs. Shay's hidden crotch. She wasn't wearing any panties and Bobby could clearly feel her moist pussy nudging against the side of his hand. He started to turn his wrist to feel more but Ellen slammed her legs together trapping his hand in the vice like clamp of her thighs.
"Not so fast handsome!...Now pay attention to the road!..." she murmured as she moved her hand from Bobby's neck, down his chest, over his belt and onto the bulging lump that was his cock. She fisted him through his pants and gave his erection a lingering squeeze. She turned to her friend and her son in the back seat for a moment.
"Are you O.K. baby?... Mrs. Sheridan isn't taking advantage of you is she?..."
There was some incoherent groaning and gasping from the back seat in reply and Ellen chuckled with amusement.
"Honestly Kathy!... Where is your decorum?...Your sense of place?..."
Without expecting a reply, Ellen turned back to Bobby, continuing to massage his cock with just enough pressure to inflame his arousal. She didn't want him too excited yet. She knew just how quick these young men could be and she had other things in mind for her best friend's son.
"You've definitely grown since the last time we were all out together sweetheart!.. I'm really looking forward to that night cap, aren't you?..." Ellen teased, writhing her cunt seductively on Bobby's trapped hand as she deftly manipulated his hard-on.
Bobby was squirming in arousal under Mrs. Shay's lewd fondling. He didn't say anything in response to her question. He was afraid that if he opened his mouth his mother would hear the excitement in his voice.
Bobby had no idea how he did it but in a few minutes more he was driving his mother's station wagon into the Shay's driveway. He turned off the ignition and then looked anxiously at the smiling blonde sitting next to him. Ellen gave his throbbing tool one more lingering squeeze before she released it. She opened her thighs and pulled his hand out from under her coat. Then she reached back into Bobby's groin and gave his drum taut testicles a tantalizing twist.
"Ahhhh!...." he gasped in excitement, rising up behind the steering wheel on top of Ellen's firmly clutching hand. He had a brief glimpse of his mother and Aaron in the back seat in some kind of tangled embrace but he couldn't keep his eyes off the sultry blonde sitting next to him.
After a long moment during which time she luridly kneaded his nuts, Ellen said... "Well?..."
Bobby looked at Mrs. Shay in a fog of lust, with no idea of what she wanted.
"Aren't you going to open the door for me?..." she asked sweetly, giving his balls one final sharp turn.
"Nahhh!...Sure!..." Bobby yelped, reaching around distractedly, searching for the door handle.
Ellen turned to the couple in the back seat.
"All right you two!... Break it up!... Kathleen!... How could you!... And you young man!... I'm surprised at you!...Honestly!..." she cried in feigned outrage. She gave Kathy a conspiratorial wink as Bobby managed to make his way to the passenger side and opened her door.
Ellen gracefully emerged and they waited for the two in the back seat to get out. Once Kathy and Aaron were out of the car, Ellen grabbed her friend's arm and headed up the walkway, talking animatedly in her ear while glancing back with a knowing leer at the two dazed young men who followed a couple of steps behind.
Once they were in the house, everyone headed to the kitchen. Without even taking off their coats, the two girls went straight to the bar where they poured four healthy glasses of scotch. Kathleen handed one to Aaron while Ellen handed one to Bobby.
"To every mother's son and keeping family close!..." Ellen said, taking a sip from her drink, as did Kathy and the two boys. Bobby coughed a little, not being used to the hard liquor.
"To the husbands who aren't here tonight! ...To hell with them!..." Kathy said her eyes smoldering into Aaron's as she took another sip of scotch. The two boys looked at each other nervously as they too drank a little more.
Without putting down her drink, Kathy reached out and took Aaron's hand and pulled him towards the door.
"We're going to get a little more comfortable by the fireplace... You two don't mind giving us a few minutes, do you?...'
With a sly smile at her son, she said..."Bobby, I'm sure Ellen will keep you entertained!"
And with that she led Aaron out towards the den where the gas fireplace was burning.
Aaron took another sip of the fiery scotch as he anxiously looked at Mrs. Shay.
The tall blonde watched the jittery young man in front of her for a moment with a calculating gaze. Then she put down her scotch, reached over and dimmed the lights in the kitchen. She reached for the little purse she had put down on the bar when they had come in and pulled out her lipstick. Without taking her eyes from Bobby's she began to put a moist sheen of scarlet gloss on her lips.
"Relax honey!... Don't look so nervous!... I'm not going to eat you!..." she purred, pursing her lips provocatively once she finished applying her lipstick. Then she slowly began undoing the buttons of her topcoat. In a moment it was undone and Ellen opened the garment by placing her hands on her hips and spreading her legs apart.
"Oh my God Mrs Shay!...You're...you're...incredible!..." Bobby stammered, his excitement soaring at the wanton spectacle in front of him.
Mrs. Shay didn't have her dress on underneath her little coat. She must have left it at the country club. She was only wearing a tiny black satin bra that barely contained her massive breasts. Beneath that she had on her garter belt, smoky nylons, stiletto heels and no panties. Her black suspenders framed her rounded mons and the wispy blonde fuzz that shadowed it. Her swollen pink labia were peeking out temptingly at the junction of her parted thighs. Bobby was mesmerized by Ellen's lurid display.
She smiled to see Bobby's cock straining once more against the front of his pants.
"Do you think so sweetheart?...Think I'm incredible! ... Do you really?..." Ellen teased as she sidled up to the gaping young man. Her bra encased tits rippled thrillingly on her broad chest with every step she took.
"Oh Geez!... Yeah!...I can't believe it!..." Bobby stammered. His hands reaching out reflexively to grasp those enticing globes.
"Ah!...No touching!...Not yet!...Not until you show me!..." Ellen said, batting Bobby's hands aside. She unbuckled his pants and pushed them and his shorts down until they dropped into a puddle at his feet. His exposed erection waved around madly from his groin like a flag pole in a high wind. Ellen snared it in her little fist and gave it a squeeze just below his swollen knob.
"What?...Oh man!...I don't...?... What can I show you?..." Bobby squeaked, his hands fluttering nervously at his sides as Ellen tested his rigidity with her pressing fingers. He was so hard his cock felt like a steel bar covered by a taut rubber membrane. She was very pleased by his unyielding stiffness.
"Show me how incredible I am!..." Ellen murmured, leaning closer so that her steamy curves were almost pressing against the young man squirming in front of her.
Bobby looked back into her sparkling eyes in mute incomprehension. He was struggling not to start hunching his hard-on into Ellen's provocatively pressing hand. His balls were lurching with excitement but he was pretty sure she didn't mean she wanted him coming on her thigh again. What did she want?
But Ellen was going to make it easy for him. She released his cock and grabbed the front of his shirt by his neck.
"Eat me!..." she said with a broad grin, pulling down on Bobby's shirt front.
Bobby hesitated, not because he was unwilling but because Mrs. Shay's demand was so unexpected. He had tried oral sex with a couple of girls before but he really hadn't known what he was doing. He had been shy and they had been shy and after, the girls seemed embarrassed and he hadn't known what to say. He really didn't have any idea if it had been any good for them or not.
But Ellen Shay wasn't shy. She forced Bobby down onto his knees in front of her. He was suddenly face to face with her naked pussy. Ellen bent her knees slightly and with her free hand reached in and parted her labia with two fingers.
"Eat me!..." she instructed again, looking down over her looming breasts into Bobby's upturned eyes. She snaked her other hand behind Bobby's head and jammed his face into her crotch.
Bobby looked up in wide eyed amazement into Ellen's wickedly sparkling eyes as she settled her silky slit on the bridge of his nose. He clasped her ass in his hands, parted his lips and made a tentative swipe with his tongue through her greasy slit. Ellen shivered appreciatively and shimmied down a little more heavily onto his outstretched tongue.
"Mmm Hmm!...That's it!!...Do that some more!...Go on sweetheart!..."
Bobby began nodding his head up and down, extending his tongue further as he grew bolder, licking the buttered biscuit between Mrs. Shay's taut thighs with growing enthusiasm. His naked erection was throbbing with his own arousal.
"Mmmmmf!...Nuhhhhh!...Mmmmmm!..." he moaned gutturally under the crouching blonde's seething cunt.
"Ohhh yeah!...You nasty boy!...Umm Hmm!...Slip a couple of fingers in!...Go on!...." Ellen urged, swinging one leg over Bobby's shoulder so that she was semi straddling him.
When Ellen stepped over his face Bobby could no longer see her sparkling eyes or the swaying underside of her satin encased breasts. All he could see was the wispy blonde hair of her bush as she mashed her juicy cunt into his mouth. He took one hand off her ass and put two fingers inside her steamy tunnel. With his other hand he held on for dear life.
"Ahhh...Shittt!...That's it!...Not too far!... Right there!... Umm Hmmm!... Keep using your tongue!... Around my clit!...That's it!... No!... Just around it!... In Circles!...Oh Goodd!... Unn Hnn!... That's so good baby!... Umm Hmmm!...Yeah!... Keep...keep doing that!... Scissor your fingers back and forth!...Oh Goddd!... Don't stop!... Just...just like that!... Umm Hmmm!...Make me come!..." Ellen moaned as Bobby slaved away under her heaving loins.
She could feel an orgasm building as her young lover toiled away between her parted thighs. She gracefully stepped across his other shoulder so that she was completely straddling his face. Bobby had to drop his free hand behind him to keep from falling over backwards. But Ellen slammed her muscular thighs on his ears to keep him upright. She took his head in both her hands stuffing his face deep into her smoldering crotch. She threw her head back, bent her knees further and began to ride him with feral intensity.
"That's it!...Unn Hnn!...Unnn Hnn!...Unn Hnnn!..."
Bobby couldn't breathe. His nose and mouth were completely engulfed by Mrs. Shay's gaping vulva.
"Ummmfff!...Gahhh!..." he gasped. Her juices were streaming into his mouth and over his face. He was sure she was going to break his nose with her pummeling loins. He turned and twisted beneath her, frantically trying to escape for some air. But he was bent backwards so awkwardly he couldn't get free.
"Ahhh!...That's it!...Unn Hnn!...Almost...Almost there!..." Ellen groaned, loving the way Bobby's frantically twisting head was rubbing her groin.
The breathless young man desperately focused on the center of her swiveling pussy, attacking her loins with a slavering tongue.
"Ohhhhh!....Godddd!..." Ellen whimpered, stiffening up frantically as her orgasm erupted. Her thighs were quivering with tension and Bobby thought the gasping blonde was going to crush his head like an overripe grape. Mrs. Shay's rippling cunt was actually pulling his outstretched tongue deeper into her seething center.
"Unnnn!...Shitttt!..." she gasped, her vaginal contractions coming harder and harder. There were white stars popping behind Bobby's eyes as Ellen smothered him beneath her spasming loins. It seemed like eons that she stood there above him, twitching and groaning like she was being electrocuted. Bobby was on the edge of passing out. And then...
"Oh Godddd!...Enough!..." she moaned, relaxing the python like grip she had on Bobby's head, and pushing him away from her sodden snatch. Her orgasm was starting to diminish and she was just too sensitive to stand any more of his tongue's desperate flailing.
Bobby was barely able to catch himself with his two hands behind him as he toppled backwards from between Ellen's opened legs. He wheezed desperately for air for a few long moments before he finally started to regain his equilibrium.
When he finally looked up, the first thing he saw was the underside of Mrs. Shay's swaying tits and above that her sultry smile and hooded eyes as she looked down at him. He realized that she was looking into his crotch and he glanced down and was amazed to see that his cock was still fully engorged and straining from his loins. His already scarlet cheeks grew even redder as he looked back up at the tall temptress towering over him.
"You are so bad!..." she said, as she finally removed the little coat she had never taken off and tossed it on to a kitchen counter. She turned back and with her hands on her hips, she regarded the young man crouching in front of her with sparkling eyes. Bobby was mesmerized by the sight of the nearly naked blonde standing over him.
"That big cock of yours is going to get you into a lot of trouble!!...Now let's go see what your mother and my son are up to!...Come on!..." Ellen coaxed, holding her hand out to him as she waited for the dazed young man to gather himself. When he was on his feet, Ellen pursed her lips with amusement and took his steely tool in her fist. Giving his erection a meaningful squeeze she leaned close to his ear and purred...
"When I'm finished with this you won't be able to sit down for a week!..."
Then she turned and led him towards the den by his cock, pulling him along like he was on a leash. Bobby shuffled along obediently behind her.
When they got to the den Ellen stopped in the doorway. Bobby couldn't see into the firelit room very well.
"I thought I'd find you up to your old tricks Kathleen Sheridan! Why am I not surprised to find my son with his pants off and you on your knees in front of him!..."
Bobby was staggered by this remark as he looked more closely at the scene in front of him. It was true. Aaron was sort of slumped down on the couch in front of the fireplace with Bobby's mom kneeling between his legs. Aaron was sporting an impressive erection of his own that was jutting up from his groin at about a forty five degree angle. Kathleen's little green dress was hiked up around her waist and she was leaning towards the young man in front of her, her hands massaging his upper thighs.
When Ellen spoke Aaaron lurched upright and started squirming around awkwardly, looking at his mom with guilty eyes. Kathleen calmly reached into his groin with one hand and closed it around the middle of his engorged shaft. She shifted a little closer to Aaron, planted her other hand in the middle of Aaron's chest and firmly pushed him back down in front of her on the couch. She turned her dancing eyes to Ellen and Bobby and said.
"That doesn't look like a ham sandwich in your hand!... What have you two been up to?..."
Ellen turned to look at Bobby who she was still holding close to her by his stiff tool. She gave it an excruciating squeeze that made Bobby suck in his breath. With her eyes smoldering into his she replied...
"I'll admit I've been a terrible flirt with your son Kathleen!... But it doesn't look like you've exactly been underachieving in the 'cock tease' department yourself!..." Ellen said with a smile as she pulled Bobby across the room. She guided him towards the big armchair next to the fireplace that was half turned towards the couch. Without releasing his rigid penis she pushed him backwards into the overstuffed chair. Then she slowly sank to her knees, pressed his legs apart and made herself comfortable in front of him. She ran her fist up his shaft and idly began to polish the top of his knob with the ball of her thumb.
"Ohhhhh!..." Bobby couldn't help but groan as his pre-come immediately began to seep from his gaping pee slit in response to Mrs. Shay's deft fondling.
Ellen turned to look over her shoulder at Kathleen.
"Do you remember that time when we went to that dance with the Thompson twins in first year. You thought they were pretty hot because they played football. It was late and we wound up in their basement with just their mother upstairs asleep. Remember how you were pissed off because Shawn was hitting on Linda Hackett all night so you decided we should double team them."
"Oh yeah! I remember that night!" Kathleen said, without taking her eyes from Aaron's. She was gently jogging her fist at the root of his cock as she reached in with her other hand and gave his balls a luxurious squeeze.
"Aaahhhh!...." Aaron sighed, looking nervously over towards his mother and Bobby for a second before slumping down a little further in response to the red-head's two handed fondling. His erection had lost some of its stiffness when his mother walked in on them. Kathleen smiled to feel it grow fully rigid once more in her coaxing hand. He was as hard as a billy club!
"And you were pissed because Danny kept mooning over Brenda Lunny who he'd just broken up with and then she turned up at the dance with that Fred...Fred... what was his name?"
"Fred O'Hara! Now he was a proper dweeb! But remember the little contest we had with Shawn and Danny after? That was a lot of fun! And I don't think these boys are going to complain. Do you?"
Kathleen regarded Aaron with a long calculating look before she answered.
"All right! ...You're on!... I'll go first!..."
And then speaking to Aaron she said..."You like blow jobs don't you baby?..."
"Unnn!...Sure!..." the wide eyed young man answered.
"Well why don't you relax and enjoy this one!... Now I want you to sit on your hands and let me do the work!..."
Aaron looked at Mrs. Sheridan nervously but did as he was told, putting his hands beneath him.
"That's a good boy!...I'll let you know when it's O.K. to come!...You tell me if you can't hold it!..." she purred, as she leaned into Aaron's lap and siphoned his cock crown between her puckered lips.



"But, what?...Ahhh!...What?....Oh my Godddd!....Ahhh!..." Aaron gasped, his legs stiffening up and flopping open even wider as Kathleen proceeded with her lurid cocksucking.
Bobby couldn't believe the excitement that seared his groin as he watched his mother go down on his friend. He couldn't believe she would do anything like this in front of him. But she would and she was and she was doing it very well judging by Aaron's rapidly escalating breathing and the way he was bucking up spastically into Kathleen's leeching suck. Bobby's balls were growing drum taut in his groin with his own arousal as he watched his mother's lewd performance.
Ellen smiled to feel to Bobby's pre-come trickling even faster under her relentlessly teasing thumb.
"Unnn!....Oh my Goddd!...Mrs. Shay!... I...I don't know if I can... how long I can... Ohhh!...you know... hold it!... Ahhh!... Is that what you want?.... Naaa!...to make me come first?..." Bobby whispered, as he helplessly began to hunch up into Ellen's gently encircling fist.
Ellen smiled at Bobby's anxious question and gave his cock crown another couple of devastating swipes with her thumb. When she had him whimpering with arousal she moved her grip to the base of shaft and squeezed him hard so he'd cool off a little bit.
"No silly! ...How much fun would that be! ...We'll let you know when you can come!...Now I want you to sit on your hands too, then watch your mother!..."
Bobby hesitantly slipped his hands under his butt.
"That's it!...Now scooch down a little further so I can get at all the good parts!..."
Bobby did and then he turned his fevered gaze back towards his mother just in time to see her straighten her back and her neck as she leaned in over Aaron's lap. Putting both her hands on his thighs, she bent forward at the waist, her ovalled lips descending around Aaron's swollen shaft until she had it all except the last two inches.
"Unnn!....Unnnn!...Mrs. Sheridan!...That's so...Ahhhh!..."
Bobby could see his mother's nostrils flare as she took a couple of deep breaths, then she forced her face even further down until she had taken all of Aaron's throbbing length. She must have had the end of his cock down her throat. Her lips parted slightly and she began to choke and gag but she didn't raise her head.
"Phwahhh!...That's!...That's!... Ahhh!....I'm...I'm gonna!... gonna'!... Ahhh!..." Aaron stammered, throwing his head back as he too gasped for air. The way he had been made to sit on his hands made his shoulders and thighs tremble as he strained upwards under Kathleen's lurid suck.
The skilled seductress held that pose for a long time, her face buried in Aaron's crotch. She continued to cough and wretch over his buried tool as a growing pool of saliva and pre-come streamed into his crotch. She knew the hard contractions of her throat on his sensitive knob would be excruciatingly exciting. And Aaron's frantic thrashing on the couch proved that she knew exactly what she was doing. Finally her head bobbed up and off his gleaming tool as she panted for breath.
Her lipstick was smeared and her mascara was wet with tears but she turned and smiled smugly at Ellen and her son. "My God Ellen!...He's going to choke me to death with that big thing!..." she panted.
Kathleen too reached in to ring the root of Aaron's shaft with her fingers and clasp it in a vice like squeeze.
"Your turn!..." she said to her friend in a gravelly voice.
Ellen turned her full attention to the young man in front of her.
"I could never go down on a cock like your mother can sweetheart! ...But don't worry!... I have one or two tricks of my own!..." she purred, tossing her blonde hair back so she could have a clear shot at Bobby's boner.
She licked her crimson lips slowly so that they gleamed. Then she pulled his resisting erection towards her until it was almost pointing at her mouth. She knew that she was hurting him a little by forcing his prick so upright but she wanted him to have that aching tension in his groin. Then she slipped her mouth over the end of his cock. She put her tongue to work on that tender spot on the cleft of his mushroom shaped knob, licking at it with wet, quick flicks of her tongue like a cat drinking water from a bowl.
"Ahhhhh!...Oh Godddd!...Nahhh!..." Bobby moaned in response to Ellen's lurid teasing.
"Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!..." the blonde encouraged, humming seductively, knowing just how arousing the vibration of her mouth on Bobby's cock would be.
"Oh shit!...." he cried loudly, his thighs starting to open and close reflexively as his excitement soared.
Ellen continued her skilled teasing for a moment longer then she backed off of Bobby's cock with a lewd, wet slurp. His crimson shaft was visibly throbbing above her tightly encircling fist.
"Did you enjoy that sweetheart?...Do you want some more?..." she asked with a knowing smile.
"Oh God Mrs. Shay!...Ellen!...That's so good!...Don't stop!..." the young man whimpered.
"Oh I'm not going to stop!...Don't worry!...In fact I think I know a little something else that you'll enjoy!..." Ellen teased. She held up her left hand and closed her fingers into a fist, except for her index finger which she kept extended in a rude gesture.
Bobby looked uncomprehendingly at the big diamond ring that sparkled on Mrs. Shay's outstretched finger.
"Oh Ellen!...I don't think he'll like that!..." Kathleen said with mock concern.
Ellen cast a quick glance over at her friend who was watching her with amusement.
"Don't worry mom!...I'll be gentle!..."
Then turning back to Bobby she said..."You don't mind if auntie Ellen shoves her finger up your ass while she sucks your cock, do you baby?..."
Bobby looked back down at the blonde kneeling between his legs in confusion as she slowly dragged her finger up the inside of his thigh towards his exposed ass crack. He didn't want her to know he didn't know an awful lot about what men and women did together. No one had ever put their finger up his ass before. It sounded incredibly dirty and he imagined it must hurt. Still he didn't want to look like a wimp so he said...
"Sure!...O.K.!...I guess!..."
"Don't look so scared baby!...When I'm done with you you'll be barking for it like a dog!..." Ellen giggled as she twisted her sharp fingernail against Bobby's taut anus.
"Ohhhhh!...." he yelped as Mrs. Shay breached his nether hole with her fingertip and slipped it up him to the first knuckle. His sphincter clamped down frantically on her intruding digit.
"Ohhh!...This is going to be fun!..." she purred.
"Ellen you're such a slut!...Now while you've been teasing my son, poor Aaron here has been suffering with these giant blue balls and that's not fair!..." Kathy said. And it was true. The way she was squeezing Aaron's shaft, both his cock and his balls were bulging hugely, vividly crimson above and below the ring of her encircling fingers.
"Oh poor baby!..." Ellen sympathized with a puckering moo at her son.
"Well let's go then! ...And may the best mom win!...Now boys...all you have to do is tell us when you're going to come!...And none of that whiny whimpering either!...Really tell us!...O.K.?.."
"Umm Hmm!...Ahhh!....Yes!...O.K.!..." both boys stammered together.
And with that Ellen turned her eyes back towards Bobby as she lowered her face back into his groin. Without turning her head to look she said..."And Katey...no cheating!..." while at the same time swiftly thrusting her intruding digit all the way up Bobby's surprised anus.
"Phwahhh!..." he cried lifting himself up from the couch with his own hands, rising up ahead of Mrs. Shay's plundering finger. He was shocked as the lewd temptress carelessly plugged his virgin rectum with her skewering finger. Ellen smiled at his anxious squealing as she took Bobby's angry cock crown back into her mouth.
At the same time Kathleen leaned in over Aaron's livid tool and enveloped him with her lips. Without taking her eyes from his she once again descended the length of his shaft.
The two girls kept a tight grip on the base of the two boys' cocks to make sure they didn't come before both women were ready.
Bobby couldn't tear his eyes away from the sultry blonde that was crouched in front of him. Ellen returned his gaze as she once more set her flailing tongue to work on the underside of his knob. At the same time she started rotating her deeply imbedded finger up his ass, knowing that as she was doing so she was scratching his puckered anus with her diamond.
"Naaaa!...Ahhhh!...." Bobby cried, writhing feverishly as Ellen worked him over. His asshole was on fire as she shamelessly fucked it with her finger. It was both uncomfortable and yet arousing in a lurid, unspeakable kind of way. He found himself clenching down on her goading finger, moaning in response to her sordid fondling. And at the same time he was getting the blow job of his life.
He was faintly aware that there was a upsurge of choking and gagging noises coming from Aaron's lap and a corresponding rise in whimpers and cries from him as Kathleen treated him to more of her expert deep throating.
Ellen let Bobby's knob slurp noisily from her lips as she twisted her outstretched finger a little deeper, looking for his prostate.
"Ummm!...I know it's...it's... right about...Ahhh!...There it is!... Yess!... How does that feel?..." the sultry blonde chuckled as she gouged her hard edged fingernail into that sensitive node. She knew that the steady pressure of her finger against Bobby's prostate would cause a reflexive seminal discharge that was like an orgasm, but wasn't really. The pre-come immediately began to stream from his pee slit in a deluge despite the stranglehold she had on the root of his cock.
"Wahhhhh!...It's!...Ahhh!.....I'm...I'm comingggg!...." Bobby cried in dismay, hunching up frantically on top of Ellen's jabbing finger. To him it felt exactly like he was coming even though his testicles had not yet released. And in a moment he realized it. His balls were lurching in an agony of excitement, aching for a release that Mrs. Shay was refusing with her tautly gripping fingers.
"You're not coming yet baby!...But you will be!..." Ellen promised as she went back to siphoning his knob. And still she continued to massage his prostate with her devilishly prodding finger.
"Nahhhh!...Mrs. Sheridan!...Gottta' come!... Please!... Please let me come!..." Aaaron bawled from the other couch.
Kathleen answered with a series of guttural..."Unn Hnn...Unn Hnn...Unn Hnn's..." as she backed off Aaron's pounding cock. Keeping just his cock crown in her mouth she had enough room to start briskly masturbating his exposed shaft while still keeping a choke hold on the root of his tool.
And in the armchair, Bobby's legs shot out on either side of the blonde kneeling between them as he frantically hunched upwards again and again under her lurid fondling.
"Nahhh!...Oh Goddd!....Please!...Pleaseeee!..." he bellowed as his balls knotted up for release.
That was the kind of excitement that was music to Ellen'' ears. She quickly pulled her finger out of Bobby's asshole then jammed it back in with another one beside it to stretch his well reamed rectum even further. At the same time she released the pressure of her fingers at the base of his cock as she lifted her mouth form his knob and purred...
"Come on!....Come for me!...Come for me!..."
"Phwahhhhh!...." Bobby literally screamed as his testicles convulsed and a fiery deluge of sperm erupted from his cock in rapid fire bursts.
And then...
"Nahhhhhh!....Yes!...Yesssss!...." Aaron screamed as he too started to ejaculate, long, stringy geysers of sperm that arced over Kathleen's shoulder.
The two women smiled in each other's direction before turning back to the young men orgasming in front of them. The boys were both still in the midst of their first spasms when the women again gripped the base of their shafts and choked them off in mid flow.
"Wahhhh!...Ahhhh!...Whattt!....Nooo!...Pleaseee!...' Bobby wailed looking down at Ellen in shocked astonishment. Now his balls were really convulsing as she pitilessly held his seething sperm in check. He fought to get his hands out from under his ass, but Ellen leaned heavily on his wide spread legs and effectively pinned him to the chair.
"Ahhhhh!...Nooo!...Please!...Goddd!...Let go!... Let me come!..." Aaron pleaded amidst his futile struggles as Kathleen too held back his searing ejaculation.
The living room echoed with the two boys' gasping entreaties. Ellen and Kathleen both knew that they could do some real damage if they allowed the boys sperm back-up to build for too long. They let the boys squirm and beg for it for a little while longer. Then they both once again relaxed their painfully squeezing fingers.
"Phwahhhh!...Goddd!....Ohhh!..." the boys' cried as their knotted balls convulsed even more frantically than before and their come spurted towards the fireplace in arcing streams.
Ellen added to Bobby's relief and excitement by giving her interwined fingers another vigorous thrust against his sensitive prostate.
"Wooff!...Ohhh!....Ohhh!..." Bobby howled, twitching and bucking as Ellen turned his throbbing cock towards her face. The next blast of his come erupted in a long, greasy trail across her chin that ended high on her cheek and in her hair. The following shots followed the same trajectory but in diminishing arcs. Ellen's face was soon coated with Bobby's viscuous goo.
Aaron too cried and whimpered as his orgasm swept through his loins.
"Come on baby!...Shoot it!...Come!...Unn Hnn!...Give it to me!...Unn Hnnn!...That's it!...That's it!..." the two women enthused as the boys' cocks spasmed frantically in their wringing hands. Soon the room began to smell strongly of sex and sweat.
"Ummm!...So much come!...All of it lover!.. I want it all!..." Ellen and Kathleen encouraged as they masturbated their boys' twin towers with practiced skill, coaxing out every drop of sperm from the young men's now aching testicles.
"Ahhh!...Nahhhh!...Unnn!..." Bobby and Aaron moaned as their streams of come turned to spurts and their spurts turned to trickles and finally the trickles turned to airy little froths of sperm bubbling over the women's milking hands.
It was only a little while longer before the two boys were slumped in their seats, still gasping and periodically twitching as the two women tirelessly masturbated their now dwindling erections.
"Unn!...Stopp!...Please!...No More!..." Aaron whimpered pitifully as Kathleen relentlessly stroked his meat.
"Godddd!...Mrs. Shay!...Don't!...You've got it all!..." Bobby groaned as Ellen pumped his cringing tool.
"I know!..." she purred as she finally stopped fondling him. She slowly wiped her come smeared face with her palm without ever taking her smoldering eyes from Bobby's. Finally she wiped her slimy hand on his stomach and stood up and looked over at her friend..
"It looks like you win this one!" Kathleen said with a bright smile at her friend.
"Why?...How?...What did she do?..." Bobby asked in bewilderment.
Ellen turned back to the sprawling young man in front of her and said..."You were the first to bark baby!... That means I win!..."
"Remember the Thompson twins?" Ellen continued.
"Yeah! They were screaming so loud when we finally let them come that their mother came down to find out what was going on. She was some pissed off when she walked in and found us spray painting the furniture. I think she grounded them for what... a month?"
"It was at least a month. What a couple of dicks!..." Kathleen said, her eyes sparkling merrily as she stood up in front of Aaron and smoothed her snug little dress back down over her hips.
"And speaking of dicks..." Kathleen said as she moved over to stand in front of her son.
"I know two boys who have had a busy evening and I think it's time I got this one home to bed!..." the sultry red head said, her eyes staring down into Bobby's as she wiped her greasy chin with the back of her hand.
Ellen looked at her friend with an amused smile for a moment before she turned her attention to her own son.
"Why don't you go take a shower sweetheart. Then mom will come up and tuck you in."
Then she looked back at Kathleen.
"I know it's getting late and I'm sure you're going but...Double or nothing once you get home?...We'll check the score in the morning?..." she asked.
Kathleen continued to regard her son with hooded eyes as she responded... "Definitely!..."
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Danny Flynn was pretty nervous about meeting Joan's parents. He was in his junior year and Joan was in her senior year at Franklin University. They had been going out for about three months and Joan had reluctantly agreed that he could join her for one of her infrequent visits home. She was an army brat and her parents were currently living on one of the big northeast bases at Carlisle, which was about two hours away from the school. Her father was an army colonel and her mother was a nurse.
Dan had been immediately attracted to Joan Mc Bride when he met her. She was a lanky brunette with sparkling eyes and an athletic build. She had a shapely figure that was no doubt the result of the many hours she spent in the pool and in the gym. She often wore a ball cap with her hair pulled out in a pony tail which Dan found particularly attractive. He sometimes saw her at parties with one boy or another but she never appeared to see him. If she was dancing, he couldn't take his eyes off her. She moved her body in languid, fluid gyrations that Dan found incredibly arousing. She seemed to never be with the same boy twice and they were all some kind of jock. Dan wasn't really surprised that Joan didn't notice him. He was pretty shy and wasn't much of an athlete himself. He played a little golf... badly. But he and Joan were in a Statistics and a Calculus class together.
Dan was a Math major and was pretty involved with his courses. Right after the October mid-terms, Joan realized she was going to have trouble passing those two courses...again. She needed those credits to graduate. She wasn't exactly a rocket scientist but she was smart enough to see that Dan was doing well in class and she asked him if she could join one of his study groups. The rest of the group members weren't that pleased about it. They didn't think Joan was going to be much of an asset to the group. But Dan was excited by the possibility of getting to know the sexy co-ed better so he wheedled the rest of the group into letting her in.
He sat next to her during a couple of study sessions watching her raptly as she'd sit there, biting her lip as she tried to fathom the complex equations. He finally screwed up all his courage and asked her out. When he did, Joan looked at him for the longest time with an amused smile. Dan was sure she was going to turn him down. But she finally said "O.K." and Dan flushed a brilliant crimson with excitement.
The first couple of dates had been pretty awkward for Dan. He was from a farm near Boise, Idaho and he hadn't gone out with a lot of girls. He agonized about all the standard things that young men worry about. Should he hold her hand, should he put his arm around her, should he kiss her. Joan watched all his self-conscious angst with smiling eyes, never offering him any encouragement but not telling him to take a hike either.
By the fourth date Dan was sure Joanie was going to dump him. They spent an awkward evening at a sorority party where Joan spent a lot of time dancing with one hunky guy after another that she knew. By the end of the evening, when Dan walked her back to the house that she shared with two other girls, he decided to go for broke. As she turned to say good night after she had unlocked her door, he put his hands on her waist and leaned in to kiss her.
Joan's hand shot out into the middle of Dan's chest in an impressive stiff arm that restrained him just inches from her parted lips. Dan felt like she had punched him in the stomach, so acute was his embarrassment. Joan held him off like that for what seemed like an eternity.
"What do you think you're doing?..." she said. She liked Dan but didn't know if she liked him that much. Then she remembered her remarkably improving average in Calculus. She had just scored a low C. Damn! She needed those credits. She reached behind her, opened the door and pulled Dan in with her by the front of his sweater. Once inside she closed the door and pushed him up against it. Then she plastered herself against him as she claimed him with a searing french kiss.
It was forty minutes later when one of her room-mates walked in and found the two of them on the living room couch. They were fully clothed but so intricately entangled that they literally rolled off the couch and onto the floor when the light came on. Shortly after that Joan sent Dan home. She couldn't see the big grin on his face as he made his way home, but she knew it was there.
For the next couple of months life was good for lucky Dan Flynn. Against all odds, he was going out with one of the hottest girls on campus. Of course she wasn't always free, and from time to time he did see her out with other boys. But, after their study group on Wednesday nights he'd ask her out for a pizza and if her room-mates weren't around they'd wind up back at her place, either on the couch or in her room.
The groping had gotten pretty hot and heavy. Joan didn't seem to mind if Dan felt her up a little but she wasn't willing to take off her clothes. And she didn't seem to mind when Dan kind of nudged her hand towards the aching boner tenting the front of his pants. A couple of times, Dan couldn't tell whether it was an accident or on purpose, Joan had even got him off in his pants. Of course he was as embarrassed as anything but Joan didn't seem to think it was a big deal. She had just looked at the big wet stain on the front of his pants, then turned her sparkling eyes back up to Dan and said she guessed he probably wanted to get back home and change. On those evenings Dan went back to his place kind of happy and frustrated, wondering what he had to do to get Joan to go all the way.
Then came the opportunity to go back home with her to meet her parents. Dan heard from one of the other guys in the study group that Joan she was looking for a lift back to Carlisle the following weekend. So he asked her if he could give her a ride. Joan bit her lip in that beguiling way she had when she had to consider a difficult question. Finally she said sure, you might as well meet my parents too. Dan was really pleased. He thought he was making real progress with her.
In Carlisle, there was a lot of tension in the air too, but a different kind of tension. Lester and Monica Mc Bride had just celebrated their twentieth anniversary. They had got married right out of high school and Monica had been pregnant with Joan then. Monica had always been the wild one, the party girl, and Lester was the responsible one. They both thought that once they were married the other one would change a bit and everything would work out.
Well nobody changed and though they hadn't been unhappy together, they did have their ups and downs. As long as Joanie, their only child, had been around, Monica tried to play the role of model wife and mother. Oh she had wandered out behind the woodshed a few times with one casual flirtation or another but for the most part Lester hadn't had any real reason to be losing sleep. Not that he knew about anyway.
He knew that his blonde, curvaceous wife could tease with the best of them. Monica looked a lot like Sharon Stone, the actress. She just naturally had a smoldering sexuality about her,whether she was in her nurse's uniform or in a bikini at the base recreation center. She had a waspishly thin waist, generous breasts and a heart shaped ass. Sure the other guys sometimes stared and winked. Who could blame them. Monica walked like a runway model and when she moved all her succulent parts jiggled in eye catching synchronization.
Once Joanie went away to school, Monica seemed to have to go off to a lot more conferences than the rest of the nurses at the base hospital. Lester was willing to chalk it up to her desire to make the top pay grade and he couldn't argue with that.
But then, the previous Monday, he went to pick up his wife from the late shift at the hospital. He couldn't remember whether she had said to pick her up, at ten or eleven. With her flex schedule she worked all kinds of weird hours. So he went up to the nurse's station to see how she was doing. When he couldn't find anyone at the nurse's station he started looking around. He happened to stick his head into the doctor's lounge.
Dr. Evans, one of the young residents was there, just putting on his lab coat. When Lester stepped into the lounge, Dr. Evans froze, his mouth dropping half open as he stared at Lester. He tried to mouth a few words, Lester assumed a greeting, when Monica stepped out of the doctor's washroom behind him. She was flushed and straightening the top of her uniform blouse. She had just started running her fingers threw her tangled blonde hair when she noticed Lester. She too stopped and looked at her husband in surprise for an instant before she casually stepped around Dr. Evans and picked up her tunic and purse off the couch.
"Hi hon!...You're early!..." Monica said as she looked into her husband's eyes challengingly.
Not as early as he might have been she was thinking. If he had been there just a few minutes earlier, Lester would have found his wife bent over the sofa, writhing like a feral cat. At that point Tom Evans had been buried balls deep in the sexy nurse, groaning ecstatically as he deposited a load in her wringing cunt.
"Yeah...I guess...I wasn't sure if you said now or eleven and there was nobody up front..." Lester trailed off, clearly not happy with the situation he had found. But Monica seemed totally oblivious.
"That damn Betsy!...She'd promised me she'd cover for me while I checked on Mr. Ringwald's meds....Where the hell has she got to...Thanks Tom... I'll tell Betsy it was 40 cc's not 50....See you later.." Monica said as she left the Doctor's lounge with Lester trailing after her. The suspicious husband was silently working himself up into a rage.
That night, at home he had confronted his wife.... "What was he supposed to think?... Did she think he was stupid?... Didn't she care what he felt?... What would people say?..."
He ranted and raved and Monica tried to pacify him..."She couldn't imagine what he was talking about! ...How could he think such a thing!... Didn't he trust her!..." And so it went, back and forth... accuse, accuse...deny, deny. And so it continued, all week. Lester just wouldn't be appeased.
It was Friday night. Joanie was coming home with some boy she'd met at school. They were getting dressed up to go downtown with the kids for some drinks, dinner and a little socializing. Monica was sitting in front of her mirror in just her bra, putting the finishing touches on her make-up. Lester came up behind her and started at her again. Monica turned to him and said...
"For the last time...NOTHING happened!...Let it go Lester!...I'm warning you!..."
Lester wandered off in a sulk.
When Dan and Joan arrived, it was obvious from the outset that there was a frost warning in effect. Although Lester and Monica were both attentive to the young people they hardly exchanged a word between each other and Lester could be seen glaring at his wife whenever he thought no one else would notice.
Joan was quite amused by Dan's reaction to her mom. She deliberately hadn't mentioned anything to him about the sex-pot side of her mother. Monica was dressed to kill as always when she headed out for a night on the town. Her mane of blonde hair artfully framed her face, her dancing eyes and red lipsticked mouth. Open toed high heels, skin tight capris and a slinky satin blouse were what she was wearing when Joan made the introductions. Dan was immediately distracted by the way Monica's blouse parted when she leaned towards him. The little black bra she was wearing was barely able to contain her pendulous breasts.
"How do you do Mrs. Mc Bride? Joan's told me so much about you..." Dan said in a breaking voice
Of course when Monica took Dan's outstretched hand she walked right past it, thrust her pneumatic tits into his chest and planted a moist kiss right next to his ear. Joan could hardly contain her giggles as she watched Dan's cheeks turn a flaming scarlet. If she wasn't mistaken there was a little swelling in Dan's crotch area when Monica stepped away from the tongue tied young man.
"I like this one young lady. He's got more manners than those oversized ones you usually bring home! I'd say this one's got some real potential..." Monica purred, casting a casual glance at Dan's groin and then giving him a salacious wink.
Dan couldn't help but notice the smile that creased Mrs. McBride's mouth as her eyes flickered across his crotch. His face grew even redder, if that was possible.
Lester and Joan bantered with their daughter and her friend for a few moments in the hallway and then, since it was already after eight, they suggested that they all head out to 'Desperados' for some drinks and to get something to eat.
Everyone trooped back out to Lester's car and they headed into town with Monica and Lester up front and Joan and Dan in the back. It was going to be a fifteen to twenty minute drive to the restaurant, depending on the traffic. The idle chit chat continued in the car as they drove away.
They hadn't gone very far when Lester turned to Monica and started saying in a low voice that he wanted only her to hear...
"If that Tom Evans or any of his buddies are at the bar...I swear to God Monica...I won't put up with you making a spectacle of yourself... Hanging all over him on the dance floor like the last time!...Like some kind of tramp!... I won't put up with that again!.... And another thing...."
Monica just looked at her husband like he was from outer space. Well she had given him fair warning. Ignoring his muttered diatribe, she slid over closer to him on the front seat and let her little hand slide down into his lap. She cupped her palm under his balls then closed her hand into a fist, grinding his testicles together in her clutching hand.
"Ahhhhh!...Don'ttt!..." Lester gasped quietly, stiffening up in discomfort as Monica squeezed his nuts. He dropped one hand from the wheel and scrabbled with her wrist, trying to disengage her hand from his balls. But Monica was going to make her point. She wasn't going to put up with his shit all night long. She slowly increased the pressure of her gripping hand on her husband's nuts, sending waves of agony washing through his groin.
"Unnn!....Nahhhh!..." Lester groaned, beads of sweat bursting out on his forehead.
"Dad!...Are you alright?..." Joan asked from the backseat, wondering what was wrong with her father.
"Oh he's been getting these Charlie Horse's in his thigh lately..." Monica said, smiling over her shoulder at her daughter while giving Lester's balls a sickening twist.
"Stoppp!...." Lester pleaded.
"Yes dear!...I'm sure it will stop if you just relax. You can't go getting all tensed up over every little thing!...." Monica purred, mashing his ovalled testicles between her fingertips so that they squirted around nauseatingly.
"O.K.!...O.K.!..." Lester groaned.
Monica smiled at her husband's distress, maintaining the brutal pressure on his nuts for a few moments longer. Then she released her punishing squeeze.
"Ahhhh!....Thank God!...." Lester moaned.
"Is it going away dear?...."
"Yesss!...Unnn!...Yeahhh!...It's getting better!..." Lester said quietly, not wanting to provoke his wife any further.
But Monica wasn't done with her irritating husband just yet.
"Maybe it will help if I rub it a little..." she said, moving her left hand and deftly unzipping the front of her husband's pants.
"Monica!...Don't!...That's not necessary!..." Lester squawked in disbelief as his wife reached into his fly and fished around for his ropey prick. He couldn't figure out what was going on. One minute she was abusing his balls and the next she was pulling his cock out. And the kids were right there in the back seat while they were driving through city streets, only ten minutes away from the restaurant! This was unbelievable! Oh Monica had given him plenty of handjobs in the car before but never at a time like this. He didn't know what to think as he kept glancing at his wife anxiously.
And he was right to be nervous as he was about to find out. Monica was thoroughly pissed off with her husband and she was going to teach him a lesson.
When she was finishing her nursing studies she had gone out for about three months with a handsome young intern named Doug Everly. She often thought fondly of Doug. He had been a total sex freak and he had skillfully coached young Monica on the intricacies of the sex act. He was totally shameless and graphically described to the young nurse what he liked, what she should do, where she should touch him and how, how much pressure she should use, everything a woman might want to know about how to please a man. And Monica was the perfect student. She soaked up everything Dougie said and spent hours and hours in bed with him perfecting her skills. Oral, vaginal, anal, bondage, toys, you name it. And then, when they'd done everything that the depraved young Dr. Everly could think of, and then done it again, Monica insisted on experimenting. She had an insatiable sexual curiosity. She used him like she was working on her own personal PHD in sex. In the last month that they were together, Dougie boy lost twelve pounds and strained his back in a way that would haunt him for the rest of his life. When Monica said she thought it was time that they started seeing other people, he introduced her to one of his intern buddies the following day. Doug was pretty much fried.
Monica knew how to deliver a mind crushing orgasm alright, a skill that made her probably the most popular nurse at the base hospital. But if she was crossed she knew ways to be deviously cruel as Lester had learned to his cost from time to time and as he was about to rediscover now.
"Don't be silly baby! I'm a nurse remember. I know what I'm doing..." Monica said with a flashing smile at her husband. She pulled his cock out and closed her hand on his limp shaft. She squeezed him in her fist, slowly, tighter and tighter, holding a firm pressure on him for a few seconds then releasing him. She fondled him like that repeatedly, pumping him up just like she was applying a blood pressure cuff. Monica smiled as her husband quickly hardened in her skillfully pressing hand
"So Dan. Joanie tells me you're a whiz in math. She says you're getting her through her Statistics course. I hope she's making it worth your while..." Monica said, smiling playfully at her daughter's young friend.
"Geez Mrs. Mc Bride! It's not like she's paying me or anything..." Dan answered uncomfortably, thinking that's what Joan's mother must have meant.
Monica just held his gaze with a hint of a smile on her face. Lester's cock was stiffening up nicely. She changed her approach with her husband's meat. She knew they were going to be at the restaurant in just a few minutes and she wanted to make him come before they got there. Normally she wouldn't get him off so quick but tonight wasn't about his pleasure, it was about who was in charge. She gripped him firmly about mid-shaft and pounded down to the root of his cock with a quick, hard hand stroke. She slowly pulled her hand back up to the same mid point, then slammed her tightly clenched fist down on him again. Again and again she jacked him like that. This kind of energetic fondling soon had the pre-come streaming from Lester's gaping pee slit.
"Unnnn!....Unnn!....Monica!...Easy!..." Lester groaned, anxiously glancing back and forth from his wife to his daughter in the back seat as Monica roughly masturbated him. Even so he couldn't stop himself from straining his loins upwards into his wife's rhythmically stroking hand.
"Don't be such a baby!..." the smiling blonde teased. "You know we'll never get it to release all the way if I don't do a little deep tissue massage..." the smiling blonde teased, her left shoulder flexing tirelessly in front of the two quizzical young people sitting in the back. Lester's greasy boner was as hard as steel and was jutting frantically through her coaxing fist.



"I didn't think she'd be paying you Dan. Joan's always been a little... squeaky...like her dad. I just thought she might do something nice for you once in a while, maybe bake you some cookies or some little tarts. I suspect you haven't seen all of little Joanie's skills as yet, has he dear?..."
Joan didn't immediately respond. She just gave her mother a spiteful glare in response
The restaurant was only about 4 blocks away and Lester had his teeth sunk so deeply into his lower lip it was almost bleeding. Joan removed her hand from his angry looking shaft. Without letting him see what she was doing, she turned her engagement ring so that the big diamond was on the inside of her hand. Then she reached back into his lap, curled her fingers around his hugely swollen knob and began to twist her hand back and forth like she was turning a door knob.
At first Lester didn't realize what was happening. The come was churning for release in his balls but suddenly his cock crown was on fire like it was being attacked by a million bees.
"Ahhh!...Whattt?..." he cried, looking down at his wife's hand wringing his cock. When he noticed the plain band of her engagement ring flashing on her fourth finger he realized that she was frictioning his tender knob with her sharp edged diamond.
"Monica!...Stop!...Please!.." he whimpered.
"Really mom!...I think you should stop teasing poor Dan... He doesn't know you like we do..." Joan said, still giving her mother the evil eye. In recent years there had been a simmering rivalry between the mother and daughter and it was looking like this visit wasn't getting off to the best of starts between them.
"No he doesn't!...Not yet!..." Monica purred, winking again at Joan's boyfriend.
At the same time she stripped her fist down the length of her husband's cock, cruelly raking the bulging vein on the underside of his shaft with her jagged diamond. She jammed her fist down on the base of her husband's tool as Lester squirmed frantically at her touch.
She turned her eyes back to her husband once more. Without releasing the tight squeeze she had on him with her left hand, she quickly reached into his lap with her other hand. She pressed the top of her middle finger against her thumb and then snapped her fingernail sharply against that angry knot of nerves just under the ridge of his knob.
"Oooof!..." grunted Lester in surprise.
"Well dear..." Monica said, letting go of her husband's angrily throbbing equipment. She slid across the front seat to the door where she could more comfortably turn to face the young people in the back seat. At the same time she kept a close eye on her husband's livid cock.
"Oh Godd!...No!...Don't stop!...Not now!...' he groaned through gritted teeth.
"I would really have liked to work out that last little knot but you said to stop..." Monica said with a knowing smirk, watching the pre-come begin to run from Lester's cock in a steady stream. She was pretty sure she had timed it perfectly.
The car began to buck as Lester stiffened up frantically behind the wheel, his legs jerking spastically.
"Dad!...Watch out!... What are you doing!..." Joan called out anxiously.
But Monica knew exactly what was happening. She had brought Lester right to the very brink of orgasm with all her expert cock teasing. He was experiencing the biggest case of blue balls he had ever imagined. And Monica could see he wasn't enjoying it! But she was!
"Perfect!" she thought.
She could tell he was going to come just before she snapped the end of his cock to take the edge off. But that only delayed the inevitable for a brief moment. She knew what Lester really, really wanted at that moment was for her warm little hand to be wrapped round his cock, jerking him through a shattering orgasm. But at that moment Monica held both hands out in front of her, inspecting her nails.
"Yes Lester!...Be careful!...I don't know what's making you so jumpy lately!..." Monica purred at her husband, pouting at him as if she shared his exquisite frustration. His engorged tool was an angry scarlet color with bulging purple veins that looked like they were ready to burst. She was enormously amused at the way that Lester's erection was straining frantically up towards the steering wheel as his testicles lurched in his groin.
"No!...Nooo!...Noooo!..." the crimson faced father groaned as the most cruel orgasm he ever experienced washed over him. There was none of the geysering sperm and the intense hammering away in his groin that he was used to. Without Monica's participation, his balls achingly ground away in mini spasms, the sperm just trickling out of his cock head. And even that meager flow was burning through his tool like acid, so cruelly had Monica abraded his quivering shaft. He was coming, but feebly, agonizingly and there was nothing he could do to make it better. Instead of the usual relief that came with his orgasm, his balls felt tighter than ever, full of backed up sperm that wouldn't come out. And that's exactly what Monica had wanted for him.
"Umm Hmmm!..." she purred, her dark eyes dancing wickedly as she regarded her suffering husband.
"Ahhhhhh!...Shit!..." Lester whimpered as the fiery trickle of sperm slowly diminished and then stopped. Even so his rigid tool continued to twitch pitifully at his loins, but that was just the drive heaves of his aborted orgasm. He felt like he'd been kicked in the crotch by a mule as he awkwardly navigated the car the last couple of blocks to the restaurant.
"Poor baby!...You're going to have to let me work on that a little more later on..." Monica offered.
"Bitch!...' Lester snarled under his breath, gingerly trying to work his angry cock back into his stained pants before they got to the parking lot.
"I warned you!..." his wife said with a superior smile.
Lester darted into the washroom on his way into the restaurant and came out complaining that there had been some back pressure in the hot water line that had soaked his pants. Monica seemed to think that that was hilarious .
Lester was obviously in a dour mood, frequently squirming uncomfortably in his chair and contributing little to the conversation. Monica on the other hand was in amazingly good spirits. She had not always gotten along with her daughter as well as she would have liked, but even Joanie's often sarcastic comments didn't phase her. She teased her daughter mercilessly and wasn't any less restrained with Daniel, but in a different way. With Daniel it was purely sexual.
She made a point of leaning forward when she turned towards him, giving him lots of opportunities to take a look at her substantial cleavage, opportunities that Daniel seemed unable to resist. She touched his hand and made whispered remarks in his ear to emphasize a point or a comment she was making. The smiling blonde was amused to see how easy it was to make the younger man flush. All she had to do was look him in the eye, lean a little closer, give his thigh a warm squeeze and he'd stiffen up like someone had plugged his chair into an electrical socket. But Dan tried gamely to hold up his end of the chatter.
Joan didn't seem terribly amused by her mother's not so subtle flirting. When a couple of girls stopped by to say hi, she wandered off with them to catch up on local gossip. Lester was being such poor company that Monica finally shooed him off to go talk to some of his golfing buddies who had come in and were loudly recounting their afternoon's outing on the course.
Since that left just Dan and Monica at the table, she asked him about her daughter.
"I must say Dan, you're not like most of the other young men that Joanie's brought home from school. You seem to have a head on your shoulders. How did you two get together?"
"Unnnn!...Actually, Joan needed some help with statistics. She kind of asked me and since we're in a study group together, I offered to do some extra work with her.
"I'll just bet you did! She has her ways doesn't she? Of getting what she wants?..." Monica said, idly dragging one long nailed finger across Dan's pant leg as she spoke.
"She reminds me of myself when I was in school. I can't count the number of blow-jobs it took to get me through second year diagnostics. And university is even more challenging isn't it?..." she asked, all wide eyed with interest.
Dan was just taking a sip of his beer and wound up having a coughing fit at Mrs. Mc Bride's casual reference to blow-jobs.
The sexy blonde sat back and watched the flustered young man with amusement, enjoying his embarrassment enormously.
It was at that point that Tom Evans stopped by to say hello. Monica excused herself and walked a little away from the table to talk to him. They had a brief conversation that ended with Monica standing up on her tiptoes and whispering something in Tom's ear. The handsome young doctor smiled broadly and then walked away. Monica turned to see her husband glaring daggers at her. She just gave him a casual wink and then headed off to the washroom.
Dan was feeling really uncomfortable. He thought Joan's mother was really hot. He couldn't believe the way she seemed to be deliberately teasing him. But he figured it was just that, a lot of teasing that couldn't amount to anything. Little did he know! And where the hell was Joanie anyway?
A couple of minutes later Monica came back to the table. She stepped up to Dan from behind, leaning her cushiony breasts into the back of his neck as she purred..."Come on college boy...Let's see if you can dance...."
Daniel tried to make some lame excuses but Monica wasn't listening. She just took him by the hand, pulled him out of his chair and led him over to the crowded little dance floor that was tucked away in the back corner of the bar.
The DJ was playing a soulful blues number and Monica turned to Daniel and started twisting gracefully to the music. Daniel was immediately reminded of the sinuous way that Joanie moved when she danced. He could see where she got it from. Soon Monica had clasped her hands together above her head, tilted her head to the side and was shimmying energetically in time with the music. Daniel was dancing as well as he could. But he was so mesmerized by the way Monica's globe shaped breasts were thrusting and heaving beneath her tight satin blouse that his movements were pretty wooden, to say nothing of what was happening to his prick. The writhing blonde's nipples were erect and jutting plainly through the taut fabric of her blouse
And then Daniel realized that the lacey bra that had cupped those lavish tits earlier was no longer in evidence. There was nothing restraining those luscious orbs as they swung back and forth under her shirt like two cats fighting in a bag. She must have taken her bra off in the washroom.
When Daniel finally raised his disbelieving eyes, he found Monica watching him with a bemused smile creasing her lips. He smiled weakly at her as the sultry nurse stepped closer to him. She did a neat little move that had her snuggled up to Daniel with her back to him as she twisted and writhed in time with the music. She reached behind her for his hands and brought them around her and clasped them to her hips over her skin tight capris.
David was immediately afraid that Monica would notice his stiff cock and he grasped her hips, trying to hold her off just far enough so that she wouldn't discover his condition. But the gyrating blonde wasn't going to be so easily restrained.
"Come on Daniel!...Loosen up!..." she whispered over her shoulder as she bent forward slightly at the waist so that her heart shaped ass was jammed into Daniel's crotch.
"Oh my God!..." Daniel thought. He had never had anyone dance with him like this before. Certainly not Joanie. Mrs. Mc Bride was like a squirming bundle of sexual energy. There was no way he could resist her shameless teasing.
Monica could plainly feel Daniel's swollen cock bulging through his pants as she writhed against him. She pulled his hands behind her hips and then used them to spread the resilient globes of her ass. That made an enticing trench to accomodate his erection as she bumped backwards into his groin. Monica could hear him catch his breath with surprise as she tightened her well toned ass and gave his responsive tool a torrid squeeze. She smiled at the young man's response to her practiced teasing and started shifting her weight back and forth from foot to foot, really working him over. She pulled his hands up higher over her satin blouse until they were almost touching the undersides of her frenetically heaving breasts. Daniel hesitantly leaned closer against the alluring blonde, fighting the urge to hunch up against her like a dog in heat.
Monica knew exactly what she was doing to her daughter's boy friend as she murmured..."Unn Hnn!...That's it baby!...Show me what you've got!..."
Daniel was losing the battle of restraint and was just closing his eyes and raising his sweaty hands up under Monica's swaying breasts when the blues number ended and the dance floor started to clear. Monica intercepted his straying hands with hers and turned to face the thoroughly flustered young man.
"Well I'm surprised Daniel!...Very surprised!..."
"Oh geez!...I'm sorry Mrs. Mc Bride!...I don't know what I was thinking...I truly am sorry!..." Daniel stammered.
"Well I should think so young man! ..Why didn't you tell me what a good dancer you are?..." Monica said with a teasing pout.
Just then the lights dimmed slightly and a slow number came on. Daniel was suddenly only too aware of the rigid erection that was jutting through his pants. A slow dance was out of the question. He turned and looked anxiously at their table but neither Lester nor Joan were in sight. At any rate Mrs. Mc Bride had already made the decision for him. Looking at him like he was a steak and she hadn't had a square meal in a week, the brazen blonde wrapped her arms around his neck and plastered herself against the trembling youth.
Daniel had thought that Mrs. Mc Bride was dancing close through the blues number but that was nothing. As she started to sway against him, her conical mounds flattened across the whole width of his chest. Daniel could clearly feel her pointy nipples boring twin holes against him as she smiled up into his nervously shifting gaze. His cock immediately returned to full alert and Daniel quickly took her hips in his hands once again and tried to open up a decent space between them. He was terrified of what Mrs. Mc Bride would think of him if she knew how aroused he was. But Monica was completely shameless. She lined up the fly of her capri pants with his turgid cock and thrust her pelvis forward. She easily evaded the clasp of his hands as she spread her feet and hunched up from the knees into Daniel's groin.
"Oh my God!...Mrs. Mc Bride!...I'm sorry!...I can't help it!... Ohhh!..."
"You are a gentleman aren't you Daniel?...Not like Joanie's other boy friends!...I like that!...Now why don't you just relax and let Mrs. Mc Bride have a little fun!...You like the way I dance don't you sweetheart?..." the older woman teased, giving a particularly incendiary grind into Daniel's crotch to emphasize her question.
"Unnn!...Yesss!...Mrs. Mc Bride!...You're ...great!..." Daniel stuttered. Of course the way his balls were tightening up with churning come was an even better indication of how much he liked the way Mrs. Mc Bride was dancing. Once again he gripped her hips in his hands, trying to reduce the friction that was causing his whole groin to seethe with arousal.
But Monica knew exactly what she was doing. She moved like a cat in heat against the trembling youth in front of her, grinding and twisting provocatively as she lightly toyed with the hair on the back of Daniel's neck.
"Well aren't you sweet to say so!...And I know you mean it Danny!...I can feel it!..." she said taking one of his hands..." ...feel it...right here..." she whispered, moving his hand between them so that no one could see ..."in my heart!..." she cooed, slyly cupping his trembling fingers over one of her pneumatic tits.
"Oh geez!...Mrs. Mc Bride!...Oh my Goddd!..." Daniel gasped, reflexively squeezing the satin clad breast that was being thrust into in his hand.
"And I can feel it ...." Monica hissed, bending her knees a little further, and dropping one hand onto Daniel's ass..."right here too...umm hmm..." she murmured, pulling him tighter against her curvaceous pussy..." right between my legs...Ummm...You're so hard Danny!...I like that!..." she sighed, moving her lips and insinuating her moist tongue into Daniel's ear as she shamelessly writhed against the incredulous young man in front of her.
"Ohhh!...Mrs.Mc Bride!...Don't!...Waitttt!..." Daniel groaned. He suddenly realized that he couldn't take much more of this salacious teasing before he would be coming in his pants. He tried to move his hand from Monica's breast but she had twisted in such a way that if he moved, the other dancers would see he was groping her. He tried to arch his hips backwards to get himself under control but Monica had a firm grip on his ass and held him tight against her swiveling loins.
"Oh sweetheart!...I'm a big girl!...And you're a big boy!...Don't fight it!...Just go with it!..." the sutry blonde murmured, her eyes twinkling with amusement. She was surprised herself at the extent of the young man's evident arousal. His cock was as hard as iron as she rubbed herself against it. She was beginning to think that it wouldn't take much more to make him come right there on the dance floor. It had been years since she had done that. The idea of making Daniel come in his pants while her cranky husband and snooty daughter were somewhere nearby, probably wondering where they were, was just too delicious.
She rose up on her tip toes so that she could purr in his ear...
"It's O.K. baby!...Anything that happens is just between you and me!...You should do it if you want too!...Do you Daniel?...Do you... want... to... do... it?.." Monica questioned in a breathy whisper, punctuating each word with a short thrust of her hips forward, forcing Daniel to support her as she leaned backwards in his arms.
It was all too much for the over excited young man.
"Ahhhh!..." he groaned, helplessly leaning into the voluptuous older woman, his groin now welded to hers. Daniel's hands clawed at Monica's tit and waist as he stiffened up. His groin went achingly taut for a moment and then he just couldn't hold it.
"Oh nooo!...Nooo!..." he whimpered, his eyes fluttering closed as his balls convulsed and a staccato stream of come erupted from his cock in wracking spasms.
"No baby?...It feels like yes, yes, yes!..." Monica purred. She could clearly feel Daniel's cock throbbing against her pussy as his orgasm overwhelmed him. She had him coming in his pants and she couldn't have been more pleased with herself.
"Ummmm!...Are you coming sweetheart?...You are, aren't you!...I can feel it Danny!... Feel you coming against me!...I find that very exciting honey!... Give me everything!..." she whispered in his ear. She was amazed at the torrid heat that was radiating against her groin as Daniel's come drenched the front of his pants. She smiled in pleasure as she maintained a gentle friction between their loins, encouraging the dismayed young man to empty himself in front of her right there on the dance floor.
It was just at that moment that Dan felt a tap on his shoulder. He was so consumed by his humiliating orgasm that he didn't at first realize what was happening.
But then he heard Joan behind him trying to get his attention in a very unhappy tone.
"Daniel!...What do you think you're doing?...That's my mother your dancing with, not some bimbo from some sorority house....What are you thinking?..."
Daniel didn't even have the nerve to turn and look at his girl friend. He could only stare wide eyed at the squirming blonde in his arms.



"I!...I!...Joan!...I don't...!..." Daniel stammered and trailed off, looking plaintively at his girlfriend's wanton mother.
"Daniel!...Look at me!...I think we better go sit down!...."
Monica let Daniel stew for a moment as her daughter ranted. She was amused by the young man's timidity. She would have told her uptight daughter to take a hike but obviously Daniel didn't have it in him. But there was no way Monica was going to let Joan create a scene in her favorite bar. She managed to do a quick half step to the right and back that ended with the dancing duo reasonably upright and allowed Daniel to disentangle himself somewhat from their heated embrace. But she kept their loins pressed together. She could feel his big cock still throbbing gently against her despite Joan's unwanted arrival. She wasn't going to ease up on him until she was sure she had drained him of every drop.
"Oh get over yourself missy!...I was just showing Daniel the Salsa!...My instructor says I'm good and I felt like impressing your young man....Your father is never game for having a little fun like this.... Now why don't you go sit down with Lester and we'll be right over when the song's over...Go on!...Shoo!" Monica said, snuggling her flushed face against Daniel's chest while giving her daughter a haughty smile.
Daniel finally turned and gave Joan a sheepish grin, fairly sure that he hadn't yet heard the end of this from his obviously seething girlfriend. But Joan just glared at her mother for a few long seconds and then turned and stomped back to her table where she immediately launched into a heated conversation with her father. The two of them both stared daggers at Monica and Daniel on the dance floor.
"Oh God Mrs. Mc Bride!...What am I gonna' do?...My pants are a mess. .." Daniel moaned, looking down at the broad wet spot that had saturated the front of his pants.
"I can't go back to the table like this!..."
Monica too looked down between them and giggled at the sight of Daniel's come stained crotch.
"You just stay close to me sweetheart! I'll help you smuggle that back to the table..." she said lightly. When the song ended she turned and took Daniel's hand to lead him off the dance floor and back to the table. Daniel stayed close behind her to hide himself. Monica stepped in front of him as he sat down so that neither her husband or her daughter could see the state of his pants. She sat down between Lester and Daniel.
"Did you miss me honey?...'"she said to her stonily glaring husband. Then turning to her daughter she said......"Daniel is a wonderful dancer sweetie. You should get him up on the floor. You'll enjoy yourself. I know I did"
Joan gave her mother a long hard look before turning to Daniel and saying...
"I had no idea Danny. Why don't you show me!..."
Daniel again turned with that 'deer in the headlights look' again towards Monica.
"Well...Unn...Maybe we could just sit this one out...for a minute... It's kind of hot up there and I...I..." Daniel stammered without taking his eyes from Joanie's mom.
"Oh go on Daniel!...Don't be a party pooper!...Show my little girl what you've got!.. I think she'll be surprised..." Monica said, glancing briefly down towards Daniel's hidden lap and then looking back up at him with a knowing smirk.
"Come on...Let's go...You seemed to be enjoying yourself with my mother... I wouldn't think I'd have to drag you up onto the dance floor..." Joan said, standing up and staring down expectantly at Daniel.
Daniel continued to stare pleadingly at Monica, practically mouthing the words...'Help Me!' .
Monica only smiled at his distress.
"Go on! You two kids have fun! Daniel just pass me that glass of water before you go..." Monica said, reaching in front of Daniel for the glass that was between him and Joan. Daniel reached for it too and there was an awkward exchange between them. Monica somehow managed to fumble the glass onto the table in front of Daniel where the water cascaded into his lap.
"Oh mother!..." Joan huffed.
"Oops!...Sorry!..." Monica giggled, her eyes sparkling merrily into Daniel's.
"Uh Ohhh!..." Daniel gasped in surprise. It took him a second to jump up from the table and when he did his pants were thoroughly soaked.
"Let me do something about that!..." Monica said, grabbing a napkin from the table and starting to wipe the front of Daniel's pants.
"Mother!..." "Monica!..." both Lester and Joan barked.
"Ummmm?...Alright!...I'm sorry about the mess Daniel!...I really didn't mean to do that!...Maybe you better go to the washroom and try and clean up a little..."
"Unnn!...Sure Mrs. Mc Bride... It's only water... Just an accident... Don't worry about it!...It'll dry in no time..." Daniel replied, his cheeks blazing as he shuffled away towards the bathroom clutching a napkin to his lap.
"Daniel!..." Lester barked
"Yes sir."
Without taking his steely eyes from his wife's Lester said...."Be careful of the hot water faucet in there. We don't want any more accidents tonight."
"No sir." Daniel said.
He was surprised to hear Monica guffaw loudly as he disappeared into the washroom.
It wasn't long after that that Daniel and the Mc Bride's left the bar for home. Lester's bad mood seemed to have infected his daughter and even though Monica continued to make cheerful small-talk, by the time they reached the house it was clear it was going to be an early night. Joan claimed to have a headache and headed upstairs to bed. Monica offered to help Daniel set up the couch in the basement but Lester gave his wife a withering look and said he'd do it. Monica just shrugged and blew a kiss at Daniel as Lester ushered him downstairs.
The basement was cool and as dark as a tomb. Daniel tossed and turned for a while, replaying in his mind what had happened in the bar with Mrs. Mc Bride. His first thoughts were that she had been teasing him deliberately to the point where he couldn't stop himself from coming. Then he kind of thought that she probably had no idea how excited she was making him. It was all his fault that he had let himself get so excited that he couldn't keep himself from coming in his pants. Either way he didn't know how he was going to face Joan's mother in the morning.
When he woke up Daniel had no idea what time it was. After a quick trip to the bathroom, he headed upstairs in the tee shirt and track pants that he had slept in. He shuffled into the kitchen to find Mrs. Mc Bride seated at the table sipping coffee and flipping through a magazine. There was a crust of toast on the plate next to her.
"Well good morning sleepy head! I was wondering if you were ever getting up..." Monica said, half turning in her chair to greet Daniel.
Daniel looked appreciatively at Joan's mom. Monica was wearing a white satin robe that was loosely tied at the waist. The way that she was half turned in her chair gave Daniel a generous view of her cleavage through the parted vee of her robe. A gold necklace gleamed against the upper swells of her well tanned breasts. She was wearing a bandeau that held her blonde hair back from her face and her eyes shone brightly into Daniel's as she smiled at him.
"Good morning Mrs. Mc Bride. What time is it?" Daniel asked, looking outside at a rainy Saturday morning.
"It's a little after nine Daniel. And I think we know each other well enough after last night that you can call me Monica, don't you?"
Daniel immediately flushed at brilliant crimson at Monica's suggestive comment.
"Uhhh...Sure Monica...O.K...." Daniel stammered. "Where's Joan and Mr. Mc Bride?"
Monica reached for the little handbag on the table next to her coffee and started rummaging through it. She pulled out a gold lipstick case.
"Oh they've gone into town for the newspaper and some bagels. It's a little Saturday morning ritual of theirs...."
Monica got up and started walking towards Daniel with a predatory glint in her eye. She was taking the top off her lipstick as she approached him.
Daniel didn't even realize he was edging away from Mrs. Mc Bride until he found himself backed up against the refrigerator. When she stopped in front of him the sultry blonde was close enough that Daniel found himself enveloped by the alluring smell of her perfume. He could feel his cock shifting around uncomfortably as it stared to rise from his loins
"Daniel?..." she said as she began to apply the gleaming, crimson lip-gloss...
"We don't have much time until they get back... How about a blow-job?..."
The nervous young man stared at his girl friend's mother in disbelief.
"What!...Mrs. Mc Bride!...You can't...You don't really mean...I mean I can't...like you know...because of Joanie!... It's...Oh Goddd!..." Daniel stuttered, shifting his weight anxiously from foot to foot. But there was no denying the erection that had sprung up under his track pants in response to Monica's lurid suggestion.
Monica glanced down at Daniel's groin and could plainly see his big cock tenting the front of his pants. Her eyes were dancing wickedly as she looked back up at Daniel. She capped the lipstick and slipped it into the pocket of her robe.
"Of course we can sweetheart!...She'll never know!...And I picked this color of lipstick just for you!... I think it'll look great on your dick, don't you?..." Monica purred, running the tip of her tongue provocatively around her parted lips.
Daniel reached out and was tentatively gripping Monica's shoulders to keep her at arm's length as he babbled.... "Mrs. Mc Bride!... Monica!...We shouldn't!... They could be home anytime!... It's just too...tooo...I shouldn't!..."
But Monica ignored his half hearted protests as she pushed his hands aside and grabbed the front of his track pants. With a little wiggling to get them over his rigid tool she pushed them down to his knees. Then she reached in and fisted Daniel's boner.
"Ahhhhhh!..." Daniel groaned as Monica squeezed his turgid meat with one hand. She smiled knowingly into his eyes as she started tracing circles over the end of his cock with the fingertips of her other hand.
"No baby?...Doesn't that feel good?...Don't you like it?...Ummm?...I think you do!..." the wanton mother purred as Daniel's cock became as rigid as a bar of steel in her shamelessly teasing hands. In no time the pre-come began to seep from Daniel's pee slit in response to her skilled fondling. Without taking her eyes from his, Monica spread that greasy smear around and around his bulging helmet. She paid particular attention to the underside of his knob, giving that tender spot a thorough going over with her cruising thumb.
"Unnn!...Mrs... Mc... Bride!...Easy!...Easy!..." Daniel moaned, as lightening bolts of excitement darted through his groin. His balls were starting to draw up into a tight little knot in his crotch. Before he knew it Monica had him hunching into her hands, his come already beginning to churn for release. He reached down and grabbed Monica's wrists, trying to get her to let up on her incendiary masturbation.
"It's alright honey! I know what I'm doing! ..." Monica purred. She switched her grip, encircling the base of Daniel's cock with the thumb and finger of one hand while she reached under him with her other hand to cup his balls.
"You'll come when I want you to come. ..." she murmured as she firmly pulled Daniel's testicles down from his groin. ..."and this time I want it in my mouth!..."
As she spoke, Monica gracefully sank to her knees in front of the disbelieving young man. With her eyes still locked on his she parted her lips around the end of his cock and gave it a long, lurid suck.
"Ohhh!...Ahhh!...Mrs. Mc Bride!...Goddd!...That's so hottt!..I can't believe this!..." Daniel moaned, his groin seething with excitement as his girl friend's mother attacked his cock. As Monica continued to stare up at him, her cheeks caved in around his prick until Daniel could clearly see his bulging knob outlined on the side of her face.
"Oh shit!..." he gasped, helplessly hunching into the blonde's leeching mouth.
"Mmm Hmmm!..." Monica encouraged, releasing his cock from her hands. As he lunged into her mouth she tilted her head down and relaxed her throat to accommodate his thrusting length. She grabbed his hips and held him in place in front of her.
"Oh Godddd!...Mrs. Mc Bride!..." Daniel cried, as Monica's throat sheathed the end of his cock like a satin glove.
"Mmm!...Mmmm!...Mmm Hmmm!...: Monica hummed, knowing that her lewd hum job would send excruciating vibrations through his groin.
It was just then that a car could be heard rolling up into the driveway.
"Ahhh!....What?....Mrs. Mc Bride!....They're back!...Stop!..." Daniel whimpered, pulling his hips back to extricate himself from Monica's leeching suck.
Monica let him pull away just until his livid tool popped out of her mouth. Then she grabbed his ass in one surprisingly strong hand and held him in that position. With her other hand she once again fisted his saliva soaked erection and began to deliberately beat him off while smiling up into his eyes.
"I want you to come for me Daniel!..." she intoned, stroking him firmly while bending his knob towards her puckered lips.
Car doors could be heard to slam and somebody said..."I'll get the trunk..."
"But...but...Mrs. Mc Bride!...We can't!...We're gonna get....Nahh... caught!..." Daniel gasped, squirming around like a fish on a line.
But Monica paid no attention to his frantic pleading. She took his swollen cock crown into her mouth once again and began to lash the underside of his knob with her flailing tongue. At the same time she began to increase the speed of her relentlessly masturbating hand.
"Ohhhhh!...Ohhhh...Godddd!..." Daniel whimpered, his eyes beginning to flutter closed as his balls lurched and his come burned for release.
"Ummm Hmmm!...Ummm!...Commm Ommm!...Commmm!..." Monica moaned gutturally, squeezing Daniel's ass as her tongue thrashed the tip of his cock like a roto-rooter in overdrive.
Daniel stiffened up and began to double over above her.
"Ummm Hmmm!...Ummm Hmmm!..." Monica encouraged, her hand flying up and down his tumid flesh in a blur.
"Nahhhh!...Ahhhhh!...Ahhhhh!..." Daniel cried, biting his lip to try and keep quiet as his balls kicked and a deluge of molten come erupted from his cock.
"Ummmm!...Ummmm!...Ummmm!..." Monica moaned in satisfaction as a river of molten sperm streamed into her mouth. Her throat quickly filled and even though she was swallowing as fast as she could, there was soon a trickle of come leaking from the corners of her mouth. With her eyes burning up into Daniel's she stopped her frenzied masturbation and began to milk him in time with his wracking orgasm.
A trunk slammed and the front door of the house opened soon after.
"Ahhhhh!....Goddd!...Mrs. Mc Bride!...Stopp!...Don'ttt!..." Daniel whispered, looking frantically down on the kneeling blonde in front of him as he tried to back away from her siphoning mouth.
But Monica refused to let him go. Her eyes twinkled up into his as she continued to strip her hand up and down on the top of his tool.
"Mmmmmm!..." she moaned in satisfaction as she worked the last of his come up from his balls and into her slavering mouth.
The front hall closet was opened as rain jackets and umbrellas were stowed.
"Mom!...Daniel!...What are you guys up to?..." Joanie called as she picked up the bagels and headed for the kitchen. Her father was just behind her.
When they walked into the kitchen, her mother was at the sink just getting a glass of water. Joan noted that her mother was very flushed and seemed to be gasping just a little.
The door to the basement was open and Joan wondered whether Daniel had been up yet or not.
Monica was downing the water while holding her finger up to her daughter. When she had finished she said...
"Sorry dear. A corner of that toast must have gone down the wrong way. You must have heard me coughing when you came in."
"Actually I didn't mother. Where's Daniel? Isn't he up yet?.."
"Oh he's up alright! I mean I could hear him in the basement earlier. That was a while ago. I'm sure he'll be joining us soon."
Joan looked at her mother quizzically for a moment and then she went over to the head of the stairs.
"Daniel! What are you doing?..."
A couple of seconds later Daniel ascended yet again from the basement, doing up the top button of the freshly pressed dress shirt he had just put on. Joan thought he too looked like he had just stepped out of an overheated shower.
"HI Joanie! I was just getting organized. Where have you been?"
"Didn't mother tell you?"
"No.." said Daniel..."Yes..." said Monica simultaneously.
The mother and the boyfriend looked at each other quickly. Monica was smiling. Daniel looked like someone was stepping on his hand.
"When he asked where you were I said you'd gone out. That's all."
"But I thought you said he hadn't come up yet."
"Well he did stick his head out at one point like a ground hog and asked if you were up. Isn't that right Daniel?"
"Yeah! That's right! I didn't want to miss breakfast with you..." Daniel said sheepishly, without making eye contact with his girlfriend.
With Lester in the background, Joanie stood there looking skeptically at her mother and her boyfriend.
Finally Monica said..."So what did you bring us?..."
"Cinnamon buns and apple fritters. They're still hot. Let's eat because Daniel and I have to be getting back after breakfast..." Joanie said, a note of displeasure clearly evident in her tone.
"We do?..." Daniel said with a note of surprise. But one look at his glowering girlfriend and he said..."We do..."
"Well that's too bad..." said Monica, tightening her robe around her and brushing the corners of her mouth with her fingertips...." Still those buns smell delicious. Let's dig in."
And so the foursome sat down to a breakfast that was only slightly less uncomfortable than the dinner the night before. There was little fanfare when, an hour later, Daniel and Joan loaded up the car to head home.
While Lester was embracing his daughter, Monica stepped forward to give Daniel a warm hug and a kiss on the cheek.
"Call me!..." she purred as she nipped playfully at his earlobe, making him jump in surprise. Joan and Lester hadn't seen her do it and wondered what was making Daniel so skittish.
The ride back to Franklin seemed to take forever. Daniel tried to be casual and started a couple of conversations but Joanie kept turning the talk back to her mother. Apparently her father had said some things to her, nothing specific, about problems he and Monica were having and Joanie was concerned. She wanted to talk about it. But after the sexual romp he had just had with Joanie's mom, Daniel felt like he was walking on eggs whenever the conversation went in that direction. He kept changing the subject and Joanie obviously didn't like that. In the end he just gave up and they completed the drive in silence.
Besides his lack of sensitivity, Joanie wasn't pleased with Daniel's obvious infatuation with her mother. When they stopped in front of her place she would have liked just to get out of the car and tell him not to call her again. But she still needed those two damn math credits. She bit her lip and apologized that she hadn't been better company. She said that it was that time of the month for her and that she was sorry she had been so bitchy. She had an away swim meet that week but she hoped maybe they could go out after the study group the following Wednesday.
Daniel carried her bag for her up to her door. He attempted a kiss but Joanie turned her cheek, thanked him once again for driving and went inside.
Daniel went back to his dorm, his mind whirling. He couldn't believe he had gotten his first blow job from his girl friend's mother. What were the chances!



Aside from that however, he wasn't very happy about the way the weekend had turned out. It was obvious to him that Joanie didn't feel any real affection for him. She was using him, probably just so that he'd get her through her math courses. The next time he saw her he was going to tell her he was done. She could get somebody else in their study group to help her.
Things had quickly returned a normal routine after the unbelievable trip to Joanie's parents. Daniel had managed to avoid his sometimes girl friend for a week. When he saw her that coming Wednesday he was going to tell her how he felt. It was the Monday, nine days after their trip to Carlisle that Mrs. Mc Bride called.
It took Daniel a moment to figure out who he was speaking to. When he realized it was Monica he was totally flabbergasted. He never expected her to call. And she sounded different over the phone, more serious, certainly not at all flirtatious. After chatting for a couple of minutes Monica got around to the reason for her call.
She said that she was coming to Franklin for a two day seminar at the college. She wondered if she could see him. She was on a tight schedule but she had some free time on Wednesday night. Was Daniel free?
Without even thinking about it Daniel said ..."Great! Sure! I'm totally free Wednesday!"
Monica said that was fine and then she said..."By the way Daniel, I don't think you should mention this to Joanie. You might have noticed that we weren't getting along all that well a couple of weeks ago. I think she needs her space right now...at least from me. It might be better if you don't say anything to her about my visit. I don't want to get into another quarrel with her."
Daniel said he understood and that he wouldn't say anything. Then he said goodbye after arranging to pick Monica up at the Midtown Inn at 8:00. When he hung up the phone Daniel was pretty nervous. He was going to get to see Joanie's mom again. And after what had happened between them in Carlisle, that was an exciting prospect indeed for a bashful young man from the mid-west. He wondered why she wanted to see him.
It was only later that he remembered his tentative date with Joanie for Wednesday night. Oh well. He'd just have to cancel on her. It wasn't like she'd never done it to him. He wasn't going to pass up a chance to see Monica again.
Joan seemed more surprised than disappointed when Daniel told her he was tied up on Wednesday night. Without any particular interest, she asked him what he was doing. He replied vaguely, something about an old friend from Boise visiting for the day and Daniel feeling obliged to spend some time with him/her. He wasn't specific and Joanie really didn't care. She knew a couple of her girl friends were going out with some of the guys from the ball team on Wednesday night and that was where she'd really rather be anyway.
Daniel wanted to take Monica somewhere nice for dinner but it couldn't be anywhere too close to the college. He didn't want to take a chance on running into Joanie or any of her friends. There was a pretty nice Bar and Grill about 15 miles out of town called Antonio's. It was a popular spot but if you didn't have a car it was a little bit off the beaten path. He actually thought for a moment about bringing flowers to the hotel but finally decided against it. After all, Monica was a married woman. Maybe she just wanted to see him to tell him that her wanton conduct in Carlisle had all been a mistake, or worse, maybe she was going to accuse him of inappropriate behavior and threaten to reveal all that had happened to her daughter. So, with wildly contradictory expectations, at 8:00 on Wednesday night, Daniel was knocking on the door of room 1121 of the Midtown Inn.
His heart was racing when Monica opened the door.
"Hello Daniel. How nice to see you. I'm almost ready. Why don't you come in for a moment...." Monica said, opening the door for him.
Daniel just stood there like a goof, gaping at the sexy older woman who was smiling at him in the doorway. Monica seemed taller than he remembered but that was because of the heels she had on. She had trimmed her blonde hair a bit and now it framed her smiling face and sparkling eyes even more dramatically than before.
She was wearing a thin rhinestone belt on top of a black leather skirt that was molded to her hips and ended just above her knee. Her stilleto heels and smoky nylons accented the athletic trim of her legs. A gleaming pearl necklace drew his eager eye to her sumptuous chest. She was wearing a gossamer thin blouse, grey, that was virtually transparent. The neckline was cut-away and there were artful black lace patterns of flowers and vines stitched into the blouse. But that decoration hardly obscured Monica's generous breasts and the fact that she wasn't wearing any bra to constrain them. Even just standing there, those enticing orbs were rising and falling hypnotically and the translucent top offered the most tantalizing glimpses of those conical mounds. Daniel knew he was in trouble.
"Hi Mrs. Mc Bride...I mean, Monica...." he stammered, only barely able to wrest his eyes from Monica's curvaceous body to look her in the eye. He couldn't stop his hand from shaking as he reached out for Monica's which she had extended to him in a curiously formal greeting.
"Hello Daniel. Just let me put on my lipstick and then we can go. I hope you're taking me to someplace nice..." Monica said as she turned to a mirror in the hallway. She picked up her lipstick and began to apply a coat of the crimson gloss to her lips. As she did so, she watched Daniel in the mirror, her eyes sparkling wickedly.
Daniel watched Monica raptly in the mirror as she traced her pursed lips with the tube of lipstick. He remembered vividly those gleaming lips turning into a perfect 'O' as the sexy nurse sucked the end of his cock. When he realized that Monica was watching him he began to blush furiously.
He somehow managed to get out of there without embarrassing himself any further. Monica touched his shoulder as she got into the car, but aside from that, and all through the casual dinner that followed, she remained smilingly aloof, maintaining a steady flow of idle conversation. They first had a couple of drinks and she asked about Daniel's courses and he told her what he was doing. Then, with dinner, they had some wine and he asked about her seminar and she talked about the program she was attending. She mentioned she had been talking to Joanie but didn't go into any specifics. They talked about the weather. It was all very cool and perfunctory with no hints or reference to the incredible sexual dalliance that had happened only a couple of weeks earlier between them. The only minor glitch was the way Daniel couldn't keep himself from staring into Monica's cleavage. His eyes were ever watchful for a glimpse of the swollen maroon aureole and spiky nipples that crowned her tits and were sometimes plainly visible through her sheer blouse.
Monica didn't say anything but apparently she found Daniel's shy ogling very amusing.
Finally, dinner ended and although they turned down dessert, Monica insisted that they both have an Irish coffee. Then she slid closer to Daniel in the quiet booth that they had been sharing. Idly she reached out and gently placed her hand on top of his.
"Daniel. I want to talk to you about Joanie. I spoke to her at the end of the week and some of things she said concerned me. Is everything alright between you two?"
Daniel really hadn't expected to be having a serious heart to heart with Mrs. Mc Bride about her daughter.
"Actually Mrs. Mc Bride...Monica...I don't think it's going anywhere... Joanie and me...I mean, I think she's amazing...Really... But I think you said it yourself in Carlisle...I'm not in her league...I don't think she's really interested in me and...and I...I... there just isn't any chemistry there, that's all....although there is a little math..." Daniel said with a rueful smile.
Monica smiled at Daniel's feeble attempt at humor. He supposed she meant to console him as she took his hand and placed it on her nylon sheathed knee under the table and leaned even closer to him.
"Oh Daniel. You don't really know much about women do you. There is an obvious problem between you and Joanie. She can be a very closed person and she knows how to get what she wants...she just takes it...." Monica said, gently easing Daniels' hand further up her leg.
Daniel's hand began to sweat as he felt Monica's silky nylons gliding under his palm.
"Whereas you're a very open person Daniel...Very giving...Like me.... Your are so incompatible, you and Joanie... I'm sure you must be very frustrated..." Monica said, guiding his hand up even higher under her leather skirt and onto her stocking top.
Daniel's looked at Monica with anxious eyes as his trembling fingers encountered one of the satin garters that held her stockings in place. His cock beginning to lengthen uncomfortably in his pants at the excitement of touching Mrs. Mc Bride so intimately. He was sure at any second she was going to yank his hand away and put it back on the table.
"But Joanie really needs your help Daniel. You're smart and strong and I'm afraid she's going to fail without you. You can help her. I really, really want you to help her......"
And as she said that, she turned a little further in her seat towards Daniel. When she did that, Daniel's hand naturally slipped into the vee at the top of her loins. Monica slammed her legs closed on it, locking it between her steamy thighs. Daniel could feel the edge of his hand rubbing up against the light fuzz of pubic hair that covered Monica's pudenda. Mrs. Mc Bride wasn't wearing any panties!
"Oh Goddd!..." Daniel groaned quietly, shifting in his seat so that his cock could surge upright in his pants
"If you would do that for me Daniel... If you would keep seeing Joanie and help her... That would make me very happy..." Monica said softly, letting her free hand slide onto Daniel's thigh where she moved it slowly higher towards his crotch.
"And do you know what happens when one giving person, like you, makes another giving person, like me, happy Daniel?...Do you?..." Monica asked, her eyes sparkling as her fingertips started gliding up the underside of Daniel's now throbbing erection.
"No Mrs. Mc Bride...Unnn...Monica...What happens?..." Daniel asked in a breaking voice.
Monica leaned even closer to Daniel. Her hair was brushing his face as she put her moist lips next to his ear. Giving his cock an incendiary squeeze, she whispered very slowly, very clearly ..."He gets his brains fucked out!...He gets his cock sucked!... Anything Daniel!...And Daniel!..." she added with a pregnant pause..."I'm very, very good!..."
And with that she tweaked Daniel's already bulging cock crown in a way that made him suck in his breath and stiffen up all over in arousal.
"Unnnn!....Unnn!...Monica!...Oh Goddd!..." Daniel stammered, his hand shaking feverishly between her clenched thighs as he tried to form a response to her lurid suggestion.
He was so distracted by Monica's shameless groping and her wanton conversation that he never even saw the four young people who walked up to their table.
"Daniel?...Hi!...I thought that was you sitting over here. How are you?..."
It took Daniel a second to realize that someone was talking to him. As he turned away from Monica he had the unnerving surprise of finding Lindsay Marshall, Joanie's best friend standing at their table, looking at Daniel and Monica with great interest.
"Oh shit!..." thought Daniel, trying frantically to figure out what he was going to say to her.
"We just came in for a drink. I think you might know....." Lindsay said, going on to introduce the two boys and the other girl. He didn't pay any attention to their names. What the hell was he going to say.
While all this was going on, Monica was lazily rearranging herself in her seat. She sat back so that her barely concealed breasts thrust arrogantly from her chest as she turned her dazzling smile on the new arrivals.
"Aren't you going to introduce us to your...friend?..." Lindsay inquired with a catty smile.
"Ohhh!...Sure.... Lindsay!...This is my friend from Boise... Mm... Mm... Melissa..." Monica slid her foot over under the table and gave the arch of his foot a painful jab with her heel.... "Owww!... Melissa... Mm..Mc Donald..." Daniel yelped.
Lindsay and her friend looked quizzically at Daniel.
"Hello Melissa!...Nice to meet you!..." the two boys said enthusiastically, almost tripping over each other to lean in and shake Monica's hand.
"Hello boys!..." Monica said in a throaty purr. The two girls just gave her a barely courteous nod.
"Joanie's with us Daniel. She was just a couple of minutes behind us in David's car. I'm sure she'll be happy to see you and...Melissa."
"Oh Good... I was hoping I'd get to meet some of Daniel's friends..." Monica said, leaning forward conspiratorially towards Lindsay. Daniel noticed the boys' eyes zeroing in on Monica's spectacularly displayed cleavage.
With the sweetest smile Monica said....."He's been telling me that even though a lot of the girls he's met here aren't very bright, they're a lot prettier than the girls back home. And I must say, you girls are just lovely..."
Lindsay and her girl friend looked at Monica for a moment with pursed lips and uncertain eyes. They thought they might have just been insulted but they weren't sure. After a moment Lindsay said..."Why don't you and Melissa join us once Joanie gets here. We'd love to hear more about the bright lights of Boise."
And with that the two girls turned on their heels and headed to the bar. The boys were a lot more sincere in their invitation for Daniel and Monica to join them. They were practically drooling over the statuesque blonde sitting next to Daniel.
"Don't you worry boys! Daniel and I would love to join you, wouldn't we sweetheart? We'll certainly be over later. Now you two run along and join your little friends."
Before they had even reached the bar Daniel was making frantic 'add up my bill' hand gestures to their waiter.
"We've got to get out of here. I didn't tell Joanie you were here, just like you asked. If she finds out and sees you like...like..." Daniel stuttered, looking up and down at Monica's sexily attired figure.
"Like ...what Daniel?..."
"Like...Sitting here...With me...She's going to be so pissed!...I can't imagine what she'll say!... What I'll say! ...We've got to get out of here!..." Daniel moaned, his eyes darting back and forth from Monica to the door like he was watching a tennis match.
At that moment a party of two older couples was just getting up at a table near Daniel and Monica's booth.
Monica watched Daniel's obvious distress for a moment longer with a broad smile creasing her lips.
"You are so nervous honey. You should relax a little. Now why don't I just slip out of here with those nice people over there. You can settle up here and meet me out at the car. Why don't we do that?"
"Unnn...Yeah...Ahh... Sure!..." Daniel said, his eyes still in continuous motion.
Monica slipped out of the booth and walked up behind the other party that were heading to the door.
It was just then that David and Joanie walked in. Joanie was laughing like she and David were sharing a joke. They must have known that they'd find their friends at the bar because that's where they headed without a glance at the rest of the room.
Daniel almost had a heart attack as he watched his girl friend walk by her mother with no more than ten feet between them. He saw Monica turn her head towards him after Joanie passed. The brazen blonde gave him a wink. Daniel also noticed the boys at the bar watching Monica. Monica saw them too and as she got closer to the door the boys half raised their beers towards her and rocked their heads and shoulders towards the bar, beckoning her over. Monica raised her open palm to her mouth and blew them a kiss and then gave them a saucy wink as well. Then she was out the door.
Daniel breathed a sigh of relief as Joan and Dave joined their friends at the bar. Immediately Lindsay and her friend pulled Joan aside while the two boys at the bar buttonholed David with frequent nods towards the door and Daniel's table. Where the hell was that damn waiter?
The waiter arrived with the bill at about the same time that Joanie looked over at Daniel, her eyes glaring into his. Lindsay was still talking urgently to her as Joan started to pace across the room towards Daniel.
'Oh shit!...' Daniel thought as he hastily scribbled in a tip and signed the bill.
"Hello Daniel. I didn't expect to run into you here. I thought you were out with an old friend tonight..." Joanie said, her eyes blazing.
"Oh yeah!...Hi Joanie!..You mean...Mm...Melissa!...Yeah...Melissa's just visiting..." Daniel said shakily.
"Unn Hnn!...Melissa Mc Donald..." Joanie said, enunciating the name as if she were giving an elocution lesson..."Why does that name sound familiar?... Where is she?... I'm dying to meet her!... I hear she's very...interesting."
"Ohhh...Unnn...Melissa just went to the powder room... She had to...You know... I was just settling up here and then we were going to join you for a minute... Lindsay already asked us...If that's O.K.?.." Daniel asked, nervously folding his copy of the bill into smaller and smaller squares until it had almost disappeared.
"Oh definitely Daniel. We'd love to have you join us. We're all looking forward to getting to know your... friend. We're right over there." Joan said, pointing towards the bar.
"Great! Then we can all talk. Super!" Daniel said, looking at Joanie with a lopsided smile.
Time seemed to stand still while Joanie gazed at him with a hard stare. Daniel could think of absolutely nothing to say so he just sat there with a silly grin on his face and beads of sweat beginning to dot his brow
"So you'll join us right?..." Joan said one more time.
"Absolutely!..." said Daniel.
And so Joan reluctantly walked back to her friends at the bar but kept an eagle eye on Daniel. He could feel her constant stare as he sat there. He kept looking towards the washroom as if he expected someone to appear at any second. But of course no one did. And after a few minutes it was becoming obvious to anyone who was interested that no one was going to appear.
And then he had an inspiration. He took out his cell phone, put it to his ear and said..."Hello..." and then..."Hello..." He waited...He looked angrily at the phone...He pulled out the antenna... "Hello...What?...What?...I can't hear you...Wait a minute..." He said, getting up and stumbling towards the exit. He never looked around until he got outside the restaurant door. Then he looked frantically for Monica. He spotted her standing next to the car which was near the far end of one of the rows.
He walked over like a speed walker in an Olympic competition. Monica watched his speedy approach with amusement. He had just opened the door for her and she was getting into the car when he looked back to see the restaurant door open. Joanie looked around and spotted him. Daniel pretended not to have seen her as he casually headed over to his side of the car.
"Daniel!..." Joan shouted, stepping towards the parking lot.
But Daniel never looked her way as he got in the car, started it and backed out of the space. Joan was still some distance away but was marching towards them. Monica looked over her shoulder and out the back window at her daughter.
"Oh my! She does not look happy at all!..." Monica said with a laugh as she turned to smile at Daniel. At the same time she reached over and gave his thigh a warm squeeze.
"Oh God! How am I going to explain this?..." Daniel moaned. But he never stopped or looked back. He drove straight out of the parking lot and headed for the highway.



It was only a couple of minutes before they were speeding back towards town.
"Well that was interesting..." Monica said with a smile as she snuggled closer to Daniel on the front seat. She let her right hand drift over into his lap where she started kneading his cock through his pants.
"Now what were we talking about before we were so rudely interrupted..." she purred, reaching deeper into Daniel's crotch to give his balls a torrid squeeze.
"Unnnn!...Geez Mrs. Mc Bride...Monica!...I...I can't think when you touch me like that!..." Daniel gasped his cock stiffening frantically once more in response to Monica's lewd fondling.
"You don't remember Daniel?...I think I had just said I'd fuck your brains out if you'd help Joanie with her math...Does that ring a bell?..." Monica asked sweetly, again gripping Daniel's cock through his pants and giving it a sensuous squeeze.
"Oh God!...Yeah!...I promise!...Whatever you want!..."
"That's sweet of you honey! ... I know you'll keep your part of the bargain...and so will I!... Why don't we start right now!...How about a little head?... I'm wearing your favorite color lipstick!.." she whispered in Daniel's ear, her long fingers starting to pull his fly down.
"Oh Godd!... Monica!...Right now?...While I'm driving...Joanie never...I mean...I never... I don't know?..." Daniel answered, his eyes darting nervously between Monica and the road.
Monica deftly freed Daniel's boner from his pants and was stroking it softly.
"Joanie never gave you a blow-job in the car Daniel?...I can't believe that!...Why that's...that's just ...un-American!..." Monica said, her eyes twinkling merrily into his.
"Now why don't you just sit back and relax, if you can, and let Monica take care of this big old stiffie for you!..." the blonde seductress purred, leaning over in her seat and snuggling her head in under the steering wheel.
"You just keep your eyes on the road O. K.?..." she said, squirming around until her lips were poised over Daniel's rigid tool. And then....
"Mmmmm!..." she purred, wetly sucking Daniel's knob into her mouth and twisting her tongue around and around that swollen helmet.
"Ahhhhhh!...Oh Goddddd!..." Daniel gasped as shafts of excitement shot through his groin. He could barely believe the intensity of his arousal as Monica confidently siphoned more of him into her mouth.
"Mmm Hmm!...Mmm Hmm!..." she hummed, bobbing her head down further and further until she had him all. And then, with her nose in his pubic hair, she sucked him so hard her cheeks inverted around his shaft. Without releasing her vacuuming suck, she pulled her head up, lifting Daniel out of his seat with her leeching mouth.
"Ahhhhh!...Nahhh!...Mrs. Mc Bride!..." Daniel moaned, squirming frantically under Monica's expert blow-job. He clutched the steering wheel until his fingers were white. His balls were tight and his cock was literally pounding with blood as he helplessly strained up into the torrid draw of her mouth.
Monica held him like that for a moment longer before releasing him with a lewd slurp.
"How's that baby?...Do you like it?...Am I a good little cocksucker?..." Monica panted, reaching in to masturbate him while catching her breath.
"Yeah!...Oh yeah!...Don't stop!...Oh don't stop Mrs. Mc Bride!..." Daniel begged, hunching into Monica's coaxing fist like a dog in heat.
"Ummm!...I won't stop baby!...I'll suck you 'til you come!...Don't worry!...You can come whenever you want to!...I want you to!...I want to swallow it!...Promise me you'll come in my mouth!...You will won't you?..." Monica teased, swirling her fist around and around on Daniel's knob in a way that she knew would have him coming in no time.
"Yes!...Oh God!...Yes!..." Daniel gasped, his legs stiffening as his balls got even tighter. His cock was on fire under Monica's devilishly twisting hand.
"That's a good boy!...Let me have it!..." and then..."Mmmm!..." as she once more attacked the end of his cock with her whirling tongue and siphoning lips. Only this time she continued to jack him off as she sucked him. She didn't have much room to work under the steering wheel but she knew Daniel wasn't going to last very long anyway. She could tell by the way the car was slowing down and speeding up erratically. She hoped they weren't going to get pulled over, but it wouldn't be the first time.
"Unnn!...Unnn!." Daniel groaned, leaning forward and bucking into Monica's irresistibly coaxing mouth.
As his cock ballooned that last little bit like they always did just before they exploded, Monica drove her little fist down his length and exerted a steady pressure on the root of his shaft. That was it for Daniel.
"Ahhhhhh!..." he wailed as his balls kicked and a geyser of sperm shot into Monica's mouth like a fireball. That was quickly followed by four or five more searing spurts that erupted in feverish succession.
"Ahhhhh!....Naaaaa!...Godddd!...." Daniel cried, his balls hammering away in his groin as the come seared through his cock.
"Mmmm!....Umm Mmmm!..." Monica enthused as Daniel's orgasm overwhelmed him. She was a little surprised at how much come he had. As fast as she could swallow, she still couldn't keep up with the initial rush and some of the sticky goo was running down over her hand.
"Mmmmmm!..." she purred, now stroking Daniel's tool more slowly. She was working the come up from his balls with deliberate handstrokes, milking him for every drop that he had.
"Ahhhhh!...Ummm!...Mmmmm!..." Daniel moaned. He had somehow managed to exit the highway and then pulled off onto the edge of the road. He had no idea how he had done it. He couldn't concentrate on anything other than the devastating come that was wracking his loins. It felt like Monica was trying to drain him dry.
And that was exactly her intention. She was milking him slow but as she sensed his spasms were about to end, she frictioned him briskly two or three times with her tightly clenched fist and that regenerated another little flow as she knew it would.
"Unnnn!..." Daniel moaned, twitching all over. And then, just as he was about done, Monica stroked him hard and fast again.
"Noooo!..." he gasped, as his balls gave another aching lurch that did expel a small trickle of sperm.
"Mmmmm!..." Monica purred, lapping that up and then jerking him roughly again.
"Don'ttt!..." Daniel winced, but this time nothing came out of his gaping pee slit but a couple of bubbles.
"Mmmm Hmmm!...." Monica purred, luxuriously lapping at Daniel's knob to gather up any stray come she might have missed. Then she pulled herself up from his lap and turned to face him. She held his still upright cock in one hand while she checked the corners of her mouth with the fingertips of the other.
"Just wanted to make sure I got it all!..." she murmured giving his hard-on a playful squeeze.
"Ohhhh!...I guess you did!.." Daniel said in barely a whisper.
With great effort he flopped backwards against the seat and looked at Mrs. Mc Bride with wondering eyes. There was a sheen of perspiration glistening on the slopes of her breasts and her face was flushed. She looked wickedly disheveled.
"That was amazing!..." he croaked.
"Well aren't you sweet baby!...I'm glad you enjoyed it!..."
Monica just sat there watching him with amusement while Daniel struggled to collect himself. She kept stroking the root of his cock, slowly but firmly, jacking the blood into his tool and keeping him erect.
After a little while she said..."We should be getting going don't you think?..."
Daniel looked at her uncomprehendingly for a second and then said..."Sure..."
He put the car back in gear and pulled out back onto the street. They were only about five minutes away from the hotel.
Monica said to him in a smoldering voice..."I can keep you hard like this 'til we get back sweetheart and then you can fuck me as soon as we get in the door. Or I can give you a little break and then get you back up when we get there. What do you want Daniel?...
"Oh God Mrs. Mc Bride!..." In truth his nuts were starting to pain him considerably. He could really use a little rest. So he said..."Maybe just let's take it easy for a while. I'll be alright in just a bit...."
"Oh don't worry Daniel. I'll get you hard once we get back. That'll be the easy part!..." she said with an evil chuckle. And with that she stripped her fist all the way up his shaft, twisting it with a flourish around his knob as she released him.
"Unnnn!...." Daniel grimaced as an unwanted twinge of excitement jolted his over worked testicles. He struggled to get his greasy erection back in his pants. He kept his eyes on the road as he continued to drive.
He could feel Monica's eyes on him as he drove and he glanced across at her.
She had pulled out her lipstick and was touching up her mouth. When she noticed Daniel looking at her, she pursed her gleaming lips at him in a mocking kiss and then slowly mouthed the words..." I'M GONNA' FUCK YOUR BRAINS OUT!"
"Ohhhhh!..." Daniel groaned, his cock twitching angrily and refusing to go down as Monica taunted him.
As they neared the hotel, he looked in awe at the blonde temptress sitting next to him. He couldn't believe he was going back to a hotel room with his girl friend's mother. He was so excited and so nervous he couldn't imagine what he would do, what he would say when they got there. And then they pulled up at the hotel.
Daniel turned off the car and turned to Monica nervously.
"Well...We're here..." he said with a bashful smile.
"Don't worry sweetheart!...I'll still respect you in the morning!..." Monica said with wickedly sparkling eyes.
"Excuse me..." said Daniel.
"Nothing dear...Shall we go in?..." Monica purred.
"Oh sure!...Great!..." Daniel said, awkwardly stumbling out of the car and then racing around to open Monica's door.
As she got out of the car, Monica slyly reached down and gave Daniel's balls a warm squeeze. Pressing them up firmly into his groin in a lewd caress she whispered...
"Are you ready for me math whiz?... When I'm done with you, you won't be able to sit down for a week!...I promise!..."
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The next few days after taking Mrs. Ford home from the country club, Adam was a complete wreck. He was consumed with the older woman. He replayed the scene over and over in his mind where she had ravished him in her front hallway while his girlfriend had waited impatiently for him outside.
That and his earlier experience with Mrs. Ford, where she had seduced him in her pool, had him fantasizing continuously about what their next encounter might be. Being a normal, healthy eighteen year old, he was constantly day dreaming about sex anyway. He still found it hard to believe that Lauren Ford might be interested in him despite the fact that she had attacked him in her front hall. Mrs. Ford was drop dead gorgeous even if she was his mother's best friend and therefore way out of his league on so many different levels.
Adam couldn't wait to see her again, to somehow find a way to be alone with her and then get her to let him into her pants once more. He was practically a walking 'hard-on' for days after his last encounter with her. Amelia, his girl friend, was not amused by his incessant groping and wheedling for sex and told him not to call her until he got a life. He considered calling Mrs. Ford and asking to see her, but ultimately he was just too shy. She might even laugh at him and that was just too awful to even think about.
And so Adam found himself facing one long lonely evening after another. These typically ended way too late and were followed by breathless wet dreams starring Mrs. Ford, mounted on his straining tool, fucking him mercilessly until he erupted in a tangle of soiled sheets and stifled moans and the frustration of realizing that it was all just a dream.
Even his mother had mentioned that Adam didn't seem to be himself lately and wasn't he still seeing that lovely Amelia? Adam muttered a noncommittal response before heading off for another mindless couple of hours playing video games.
And then one night about a week later, his mother happened to mention over dinner that…'Oh yes…Lauren Ford had called the day before and wanted Adam to call her… something about a driving lesson…'
Adam was unfortunately in the middle of a way too big mouthful of spaghetti at that moment and convulsed into a choking fit. His frantic mother had to execute a clumsy Heimlich manoeuver that did allow poor Adam to catch his breath even though the table cloth became a 'write-off'. He apologized gaspingly and then excused himself saying that maybe he had better call Mrs. Ford back.
Adam had two quick glasses of water to try and compose himself and then went and made the call.
He was almost delirious with excitement when he finally spoke to her.
For her part Lauren was friendly and engaging without being in any way intimate.
Adam was so wound up he couldn't think straight and could barely talk. There were so many things he wanted to say, to ask, but their chat was brief and there weren't really any opportunities for him to get too personal.
Mrs. Ford was calling to ask if he would help her with her niece who was visiting from overseas. Irina wanted to get her license while she was in the States but of course Mrs. Ford didn't drive so she wondered if Adam might help. Not with formal driving lessons of course, but just help Irina to get familiar with the road system and driving the bigger, north american car.
Adam was hardly listening…"Yes!…Of course!…He'd be happy too!…Couldn't wait!…When was a good time?…"
They arranged for him to come over the following day, a Friday in the afternoon. Apparently Mrs. Ford's husband was away on business until late in the evening so she asked him to join her and her niece for dinner. And then, just before she hung up, Mrs. Ford said a funny thing…"Irina is my sister's little girl Adam. I hope you'll be nice to her."
"Why, yeah, sure! I'll be on my best behavior!" Adam enthused, though afterwards he kicked himself for sounding like an uptight little weenie.
The next morning seemed to go on for an eternity. Adam had absolutely no interest in lunch. At five to four he was ringing Mrs. Ford's front doorbell, his mother's big Chevy parked in the driveway behind him.
The door soon opened and there was Mrs. Ford standing in front of him. She smiled at him with that amused expression that he remembered so well, looking like she was thinking about some dirty little secret that they both knew. She looked great as usual. Her blonde hair was trimmed neatly just above her shoulders and framed her smiling face. She was wearing a white satin blouse that was open just enough to show off the upper swells of her breasts. Beneath that was a snug little black skirt. Her shapely legs were clad in smoky nylons. A loopy gold link belt cinched her narrow waist and 3 inch patent leather heels completed her outfit, making her look taller than Adam remembered.
"Hello Mrs. Ford." Adam stammered. "I hope I'm not too early."
"Oh no Adam. You're right on time. How nice to see you."
Mrs. Ford stepped down from her front doorway and casually leaned into Adam. She stepped up on tiptoe to brush his cheek with her lips, mushing one tit against his chest and incidentally thrusting her knee against his groin as she did so.
"I've been looking forward to seeing you again…" she purred, planting a moist kiss next to his ear. "Have you missed me?…" she murmured, keeping herself pressed snugly against Adam for a little bit longer than might have been politically correct. But in fact it didn't take long at all before she could feel his cock begin to stir against her gently pressing thigh. Once she felt him starting to stiffen up she giggled, took his hand and stepped back
"I…I'm really…glad too...to.." Adam was stuttering, but Lauren only gave him a brief mocking moue before turning and peering into the house.
"Irina! Adam's here! Come on. I want you to meet him. He's going to take us for a drive."
Adam was squeezing Mrs. Ford's hand, trying to get her attention but Lauren was obviously anxious to introduce her niece. After a moment, Irina came out onto the front porch, clutching a little pocket book and nervously glancing back and forth from her aunt to Adam.
"Adam. This Irina. She's from Gdansk in Poland. She's been with me for two weeks now. She'll be staying here 'til the end of September…" Mrs. Ford said, fondly taking her niece's arm.
"Her mother thought it was time she saw the great U S of A. She just graduated from a commercial / science program at Olsztyn Polytechnical School. She can't really look for a job here but who knows what might happen if she keeps her eyes open. Her English is very good. You just have to be a little patient with her sometimes."
"Hello Adam. It is a…pleasure to meet you." Irina said, reaching out her little hand towards Adam.
Adam took her hand and shook it awkwardly.
"Irina. How do you do. It's a pleasure to meet you too." he said, unconsciously mimicking Irina's formal greeting
Adam didn't know what he was expecting when Mrs. Ford said he wanted him to show her niece how to drive, but it wasn't Irina.
Lauren's niece was very pretty in a bookish sort of way. She was slightly taller than her aunt with dirty blonde hair that was tied back severely in a way that showed off her high cheek bones. She had on a pair of steel framed glasses that weren't very flattering but Adam assumed were necessary. She was wearing flat sandals and some kind of pastel pink shirt/dress that came down to her knees. It also wasn't very flattering, kind of shapeless, but Irina was tall and trim and she had a lovely face. Adam had a suspicion that without the glasses and with the hair undone, she might be pretty hot.
Everyone was kind of standing there, looking at each other and standing in place as if in some sort of tableau. Finally Irina pointed towards the car and started hesitantly walking towards it saying…"We go?"
As soon as she moved Adam realized that there were some very generous parts in motion under that shirt/dress and suddenly he was looking forward to this driving lesson. He just stood there gawping at the intriguing Irina until he felt a stabbing pain in the arch of his foot.
Mrs. Ford had one stiletto heel jammed into his sneaker although she wasn't looking at him.
"We go!…" she said to her niece, and then she murmured over her shoulder to Adam…"Remember what you said. Best behavior!…" grinding her heel into his foot.
"Ahhhh! Ouch!… Yeah! Of course!"
"That's a good boy!"
They got into the car with Irina in the back and Mrs. Ford up front. Lauren asked Adam to drive them somewhere where they wouldn't run into too much traffic and then let Irina try her hand behind the wheel. Adam suggested a quiet suburban neighborhood about fifteen minutes away. Lauren said fine and began to point out the local points of interest to Irina. As they got a little way out of town Mrs. Ford shifted towards the center of the big front seat. Not too close to Adam but close enough that she could casually slide one hand onto his upper thigh where her outstretched fingers grazed the underside of his cock through his pants.
Adam gasped in surprise. His head swiveled sharply to the right when Lauren seized his plum shaped knob with her fingertips and gave it a wicked squeeze.
Mrs. Ford was watching him with sparking eyes as she exerted a firm, relentless pressure on his pants covered tool.
"Watch the road Adam!…" she said quietly before returning to her chatter with her niece. You could see a pleased smile turning the corners of her mouth though, as Adam's cock stiffened and grew under her provocative touch.
Adam had to bite his tongue not to groan with excitement. Even though they had reached the suburbs and there was no one else around on the road, he began to drive more and more slowly as his erection reached critical mass under Mrs. Ford's gripping hand. She had fisted his fat shaft in a back-handed clasp and was milking him in a way that was making him arch his hips upwards into her pressing palm.
"Oooohh!…" he finally groaned when a particularly lewd twist of Lauren's hand made his balls lurch and the pre-come start to stream into his shorts.
"Ohhhh? Yes! I think this is exactly what we're looking for, don't you Adam?…" Mrs. Ford said giving the throbbing erection that was tenting the front of his pants one more sharp squeeze then moving her hand away. She glanced quickly down into Adam's lap and then looked back up at him, her eyes flashing wickedly.
Adam looked down too and groaned again, this time with embarrassment. His bulging cock was jutting plainly through his pants and Adam knew it wasn't about to go down any time soon. And there was a wet spot about the size of a silver dollar staining his khakis just below his belt line.
"Why don't you pull over and let Irina drive."
Adam looked pleadingly at Mrs. Ford and then into the rearview mirror at Irina's hesitantly smiling face. What was she going to think.
"Don't worry. It will be fine. She has had some experience. In Poland of course…" Lauren said with a throaty chuckle.
"Pull over!"
Adam had no choice. He stopped at the curb. Then there was a brief Chinese fire drill as Adam slid over into the passenger seat while Irina got behind the wheel and Mrs. Ford moved into the back .
Adam had one leg crossed over the other and his hands folded unnaturally in his lap, trying to hide his rampant condition from Irina.
While Irina adjusted the seat and the mirror, Mrs. Ford scooted forward to lean against the front seat. She let her right hand drift across the back of Adam's neck. She toyed with his ear with her sharp nailed fingers. She knew it would be just enough to keep him on edge.
Once she was comfortable, Irina looked over at Adam for instruction. Adam was totally distracted by Mrs. Ford's perfume and her teasing fingers.
Irina cleared her throat and when Adam looked in her direction he caught her just lifting her gaze from his lap, her eyes looking quite surprised behind her glasses.
She quickly smiled and asked…"I drive now. Is O.K.?"
"Sure. Let's go. Put it in D, check in your mirrors and accelerate slowly."
Adam was anxious to get going. Irina seemed anxious too as she got the car moving and out into the road.
Actually it went pretty well. Irina had obviously driven before. A couple of times she braked too hard and accelerated too fast but she probably wasn't used to all the power of the big Chevy.
Mrs. Ford said encouraging things from the back seat and the few remarks she directed to Adam like…"Isn't she doing well?".. were made with her lips brushing the side of his face and her moist breath gusting in his ear.
Adam sat there, shifting uncomfortably back and forth as his boner throbbed achingly in his pants. A couple of times he peeked under his cupped hands but the wet spot and the big bulge were still there and would probably remain there as long as Mrs. Ford kept teasing him from the back seat.
The good news was that Irina drove so well around the suburbs that Lauren and Adam were both comfortable enough to let her drive all the way back into town and into Mrs. Ford's driveway.
"Well that's good! Here we are!" Adam said, moving as quickly as he could in his awkward condition to get out of the car. Mrs. Ford got out of the back and was smiling proudly at her niece. Irina got out and closed the car door gently. She smiled at the big hunk of metal and then looked over at Adam. She walked around to him and then glanced at her aunt.
"Thank you Adam. Is very good for you to show me how to use this car. I am very good about it."
She leaned forward to give Adam a quick peck on the cheek. Because Adam still had his hands clasped in front of his pants she had to lean in from the waist to kiss him.
As surprised as he was by Irina's spontaneous show of affection, he was even more surprised by the cushiony warmth of the concealed breasts that swung briefly against him.
Irina straightened up then practically skipped up the walkway towards the house.
Mrs. Ford stepped up to Adam and linked her arms through his as she walked him towards the house.
"Are you ready Adam? I'll just bet you are. And you've been so good too. We'll get dinner going in a jiffy. You just let us girls take care of you while you relax!…" Mrs. Ford teased, playfully tugging at Adam's arms with hers, trying to get him expose his bulging crotch. Adam resisted and they walked up to the house rocking back and forth against each other.
Irina was waiting for them in the kitchen. Adam walked up to the sink and got a glass of water, some of which he conveniently spilled down his shirt front and the top of his pants. And the brief walk into the house had been opportunity enough for his boner to diminish. Her was once again presentable, for the moment.
Mrs. Ford directed him to sit on the small couch in the corner while she and Irina started organizing dinner. There was a message light flashing on the phone and Mrs. Ford picked it up to check. Then she made a call.
"What's up Emily?…Un Huh…Sure…I see…Oh I can come over…Well you won't be long?…Sure it's no problem…No…I'm sure…I'll be right there."
She turned to Irina and Adam.
"That's my friend Emily. She ordered a prescription for little Stevie but she called it in too late to get it delivered. She's all by herself and she doesn't want to take him out because he's kind of croupy. I said I'd watch him. She's only five minutes down the street and she said she won't be long. You two kids can entertain yourselves for half an hour can't you? You can finish getting dinner together or I can do it when I get back. Adam, I'm sure Irina would be very interested in life in America from a man's perspective. With Brad away on business it's been pretty much just us girls around here. "
She moved over to stand in front of Adam. She made a point of standing with her hands on her hips and her shoulders back. Wither her big tits looming over him she smiled down into his eyes and said quietly…"I've got something special for you for dessert."
Then she turned to Irina and said.."Tell him about the wonders of Poland. He's a great listener…"
She waved, grabbed a light coat off the rack and headed out the door. In a moment more the door closed behind her and she was gone.
Irina came around the island and put her hands on the kitchen counter behind her as she leaned back against it. Adam was again startled by the impressive thrust of her breasts beneath her loose fitting shift.
"Adam. You have girlfriend?…." she asked.
"Not just now. I was seeing a girl for…a few months. I really liked her, but it wasn't…somehow it didn't work out. We broke up just a little while ago."
"Do you miss her?"
"Yeah. Sure I do. I guess…" Adam said.
"I have boy friend in Gdansk. For long time. We have, how you say, fun things together."
Adam thought for a moment and offered…"fun times?"
"Yes, we have fun times together. I miss fun times with Jan…" Irina said, moving her hands and idly toying with the button of her dress over her navel.
"Since I visit aunt Lauren here, we talk, we go out. Uncle Brad he come, he go …" Irina said, her gaze now fixed on Adams eyes as she opened the button at her waist and moved her hands up to the one above it.
"But no boy friend, no fun things like with boy friend at home…" she said, opening another button and moving on to the next one.
Adam was sitting there staring dumbfounded. His first impression of Irina had been that she was pretty but quiet and shy. He couldn't believe she was doing some kind of strip tease for him. But she popped another button and reached up for the remaining two.
"You miss girl friend Adam? You miss fun things like with girl friend?…" Irina asked as she opened the second last button and moved on to the one at her throat. Her eyes were twinkling behind her glasses as she waited for Adam's answer.
"Unnn!…Yeah! Sure! Irina…But we never really did… too much!…'
"My boy friend, Jan and me. We do very much. I miss." Irina said, undoing the last button. Then she pulled her shoulders back, gripped her parted shirt dress and slowly pulled it wide open.
"Oh ..my… God!…" Adam gasped.
Irina had the most enormous tits that Adam had ever seen. They were huge pendulous orbs that hung from her chest like bells. That's not too say that they were saggy. They had a wonderful shape, fully rounded and turned up at the end. They were capped by dark maroon aureolae that were the size of saucers. And her nipples were rosy and firm, the size of baby fingers. But these breasts had such weight, such mass, that the slightest movement by Irina, like the way she was now gently stepping towards Adam, made them undulate wildly across her broad chest.
She cupped those giant globes in her own hands to get them under control as she purred…
"You like my 'piersie'? Jan, he like.." Irina said, a confident smile now creasing her lips as she watched Adam's reaction to her little display. He was so excited he hadn't even thought to try and cover the swollen erection that was once more straining under his suddenly too tight pants. And Irina hadn't failed to notice it.
"Your tits? Oh God! You have amazing tits!" Adam croaked, his palms starting to sweat at the possibility of getting his hands on those fabulous jugs.
"We have fun! Jan he like, how you say..'pic moj klatka'.. like this.."



Irina raised one generous boob to her mouth to draw her nipple into her mouth. Her eyes half closed but never wavered from Adam as she sucked slavishly on the end of her own breast. Adam only wished that it was his hand that was squeezing that ripe melon so hard that the flesh was bulging through his spread fingers.
Irina was now standing directly above Adam. She released her fervid lip-lock on her breast with an audible smack. Her one nipple was now a brilliant scarlet, gleaming with spit and jutting out more than an inch from her swollen tit. She held both breasts, working them over with clutching hands as she pushed them out in front of her towards Adam like an offering.
"You like? You like 'moj klatka'? You like have fun?…" she asked breathlessly.
"I like have fun! Yes!…" Adam cried, closing his hands on Irina's chest and getting his first astounding feel of those monster boobs. Eagerly he lunged face first into her voluptuous cleavage. He didn't stop until his nose was rammed into her breast bone. Her cushiony flesh was hot against his cheeks. She smelled like sweet apples. Instinctively his tongue came out and he started licking every millimeter of flesh that surrounded his face. And he was rewarded by an appreciative moan from Irina as he did so.
"Mmmm!..Yesss!…Have good fun Adam!… 'Pic!'...'Pic Moj!'.." she purred, pressing inwards on the outer slopes of her breasts to rub Adam's ears with her nipples. Adam thought he'd come in his pants when she did that.
But Irina had other ideas. She leaned even further forward, burying Adam's face in her mountainous mammaries. She reached both hands into his lap and deftly unfastened his pants. She tugged and twisted until Adam got the idea and raised up enough that she could pull his pants and shorts down to his knees. Then she reached in and gave his throbbing tool a warm, two handed squeeze. His cock was so hard and her touch was so hot that Adam barked like a dog while she fondled him.
"Arrr!...Arrr!..Ahhh!…" was the muffled cry that echoed from her now slippery cleavage.
Irina smiled as she steadied herself then sank to her knees in front of Adam. When his face emerged from between her tits, he was as red as a tomato and gasping. He blinked his eyes as if he were waking from a dream. But this was no dream.
This incredibly stacked Polish girl was crouched between his knees, fisting his turgid cock and watching him with a knowing smile. She still had on her glasses and Adam suddenly found this amazingly sexy.
"You like good time Adam? You have 'duzy kogut'! Like my Jan. I know one time Jan like. You tell me yes?…" Irina said in her wonderfully broken english, snuggling in between Adam's trembling thighs.
With his pants bunched up around his knees, Irina couldn't get him to spread as much as she might have wanted. But with her chest, she had all the room she needed.
She pulled her shoulders back and leaned in, enveloping Adam's cock in the irresistible chasm between her tits. She placed her hands on the outside of those resilient globes and mashed them together around his tool.
"Ahhhh!…Goddd!…" Adam gasped, leaning back and flopping on the couch like a landed fish. He had never felt anything as arousing as those saliva slick globes pressing around every inch of his eager tool.
He thrust up with his hips, ramming his balls into the underside of those seductive melons. Adam was a big boy but not big enough to drive his length through the mountains of flesh that surrounded him. Not unless Irina helped him that is. And help him she did. With her eyes sparkling into his, she leaned in even closer and pulled down on her compressed globes, baring his livid knob his cock against her throat.
"Unnnn!…" Adam cried as his cock was momentarily exposed.
"Yes Adam! You like! 'Wesjc moj klatka'!'Wesj'!…" Irina cooed, jiggling her lavish jugs encouragingly around his angry cock.
Adam was gasping frantically, faint with arousal. His palms clutched the cushions of the couch as he hunched into Irina's cleavage. He was so excited he couldn't even manage a steady rhythm. For thirty seconds he'd buck upwards like he was being electrocuted. Then he would just hold himself up at full extension, gasping and whimpering as he strained into the silken valley sheathing his prick. Then he'd start lunging up and down again.
Irina knew he would come quickly. They always did the first time. And then she felt his cock expand that last little bit between her tits like they did just before they came.
"Tak! Tak!..Wesjc mnie Adam! Wesjc mnie!…" she murmured, squeezing her welcoming tits even tighter around his throbbing tool.
And then Adam's balls kicked with an enormous spasm.
"Nahhhhh!…." he gasped as a fireball of come erupted between Irina's encircling globes.
"Naaahhh!…Ahhh!…Godd!…he cried as his testicles began to hammer away in his groin in gut wrenching spasms. Adam stiffened so frantically on the couch that he almost lifted Irina right off her knees
"Ummm Hmmm!…" Irina enthused as that first spurt of fiery sperm was quickly followed by a volley of frantic bursts. They came so quickly it was almost like a continuous stream of come spraying between her tits. She hazarded a quick peek, easing the pressure on her enveloping chest and was rewarded with two greasy bolts of sperm to the face, one that streaked her nose and her glasses and one that trailed across her cheek and into her hair. Quickly she jammed her slippery fun bags back together around his gushing tool. She didn't dare release them to wipe her face.
"Unnnn!…Unnn!…Unnn!…" Adam gasped, still bucking like he was being prodded with hot coals.
Irina continued to coax him along, jiggling her bountiful tit flesh around his cock in time with his spasms. But after a few moments more, as his come began to drip out of her cleavage and onto his balls, his eruptions began to diminish and wane.
When Irina felt that it was safe, she cautiously eased the compression of her sandwiching boobs. She darted one hand into his groin where she fisted his now super sensitive tool and gave it a vigorous squeeze.
"Ahhhh!…" Adam gasped in surprise as his balls gave a renewed lurch at Irina's forceful touch.
"Ha ha!.." she giggled…"'Zly Chlopak'…What a bad boy you are!.." the kneeling girl purred wiping her come smeared face with her free hand. She jabbed her thumb into the big vein on the underside of Adam's cock and pressed upwards roughly like she was forcing toothpaste from a tube.
"Nahhh! Wait! Irina!… Easy!…" Adam gasped.
But Irina just closed her fist around his shaft just below his knob and squeezed him like she was wringing out a dish rag. And all this rough handling did generate one or two more painful lurches from Adam's balls and a very minor trickle of sperm that seeped from the corner of his gaping pee slit.
It was at that moment, as Adam was trying to wrestle Irina's relentlessly pressing hand free, that they heard the front door open.
They both froze in their places.
"I'm back!"…Mrs. Ford called
"Oh my God!…It's your aunt!…" Adam gasped struggling to get his feet underneath him.
Irina held fast to his softening cock for moment like she was going to prevent him from pulling up his pants. Adam looked at her frantically and was amazed to see a little smile curling the corners of her mouth.
Then Irina calmly rose to her feet, turned her back to the kitchen entryway and began to button up her dress. She walked over towards the kitchen island as she did so and was buttoned up and running her fingers through her come streaked hair before she even got there.
Adam wasn't quite so coordinated and he was still wrestling with his pants when Mrs. Ford walked into the kitchen. Fortunately she was carrying a big bag of groceries as she made a bee line for the counter without looking at Adam or Irina.
"Emily insisted I take all this stuff from her fridge. If Stevie's feeling better they're heading off tomorrow for a week at Disney World. That was why she was in such a panic about the medicine."
Adam was just settling onto the couch when Mrs. Ford turned to him. She opened her mouth to say something further but caught herself abruptly. She looked appraisingly at a nervously wheezing Adam. Then she turned to look at her niece who was also quite flushed as she stood there, washing her glasses in the sink.
She looked back and forth suspiciously between them for a moment before she said…"So what have you two been up to? I don't see much progress with dinner."
Irina looked at her aunt sulkily.
"We talk. Like you say. About America. About Poland. He think America is better. I think he has nice car. He say he think he like Polish girls. I think he make 'czsownik' with me. You know this word? I think it mean flirt. Is that right? Flirt?"
"Yes. That's a good word, to flirt…" Mrs. Ford said.
"Is that what we do then. Yes Adam? You make flirt with me? And I make flirt right back. Yes?.."
Mrs. Ford turned an amused smile on Adam.
"Is that right Adam. You make flirt with my niece? That doesn't really sound like you. Especially after I asked you to be on your best behavior.""
"Well that's not exactly what we were doing. I don't think flirting is really the right word…" Adam stammered, his face turning a flaming scarlet as he casually clasped his trembling hands over his lap in a decidedly awkward posture.
Mrs. Ford noticed all this and appeared to be thinking about her options. Eventually she clapped her hands together and said…"I guess it's up to me to get this show on the road since you two lazy bones were too busy flirting to make any headway with dinner. Now why don't you both give me a hand."
But before she turned back to the kitchen she walked over in front of Adam once more. She stood in the same pose she had adopted earlier, her nylon sheathed legs slightly spread and her satin covered tits thrusting arrogantly out above the anxious young man.
"And don't forget. I have something special for you before you leave.." she said, raising one corner of her short skirt over her stocking tops at an angle that she knew Irina couldn't see. Her little display caused Adam's overworked testicles to lurch uncomfortably in his groin and he squirmed and coughed weakly to mask what would have otherwise been a pained groan. Lauren was pleased with his apparently excited reaction and puckered a seductive moue at him. Then she turned with a beaming smile to Irina and said…
"So. Let's get cracking."
"Yes. I will crack too…" said Irina.
Adam looked dazedly at the two seductive women who were now going about making his dinner and wondered if he was in heaven or if he was in hell.
Dinner turned out to be very pleasant. Irina had made a Klopsiki which was a meatloaf with paprika and tomato sauce. Mrs. Ford was quite liberal with the wine and by the end of the meal everyone was quite relaxed. Irina struggled a bit in expressing herself but it was obvious that she had a good understanding about what was being said.
Mrs. Ford was being very 'touchy feely' with Adam throughout dinner, teasing him every chance she could. She made sure to lean her generous breasts into the back of his neck when she was serving him. She darted her tongue swiftly in and out of his ear under the pretext of whispering a word to him. At one point while Irina was clearing up, she even reached under the table and gave his cock a torrid squeeze.
Irina wasn't nearly so bold. At dinner she acted as if she and Adam had really done nothing more than some innocent flirting. But a couple of times, when her aunt wasn't looking, she gave Adam a smoldering look. And once, when Mrs. Ford was opening a second bottle of wine in the kitchen, she pouted prettily and cupped one of her succulent breasts in her hand through her dress and squeezed it towards him.
The two women provided plenty of provocation to keep Adam hard all through dinner. It was almost a relief for him when Mrs. Ford announced that her husband was supposed to be home soon and she needed a little time to clean up and make herself beautiful before he arrived. Irina thanked Adam for the driving lesson and he was quick to volunteer to take her out again for more practice. They agreed that he would come back to take Irina for another drive on Sunday.
The two women walked with him out to the hall. It was then that Mrs. Ford said… "Adam there's something I'd like you to help me with out in the garage. Irina, it's about time you got to your lessons isn't it…"
She turned to Adam and said…" She's studying English as a Second Language and has to read a chapter a night."
"Yes. I must study now. Thank you Adam…" Irina said stepping up to him for another peck on the cheek. And then she said…"Zly Chlopak!…" with a knowing smile as she headed off to her room.
Mrs. Ford said to Adam in a loud voice…"There's some lawn furniture in the garage that's in the way. You don't mind helping me move it do you dear…" as she took his hand and pulled him towards the door to the garage.
"What does 'Zly Chlopak' mean?…" Mrs. Ford asked with a quizzical smile.
"I'm not sure. I think it means 'I like your car.'"
When they stepped into the garage there was just enough illumination coming in from the window to the back yard that they could see. As the door closed behind them Mrs. Ford was all over Adam. She turned, grabbed his hands and lifted them to her satin covered breasts.
Adam was so surprised he hesitated to touch her
"Feel me up baby! You know you want to…" Lauren purred, leaning into him and raking her sharp nails across the backs of his hands. Adam sank his fingers deep into her chest in response.
"Umm Hmm! That's it! Squeeze 'em lover! They won't break! …" Lauren hissed, her eyes smoldering into Adam's even in the dimly lit garage. Then she backed him up against the wall.
"Are you hard for me baby? We don't have much time!…" she purred, reaching into his crotch and grabbing him by the balls. Before Adam could answer her lips were forcing his apart and her tongue was spearing deep into his mouth. She kissed him so hungrily that she practically sucked the air right out of his lungs. She thrust her hips in and upwards, grinding her loins feverishly against him
"Ummmm! Ummmm!…" Adam moaned, overwhelmed by Mrs. Ford's fiery passion. But being eighteen, his cock was indeed hard, rock hard. As he eagerly sucked on her lashing tongue he couldn't help himself from hunching into her lewdly tempting pussy.
When it got to the point that both of them were completely breathless, Lauren broke their kiss. Adam could clearly see the fiery gleam in her eye as Mrs. Ford's hands started to wrestle with his belt and the front of his pants.
"Do you want to fuck me Adam? Have you been dreaming about it? I'll bet you have haven't you?…" she questioned lewdly. In no time she had freed his shorts and pants and pushed them down until they dropped to the floor.
Lauren was pretty sure that Adam and Irina had been up to something when she got back home. After all, she had seen her sex-pot niece naked. Mrs. Ford knew that, with a body like that, Irina probably wasn't sitting home on Friday nights in Gdansk knitting long underwear and sipping 'borscht'. But the older temptress wasn't too concerned. She'd decided to throw Adam a fuck that he'd remember long after her little niece had returned to her windswept homeland. As Lauren reached in for his tool, she turned her wedding ring over so that the hard edged diamond was in her palm. She closed that hand on his knob and gripped his shaft with her other hand to steady him. Then she claimed him again with another searing kiss.
"Ummm…" she moaned passionately into Adam's mouth as she began to rotate her closed fist on his swollen cock crown.
"Mmmm! Ahhh!…" Adam groaned back. And then…"Unn! Unn! Unn!…Heyy!…" he gasped as a fiery pang seared the end of his cock. He frantically reached down and yanked Mrs. Ford's hands off his stinging tool.
Lauren could barely stifle her smile as she looked down at her hands and then held them up for closer inspection. Her eyes went wide in feigned surprise as she turned her hands over to show Adam her gleaming diamond.
"Oh baby! How careless of me! I'm sorry!…" she said innocently as she turned her ring around then reached back in to grip his shaft with two hands, one above the other.
" I didn't hurt you, did I?…" she purred as she squeezed him encouragingly and slowly moved her lips towards his once more
"Unn noo!…Oh God Mrs. Forddd!…" Adam groaned, his cock pounding achingly in her caressing hands. As the sultry blonde's tongue slipped once more into his mouth, he reached out for her heaving chest. Lauren enjoyed his eager fondling as she went back to her wicked teasing. She started out gently, jogging his erection with her loosely closed hands. Then she pulled up with both fists, stretching the root of his cock uncomfortably. Adam again tried to pull his lips away from hers, but Lauren only kissed him harder, pinning his head against the wall behind him. Then she began a quick twisting action with her hands, turning them back and forth in opposite directions. It was a little trick that she knew would soon have the blood pounding through his livid tool. Adam wouldn't be thinking too much about the lovely Irina when she was done with him.
The agonizingly aroused young man was sweating and gasping for breath when Mrs. Ford finally let him come up for air. His cock felt like it was on fire and his balls were tingling and lurching uncomfortably as they tightened up with a frantic need for release.
"Do you like that?…" Mrs. Ford whispered as she worked Adam over expertly.
"Oh yeahh!..Nahhhh! .. Ahhh!…Oh Goddd!…What…?…What are you doing?…" Adam gasped. His cock was on fire and so sensitive that he finally reached down once more and tried to disengage Lauren's hands from his stinging meat.
"Doing?…I'm just enjoying this big, hard cock!…" she purred innocently. She pinched his livid knob from above and pulled up on it. Then she raked one sharp edged fingernail up the big vein on the underside of his cock, from his balls to his cock crown. Adam cried out and thrust his loins frantically forward. He was sure he was going to come when she did that. He grappled with her hands to try and get her to stop for a moment.
Mrs. Ford let him remove her hands. She had him right where she wanted him. She was going to make him come so hard he'd be lucky if he didn't stroke out.
She reached into the chest pocket of her blouse and pulled out a condom. She held it up In front of Adam's anxious eyes for a moment then slowly tore open the little packet with her teeth. She took the latex sheath out and toyed with it on the end of one lacquered fingernail
"What's that? I mean, do we need that?…" Adam asked uncertainly.
"Of course we do sweetheart. Unless you want to make a baby with me! You can do me raw if you want to risk it?… " the lovely Mrs. Ford asked with a teasing pout.
'Oh God! Sure! I'll wear it!…" Adam groaned. Mrs. Ford's remark about making a baby with him had sent a jolt of erotic excitement arching through his groin. He didn't know why. He did know though that he couldn't hold it much longer! He prayed that he wouldn't come too soon!
Enjoying the feverish emotions she could see playing in his eyes, Lauren reached back into Adam's groin, and circled the condom on the tip of his angry knob. She mashed her swollen lips to his once more to distract him as she began to strip the elastic sleeve down his length.



"Ohhhh!..Mmmm!…Mmmfff!…" Adam whimpered against Lauren's twisting mouth. The feeling of Mrs. Ford's little hands stroking and pushing that tight rubber sheath down his cock was excruciatingly exciting. He was sure he would come before she finished getting it on him. When she got it all the way down, she stopped kissing him and stepped back to admire her handiwork. Adam kind of wobbled against the wall, panting with arousal.
Mrs. Ford smiled at the spectacle in front of her. Adam's prick looked like a sausage that had been snatched off the Bar-B-Q just before it split in the middle. His engorged tool was a livid crimson, the dark veins visibly throbbing along the length of his gleaming shaft. What she hadn't mentioned to Adam was that she had bought a small size condom and Adam was a big boy. And not only was the rubber small, it was thick, not one of those ultra thin ones that let you feel everything. She wasn't going to let Adam's hair trigger spoil her fun. She was going to make him sweat for it.
She turned, and walked over to the patio lounger that was conveniently spread open in the middle of the garage. She turned back to Adam, hiked up her short skirt and deftly removed the tiny black satin wedge that was her panties. She dangled that tiny strip from her index finger for a moment then casually dropped it on the floor. With her skirt still up around her waist, she sat down on the lounger and scooted back into the middle of it. She lay back and cupped a voluptuous tit in one hand through her satin blouse, blowing Adam a kiss as she did so.
"Have you got something for me baby?…" she purred, slowly raising her legs in a sinful vee until her high heels were pointing at the ceiling.
"Something hot and hard and full of juice?…" she murmured, licking her lips seductively. She reached between her parted thighs with her free hand and crooked her index forward at Adam, beckoning him to her.
Adam was so mesmerized by Mrs. Ford's lewd display that he could hardly think. There was just enough faint light in the garage that he could see the juicy pink slit bisecting Mrs. Ford's snatch at the apex of her loins. And he was transfixed by that beckoning triangle. Mrs. Ford had to stifle a giggle as Adam stumbled across the garage towards her. The way his rigid erection was thrusting from his loins, it looked like she was reeling him in to her pussy on an invisible string. She continued her lurid teasing.
"Because I have someplace you can stick it baby! Someplace tight and wet! That place you dream about when I'm not there! Can you see it?…" she purred, lewdly spreading her labia with two fingers.
"Do you want it? Are you going to put your cock in and fuck me?"
"Oh God!… Yes! …I am! … Please!…" Adam groaned as he awkwardly climbed up between Lauren's nylon sheathed legs and planted his hands on the lounger above her shoulders. He hunched his groin down, blindly trying to find the entrance to his nightly fantasies.
Mrs. Ford let him lunge futilely between her legs, clenching her vagina so that the blunt nose of Adam's cock simply bounced away on the odd thrust that found her center.
"Give it to me! Put it in me! Put it in my cunt baby! Do me! Do me now!…" she taunted.
She thought the poor young man above her might actually burst into tears so frustrated was he becoming. The promised land was right there between her legs but he couldn't get in.
Mrs. Ford eventually reached between her legs and guided his cock to her now magically parted labia. For her own enjoyment she dragged his knob out and down a few times through that steamy furrow, but as his whimpering started to take on an edge of hysteria she relented and twisted her loins upwards, engulfing the end of his cock in her clinging hole.
"Nahhhh! Ahhhh! Oh Goddd!…" Adam gasped, now that he was finally inside her.
"Mrs. Forddd!…Ohhh!…That feels sooo good!…"
He was fucking her! He only had a little bit of his cock in but he was really fucking her!
"Ummm Hmmm! You're so big baby!…" Lauren enthused. Even constrained by the tight rubber Adam's erection had a wonderful girth to it. He was stretching her deliciously.
"Do you have any more for me lover? Do you?…" she purred, hunching up and sheathing more and more of Adam's big prick an inch at a time.
"Yes you do don't you! Such a big cock and all for me!…All…for…me!!…" she purred, dropping her heels and using her well toned legs to hunch upwards in time with her lurid commentary. She didn't stop until she had him right up to his balls.
'Oh God! Oh God! Please don't come! Not yet! Not yet!' Adam groaned inwardly as Mrs. Ford's pussy surrounded him like a silken glove. He could feel the come churning for release in his balls. Oddly the zinging excitement that was burning through his cock earlier had now been replaced a kind of fiery numbness. But he was still afraid he wasn't going to last more than a few of strokes. Hesitantly he pulled out a couple of inches before hurriedly plunging himself back in.
"Oh yeah! That's it! Do that some more!…" Mrs. Ford prompted. This was the part she had been looking forward to. Even that first tentative lunge of his had her caused a gentle stiffening of her loins. She swung her nylon sheathed legs around Adam's back and planted her stilettos against his ass. She twitched her thighs, jabbing him lightly with her heels by way of encouragement.
"Nahhhh!…" Adam yelped, jamming in and driving his big cock into Mrs. Ford's unyielding cervix.
"Yesss!…" the now flushed blonde gasped, snapping her hips up and bouncing Adam in the saddle of her loins. Adam pulled out a little and then pushed back in. He did it again….a little further out, a little harder in. Again…back and out then swiftly in. Again and again and then he was really giving it to her! And it was incredible. Her pussy was frictioning him exquisitely. Every time he thrust in he could feel her meaty interior opening ahead of him and then clinging around every inch of him. When he pulled out her cunt felt like a grasping hand that was literally trying to hold him inside her. It was mind boggling! Incredible! Adam began to saw away between her loins with a real passion. He was pretty pleased that he'd been able to hold it so long.
Mrs. Ford too was enjoying herself.
"Umm Hmmm! Umm Hmmm! …Fuck me Adam! Fuck me! …Just like that! Umm Hmmm!…" she urged. She could feel an orgasm building and she could tell it was going to be a big one. There was a fireball of excitement building inside her and that tension was going to overwhelm her any moment now. Her back stiffened and she dug her heels reflexively into Adam's ass. She forced him all the way inside until his knob was once more grinding into her cervix. She wouldn't let him move as she wrapped her arms around him and squeezed him like a python.
And then Adam felt it. A searing heat engulfed his deeply buried prick. Mrs. Ford's cunt began to ripple around his plundering tool in little spasms that quickly got bigger and bigger. She was whimpering more and more loudly in his ear…"Ah!…Nahh!… Unn Hnn!…Unn Hnn!…"
As her whole body started to convulse her pussy clamped down on his cock like a satin vice. Yet it still continued to clench and release around him as her orgasm swept through her loins.
Her excitement was contagious and Adam was sure that he was going to come too. He stiffened his ass and thrust frantically into the maelstrom that was Lauren's convulsing loins, sure that he was going to come too.
"Oh Goddd!…Yes!…" Mrs. Ford cried looking up at Adam with hooded eyes. The feel of his youthful tool throbbing and straining inside her was giving her the most intense orgasm she had ever had. All she could do was hang on and ride it out.
"Unnnn!….Unnn!….Unnn!…"Adam gasped, bucking furiously under Lauren's goading heels, wanting desperately to come but somehow not quite able to get there.
Mrs. Ford's wracking spasms started to diminish and she breathlessly began to relax beneath him. Adam couldn't help himself. He started fucking away feverishly into those upturned loins, his hips rising and falling with a speed and energy that was born of desperation.
As he looked down almost pleadingly into the blonde's sweat soaked face he watched a sly smile blossom on her lips.
"Un Hnn!..That's it!…Fuck me!…Make me come again!…" she urged, her eyes sparkling wickedly up into his. Lauren moved her legs and dug her heels into the lounger. She kept her knees spread wide and her loins tilted upwards, goading Adam into an even more vigorous assault on her sodden pussy.
"Unnn! Unn! Unn!…" Adam gasped. A wet slapping sound rang loudly through the garage as he banged himself frantically into Mrs. Ford's welcoming vagina. He was fucking her hard, hard and fast, because he was so close to coming! So close! He could feel it! It was right there… almost…so close! He just couldn't quite… couldn't!…Oh Goddd!… Why couldn't he come?
But Mrs. Ford could! Adam's jack rabbit style of fucking had her loins stiffening once more. Again she wrapped her long legs around his waist and drove her heels into his ass.
"Wait! Stop!…Stay right there!…" she hissed, enveloping Adam in a mighty squeeze once more. She had wrapped him up so tightly that he couldn't move. But the fiery tingling in his groin was so intense that he couldn't stop squirming. Lauren's thighs grew taut as her loins started to spasm. She jabbed her heels repeatedly into Adam's ass, making him hunch his swollen boner into her.
"Nahhhh! Ahhhh! Unnn Hnn!…" she moaned, biting her lip as another orgasm, bigger than the first one, overcame her.
"Mwahhhh!…" she cried, twisting and bucking upwards as her cunt started convulsing crazily.
Poor Adam felt like he was caught up in a silken blender.
"Ahhh!..Nahh!..Unn!…" he whimpered as Mrs. Ford's cunt snapped on him like a dog with a bone. And even though he couldn't raise his hips, he was now so frantic to come that he continued to lunge into her like a madman. He was sure he was tearing something badly in that tender area just behind his balls.
Mrs. Ford knew exactly what was happening to Adam. He needed to come so bad, poor baby. She'd take care of him in just a minute. But for the moment the frantic thrusting and throbbing of his fiery tool inside her was giving her one of the most exquisite orgasms of her life.
"Yessss!…" she hissed rocking him excitedly on top of her upturned loins. After a few moments more, her wracking convulsions started to wane. She was nearly exhausted and she couldn't keep Adam locked between her rubbery legs any longer.
But as soon as she eased the pressure of her thighs, Adam's hips started to resume their frantic plunging like he'd never stopped. But now he was propped up on his arms above her, looking down into Lauren's crimson face with pleading eyes. He slammed into her like a pit bull was gnawing his ass. There were tears gathering in his eyes as he whimpered…"I can't…Oh Goddd!… Mrs. Ford!.. Please!…I'm!…It's…I' m so close but…"
"Adam! Sweeetheart!. Wait! Stop! Just stop for a second!…" Mrs. Ford panted as she reached down for Adam's hips with her hands and wrestled him to a stop. She pull her ass down and his long, rubber sheathed tool slipped out of her with a lewd sucking sound.
"Ohhhhh!…" they both gasped. Mrs. Ford because her cunt was suddenly gaping and empty, and Adam because the come that had been so close, slipped even further away without
Mrs. Ford's buttery pussy surrounding him.
"Noooo!…" he groaned in frustration.
"It's the condom! Here! Let me take it off!…" Lauren purred as she reached into her groin with both hands and unrolled the slimy rubber off Adam's cock.
"Ahhhhh!…" the young man groaned as the circulation began to return to his wickedly throbbing organ.
Mrs. Ford knew that very soon, just the slightest touch would set him off. There would be no way on earth that he could stop it. And she knew just how she was going to make that happen.
"Here baby! Let me put you back in! Just a little O.K.? Just the tip! I'll hold you just to be sure…But don't come inside me!" Mrs. Ford enthused as she guided Adam back inside of her. She squeezed his shaft with her thumb and finger just behind his knob so he couldn't go in any deeper.
"There! Just like that! That feels better doesn't it?" Lauren asked innocently, knowing that he was so sensitive right now that he would be on fire inside her molten pussy.
"Oh Goddd!…Nnnnn!…Mrs. Ford!…It's …unbelievable!…" Adam gasped as Lauren's silky interior slipped around him like a burning sheath. Her juices singed his tender flesh as his erection throbbed inside her. There was an excruciating tingling growing in his groin and he couldn't help himself from thrusting towards her center.
Mrs. Ford let another couple of inches of him slip through her fingers before gripping him tight once more. At the same time she lifted her loins towards him. She knew that his orgasm was going to set her off again and her heart was pounding with anticipation.
"That's it! Oh Adam! You feel so good! I'm going to come again…" Lauren whispered as she once again snaked her nylon sheathed legs over Adam's hips.
"Pull out before you come baby! You'll do that for me won't you Adam? Won't you?…" Lauren hissed. Without waiting for an answer she jabbed her stilettos into his ass and shimmied upwards with a quick, snakelike wriggle. In an instant she had his agonized cock in her up to his balls. He was hot and big and eager and his arousal was infectious. She could feel another quick orgasm sneaking up on her. She sucked in her tummy and clamped down on him with all her well toned internal muscles. Holding Adam's face in her hands she stared at him with flashing eyes as she gasped…"Oh yeah!…Unn Hnn!…I'm going to come all over that big cock of yours!…Unn Hnn!…Just hold on sweetheart!"
This was way too much sensory overload for Adam. There was a sudden prickly jolt at the base of his cock and his testicles lurched ominously. He was going to come and he had to pull out. He tried to writhe out from between the older woman's clutching thighs.
"Unnn!..Oh Goddd!…Mrs. Ford!…I'm going to come!…Nahh!…I'm going to come!…" Adam gasped. He looked like he was doing a frantic push-up as he tried to extract himself from Lauren's wringing cunt.
But the sultry blonde wasn't about to let him go anywhere. Her own pussy was starting to spasm again as she waited for Adam to blow. She twisted her heels deeper into his ass as she purred… "Oh baby! Just another minute!…I'm almost there!…Don't come!… Not yet!… Not inside me!…"
Her hand darted out under her ass, cupped his balls and gave them a provocative twist. This made his testicles contract so far up into his groin that, for a moment, Mrs. Ford couldn't find them with her fingertips. But then she felt them jump in a powerful spasm.
"Nahhhhh!….Nooooo!…" Adam gasped, stiffening up so violently that his back made a loud cracking noise. Then his first geyser of sperm was erupting inside Mrs. Ford like a freight train charging into a tunnel.
"Oh Adam!…Oh my Goddd!…Unnn!…" Lauren whimpered, her eyes becoming excited slits as she felt Adam's come spewing inside her. That first volcanic rush of sperm was followed by another and another, each blast coming more quickly than the last. Even as he tried to squirm free of her unyielding embrace Adam was spraying her insides in a jetting, pulsing stream, a rip tide of come that triggered her own wracking orgasm.
"You're not…Oh no!…You're not coming inside me Adam!…Oh nooo!…Not in my pussy!…" Mrs. Ford squealed in mock distress. But what really had her gasping was the excitement of Adam's huge cock pounding its release inside of her. Her own loins were twisting in fiery convulsions of their own.
"Ahhhh!…I can't!…I…I can't!…I'm sorry!…" Adam moaned as his jack hammering balls continued to kick. He no longer had the will to try and free himself and he began to thrust urgently into her center in time with his wrenching spasms.
"Unnn!…Oh Adam!…I can feel you coming!…" Lauren gasped. She knew just what to say to finish him off in a way that he would always remember. Little Irina would never be this dirty. Without taking her burning eyes from his for a moment she whispered…
"Do you want to give me a baby? Is that it? Are you going to knock me up with all that hot baby batter of yours!…" Lauren asked, a wide eyed look of amazement on her face. Adam couldn't look her in the eye. Nor could he stop himself from fucking her even faster.
"Is that what you're doing? Are we making a baby right now Adam? Your baby seed shooting into my womb!… Ohhh Godd! … I can feel it!… There!… There!… Unn Hnn!… It's so hot!…" she murmured mischievously.
"Fill me with all that hot baby cream of yours lover! What a bad boy you are! Trying to make me pregnant after I trusted you. Go on Adam! Make me a baby!…"
Of course nothing could have been further from Adam's thoughts as he emptied himself inside the wanton blonde beneath him. But her lewd commentary, the very thought that he might be impregnating his mother's best friend had kindled an obscene excitement in his loins.
"Nahhh!…Ahhh!…Oh Goddd!…" he cried.
Pictures of Mrs. Ford … her darkened nipples dripping with milk… her swollen tits hanging beneath her as he thrust himself into her from behind…her big belly looming over him as he knelt between her parted thighs and ate her out…all these images flashed through his mind as he feverishly ejaculated in her coaxing pussy.
And he couldn't stop. On and on he spilled himself inside her as Lauren whispered her lewd encouragement, watching him with a satisfied smile. She held her loins wide open to accept his generous flow. But she knew he would soon start to suffer. The way she had denied him release for so long and then worked him through such a staggering orgasm was bound to take a toll. And then she could seen in his eyes that it was starting to. She jogged her cunt up and down on his now angrily sensitive prick. He'd be sore for a week when she was done with him. Poor Adam really didn't know much about women.
So caught up was he in his lewd fantasizing about making babies with Mrs. Ford that it took him a while to realize how painful his orgasm had become. Now, as Lauren patiently worked him over to drain him dry, every wracking ball spasm was accompanied by a painful jolt. Every diminishing spurt came with a lingering fiery ache along the length of his tool.
"Ahhh! Nahhh! Oh Goddd!…No more!…" Adam pleaded as he once again tried to lift himself from Mrs. Ford's siphoning loins. But his arms and his legs were so tired and rubbery that he couldn't escape her clasping vagina.
"Are you sure baby? Are you sure you're done?…" Mrs. Ford purred. Stiffening her thighs she suddenly pistoned her cunt up and down around Adam's cringing tool. Her gripping tunnel frictioned his erection cruelly and left Adam whimpering in pained surprise.
"Nahhh!…" he gasped, but his balls kicked agonizingly a couple of times in response to her irresistibly stripping loins.



"Just…Let…Me…Get...It...All!" the lewd temptress enthused. She punctuated her little litany by repeatedly slamming her loins up into his with such force that she shook him right down to his toes. He torrid fucking left Adam gasping for breath and elicited a few final dribbles of sperm from his aching testicles.
"There!…" she purred happily, dropping her ass and releasing Adam's cock from her cunt's embrace. She stretched out her legs beneath him.
"You come so much baby! I thought you were going to drown me in it!"
Adam didn't even have the strength to pick himself up off the reclining blonde. Suddenly the vision of Mrs. Ford ringing his doorbell with a hugely distended stomach didn't have the erotic quality it had had just a few moments before. Adam was suddenly hugely apprehensive about the baby quotient.
"Ahhh!…Mrs. Ford. I'm sorry I didn't mean to come inside you! Really! I just couldn't help it! But…Do you think… Like about a baby I mean…Don't you, you know… Don't you take… something. I guess I thought you must. But you do, don't you? I mean…a baby! I don't… I mean… Oh Goddd!"
Mrs. Ford smiled inwardly at Adam's distress. She imagined he'd be preoccupied enough now to stay out of trouble with Irina before Lauren shipped her back to Gdansk. Mrs. Ford was very pleased with herself. She managed to coax Adam up onto his trembling legs beside her.
She sat up on the side of the chaise lounge and scooted towards the edge. Adam was watching her nervously. Lauren relaxed her interior muscles and a steady stream of pearly goo leaked out and made a quickly spreading puddle between her parted feet.
"Oh my Adam! Look at that! You really did give me a big load didn't you? I can still feel lots more inside me! We'll just have to wait and see won't we?…" she purred her eyes sparkling up into Adam's. That should keep him awake for a couple of nights.
"Now I've really got to get cleaned up honey. Brad will be home soon…" Mrs. Ford purred, standing up and smoothing out her hopelessly wrinkled skirt. She turned her eyes to Adam and reached out a hand to touch his face.
"Don't worry lover. It will all work out. And don't forget about Sunday."
Adam looked at her blankly.
"Your driving lesson? With Irina?"
Adam let out an audible groan and closed his eyes.
"Good. We'll look forward to seeing you then. Don't forget to close the garage door on your way out…" Mrs. Ford said, puckering a little kiss at Adam as she went back into the house.
On Sunday Adam arrived just after noon as promised. Mrs. Ford answered the door with a smile. She gave Adam a quick kiss on the cheek and then took him into the kitchen. She was pleased to note that Adam looked a little haggard, with dark circles under his eyes. They exchanged the standard…'How are you's…Thanks for dinner the other night…I'm glad you enjoyed it…How's Mr. Ford…etc., etc.' What Adam really wanted to ask was if Mrs. Ford was feeling a little bit pregnant but he couldn't think of a casual way of slipping that one into the conversation.
At any rate, it wasn't long before Irina joined them.
Obviously 'fashion trends' weren't a big priority in Poland as Irina looked very much the same as she had on Friday. Same glasses and pulled back hair, same shapeless button-up-the-front dress (blue this time) and the same flat sandals. But there was an aura of fun and expectation about her this time that wasn't there before. When she smiled at Adam he couldn't help but think what a really attractive girl she was.
Mrs. Ford watched the two of them together for a moment with a barely contained smile.
"Irina's made a picnic Adam. Why don't you take her out to Big Bear Park. There's no one around on the road and it's pretty out there. I was thinking of joining you…" Lauren said dropping her hand on her stomach and making little circles on her tummy…"but I've changed my mind. I think I've picked up a touch of indigestion.
Then she smiled brightly at Adam. She was amused by the way he stared anxiously at the hand that was pressing her belly.
"But you kids go ahead. Have a good time."
Irina obviously had no idea how agitated Adam was. She waited for him to make a move and when he didn't she passed him the picnic hamper then hesitantly took his hand and more or less dragged him out the door.
But it wasn't very far into the drive before it became pretty clear to Irina that Adam's thoughts were elsewhere.
He was so quiet that she was the one that kept trying to initiate a conversation and with her limited English that wasn't easy. She slid her hand across the seat a couple of times, hoping Adam would take it, but he didn't.
So they drove quietly out through the suburbs and finally Adam did volunteer that they'd be at Big Bear in about ten minutes. They were driving through the last little one horse town before the Park when they got pulled over. There was one lonely intersection with one lonely traffic light that slowly turned red just before they got to it. As Adam came up to the junction he was so distracted that he drove right through it. It was only seconds later that the cruiser was behind them, it's red light flashing and it's siren wailing.
Adam groaned, drove on a little further and pulled into an abandoned restaurant parking lot. Irina nervously watched him.
"Is alright?.." she asked.
"We'll see.." Adam said as the trooper approached the passenger side of the car. Adam hit the power window and rolled down Irina's window. Irina looked straight ahead. The trooper was tall and trim. A young man, not very much older than Adam. He bent down to look into the car from behind his dark glasses. After deliberately checking Adam and Irina out he said…"License and registration sir…."
Adam pulled out his wallet and started rummaging through it with shaking hands.
"Is there a problem officer?"
"Sir, you failed to stop for that red light back there. That is a serious violation of the Highway Traffic Act and carries a severe penalty."
"Unnnn…Can I ask you how severe officer?"
"That depends on the Justice of the Peace sir but fines are typically in the vicinity of three hundred dollars. Now if you and the young lady will please wait in the car, I'll check out your documents…" and he headed back to his cruiser.
"Shit!…" Adam muttered mostly to himself…"That's almost of a week's pay."
"Are we going to jail?" Irina asked nervously.
"No!" Adam said dejectedly.
"What will happen to us?"
"Oh he'll come back with his ticket book. He'll give me a tongue lashing about the importance of driving responsibly and then he'll write me a ticket. If I'm lucky maybe I can get him to write it down to going through an orange."
"Write it down?"
"Yeah. He can do whatever he wants. Usually they write it down to something less, unless he's a real pr….unless he's having a bad day."
"So…. if he's having a good day, is good… that would be good?…" Irina asked.
"That would be very good. I can't afford three hundred dollars."
"We will see." Irina said pursing her lips determinedly.
They waited for what seemed an unusually long time, both of them watching the trooper in their respective mirrors. When the cop finally got back out of the cruiser and headed back around the car, Irina quickly unfastened the top three buttons of her dress. She was not wearing a bra. Her deep cleavage was dramatically displayed beneath the parted fabric. Adam caught his breath anxiously. He didn't think that this was a good idea.
The cop bent over and was passing Adam's license back through the window.
"Here you are Mr….." he was saying when he hesitated, his hand also stopping just inside the window. There was a momentary silence and then he continued.."…Mr. Elliott."…passing Adam's license over. He straightened up slightly with his ticket book in his hand.
"As I said earlier, you have committed a serious violation of the Highway Act. Road conditions and visibility are not a factor. I'm going to have to give you a….."
At this point Irina had put her right hand up against the door frame by the window and turned towards the trooper. She held that pose with her succulent breasts virtually bursting from under her open dress. This enticing display stopped the trooper in mid sentence.
With a sunny smile at the spellbound officer Irina said…" Excuse please officer. Is possible you will write this ticket down?"
The cop didn't answer for a moment. He was, not surprisingly, having difficulty composing himself in front of the spectacle of Irina's seductively displayed chest. His interest was evident by the bulge that was now growing more distinct in the front of his uniform trousers.
"Excuse me…" he stammered his eyes behind his dark glasses clearly riveted to Irina's cleavage.
"In my country is possible to write down ticket if officer has good day. Is the same here in America?" she asked innocently, reaching out from the car with her right hand towards the officer's belt. This stretching motion lifted one of Irina's globular breasts so far out of her dress that her crimson nipple was bared.
The officer was transfixed by this casual display and made no move to evade Irina's deftly outstretched hand.
Adam couldn't believe what Mrs. Ford's niece was doing. She couldn't be about to do what he thought she was going to do. Oh God! They were both going to wind up in some small town slammer. He practiced being invisible on his side of the car.
But the blonde polish girl was shameless. She squeezed the cop's cock through his pants.
"Excuse me…" the cop said again, but this time in a much quieter voice. "You are from what country? Because in the United States it is not permitted for…that…" he stammered, as Irina gently pulled him by his cock closer to the window.
"Poland…" she said, interrupting him. " I am from Gdansk where we have many policja.." she said brightly as she slowly pulled down the zipper on the front of the officer's pants. Without giving him a chance to interrupt she went on.
"My boy friend is policja…" she said, reaching in and pulling out the officer's impressively stiffening tool.
"His work is very …hard…" she said , emphasizing her last word by giving the his upright prick a torrid squeeze.
"Miss you can't…Ahhhh!…You'll have to stop…what you're…Ohhh…" the surprised young policeman said unconvincingly, placing his hands on the roof of the car to steady himself.
"Very …hard…" Irina continued, jacking the now fully erect organ in her hand with encouraging hand strokes.
"But he is good man, honest man. When he need good day, I give him good day.. like this…" she said, now swirling the trooper's cock crown around in her fist in a way that had him soon panting with excitement. With her other hand she reached into her dress and pulled out one of her conical tits. She lifted and squeezed that ripe melon towards the enthralled young officer.
This was too much for the cop and he started hunching his now livid tool in and out of Irina's lewdly coaxing hand.
Adam couldn't tear his eyes away from the scene beside him. The cop's dick was really big as Irina held it pointed towards the hood of the car. She could barely get her tiny hand closed around it. As the officer started thrusting more and more urgently through her closed fist, the pre-come streamed from his pee slit, dribbling down his shaft and over her flailing knuckles. His trickling juice provided the lubrication for her to really go to work on him. And she was going to. But first she turned and looked at Adam, first at his eyes and then down into his lap. As she did so, so did Adam. He was surprised to see that he too was as hard as a rock and straining through his pants. When he looked back up, Irina was smiling at him with hooded eyes. Then she turned her attention once more to the big cock she was so skillfully masturbating.
Irina then started to jerk the trooper off with determination. She loosely slid her hand up under his knob then gripped him tight and slammed her hand down to his balls. She didn't do it fast but she was relentless. And there could only be one outcome to such lewd man handling.
"Miss!.. Unnn!… You can't do this!…Ahhh!…Nooo!…" the trooper groaned, helplessly answering Irina's lewd masturbation by thrusting into her stroking fist.
"Tak niemowle! Palic sie! Palic sie!…" Irina encouraged. With her eyes locked on the trooper, she ran her tongue across her lips and then raised her breast higher and sucked her own nipple into her mouth.
"Unnn!…Nahhh!…" the young policeman gasped, overcome by the lewd young girl's wanton seduction. He arched his hips forward, straining up from his toes and froze in that position like a dog on a hunt. Everything was totally still, except Irina's fist which drove up and down the officer's cock in an irresistible rhythm. And then the come was shooting out of the trooper's cock in long, ropey blasts that splattered wetly on the hood of the car. As soon as he started to come Irina stopped masturbating him and held him firmly just under his cock crown.
"Unnnn!..Unn!… Unnn!…" the trooper moaned again and again as the first enormous spurts were followed by smaller ones that came much more quickly. Irina aimed him so that these bursts and the all the remaining ones jetted across the windshield in front of them.
Adam couldn't help but stare at this lewd eruption and when he was able to tear his eyes away from the officer's spewing prick he found Irina staring back at him with smoldering eyes. She slowly licked her lips for Adam's benefit while jerking the trooper's cock with short, hard hand strokes, efficiently milking him for all the juice that was seething in his balls.
When he finally stopped coming, Irina tightened her grip on him and shook him a couple of times to squeeze out any remaining drops of sperm. They could both hear him gasp when she did that. Then she let him go.
The young trooper was gasping as he just stood there, leaning heavily on the roof of the car. After a couple of moments he turned on obviously shaky legs and stuffed himself back in his pants. Then he turned back to Irina and Adam.
"Now you have good day officer. Is possible you write down ticket?…" Irina asked, casually replacing her breast under the folds of her dress and refastening the buttons.
The red faced trooper stood there staring at Irina for a long moment. Then he slowly closed his ticket pad and slipped it back into his shirt pocket. Without taking his eyes from the smiling young girl he said…
"Mr. Elliott I hope you'll be a little more careful in the future. I wouldn't want to have to pull you and the young lady over again."
"Oh I will!…I mean I won't!…I mean you won't!…" Adam stammered.
"Drive safe!…" he said and then turned and walked back to his cruiser. A couple of moments later he backed up and pulled away from the parking lot, his car kicking up gravel as it roared away.
Adam just sat there in total disbelief of what had just happened. Irina was biting her lip and staring straight ahead without saying anything. Then she turned towards Adam, gave him a shy smile then looked down into his crotch. His cock was huge and plainly visible, jutting urgently through the front of his pants.
Irina raised her eyes to Adam's, again biting her lip but this time with a hint of a smile at the corners of her mouth. She reached over, placed her right hand on his upper thigh and slowly wiped her greasy palm on his pant leg. As Adam trembled at her touch she said…
"So. No ticket. We go to park now. Have picnic. Have good time. Yes?"
Adam squawked a high pitched…"Yeah sure!…The park!" Then he started the car and headed back out onto the road.
It was Irina's turn to be quiet as they drove over to Big Bear Park. Adam kept looking over at her in wonder but she refused to meet his gaze. When they arrived at Big Bear there was no one else around. Adam was completely confused as he and Irina tromped down a path to the lake. Her lewd behavior with the officer had not only saved him three hundred bucks but had also made him as horny as a snake. He didn't know if he should thank her or what to say after what he had just seen. But he did know he'd really like to get his hands on those fabulous jugs of hers once more.
When they had laid out a blanket, sat down and opened a bottle of wine, Adam raised his glass to the demure blonde and said…" Thank you Irina. You have taken a bad day and made it a good day."
Irina blushed and smiled and then looked over at Adam thoughtfully.
"Adam. There is game my boyfriend and I play sometimes. The policja remind me. Would you hear?"
"Sure. What kind of game?'
"It is game like… eighteen questions, is it?…"
"Twenty questions…" offered Adam.
"Yes. Twenty questions. I am policja and Jan is criminal. He have information but I must make him tell. He will refuse but I must try. It is a game you understand. We make pretend. Will you play this game?"
"Well it sounds a little weird, but sure, I'll play. What do I do?''
Irina smiled at Adam and rose to her feet. She stood looking down at him and then said… "Good. You stand up now."
Adam got up in front of Irina on the picnic blanket and waited for her to start.
Irina stood there smiling for a moment and then her face hardened and she put her hands on her hips. In a firm voice she said…"So Mr. Elliott. You have name of man we want. You must give me name."
Adam looked into Irina's stern face for a moment and then crossed his arms over his chest.
"I don't know what you're talking about."
Irina looked at him for a minute with almost an amused smile. Then she took a half step to the side, pulled back her arm and punched Adam in the stomach. It was a firm blow, not really all that hard, but hard enough to draw all the air from his chest. It was mostly the surprise of it that doubled Adam over. He couldn't believe it! He was hunched over, barely able to gasp a… "Hey!... What!.... Are… you… cra…" when Irina stepped behind him and yanked his arm up behind his back.
"It is simple request no? You tell me what I want and you go free. Tell me!…" she instructed, jamming Adam's arm up until his hand was between his shoulder blades. A fiery jolt lanced through his shoulder.
"Irina! This is a crazy game! Stop!…" Adam gasped trying to step out of Irina's painful grasp.
Without releasing her grip on his arm, Irina stepped closer to him from behind and wrapped her arm around his throat. Then she rammed her knee into the small of his back. She pulled him backwards while pushing his arm up even further still. There was no way that Adam could wriggle free.
"Why do you not just tell me. I know you have what I want."
"I don't! I don't!.." Adam gasped out, his head starting to swim as the young blonde tightened her choke hold on him.
"We will see!" Irina purred. Then she bent her knees sharply into the back of Adam's. The bewildered young man dropped to his knees in front of her like a bag of coal. Irina, who was remarkably stronger than she looked, pulled on his arm and his neck until he was laid out on his back in front of her. She then released him, stood up and moved around beside him. She stepped over his chest so that she was straddling him.
As Adam tried to catch his breath, he found himself looking up over Irina's looming breasts into her wickedly sparkling eyes. Without saying anything Irina reached under her shapeless dress, lifted one leg and removed a nondescript pair of cotton panties. The she took her stance again over Adam's chest and planted her little hands on her hips. She kicked at Adam's arms until they were stretched out above his head. Adam couldn't help but notice that she was wearing a pair of shear, thigh high nylons.



"You will tell me what I want yes?…" she demanded, bending her legs and dropping down onto the ground. As she went to her knees she shuffled ahead until the hem of her dress was brushing Adam's chin. She leaned forward and pushed his hands up next to his shoulders. Then she planted her knees on his forearms, effectively immobilizing him. While staring down into his panicky gaze, she slowly pulled her dress up to her waist, shamelessly baring her loins to him.
Adam gaped wide-eyed at Irina's lewdly exposed genitals. He was breathing hard but not from the now forgotten blow to the stomach. He was as excited as he had ever been.
Surprisingly Irina had only a wispy thatch of blonde hair decorating her pubic mound. But her labia were swollen crimson folds of flesh that were trembling with the rush of her arousal. She was clearly excited by their little game.
"You know you must give me what I want! You can not refuse!…" she taunted, tilting her loins forward so that her cunt was positioned squarely over Adam's mouth. She reached down and spread her lips with two fingers. Her interior was a gleaming pink slash of flesh. Her inner mouth was a crinkly O shaped void that was puckering open and closed in mute invitation.
Adam's eyes were riveted to that enticing tunnel. He was so excited by Irina's wicked game that the blood was roaring in his ears and in his cock. He tried to raise his lips up to that beckoning furrow but she had him too well restrained. He cast his eyes up at the wanton goddess above him and snarled…"You'll never make me talk!"
Irina looked down at him with hooded eyes from above her heaving tits.
"Ach!…" she sneered.
"I know how to get what I want. You will see!…" And so saying she reached down, tangled her fingers in Adam's hair and slammed his face up into her groin.
"Mmmmf!…"Adam groaned as his mouth was forced into Irina's steamy trench. His loins were pounding with excitement as she wedged his face into her crotch.
The blonde shimmied seductively on his face, twisting so that her labia spread wide against his parted lips. She adjusted her position so that both Adam's mouth and his nose were buried in her juicy folds. Then she started a gentle back and forth rocking motion, grinding her clit on the bridge of his nose.
Adam wasn't able to breathe very well but that didn't stop him from reaching out with his tongue and delving deep into her molten center.
"Mmmmm! Takkk!… Now you…Oh!… Adam!… Lizak mijne! …Lizak tamze!…" she hissed, as her loins started to tighten in response to Adam's eager mouthing. She bore down even harder on his face, really smothering him in her silky crevice.
Adam continued to stare excitedly over Irina's lightly fringed bush into her eyes. But he was quickly becoming light headed from lack of air. His eyes started to close even as he continued his avid mouthing.
Irina yanked him sharply by the hair, making his eyes pop open.
"Wyczoka moj!…You must watch!…" she hissed, using her free hand to quickly unbutton her dress. She shrugged it off and leaned forward above Adam. Her pendulous breasts swayed hypnotically above his face. She raised her loins for one brief instant allowing Adam a gasping second of air. Then she dropped back down on his mouth, her eyes sparkling wickedly into his. She cupped one of her melon sized globes in her hand. She sank her fingers deep into that billowing flesh, and slowly raised it to her mouth. At the same time she started working her inner muscles, coaxing Adam's tongue deeper and deeper into her juicy tunnel.
Adam was spellbound. The momentary breath of air hadn't been much. His lungs were still burning. But she tasted so sweet that he couldn't help mouthing her succulent trench with a ferocious hunger. Besides, Irina's pussy had such a relentless grip on his tongue that there was no way he could remove it from the luscious cunt that was smothering him. So he ate her with a passion that he hoped would satisfy her. And although the background was becoming fuzzy, the picture of this gorgeous polish girl above him, lewdly fondling herself as she worked herself off on his outstretched tongue was an image he would never forget.
"Mmmmmf!….Mmmm!…" he groaned, gutturally, sending incendiary vibrations rocketing through Irina's loins. When he did that she bared her teeth, jammed her breast into her mouth and began to suck on it slavishly. At the same time she turned her loins from side to side, dragging her clit back and forth across the bridge of Adam's nose.
Adam was starting to see white flashes of light popping in the corner of his eyes. As much as he squirmed he couldn't free himself from Irina's rapacious loins. All he could do was grunt a hoarse entreaty for some air….."Hmmff!…Hmmmm!…Mwwaaah!…' he moaned.
And that was the final bit of stimulation that Irina needed.
"Ahhhhhh!…." she cried, releasing her slippery breast from her mouth as she started to spasm on top of Adam's weakly flailing tongue. She took his head in both her hands and yanked his face into her crotch. Her lower body stiffened up and her cunt began to convulse in a series of ever more powerful contractions.
"Ahhhhh!…Tak!...Tak!…Takkk!…" she groaned louder and louder, heedlessly grinding down on Adam's crimson face in time with her wracking orgasm.
"Uffff!…Unnnn!…Wuhhhh!…: Adam muttered feebly, his vision blurring as he sucked futilely for a breath under Irina's convulsing loins. He was vaguely aware that the blonde's full weight was pressing down on his face as she rode him through her numbing orgasm.
The last thing he remembered before he passed out was a feeling that his tongue was being wrenched out of his mouth while Irina's steamy juices bathed his cheeks.
Adam had no idea how much time had passed when he suddenly opened his eyes, staring around himself blankly as he gasped for air. He found himself looking up into an autumn afternoon sky. He was thirsty and his face felt like a glazed donut. He had been dreaming that he was swimming in a lake and that he had swum into some weeds that wrapped themselves around him tenaciously. He couldn't move his arms to swim free as the slimy weeds enveloped his face. He couldn't shake them off and they clung wetly to his nose and mouth, cutting off his air until he was drowning and his lungs were bursting for air and he knew he was going to die. And then he realized that he wasn't dying, that he was at a Sate Park with Mrs. Ford's niece, the nice Polish girl. And speaking of Irina…
He turned his head to see the young blonde girl standing just beside him. She had put her dress back on although half the buttons were undone. She had a glass of wine in her hand and was regarding Adam with amusement. He went to sit up and was shocked to find himself somehow restrained.
"Irina? What's going on? What are you doing?…" he squawked, squirming awkwardly on his back. It took him a moment to figure out that his hands were tied. And It took him another moment to realize that he was naked from the waist down. Irina had obviously taken off his pants and used his belt to bind him. Actually his hands weren't tied. She had tied her nylons and his belt tightly to his arms just above his elbows and secured his arms together. There was just enough slack in the binding so that his elbows were strapped to his sides, not actually underneath him. But there was no way that he could reach up with his hands to free himself. Where did she learn how to do this stuff?
"Irina, let me go! This isn't any kind of game!"
Without a word the blonde girl moved in front of him, looking down at him with wickedly sparking eyes. She lightly kicked at his ankles to get him to part his legs. Then she stepped in a little closer. Without saying anything she moved her bare foot into his crotch and planted it on top of his exposed cock.
Adam sucked in his breath apprehensively. But Irina only started curling and uncurling her toes against his cock crown while taking a slow sip of her wine.
"Irina?…" Adam pleaded. He didn't like feeling so helpless and tried to raise himself up into a sitting position, but it was impossible. However his cock wasn't as awkwardly restrained as he was. His tool began to rise up quite eagerly under Irina's kneading toes. The Polish girl seemed quite pleased with the result of her footwork and aimed her big toe at that tender knot of flesh just underneath Adam's knob.
"Nahhh! Irina! Waittt!…" Adam gasped as Irina lightly rubbed the calloused pad under her toe back and forth against that responsive nerve. She pursed her lips in concentration as she worried the underside of Adam's tool with her toe. Her skilful teasing made his cock quickly unfurl to its full length. The rush of blood to his groin turned the mushroom shaped head of his cock a shiny scarlet. Adam started to squirm about in excitement but Irina had no trouble keeping his eager tool under foot.
"You have been very 'pomocny' Adam! I think you say 'helpful'. But there is still one thing that you have not give to me…" Irina said, drawing her foot slowly down the underside of Adam's tool and nudging it into his taut testicles. She smiled as his erection raised up from his loins in a futile effort to follow her caressing toes.
"Irina. Untie me and we can have some fun. Some good time. Yes?…" Adam wheedled.
Irina quickly dropped to her knees between Adam's legs. Her huge tits wobbled thrillingly under her parted dress as she did so. The way she had crouched between his knees gave Adam a spectacular view of her pendulous breasts dangling from her broad shoulders.
"I am not finish the 'pytanie' …the interrogation!...Before we finish, you must answer questions… Yes?…" Irina questioned, giving Adam's nuts a painful twist.
"But!…But!…We don't have to…We can…!…Just…!…Nahhh!…" Adam gasped as Irina took one swollen testicle between her thumb and forefinger. Looking at him sternly she gave that little nugget a stomach-churning squeeze.
"You do not refuse me Adam!.." she intoned, bearing down with her tweaking fingers, compressing Adam's nut sickeningly. He had no choice but to give her the answer she wanted.
"Unnnn!…Yeah!…We will finish…Please…" he gasped, a cold sweat starting to bead his brow.
Irina smiled at Adam's response and immediately released the punishing tension she was exerting on his balls. She let her hands drift up to his cock which, interestingly enough, had lost none of its rigidity while she was manhandling his testicles. She held his upright shaft steady in her fist. She opened the palm of her other hand and applied it to the crown of his cock. She started swirling her hand around in tight circles against his swollen, gleaming knob.
"Ahhhhhh!…" Adam gasped, his groin jerking upwards in response to her skilful fondling. Irina had already tenderized that particular spot with her toe and he was particularly sensitive there right then. Just rubbing him around and around with her open hand soon had him squirming with excitement while the pre-come streamed from end of his cock. He was rocking back and forth awkwardly, his shoulders straining against his bonds.
Irina's glanced back and forth from Adam's eyes to his reddening cock, her eyes flashing with amusement. Using his pre-come as a lubricant, she worked his cock crown with swift hand strokes, frictioning his taut flesh in the most excruciating manner.
"Nahhhh!…Irina!…Oohhh!…"Adam moaned as his come began to churn for release.
"Now you tell Adam... Have you make love to my aunt Leokadia?…"
"Your aunt Leokadia?…Aunt Lauren?….Make love?…" Adam croaked in disbelief.
"Yes. Aunt Lauren. Make love? You know. Make screw?…." Irina queried, using the hand wrapped around his shaft to jerk Adam's cock up and down briskly by way of explaining her question.
Adam bucked upwards reflexively into her compelling hands.
"I…Your aunt…I couldn't…It's not….She's a married…Ahhhh!…" Adam whined as Irina continued her assault on his angry cock crown. But then she stopped and pinched his bulbous knob hard with her fingertips.
"Is alright. You tell truth Adam. Is not so surprise…" Irina urged. She circled his knob with her thumb and forefinger, squeezing it and opening his pee slit into a gaping O. Biting her lip in concentration she brought her other hand into play, turning her index finger down and wedging her long fingernail into the that puckered little crack. Irina gently augured her finger back and forth, stretching that little opening uncomfortably. A fiery jolt lanced into Adam's balls in response to Irina's delving finger.
The gasping young man twisted even more anxiously as a result of the blonde's rude fondling.
"Aunt Lauren. You see her very much when Uncle Brad is away. Is how you say 'nieunikiony'… is inevitable…yes?" Irina quizzed, flashing him a bright smile as she stabbed her fingernail more determinedly into that taut, stinging opening at the tip of his cock.
"Noo!…Ohhh!…Irina!…Don'tt!…" Adam whimpered.
The Polish girl ignored his anxious pleading as she worried his taut little pee slit. Without taking her eyes off his, she jabbed and scratched lightly at that sensitive canal with her wickedly sharp nail.
"Naaaa! Ahhhh! Nooo!…" he croaked, as much in apprehension as in discomfort. No one had ever touched him there like that. It was both obscene and luridly exciting to have his genitals handled the way Irina was doing it. But his cock was rigidly upright, visibly throbbing with the blood that was coursing through its length in response to Irina's lurid fondling.
And then she did something that Adam totally didn't expect.
Irina dropped her clutching fist to the root of his shaft. She knee walked forward until she was straddling Adam's lap. She moved her loins into position over his and waggled his cock around until she had it pressing into the opening of her vagina. She moved her hand away and then swiftly, without saying a word, dropped down on him like a stone. She took his seething tool right up to his balls. Then she sat up ram rod straight and clenched herself tight around him, her eyes peering down into his over the thrust of her heaving chest.
"Nahhhhh!…Oh… my…Goddd!…" Adam gasped his own eyes opening wide in amazement, as the lithe young Polish girl's pussy sheathed him in its molten clasp.
"Ahhhhh!…Umm Hmmm!…Is good no?…" Irina enthused, gently rising and falling on Adam's plundering tool. She only moved up and down on him a couple of inches. But her steamy tunnel was so tight around him that it felt to Adam like she was jerking him off with a warm satin glove.
"God! Yesss!…" he hissed.
Adam's shoulders were aching in their sockets as he tried to reach up for those half hidden mammaries that were swaying so enticingly above him. But Irina's clever restraints thwarted him in that as well as making it difficult for him to rise up into her excruciatingly tempting loins.
Irina watched him with amusement, posting up and down on him slowly. Then she suddenly slammed her cunt all the way down on him and clamped down on his tool, locking his turgid shaft in a steamy, vice-like clutch.
"Nahhh! Irina!…You're going to make me come!…" Adam whimpered, his balls knotting up excruciatingly in his groin.
Irina quickly lifted herself up on her thighs, releasing Adam's cock from her pussy with an audible slurping noise.
"Ahhh! Whattt! Nooo!…" he groaned , his loins hunching frantically skywards in frustration.
Irina scooted backwards between his spread thighs, cinching the root of his shaft in the ring of her thumb and forefinger and squeezing hard. She didn't want there to be any accidents. With her eyes still burning wickedly into Adam's, she once more applied her open palm to the end of his knob, rubbing his livid helmet in excruciating circles. She knew he would tell her anything now that she had him like this
"You making fuck with Aunt?…You like that?…Is true, no?…"
Adam stared back into Irina's taunting eyes in panic. Her frictioning palm was sending a tingling electric current searing through his cock. His cock crown was swollen to almost twice its normal size. And his nuts were so tight that there was a fiery, tearing ache behind his balls. His groin was on fire and he squirmed frantically under Irina's relentlessly groping hands. But with his arms tied he couldn't stop her and he couldn't get away. He had to make her stop!
"Yesss!…Yesss!…Oh Godd, stop!…" he cried.
"I made love to your aunt! I did! I couldn't help it! Oh God Irina! You've got to stop. You're tearing me up!" Adam gasped, his eyes filling with tears of frustration.
But Irina didn't stop. She continued to buff the end of Adam's prick with her greasy palm, making him shudder with agonized excitement at her harsh caress.
"It is good that you do not lie to me Adam. You fuck with my aunt…Phsst!…She is unhappy! You make her happy. Is no bad thing. Is making fuck…." Irina said as she finally ceased her excruciating fondling.
Keeping a firm grip on the base of his prick, she knee walked forward again until she once more held his cock poised in the moist opening of her pussy.
"Now you make fuck with me! You will like better than aunt!…" Irina said with a confident smile, still maintaining the pressure on the root of his shaft. She bobbed up and down quickly a couple of times on Adam's cock in a way that had him gasping for breath. She smiled down at him as she held him just barely inside her, her meaty labia fluttering around his knob.
With her free hand she pulled her opened dress from her shoulders, baring her conical tits to a gaping Adam. Then she slowly impaled herself on his upright cock until she once more had him sheathed to his balls.
"Ahhhh! Ahhhhh!" Adam gasped stiffening up and hunching up into Irina's irresistibly leeching loins.
"Is O.K. Adam. You can come. Is what you say…necessary… no?…You must!…" Irina said with a smile, holding herself perfectly still on his buried tool. She slowly released the pressure of her encircling fingers like you would put down a newly loaded mouse trap.
She cupped her glorious breasts, one in each hand, and pressed her fingers deep into those resilient orbs. She leaned forwards slightly from the waist to offer those sumptuous globes to Adam. This increased the pressure of her pussy on the base of Adam's throbbing cock.
"Ohhhh!…" Adam groaned apprehensively as his balls grew drum taut.
"Ohhhhh?…" Irina questioned smilingly. She leaned even further forward, increasing the tension even more on himas she bore down on him with her seething interior.
"Ohhhhh!..." Adam cried, arching his back into a bridge and lifting Irina high on his impaling spike. His shoulders were trembling and his hands were clenching and unclenching frantically at his sides.
"Ohhhhh?…" Irina crooned, tightening and releasing her ass to work Adam's cock inside her.
"Ohhhhh?…" she encouraged, letting one hand drift behind her to gently squeeze his balls.
And that was all he could take.
"Nahhhhhh!…" Adam cried, as his balls convulsed and a gusher of sperm rushed up into Irina's silky interior. He started twitching and bucking on the blanket like he was being electrocuted. His balls were kicking with wrenching spasms as he ejaculated inside her.



"Mwahhh…Ahhhh!…Ngaaa!…"he cried, his eyes wide open as his orgasm wracked him.
"Ohhhh!…" Irina groaned, her eyes burning into Adam's. His come was streaming frantically inside her in a fiery, pulsing torrent that she could feel deep in her womb. It was enough to set off her own mini climax, and she began to shudder fitfully on top of Adam's spewing cock.
"Umm Hmm! Umm Hmm!…" she encouraged through slitted eyes, her cunt flexing and rippling around Adam's tool like a milking hand.
"Unnn! Ahhhh! Goddd!…" Adam moaned as his testicles lurched and heaved and his come burned through his length like a surgeon's scalpel.
"Ummmm!…" Irina enthused, wringing Adam's cock inside her muscular cunt. There was so much come that it was soon trickling through the frothy circle where her pussy surrounded him and running down the inside of her thighs.
The two young people writhed together like that for a long time, Adam looking at Irina in amazement and she looking back at him through hooded eyes. She worked his balls with her little hand in time with his orgasm, seductively coaxing the sperm from his twitching loins.
She kept him coming for longer than he thought was possible. But finally he could come no more, the last of his spasms failing to produce any more fluid from his exhausted testicles.
She waited until his cock actually softened inside her and slipped out of her and then she gracefully raised herself from his loins to stand above him. She took a small step forward so that she was straddling his chest. And then she did something that Adam would never forget.
Her blue cotton dress was little more than a narrow circle of fabric that she held around her waist with one hand. She placed her other hand on her pubic mound, spread her legs a little more and tipped her pelvis up towards Adam's spellbound gaze.
The gaping young man had a mesmerizing view of Irina's glistening pussy. Her labia were hugely swollen and glowing a radiant pink. Her slit was visibly throbbing and glistening with their combined juices. As Adam stared he could see Irina relax, allowing her inner lips to unfold towards him in a beckoning circle. Then a trail of creamy goo began to flow out of that pulsing opening to spill from her loins in droplets and then in a fiery stream onto Adam's chest.
Adam had never seen anything so arousing in all his life. Even his totally spent loins gave a painful lurch of excitement at the lewd spectacle. Irina watched him with wicked amusement, biting her lip in concentration as she released the evidence of their copulation onto his neck and shoulders. His upper torso was soon covered with trails and little pools of the greasy sperm. It seemed to take a long time before that wanton flow of come began to ebb. Soon the last drop hung precariously from her tempting hole, reluctant to make it's fall.
Irina bent her knees a little and turned her smiling face down at Adam quizzically.
Adam's eyes darted feverishly back and forth from Irina's to the lurid spectacle of her dripping pussy. He couldn't help himself as he awkwardly tried to raise himself from his shoulders, his lips opening towards Irina's loins in helpless desire.
Irina leaned down and put her palm on his forehead, pressing his head back onto the blanket.
"Zly Chlopak!…" she hissed as she once more settled her juicy trench on Adam's face.
And then…"Yesss!…" she purred as the overwhelmed young man went to work with his mouth on her receptive loins. She thought that she could be very happy here in America. She couldn't wait to get back and see her Aunt Leokadia. In the meantime she closed her eyes and began to work her loins back and forth more purposefully on Adam's face. There was a fiery itch building once more in her loins and she wanted him to scratch it with his tongue.
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*
Brad looked questioningly at Andrea. This was a big deal, getting asked back to the boss's for a drink. He looked at his wife with a smile that said...'We should really do this!'
"Well honey, what do you say?..." he asked hopefully.
"It's so nice of you to ask us! That would be very nice!..." Andrea said.
"Yeah! We'd like that! If you really don't mind?..." Brad chimed in.
******
They hadn't really been there very long. It was an early Christmas cocktail party that the executive VP from Brad's office had thrown.
This particular VP, Conrad Stevens, was well known as something of a horn dog at the office and it didn't surprise Brad to notice him chatting up his wife Andrea in a quiet corner of the den. He seemed to be trying to edge her under the mistletoe that was hanging nearby. Andrea was an attractive girl and looked particularly good in the little white wool sheath she was wearing. It clung to her shapely figure like a second skin. With her blonde hair framing her face she looked very much like the athletic young cheer leader she had been when Brad met her at school. They got married right out of college and had just celebrated their third anniversary
Brad knew that Andrea could take care of herself. He noticed that Conrad had casually put one hand on her waist as he smiled and leaned close to her. He started whispering urgently into her ear as his hand slowly slid upwards towards the underside of one of her tempting breasts. Brad was a little surprised at Conrad's nerve. His wife Nancy was around here somewhere.
It was at that moment that Andrea caught her husband's eye. She pursed her lips and waggled her eyebrows meaningfully. Brad could see that she was uncomfortable with Conrad's flirting. But Andrea probably didn't want to say or do anything in front of the VP that might jeopardize her husband's position at the office. He had only been with the firm for a year and a half and he was just coming up on his second performance review. There was a good chance that he could be moved into a new position that included a huge bonus if his performance was good. Bur he wasn't the only one being considered for that job.
And suddenly it struck Brad that he wasn't in a very good position to confront Conrad either. The executive VP was one of the people who would be deciding on his possible promotion.
And then David Ross was at his elbow. Mr. Ross was the president of the company. At 47 years old he was among the youngest CEO's in the industry and he was one of the main reasons Brad had joined the company in the first place. He had read a lot about Mr. Ross's dynamic management style and meteoric success. Brad hoped that he could eventually impress the older man with his own skills and one day become a VP within the corporation himself.
"Hello Mr. McGuire. I thought I might see you here tonight. Are you enjoying yourself?"
"Why yes Mr. Ross. It's a lovely party. It was very good of Mr. Stevens to ask us. And please call me Brad..." he said, his gaze darting back and forth from his wife to his boss.
"Of course. And you should call me David. Mr. Ross is my father. So... am I likely to meet your wife here tonight?"
"Well yes, she's ...she's right over there?.." Brad said, smiling kind of crookedly towards Mr. Stevens and Andrea.
"Ahhhh... And that would be the lovely young lady that Conrad is talking so earnestly to. I should have guessed it. Conrad does fancy himself as quite the lady's man. Well I would think this would be as good a time as any for you to introduce me, don't you ... Brad?..." Mr. Ross said with a smile.
He took Brad by the elbow and walked him smartly over towards the couple in the corner. Mr. Stevens was practically feeling up Brad's wife at this point and didn't even notice them coming over.
"Hello Conrad. This is quite the shindig you've got going here tonight. This Silver Oak Cab is my favorite. How thoughtful of you to have some on hand"
"Ohhhh!..." Mr. Stevens yelped in alarm, dropping his wandering hand off Brad's wife like a kid that had just got caught rifling the candy jar.
"Hello David..." Conrad said. "I didn't see you come in. Glad you're enjoying yourself. Where's Holly?"
"She's in the kitchen with Nan. Nan's looking for you by the way. Now who is this that has gotten you so thoroughly flustered? " Mr. Ross asked, extending his hand to Andrea.
"Why this... this.. is ... just a minute...it's...Allison..." Conrad said tentatively.
"David...This in my wife Andrea...Andrea this is Mr. Ross. I've told Andrea quite a lot about how you've turned the company around sir and how much I'm looking forward to being a part of the next phase of the development.
Andrea took Mr. Ross's hand. She hadn't expected him to be as good lucking as he was. She had imagined he would be overweight, steely eyed and probably just plain bossy. Mr. Ross actually looked quite fit, with just a touch of grey at the temples that somehow made him look more youthful than she knew he was. And she did appreciate him coming to her rescue.
"It's so nice to meet you at last Mr. Ross. Brad has spoken of you so often."
"The pleasure is all mine Andrea. I hope you only believe half of what you hear. Brad does tend to exaggerate my role in the company. I've got a lot of good people working for me and a wife who has been just as involved in my ventures as I have. As a matter of fact I'd like you to meet her. Conrad you don't mind if I take Brad and Andrea away for a moment do you? You can catch up with them later. Let's go look in the big room shall we?"
In fact, Conrad looked like he minded very much that Andrea was being spirited away so suddenly. But what could he say. He barely managed a civil smile, a stammered..."Fine! Of course David! Tell Holly I'm looking forward to talking to her..." and then he drifted off towards another knot of people. Noticeably he didn't head for the kitchen where his wife might be looking for him.
David Ross was chuckling to himself as he guided Brad and Andrea to the large living room. A few people were standing around chatting in groups of various sizes. Mr. Ross headed towards a couple talking quietly by the fireplace. Brad knew the man. He was a senior analyst who was also in line for the promotion that Brad was hoping for. He was talking to a very attractive woman with a mane of artfully teased red hair who was standing beside him, seeming to hang on his every word. She had to be Mr. Ross's wife.
David walked right up to them with Brad and Andrea in tow.
"Hello Mr. Daniels. I see you have my wife fascinated with a story. I hope you're not deep into the history of that lame duck micro chip manufacturer you've been working on all week. I doubt that would capture Holly's attention to such an extent. So what is it. Something a little more risqué perhaps?"
"Oh hello Mr. Ross. Please call me Norman..." Norm Daniels said, flustered at the suggestion that he was telling dirty stories.
"We were just talking about...about..."
"Norman was telling me about the Montessori school he's enrolled his children in. It's really quite interesting, the individually designed programs they offer." Mrs. Ross said, smiling at her husband.
"Perhaps not something that you would find quite so enthralling dear. Now who have we here?" Mrs. Ross enquired, turning her dazzling smile on Brad and Andrea.
"Holly. I'd like you to meet Brad and Andrea McGuire. Brad works in our M&E department. I'm sure I've mentioned him to you. He's one of our rising stars. And this is his lovely wife. I just liberated her from one of Conrad's full frontal assaults."
"Oh that man is incorrigible. You have to wear Kevlar underwear when you're around him. I could have warned you." Holly quipped as she shook hands with Andrea.
"I think Mr. Stevens was just getting into the Christmas spirit." Andrea set with a modest blush.
"Oh I'm sure he was trying to get into something dear, but with Conrad it's usually something more physical than spiritual. However I'm willing to give him the benefit of the doubt if you are."
Then Holly turned her attention to Brad. She looked at him for a long moment with an appraising smile. Brad tried to say something but he was actually tongue tied in front of the statuesque beauty . Mrs. Ross was an incredibly attractive woman. In her high heels she was just as tall as he was. Her eyes looked levelly into his. She was wearing a green satin blouse with a plunging neckline. The upper swells of her generous breasts were very much on display. A black leather skirt fit her snugly from her waspishly thin waist to just above her knees. Black nylons and black stiletto heels completed her outfit. She was a striking woman indeed and Brad was having a hard time keeping his eyes on hers.
"I was just trying to remember what it was my husband told me about you Brad. And it's just come to me. But unfortunately I've been sworn to secrecy. I could tell you but then I'd have to kill you. However you could always try and ply me with liquor. I've been told I'm a chatty drunk, among other things..." Holly said, keeping her eyes fixed on Brad's as she took a sip of her red wine.
"Well if you've actually signed a binding agreement, then I suppose I shouldn't pursue it, otherwise... could I freshen up that drink for you?"
Mr. Ross was just taking a sip of wine himself at that moment. He barely caught himself from spewing a mouthful as he burst into laughter at Brad's remark.
The two couples seemed to get on almost immediately. Norm Daniels soon found himself the odd man out and wandered off to talk to other people.
After a few minutes of very relaxed banter Holly insisted that her husband get Brad one of Conrad's fancy California Cabs for him to try.
Brad wasn't much of a wine drinker and was a little nervous about sounding foolish. Holly and David watched him expectantly as he inexpertly swished the wine around in his mouth.
They also exchanged knowing glances with each other. David had got the signal from his wife that she approved his choice of company for later on. As Holly had passed the two men their glasses, she had slipped a little dose of what she called her 'party dust' into their wines. For Brad, it was a mixture of two parts Viagra and one part Valium. Holly knew that a young stud like Brad wouldn't need the Viagra. She liked her men eager but manageable and that was what the Valium was for. David liked his 'party dust' straight... Viagra, no Valium, and that was how she had fixed his. Andrea would just have to take her chances. Holly knew her husband had his own little 'party dust' for the attractive blonde, but that was for later.
Besides, if it didn't work out, the worst that would happen was that the younger couple would go their own way, no hard feelings. Well young Brad would certainly be hard! And Andrea would probably have a mean headache and a sore tushy for a couple of days after Brad got her home and had his way with her, but hey, it was Christmas!
Finally Brad swallowed the red wine and pronounced that he thought it tasted like 'old boots'.
"But the Wine Spectator gave it a 92!..." said Mr. Ross with a rueful smile.
"I'll take two cases!..." said Brad.
The two couples laughed uproariously. They talked together for a couple of more minutes with much animation then Mr. Ross said they had to go mingle. His wife pouted prettily and then agreed that she did really have to talk to someone named Isabella. But before they drifted off, Holly took Brad's arm and whispered in his ear...."Don't disappear now. I think I might be able to find something for you to taste that you'll find much more interesting than that musty old cabernet."
Brad couldn't help but feel Mrs. Ross's monumental breasts crushing into his shoulder as she leaned against him. He wondered if she was deliberately teasing him or if he was just imagining it. Regardless, his groin twitched excitedly in response as he assured Holly that he wouldn't leave without talking to her.
Andrea hadn't noticed this intimate little exchange as she was saying something to David. But then someone called to Mr. Ross and he shepherded his wife off to talk to a group of people on the other side of the room.
Brad and Andrea made the rounds as well and talked to quite a few people. They weren't big drinkers but a number of people mentioned that Conrad was serving some really expensive wines so they tried some different ones.
As it got later Brad began to feel quite warm. But it was a bustling party and there was quite a crowd so he figured that was why he was feeling so lethargic. He had also begun to notice that a lot of the wives had really got dolled up for the party. Aside from the big bosses it was a fairly young crowd of upwardly mobile 20 and 30 somethings. Some of these young mommies were pretty hot. A couple of times Andrea caught Brad staring and jabbed him in the ribs good naturedly.
Just as they were beginning to think about leaving Mr. and Mrs. Ross were at their side once more. Holly immediately began chattering excitedly, her eyes flashing...
"Did you see that Chad Montgomery from Legal. He had his hand up the back of Lucy Chandler's skirt and she was letting him. And her husband was standing right there. And I know Chad's wife is around here somewhere. Doesn't he have any shame."
"I wouldn't really expect so. After all, he is a lawyer!" said Brad.
All of them broke up at this. Brad couldn't help himself from staring into Holly's cleavage as she leaned towards him in her laughter, her pendulous breasts swaying temptingly. When they had caught their breath David looked at Brad and said...
"Say Brad, Holly and I were wondering if you and Andrea would like to come back to the house for a nightcap. We just thought you might like to see the place. Holly's got everything looking very nice for the season. Are you interested?"
As David was speaking Holly had linked her arm in Brad's and was hugging herself warmly against him. Brad, surprisingly, felt his cock twitch in response to this casual embrace.
He looked questioningly at Andrea. This was a big deal, getting asked back to the boss's house for a drink. He looked at his wife with a smile that said...'We should really do this!'
"Well honey, what do you say?..." he asked hopefully.
"It's so nice of you to ask us! That would be very nice!..." Andrea said.
"Yeah! We'd like that! If you really don't mind?..." Brad chimed in.
"Good! We hoped you'd come. Now, Conrad's got some great Icewine that you should really try before we go."
"Oh no! I shouldn't. I've had plenty already..." said Andrea.
"Nonsense, It's a very fine dessert wine. You only drink a little bit. I insist!.." David enthused, wheeling away towards the bar. He was back in a moment with four delicate flutes, each half full with a shining amber liquid.
"Here..." he said passing around the festive drinks.
He had added a tiny dose of Xstacy to Andrea's. This wasn't some cheap street drug that would knock her out. Like Holly's 'party dust', David's exotic concoction, formulated with great care in one of his own labs, would simply reduce her inhibitions while enhancing her sexual responsiveness. David was looking forward to seeing her reaction.
"To new friends, and new adventures! Merry Christmas everyone!..." David toasted, gazing into Andrea's eyes with a seductive smile as they all clinked glasses. Then everyone took a sip.
"Mmmm!... That's delicious!..." Andrea murmured.
"Wow! That's got a little kick to it!..." Brad enthused, his face now quite flushed.
"Yes it does! I warned you what happens to me when I've been drinking. You may discover my secrets yet young man..." Holly said, bumping Brad's hip with hers and squeezing his arm against her resilient breasts.
"And do you have so many secrets?..." Brad asked, disengaging his arm from Holly's and casually sliding it around her waist.
"Well I am from Michigan and you know what our state motto is?..."
"Nooo..." said Brad and Andrea together.
Holly's eyes burned into Brad's as she replied..."If you seek a pleasant peninsula, look about you."
Andrea looked at the obvious sparks flying between her husband and his boss's wife for a moment and then she burst into giggles.
"What is it? What's so funny?..." David asked with a smile, putting his hand on Andrea's back to steady her.
Andrea leaned back a little unsteadily against David's shoulder then turned her face towards his ear. Without taking her eyes off her husband she said to David...
"Brad's from New York. Ask him what their state motto is."
"Well. What is it?"
Brad suddenly turned a brilliant crimson and then stammered...
"Ever upward!"
And then all four of them were laughing and toasting each other with loud cries of ... "Ever upward!...Ever Upward!"
*****
Soon after that they were making their thanks to their hosts, putting on their coats and heading out the door. Holly and David pulled their Mercedes out onto the street and waited for Brad and Andrea to fall in behind them in their Toyota.
David turned to Holly and with a lewd wink he said to his wife..."This should be interesting!"
Holly leaned towards her husband put her hand in his lap and gave his cock an amorous squeeze.
"Gentlemen...Start your engines!..." she said in a throaty murmur as her husband's cock lurched upright under her pressing palm.
"Mmmmm!..." David responded, his hips hunching up reflexively against his wife's encouraging hand.
In the McGuire car, Brad happened to look over at his wife as he pulled in behind the big Mercedes. She was sitting there with her coat wide open and her face flushed. She was breathing heavily and her chest was heaving like she had just finished a race. He was surprised to find Andrea staring into his groin with feral intensity. She was looking at his crotch so hungrily that his cock began to stiffen up in response to her avid gaze.
"What? Honey, what is it?..."
"Nothing baby...I just thought..." Andrea said hesitantly, sliding over on the seat closer to her husband.
"Maybe we won't stay at the Ross's too long..." she said, letting her little hand idly slip up her husband's thigh until it was resting over his cock. She started rubbing him there as she continued..."if that's O.K.?..."
Brad looked at his wife in amazement. She was usually pretty introverted about sex and had never fondled him in the car before. This was a side of her he had never seen and he couldn't believe his luck. His cock felt like it was going to tear through his pants at his wife's bold caress.
"You keep doing that and we can head for home right now..." Brad replied enthusiastically.
"I think we better be polite to your boss and his wife for a little while. But after, I want this..." she said, moving closer to him and squeezing his tool hotly..." your big cock..." she said, moving her mouth to his ear and jerking him with tiny, incendiary hand strokes... 'fucking me...until you empty these..." she purred, grabbing his balls with her free hand and squeezing them ..."deep inside my pussy!..." she finished, darting her tongue in his ear and turning it around wetly.
In truth Andrea had never felt Brad's cock so hard. The way he eagerly hunched up into her groping hands made a little trickle of juice seep out of her and moisten the gusset of her panties.
"Oh God baby!...Let's go home right now! I'll call Mr. Ross in the morning...." Brad groaned, slowing the car.
Andrea released her husband's throbbing genitals and slid back over to her side of the front seat.
"Now you be a good boy! We'll go drop in at your boss's for a quick drink and then after we can go home and you can have your fun with this..." Andrea murmured, lifting the hem of her skirt to expose her panty covered crotch to her husband.



Brad's eyes went wide at his wife's shameless display. She had never acted like this before. He wondered fleetingly what had come over her.
With her eyes locked on his, Andrea reached down and cupped her gently rounded mound in her hand and squeezed it lovingly. She wriggled excitedly against her own palm as her eyes smoldered into her husband's.
"Now drive the car! Later you can drive me!"
"Mmmmm!..." Brad groaned, forcing his eyes back to the road as he caught back up to the cruising Mercedez. His erection was throbbing for more attention! He intended to set a new record for being polite, having a drink, then driving home and screwing the shit out of his wife. He hoped his boner would go down soon. He didn't want to embarrass himself in front of the boss. As he drove along he tried to think of swimming in a frozen lake, but it didn't seem to help.
*****
They pulled into the Ross's driveway about fifteen minutes later. The house was set in a very upscale neighborhood. Big gates in the front, long driveway, turn-around in front of the house. Very impressive. And once inside the entranceway it was even more so. Gleaming chandelier in the entrance, spiral staircase to the second floor, hallways going off in different directions.
David took their coats and Holly led the way into what must have been the living room. There was a fireplace, a wall of books, a big screen TV, coffee tables and cushy leather chairs and sofas. There was one half wall that presumably overlooked a lower level. Holly stretched out luxuriously in the corner of one of the sofas and indicated the other chairs to her guests with a languid sweep of her hand. She picked up one remote and pointed it at the fireplace. Voila...instant fire. She picked up another remote and pointed it at the Christmas tree in the corner...the lights started twinkling...instant Christmas cheer! Brad and Andrea got comfortable on a nearby love seat with Andrea laying her hand high up on her husband's thigh and squeezing it warmly.
"Well that was quite a party!..." Holly laughed.
Before Brad or Andrea could answer, David bustled in, rubbing his hands together.
"Now what can I get everyone?..." he asked as the congenial host.
"I'll have a child's portion of Drambuie darling..." Holly said.
Andrea hesitated and then said..."That sounds very nice."
David looked at Brad and said..."I'm going to have a drop of MacCallan. Why don't you join me?"
"Sure. That sounds great!"
"You have a lovely home. I love your tree..." Andrea enthused over the ten foot Fir that sparkled merrily on the side.
"Well thank you dear..." Holly said to Andrea, although her eyes were clearly focused on Brad. She picked up the remote again and soon a quiet Christmas choral was playing in the background.
Then David arrived with the drinks.
He passed out the potent liquors and then proposed another toast.
"To our lovely wives who have never been more beautiful! May all your unspoken dreams and wishes come true!..."
Holly smiled conspiratorially at her husband as she sipped her drink. Andrea seemed spellbound by David who never took his eyes from hers, even as she sipped from her glass. She was very flushed and a little fidgety.
Everyone made a few quips about the party, some joking asides about who might have been going home with whom, but the intimate congeniality from earlier in the evening didn't seem to be there.
Brad was the most quiet. He was very warm. For the most part he simply sat there, staring at Holly and smiling. He was feeling distracted and yet sort of agitated at the same time, he assumed from his wife's provocative teasing earlier in the car. Even Andrea's casual hand on his thigh had his balls tingling with excitement. He kept shifting back and forth on the couch. He was trying to contain his unruly cock which was threatening to swell into a full blown erection at any moment.
And then Andrea laughed at one of David's droll observations. Her hand slipped higher in her husband's crotch so that the edge of her palm nudged his balls. That was it for Brad. His cock unfurled beneath his trousers like the Michelin Man at the Sears Parade. Suddenly his pants were bulging obscenely with his inflated tool. He started crossing and uncrossing his legs to try and hide his predicament which somehow seemed to be lost on Andrea. She carelessly started sawing her hand up and down between Brad's clenched thighs, only inflaming his already embarrassing condition.
Holly immediately noticed Brad's bulging pants and smiled at his distress. She exchanged a meaningful glance with her husband. Then David turned back to his guests.
"It's very warm in here isn't it? Is anyone else finding it warm? I have a suggestion. Why don't we all go for a quick dip. And then a little relax in the hot tub. Why don't we do that?..." he asked expectantly.
Brad and Andrea looked quizzical.
"But where?...How would we?...I don't understand..." they responded in unison.
"Why right here. Come see..." David answered, pointing to the half wall and beckoning to Brad and Andrea.
The young couple got up and went to take a look. Beneath them was a large rec. room and as an extension to that there was an enormous indoor pool that was enclosed by glass walls. There was very muted lighting around the pool. There was a change room, a bar, a gas fire pit in one corner, a number of cushioned chaises with side tables and a hot tub that was elevated a few feet with water spilling down in and endless stream into the pool. It did look very inviting.
"Oh I don't think..." Brad began
"Honestly...I don't have a suit..." Andrea stammered.
Holly went over and touched Andrea's shoulder.
"Not to worry dear! There's plenty of swimwear in the cabana..."
"Ahhh... Thank you Holly... but... I'm not sure...I don't think you an I are the same... ahhh...you know..." Andrea said, looking meaningfully at Holly's voluptuous bosom.
"Spandex really is a miracle fabric honey. I'm sure you'll find something you'll be comfortable in."
"It really does look tempting doesn't it Brad?"
"Ummm!...It certainly does!..." said Brad, his eyes also locked on Holly's gently rising and falling bosom as she stood next to his wife.
"Oh you mean the pool...Well...We don't want to overstay our welcome."
"I'll tell you what..." Holly began, looking at Andrea.
"Why don't you and David go for a quick swim. I know he's dying to show off for you. David tried out for the Olympic team during his mis-spent youth. Brad can keep me company here for a little while..." Holly said, walking back to the couch, sitting down and taking another sip of her drink.
"He can continue to ply me with liquor and see where that gets him. When you're ready for the hot tub, give us a yell. Maybe we'll join you then.'
Brad obviously liked this suggestion. He headed over to join Holly on the couch. Without even looking at his wife he said...
"Sure babe. Why don't you and Mr. Ross...David...cool off a little bit. I'll just stay here with Holly. I'll be good. I promise."
Andrea was a little dubious about her husband's intentions. She knew how horny he was at the moment. But she didn't seriously think he would try anything with his boss's wife. And she was feeling ...very ...adventurous. David made up her mind for her by taking her hand and saying...
"Come on. I'll show you where everything is.
*****
A couple of minutes later Andrea was in the change room, David had gone off to change as well and said he'd meet her in the pool.
As promised, there was an abundance of towels and two swimsuits to choose from. Andrea's original concern was that Holly's outfits would be too big for her. But these outfits obviously weren't Holly's. There was a one piece suit that was extremely tiny. The other was equally small, a two piece with little yellow triangles that reminded her of 'post-it notes'. They would barely cover her conical breasts or her crotch. She tried on the one piece. It was so small that, in order to pull it up high enough to cover her breasts, the gusset in her crotch disappeared in her ass crack and split her labia wide apart. That wouldn't do. At least with the bikini she could more or less fasten the top in place over her nipples and the bottom over her crotch although beyond that there was very little left to the imagination. Oh well. She was in good shape and not ashamed for Brad's boss to see her body. She slipped back into her high heels and went out to the pool.
Fortunately David was already in the water. Andrea watched him for a moment as he knifed towards one end of the pool, executed a perfect flip turn, then stoked strongly back the other way. He really was very good. Andrea kicked off her shoes at a table over by the gas fireplace that was burning quietly. She walked down the steps until she was in up to just above her waist. With the dim lighting, the flickering of the fireplace and the rhythmic sound of David's swimming, it really was rather calming. She paddled around quite happily on her side and on her back, trying to keep her hair dry. She was lost in her own little world when she realized that she couldn't hear David swimming. She stood up straight and looked around. David was treading water in the deep end of the pool smiling at her.
"Aren't you coming in?"
She smiled back at him and made a vague waving gesture towards her head.
"Hair..." she said.
"Well that's no excuse. You're coming in!.." he stated as he started breast stroking towards her.
Andrea found herself smiling girlishly as she started backing away. She stuck out her tongue at David.
"Am not!..." she said.
"Are too!.." he countered getting closer.
"Don't you dare..." she warned as David stood up ten feet away from her.
"Are too!..." he said again, walking towards her.
"Am not!..." Andrea laughed, still backing away as she playfully swung her arm in an arc and swooshed a fan of water toward David.
"Oh now you're gonna' get it!..." he said, returning her splash of water with one of his own.
"Don't...My hair!..." Andrea laughed, now using both hands to frantically splash water on the man who was advancing on her.
"You started it!..." David laughed as he palmed water back at Andrea.
They continued at it until Andrea had backed herself up against the edge of the pool. Even then she continued to slam her hands into the water to douse him as David walked right up to her.
He reached out and grabbed both her wrists and pushed her arms out to the side, up against the lip of the pool. She was panting and laughing as she struggled against his hands trying to free herself, but not too hard. She was having fun. But when she felt David's body pressing against hers, his chest against her heaving breasts, his stomach against hers, another emotion entirely washed over her.
She could feel the strength in his arms, in his torso, she could feel it where his groin was pressing into hers and suddenly the heat that had been building inside her earlier was back. Only now it was much stronger. There was a fire in her, in her breasts, in her belly, in her groin. She continued to breathe heavily but it wasn't because she was winded. David's face was just above her, his eyes smiling down into hers. As he moved his lips towards hers Andrea leaned up to him, claiming his mouth with hers in a searing, molten kiss.
Andrea drove her tongue into David's mouth and he met it with his own. He continued to hold her arms pinned to the side of the pool, though now she was struggling not to hold him off but to draw him closer.
"Mmmmm!...Mmmmm!...Mmmmm!..." the excited young blonde gasped into David's mouth as their torrid french kiss went on and on. Even though her arms were restrained, she writhed against the older man in a burst of desire. She could feel his cock stiffening against her groin. She hooked her leg around his so that she could press her seething crotch more tightly against it. She knew it was crazy but it felt like he was already inside her, although she knew he wasn't. But she could feel him getting bigger and it felt like he was stretching her and filling her in her deepest center.
David could feel Andrea's heat and it fanned the flames of his own arousal. This was going to be sweet! But he had to be careful not to break the spell. He released her arms and she threw them around his shoulders as she twisted and turned her mouth against his.
Finally they had to come up for air.
"Wait!...Wait!..." Andrea gasped, although David was doing nothing other than holding her.
"We can't!..." she whimpered, now pushing herself away from him.
"No!..Of course not!...That would be wrong!..." David said with feigned concern.
"We should dry off and go back upstairs..." he said reaching down for Andrea's hand. Andrea clutched it like a drowning person. She didn't move, she just stood there, biting her lip and looking in David's eyes in confusion.
David waited for her to make her choice. Then she shook her head like she was waking up from a dream. She kept David's hand in hers as she led him out of the pool and over to the fireplace where the towels were draped over a chair.
They both picked up a towel and began to dry themselves. Andrea continued to look at David, her mind obviously racing a mile a minute. David looked back with a confident smile, fairly sure where this was all going. After a minute he said...
"Let me dry your back.."
Andrea slowly turned her back on him and David stepped up behind her. He used two hands to gently caress her back with the towel, starting at her shoulders and moving downwards. Like a gentlemen he swept past her virtually naked buttocks and crouched down behind her to dry the backs of her legs.
Andrea had her eyes closed and was practically moaning with excitement as she felt his breath gusting between her legs.
"Let me help you with your shoes..." he said, dropping the towel, gripping one ankle and lifting her foot up and into her high heel. He did the same with her other foot but once she had her second heel on, he didn't let go. He kept his hands on her ankles then moved them up the outside of her calves as he slowly stood up. He moved his hands up the outside of her thighs and onto her hips as he finally stood behind her. He moved close so that he was gently pressing against her from behind. He let her feel his hard cock against her ass but he didn't force himself against her.
"Put your hands behind your head..." David whispered.
Andrea complied, leaning back and turning her head so that David's lips were poised right at her ear
He moved his hands slowly around her waist, moving them in towards each other as they glided over her tummy. They were slowly approaching the undersides of her swollen, aching breasts when Andrea whimpered and went to turn towards him.
"Wait..." David murmured and he held her still. Then his hands left her for a moment. He fiddled behind her, there was a quiet swish and Andrea glanced down to see David's swim trunks fall between her feet. Then his hands were on her waist again, lightly caressing her. But now she could feel his naked cock brushing against the contours of her ass. He whispered into her ear...
"Now you have a decision to make...."
"Ohhhh!..." Andrea moaned leaning back against the strong body behind her.
David reached down, pulled her creamy buttocks apart and slid his rampant tool into the cleft of her ass.
"Ummmm!..." Andrea moaned again, her hands still clasped behind her head. The feel of David's bare cock against her had her loins seething with excitement. Helplessly, with her eyes closed, she opened her stance a little and began to rock her ass up and down in a lewd humping motion.
"Why don't you make it for me..." she purred.
"No! That wouldn't be fair..." David chuckled as Brad's hot wife writhed against him.
"I don't care..."
"Yes you do. You have to decide what you want."
And with that Brad bent his knees behind her. He thrust his pelvis forward then stood up straight again, pulling Andrea's ass tight against his stomach. In her high heels she was tall enough that David's rigid tool jutted up from between her thighs. He bent slightly forward at the waist, making Andrea do likewise, and began a subtle back and forth motion against her that made her vagina burn.
"Oh God.!...We can't!..." Andrea moaned her eyes locked on the crimson spear jutting under her groin. It was bigger than Brad's, both longer and fatter. And the flaring head had an incredible heft to it that would stretch her excruciatingly. She could feel her meaty labia swelling and parting in anticipation.
"Of course not..." said David, his hands twiddling with the hook on the hip of her bikini bottom.
"Not if you don't want to..." he agreed. He unfastened one side of the bikini, allowing the minimal cover to hang loose in her groin. He shifted to the side and back and now her bare, engorged labia were spread against his gently thrusting cock.
"Ohhhhhh!..." Andrea whispered. The feel of his rigid flesh slicing through her meaty lips made her groin shudder with arousal. Helplessly she reached down to touch him. His shaft was as hard as marble, the veins bulging severely through the taut flesh. Even the plum colored cape of his cock crown was firm. Her fingers tested and teased his length, looking for a soft spot and finding none. She had to have him.
As she caressed him, she watched a clear drop of liquid emerge from his gaping pee slit and trickle down under her gliding fingers. She felt an answering trickle seep out of her smoldering pussy.
"I can't let you fuck me..." she groaned, bending further at the waist and raising one leg to get him aligned at her entrance.
"Of course not..." David replied, bending his knees a little to help her.
"I can't let you put it in..." she gasped, pressing with her fingers and wriggling back. Her swollen lips parted ahead of his rounded knob.
"I won't put it in..."
"Well maybe just the tip...'" she whispered, hunching backwards and then...
"Ohhhh!..." as David's bulbous cock crown entered her. He held himself perfectly still as the seething blonde settled on the head of his cock.
"Mmmm!..." she whimpered again as David stretched her deliciously. Biting her lip she threw her head back and twisted on his plundering tool.
"Wait!...Wait!..." David whispered into her ear from behind and stilling her eager hips with his hands.
"They can see!..." he said quietly.
Andrea hardly heard him, so excited was she at the feel of his lancing cock inside her.
"Who?..." she murmured.
"Brad, and Holly..."
"Where?..." Andrea asked with hooded eyes, looking around vaguely. And then...
"Ohhhh!..." as David gently thrust another inch or so into her.
"There..." David indicated with a smile and a nod towards a table nearby.
Andrea looked around blankly.
"Where?..." she asked again. And then...
"Naaahhh!..." as David pushed in even deeper. She was opening to him like butter under a hot knife.
And then she saw it. On one of the casual tables there was an open laptop computer. On the screen was an image of herself mounted on David's intruding cock. There was a smaller image that she couldn't see clearly, but she assumed was Holly and Brad in the living room. Her lewd coupling with Holly's husband was being monitored on a webcam.
"They can see us..." David whispered again.
Andrea reached down and took David' hands from her waist. She wrapped them around her and pulled him tightly to her from behind.
"I don't care!..." she moaned as she spread her legs open even further and lunged back onto David's unyielding spear.
"No you don't, do you!..." he replied with a broad smile, hunching lustily into her welcoming interior.
"Mmm Hmm!...Mmm Hmm!..." Andrea whimpered as David's cock began to saw in and out of her in an incendiary rhythm. An excruciating tension was building in her cunt. She put one hand on the back of the chair in front of her. She bent over further to fully accept his pistoning tool.



Her head was swimming as she felt a fiery orgasm about to erupt. Andrea closed her eyes and bit her lip with anticipation.
***
As Andrea and David headed off for the pool, Brad had joined his boss's wife on the couch. She looked at him for the longest time without saying anything. Brad felt very much like the lamb chop and Holly was the wolf. Trying hard not too stare at her temptingly displayed cleavage, he decided that there were worse possible fates.
Finally Holly grabbed one of the remotes and switched on the big screen TV.
"Let's just see what's on..." she said. She flicked around for a minute until she happened to land on 'Cat On A Hot Tin Roof.'
"Oh goody! I love this movie. 'Maggie the Cat' and poor 'Brick'. I know what. Let's have some fun. We can play a game."
She picked up another clicker and magically the lights in the room dimmed.
"Why don't I make some popcorn and we can pretend that we're on a date. Just like we were back in school. What do you think?.."
"Sure..." said Brad..."Why not..."
"It'll be fun...Now you just get comfortable and I'll be right back..." Holly said. She leaned towards Brad so that her pendulous breasts were practically in his face before she finally stood up from the couch and headed for the kitchen.
Brad settled back and turned towards the movie. The sound was down very low. Elizabeth Taylor was stalking around in a very slinky negligee, raging at Paul Newman and throwing him fiery looks.
God! What was it with these women and their big tits, Brad thought. And what was wrong with him. He couldn't take his eyes off Liz or the way her big chest heaved under her nightie. This TV had fabulous resolution. It must be Hi Def.
Brad loved sex. He was all in favor of it. But tonight, between his wife's bold advances, his boss's wife's teasing, and Liz's smoldering seduction he was as horny as a toad. He took advantage of Holly's absence to rearrange his relentless hard-on into as inconspicuous a lump as possible.
And then the scintillating red-head was back with a tray full of popcorn and fresh drinks.
"The miracle of the microwave..." she said, flourishing the overflowing bowl. She took the squeeze bottle of warm butter that she had brought and poured a stream of the yellow liquid generously over the popcorn. As she was doing so Brad couldn't help but notice that one of the three buttons that had been holding her blouse closed was now undone. The red satin bra that barely contained Holly's sumptuous breasts was now plainly visible under her blouse. Brad's cock got even harder, if that was possible.
"Now just because my parents aren't here, don't you get any ideas..." Holly said, handing Brad a fresh drink and then drinking with him.
Brad found the idea of this obviously experienced woman acting like a teenager very exciting.
"But they won't be home for hours..." he countered as Holly offered him some popcorn. She looked at Brad with an amused smile as she took some herself then snuggled in next to him on the couch. She turned up the sound a little as she wiggled closer to the nervous young man. After a minute she said...
"I'm a little cold. Put your arm around me honey. Warm me up! Go on! ..."
Brad thought briefly of his wife. But if Andrea was swimming with his boss, surely a little cuddle on the couch with the boss's wife wasn't that much different.
So Brad put his arm around Holly, enjoying the press of her voluptuous curves against his side.
They were soon at the scene where Liz is crawling up the bed towards her husband who is unable to escape her because his leg's in a cast. Liz's fabled jugs are swaying hypnotically from her chest as she draws nearer, her eyes hooded with desire.
Brad was practically unaware of what he was doing it as he leaned over towards Holly for a kiss.
But just as his lips were about to touch hers, she put her finger to his chin.
"Why Brad, you know I never make out on the first date..." Holly teased, a wicked smile turning the corners of her mouth.
"It's just a kiss..." Brad said, remembering a line he'd heard earlier in the movie.
"Well....Maybe just one..." Holly said, pursing her lips invitingly.
Brad moved in and gently placed his mouth on hers. Holly wasn't very encouraging at first, her lips remaining firmly closed ahead of his lightly darting tongue. But she quickly tired of her little tease and parted her lips beneath his. And then her tongue was slashing into his mouth as she turned towards him in his arms. Soon they were grappling on the couchlike a couple of teen-agers, their tongues dueling wildly together.
They writhed together, pressing closer and closer, Holly's big tits mashing into Brad's chest while his hard-on bulged against her groin.
But when his hand came up to fondle one of her breasts, she grabbed it and pulled her mouth from his.
"Don't!..." she hissed.
"What?..." Brad asked in confusion, his head swimming with arousal.
"No one touches me there unless I say so!..." Holly said, her eyes flashing into Brad's.
Brad wasn't sure if this was part of the game or if this was for real. Holly seemed truly upset. And yet she'd just been making out with him like her pants were on fire. So he decided he'd act like it was part of the game.
"Holly. I know you want to go slow, and I respect that. It's just that... no other girl has ever made me as ...excited as you do. Sometimes I can't...you know...I just can't help myself. Couldn't we please...wouldn't you let me just this once...you know..." Brad begged, staring meaningfully down into Holly's cleavage.
Holly looked at him for a moment with a calculating smile on her face. Then she said....
"You're going out with that Andrea girl aren't you?"
"Yes..." said Brad.
"Did she let you feel her up on your first date?..." Holly asked as she reached down with one hand and started undoing one of the two remaining buttons of her blouse.
"Well yeah... yes...sort of..." Brad answered, his eyes twinkling hopefully.
"I've heard she's kind of a slut. She must be if she let you grope her so easily."
Brad might have taken offense at this remark if he hadn't been so thoroughly transfixed by his boss's wife.
Holly had pulled herself more upright beside him so that her chest was at Brad's eye level. Her bra encased tits spilled out of the front of her parted blouse. They looked absolutely stunning as they heaved gently in the red satin demi cups that barely surrounded them
"Did she let you get into her pants too?" Holly asked as she peeled one lacy cup down, exposing a scarlet nipple sitting like a cherry on top of a wide pink aureole.
"Not on the first date. Of course not!" Brad answered, his eyes riveted to Holly's brazenly bared breast.
Watching him with amusement the wanton red head began tweaking that turgid little bud between her thumb and her forefinger. She rolled it back and forth and stretched it out in a lurid display.
"But it didn't take long before she did let you do her, the little tramp!..."
As she continued lewdly playing with herself, Holly's aureole darkened and got puffy looking. Her nipple elongated and fattened until it was the size of a baby's finger. Brad was practically drooling at this wanton exhibition. She went back to her lewd questioning.
"How long before she finally put out?"
"Well, actually, it was on our third date."
"The little whore! I'm not like that you know Brad. I'm a good girl...." Holly teased, now squeezing the underside of her breast and holding out in front of the transfixed young man beside her like an offering.
"Oh I know... I know. ...A good girl with the most amazing tits...I mean...ahhh..." Brad scrambled, trying to make up for his momentary lapse in character...'"What I meant to say was...You know it's you I really care about. I'll do whatever you want. Whatever it takes to make you happy."
This little load of happy horse shit seemed to please Mrs. Ross enormously. She smiled at Brad encouragingly.
"Are her tits as big as mine?..." she asked coyly.
Brad studied the smiling red head's outrageous rack intently for a moment.
Even though Holly was probably two sizes and two cups bigger than Andrea, and they both knew it, Brad hastened to say..."You know, it's really hard to say without a closer look."
Holly's eyes sparkled merrily into Brad's.
"I just don't want you to think I'm some kind of easy slut like your little friend. And I really like you too Brad. You know that. I'll tell you what. This once I'll let you play with mommy's big jugs, even though it's against the rules O.K.? But just this once. Just 'til I tell you to stop O. K.? You have to promise! My parents could be home any time now..." she said, kneeling up even straighter beside him.
Brad's eyes were as big as saucers as Holly's juicy melons loomed above him. He was so entranced he could barely find his voice to whisper...
"I promise..."
Holly watched him with amusement as he just sat there gawking. She sank the hand cupping her breast into that billowing flesh and gave it a luxurious squeeze. Her eyes became hooded with excitement at her own touch.
"Well go on then..." she purred leaning towards him and pulling Brad's face deep into her perfumed cleavage.
"Mmwwfff!..." he groaned as his cheeks were enveloped by all that creamy flesh.
Holly wrapped her arms around her breasts and his head and squeezed everything together.
"Ummmmm!..." Brad groaned ecstatically, lost in the valley of Holly's mountainous boobs. He started mouthing and sucking as much of those resilient mounds as he could reach.
Holly let him enjoy himself as he snuffled and slobbered in her greasy cleavage.
"Are you having a good time sweetheart?..." she asked with a smile. But Brad couldn't hear her with those big tits squashed around his ears. He came up for air once or twice but quickly dove back in.
After a while of this Holly planted her palm on his forehead and forced him away. Brad emerged gasping from that sumptuous valley, his eyes blinking as if he didn't know where he was. His lips were swollen and his face was a burning crimson.
Holly looked at him with a wicked smile. She snapped her lacquered finger nail at her nipple a couple of times. That elongated nub of flesh fattened and grew, visibly throbbing in response. She grabbed the back of Brad's head with her free hand. As she pulled him to her breast once more she hissed..."Suck on this!"
Then she forced as much of that creamy globe into his mouth as Brad could handle.
"Mmmm!..." he moaned as he rose to the challenge, sucking like a man possessed. Holly's hard, extended nipple flipping up and down, under his lashing tongue was the most erotic sensation Brad had ever experienced.
"Yessss! ...That's it!...Unn Hnn!... Suck it!..." Holly enthused, leaning heavily into Brad's avid suck. His excitement was contagious. His passionate mouthing was making her groin turn into a warm puddle of arousal.
Then she noticed the green light flashing on the laptop over by the TV. Someone was trying to call. She thought she knew who it might be. She released her breast and moved that hand down into Brad's crotch. She grabbed his boner through his pants and gave it a vigorous squeeze. Brad cried out in excitement as she began to stroke him through his pants.
With her other hand she cupped his cheek and moved him off her swollen tit.
"You're so hard baby. Can I take it out? Is that O.K.? My parents could be home any time now. We may not have much time..." Holly asked with a wicked leer.
Brad was so lost in the wonder of the red head's lavish tits that he hardly knew what she was asking. But as she continued to work him over through his pants, his excitement soared to a whole new level. She was asking if she could take his cock out. 'Oh God! Yess!..." he thought, nodding his head eagerly in assent.
Fleetingly Brad thought of his wife. What the hell was she doing all this time. But then Holly's sweeping hand gave his balls a torrid twist as she explored his crotch. He thought he was going to come right there when she did that.
Holly smiled at his eager response. This was going to be fun. She deftly opened the top of his pants and unzipped him.
"Is it O.K.?...Really?...If I play with it for a little while?..." she asked in a little girl voice as she yanked his pants and shorts down past his knees in a quick, practiced jerk.
His rampant tool popped out, bobbing around like a jack-in-the-box. Although he wasn't as big as her husband, he had a lovely shape. And what he lacked in size he was obviously ready to make up for with enthusiasm. He was rock hard and quivering with arousal. Holly raised her hand to her mouth in feigned amazement.
"It's really big isn't it. I can't imagine how that little slut Andrea was able to take it. Here, let me see!.." she squealed, reaching in and curling her long tapered fingers around his meat.
"Ahhhhhh!..." Brad moaned, bucking up reflexively at Holly's inquisitive touch.
"You just sit back and relax. It's my turn to play. Now I'm just going to lay down right here with my head in your lap O.K.?..." Holly said, stretching out on the couch on her side with her back to the TV. She puckered a teasing kiss up at Brad as she he fondled him, making him twitch and moan with each unexpected turn of her fingers.
"You're not going to come are you? If my parents get home and there's come all over the place, I'll be grounded for sure..." the red head simpered, barely able to stifle her laughter.
If she had her way, every flat surface in the living room would be dripping with Brad's come when she was done with him.
"I'll try Holly!.. Just take it easy O.K....I'm close!...Really close!..." Brad groaned.
"Sure baby. I'll be careful. You just be quiet and watch the movie while I jack your big cock. Maybe the movie will distract you a little. And that way I'll be able to hear my parents if they come in..."
A shudder of excitement jolted Brad's nuts just to hear Holly use the words 'jack your big cock'. Andrea never said anything like that. He tried to sink back into the couch, but it wasn't easy with the sultry red head working her magic in his crotch.
Holly twisted around for a moment and picked up the remote for the TV. 'Cat on a Hot Tin Roof' had bogged down in a sea of commercials.
"Let's see what else we can find..." she said flipping channels.
Brad was hardly paying attention. His eyes were locked on Holly's red finger nailed hand sliding quickly up and down his upright mast.
"Ummm...Here's what I was looking for...Let's see, rewind...Uhh Hnn...There...Now this looks interesting..." she purred, turning her burning eyes back to Brad's.
Brad lifted his head and glanced quickly at the screen. And then he looked again. It looked like Holly had picked a porn flick. He was shocked. He realized that while he was sitting there with his pants open and the boss's wife sprawled in his lap, her little hand fondling his cock, he wasn't in a position to claim the moral high ground. Still he didn't think bringing the staff home to view porn movies was in very good taste.
But Holly had turned on some low budget porn movie on the big TV. There was a good looking blonde in a miniscule bikini by the pool with some guy dry humping her from behind before he fucked her.
But then he heard the audio, a man's voice saying....
"Now you have a decision to make...."
"Ohhhh!..." the blonde moaned.
The man reached down, obviously playing with the blonde's ass.
"Ummmm!..." she moaned again, her hands clasped behind her head in a very provocative pose.
"Why don't you make it for me..." she pleaded.
Brad recognized that voice. It was Andrea, his wife. He was watching his wife and his boss making out on the big screen.
"What?....What the hell?...That's my wife!..." he croaked, trying to lift his torso from the couch.
Without relinquishing her grip on Brad's cock, Holly pressed her other hand into his chest and forced him back against the couch. Normally she wouldn't be strong enough to overpower him, but the mild dose of Valium was blurring his ability to think and act decisively. Without looking at the screen she said.
"It certainly is! The lovely Andrea with my David! I do believe you're wife is trying to seduce my husband. The little slut! Oh well! He's only human and she does look good in that little bikini. It does looks like they're having a good time doesn't it?..."
"No!...She would never do that!..." Brad yelped, although the visual evidence suggested otherwise.
He didn't know what to say...or do. He watched in astonishment as his boss started to work his big cock into his wife. Or rather, he gaped in disbelief, his wife shimmied backwards onto his boss's upright erection. This couldn't be happening. His beautiful, shy young bride would never betray him like this.
Brad didn't even notice that his own cock was throbbing more urgently than ever as he watched his boss and his wife begin to fuck. But Holly did! Her pussy was burning with anticipation. The pre-come that was suddenly streaming from the tip of Brad's cock lubricated her deftly shuttling palm. She started to work him over faster, her hand making a lewd 'shick, shick, shick' sound as she masturbated him.
"He's forcing her!...He can't ...!..." Brad raged while watching his wife bend over a chair to better to accommodate David's thrusting loins. His loins smacked her ass, making her dangling breasts jiggle lewdly in time with his fucking.
Brad made as if to rise once again, but Holly easily stopped him.
"No he isn't dear. She wants it! And she's loving it! You can see that. Wait! We'll just see..."
Holly moved her hand from Brad's chest and picked up the cordless phone on the table behind her. She pressed the intercom button, put it on speaker and pressed talk. There was an amplified click in the living room and in the pool area. Then Holly spoke...
"Andrea dear...Is my naughty husband abusing you?..."
Andrea didn't even open her eyes as she moaned..."Oh yes Holly!...He's using and abusing me so much!...Mmm Hmm...Mmm Hmm..." and then..."Oh Goddd!...I'm... comingggg....Nahhh!...Ahhhh!..."
Brad watched in stunned amazement as his wife straightened up a little, her whole body quivering and shaking like she was having a fit. David tightened his arms around her and pulled her back tighter against him. He bent his knees and literally lifted her off her toes while he continued to fuck into her in short, violent lunges.
"Shall I make him stop dear?..." Holly asked over the intercom with an amused chuckle.
"Don't stop!...Keep going!...Keep going!...Unn Hnn!...That's it!!..." Andrea intoned, drawing her knees up to open herself completely. She was quivering in David's arms like a rag doll as she climaxed.
"Andrea!...Don't!...What are you doing!..." Brad cried mournfully over the intercom.
"I'm comingggg!...Oh Goddd!...Yesss!..." Andrea cried. Brad couldn't tear his eyes away from the lurid spectacle in front of him. The sweating blonde whispered something to David and he stopped his avid fucking. He easily held her up, impaled on his upthrust tool like a butterfly on a pin. Brad could clearly hear his wife's ecstatic moans as her pussy spasmed around David's buried erection.
The red head's eyes were shining up into Brad's as he gaped at his cheating wife. Holly purred up at him..."Mmmm!...He's got it all in her doesn't he?...Oh...You probably can't see but David is big!... Really big!... Trust me... I'm amazed she can take him all!...She's definitely going to be kind of sore for a couple of days...I know that feeling all too well!..." she said with a lewd chuckle
Brad had never seen his wife come so hard in all their countless hours of lovemaking. He knew exactly what David must be feeling as Andrea's silky pussy clenched and unclenched around him.



Holly hit some kind of control button and the screen split, one side showing Andrea writhing on David's crotch and the other showing a close-up of her lightly fringed pussy. Only an inch of David's fat cylinder could be seen beneath the O of her gaping pussy. Now he could clearly see Andrea's abdomen shuddering in spasms as a circle of frothy goo seeped out around David's tool.
The blonde's ringing moans of..."Unnn!...Yesss!...Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmmm!...Oh Goddd!..." did indeed sound like the sound track of some cheesy porn film. But It wasn't! It was his wife getting fucked by his boss and loving it.
Brad turned his fevered gaze to Holly who continued to smile up at him while briskly stroking his prick. She turned off the phone and dropped in on the floor in front of the couch.
"I think she's having a good time, don't you?..." Holly purred, racing her hand up and down on Brad's aching erection.
Helplessly he found himself thrusting his own loins up off the couch into Holly's ministering hands. In complete disbelief, he cried... "I'm going to come!..."
"Oh no you're not!..." Holly said confidently.
Without letting go of his cock, she made a fist of her other hand and pressed it up under his balls. She jammed her knuckles in behind his nuts and pressed upwards.
Brad felt a little discomfort and he stared at Holly with questioning eyes.
Holly looked back at him with a smile, pushed up harder into his groin then gave her wrist a sharp twist.
"Ahhhh!..." Brad cried anxiously. He hadn't felt a pain... well not exactly. It was more like a little jolt, like an electrical shock to his balls. But the immediate urge to ejaculate was gone. Oh he was still hard as a rock, but his balls had lost that 'ready to pop' feeling. Nothing like this had ever happened to him before.
"What did you do?..." he asked in amazement.
"Your seminal vesicles. I just gave them a little tweak. Once you know the right spot, a firm pressure, a little twist, and the semen drains back to the testicles, takes the pressure off. Oh don't worry. You'll still come. In fact you'll come even harder when you do!"
"How did you know how to do that?"
"Oh you'd be surprised at the things I know. But for now I know you need a distraction...." Holly said as she got up from the couch.
She backed away from Brad towards the big screen, undoing her leather skirt as she moved. She peeled that off and let it slip to the floor. She undid the last button on her blouse but left it on. Her bra encased breasts peeked out enticingly from the open folds of her blouse. From the waist down she was wearing nothing more than nylons, her high heels and a pair of flimsy red panties. She backed into a big leather chair by the TV and made herself comfortable. She leaned back and slung her legs over the arms of the chair. The split crotch of the panties parted revealingly in this lurid pose. She had Brad's attention now. She reached into her bra with both hands and pulled her tits out to rest on the bunched fabric of the satin cups.
"How's this?..." she asked, crooking her finger at Brad in a suggestive come hither gesture.
Brad watched this shameless exhibition with avid enthusiasm. The tingling was starting in his balls again. On the big screen there was just a single picture once more. Andrea had moved David onto one of the chaises by the pool and was straddling him on her knees.
Brad watched mournfully as his wife reached down between her legs, grabbed David's cock and shoved it into her hovering vagina.
"Brad...Come over here!..." Holly encouraged.
Brad snapped his head away from his wife's shocking performance on the big screen.
He sucked in his breath with excitement at what he saw. Holly had raised one torpedo shaped breast to her mouth, ducked her head down and was sucking on her own nipple. Her other hand was in her groin. Two fingers were spread in an upside down Vee, holding open her meaty labia through the split crotch of her panties. It was the lewdest sight Brad had ever seen.
Brad rose to his feet like a zombie, stepped over his fallen pants and lurched toward the shameless red head.
"Wait!..." Holly purred. Brad stopped in his tracks.
"Take off your shirt and get on you knees!..." she instructed.
"What?..." Brad stammered, more in confusion than anything else.
"I want you to get naked and crawl to me on your hands and knees."
Brad looked at the smiling temptress for a long moment. Then he slowly removed his shirt, slumped to his knees and started to crawl.
Holly smiled at him again, still mouthing her tit and holding herself open for him as he approached her. She was pleased to see that his cock was stretching out from his groin, swinging wildly back and forth as he shuffled along on his knees.
When his face was right up to the cushion of her chair she leaned down to him. He was transfixed by the gleaming pink slash that was peeking out from the midst of her wild, red haired bush.
Brad happened to look up at the big screen at that point. His wife was just sitting there on David's lap, fully impaled on his engorged cock. The young husband looked on in dismay. Andrea was wide eyed apparently gasping for breath as David stretched her open again. She seemed to collect herself then and pushed her knees out to sink even more fully onto David's upthrust tool. After a moment her loins started an almost unnoticeable twisting motion. Brad knew exactly what she was doing. She was working him over with her internal muscles, clenching and unclenching on him in a deliberate, demanding rhythm. It was a trick she used on Brad once in a while when she really wanted him to come. He could never hold it when she fucked him like that. And that was exactly what she was doing to David. She was going to make him come. And judging by the way David's back was arching and the way he was lifting her on the saddle of his loins, he wasn't going to last too long either. Brad couldn't tear his eyes away.
But Holly had other plans for him. She moved her hand from his cheek, entwined it in his hair and pulled his face into the juncture of her loins. Suddenly all he could see was the miniscule red strip of lace that did nothing to guard the opening of her vagina. That and her red curled muff as she slammed it up into his face. She scissored her thighs closed around his head and arched upwards to feed him her pussy. Reflexively he opened his mouth against her juicy trench and attacked with his tongue.
Brad could barely hear her as she snarled once more..." That's it lover!...Eat me!..."
*****
Andrea didn't know how long she hung there in David's arms, her cunt rippling and juicing on his cock as her orgasm wracked her. It seemed like a long time. Finally she recovered herself enough to put her feet back on the ground.
Her heart was still racing and she was burning up with heat. She never dreamed that her still gently spasming pussy could accommodate anything as big as the mammoth erection that was still inside her. She knew she was going to be sore later. She leaned back in David's arms, her face turning up to his.
"You didn't come?"
"I wanted you to come first."
"Well I just did!"
"I know."
Andrea hesitantly raised up on tiptoe and dismounted David's upright organ. "Ohhh!..." she gasped, her pussy unwilling to release his big cock. She turned, reached down and clasped him, squeezing him warmly.
"So now it must be your turn...." she offered, giving his shaft a couple of playful tugs.
"I'll leave that decision entirely in your hands..." David replied lightly.
'My God, she looks sexy...' he thought, as Brad's young wife stood in front of him. Her conical breasts were flushed and heaving under her little yellow bikini. And her panties were still dangling haphazardly at her loins.
But Andrea could tell he wasn't as cool as he appeared. She could feel the blood pounding in his shaft beneath her gently coaxing fingers. And she noticed the way he sucked in a breath and hunched upwards into her fist as she stroked down on him.
"Not in my hands...I have someplace more interesting in mind..." she teased, pulling David after her by his cock as she backed up towards one of the chairs by the pool.
"Where's the damn camera?...''
David nodded towards the laptop and the fish eye mounted on top of the screen.
Andrea looked at the camera and then at the chair. She pushed and turned the chair with one foot until it was turned sideways right in front of the computer.
"You know they'll see everything..." he said with amusement.
"Let them watch!..." Andrea replied, backing David up until he plopped down on the lounge chair behind him.
Andrea never released his cock as she crawled up the lounger and straddled his loins. Without taking her eyes from his she slowly lowered herself above him until his shaft was parting her swollen labia.
"I'm going to fuck your brains out!..." she promised him as she eased down on him a couple of inches, sheathing his engorged knob inside her. She stayed like that, poised over him with just the tip of his cock in her. Then she started jacking off the exposed portion of his shaft, racing the ring of her encircling thumb and forefinger up and down his throbbing length.
"Oh God Andrea. I'm not going to last long if you do that!.." David hissed, his balls knotting up excruciatingly at the blonde's torrid fondling.
"Ohhh yeah?...You like it when I jack you off into my pussy?...Want me to make you come like this?..." Andrea taunted. She smiled down at the older man's obvious distress, never slowing her incendiary masturbation. And then she murmured...
"Or!...How about... If I do this?..."
And with that she removed her stroking hand and dropped down on him like a stone.
"Mmmm!..." she enthused as his big tool filled her once more. She started riding his cock like a bitch in heat, frictioning him excruciatingly in the grip of her seething tunnel.
"Ahhhh!...Goddd!...You're amazing!..."
"You like that boss man?...Like that tight stuff?...That young pussy?...Gonna' make you come?..." Andrea teased, her eyes flashing into his as she fucked him.
"Yesss!...Ahhhh!...I just.... want... to...enjoy this... a little...longer!...Oh Goddd!..." David groaned, bucking up excitedly under Andrea's leeching loins. She let him bang up into her for a few moments, then she put her hand on his chest and forced him back down onto the lounger. She followed him down with her loins, impaling herself completely on him.
The cheating young wife loved to be in control of this powerful man. She was going to make him come and there was nothing he could do about it.
She pushed her knees outward in order to settle more fully on David's upthrust tool.
"Wait...Umm Hmm!...There!...Unn Hnn!..." she murmured almost to herself. She positioned herself so that her hard edged uterus was rubbing against the underside of David's tender knob.
Then she put her hands on her waist and bit her lip. Her loins started an almost unnoticeable twisting motion. She started working him over like that, focusing on that sensitive spot just beneath his cock crown. It was a trick she used on Brad once in a while. He could never hold it when she fucked him like that.
"Oh Goddd!...Easy!...Easy!..." David groaned, trying to hold on just a little longer. But he couldn't stop himself from arching his loins upwards, trying to force himself into her womb. Andrea just raised up with him, keeping his cock against her uterus, right where she wanted him. She bore down even harder on him with her seductive pussy.
"Come on boss man!...Show me what you've got!..." she encouraged, a confident smile creasing the corners of her mouth as she continued to grind on him with all the power of her youthful loins.
"Nahhh!...Andrea!...I'm...!...Oh Goddd!...! I'm going to...!..."
"Going to...?...Yesss?...Going to come baby?...Going to come?...Are you?..." Andrea purred, feeling him swell up that last little bit inside her like they always did just before they blew. She knew she had him. She darted one hand behind her, reached under her ass and gave his balls a torrid squeeze.
That was all the gasping man beneath her could take.
"Ahhhhhh!...Godddd!...Yesss!...." David groaned as his balls kicked and a fiery burst of come fountained deep inside Andrea's coaxing interior.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Nahhh!..." he cried as that first molten blast was followed by another and another and another. His searing come was jetting into Andrea's womb with laser like intensity.
"Oh my!...You are, aren't you!...Goddd!...I can feel it!...Every spurt!...Ummmm!..." she purred as David's come filled her writhing tunnel. His frantic arousal was contagious and Andrea had another mini-climax of her own as David's cock pulsed inside her.
"Ummmm!...That's it!...Unn Hnnn!...Oh that's so good!..." she enthused, milking him in time with his feverish spasms. She snapped her juicy clam on him again and again, making him twitch and heave beneath her like he was being electrocuted
And then, while he was still coming, she lifted her cunt to the tip of his spasming tool.
"Nooo!...Waittt!...Don't take it out!...Not yet!..." David groaned, wanting to finish inside her. He could swear that he was coming harder now, his balls working overtime to empty themselves before she removed him from her enticing pussy.
Andrea only looked down at him with sparkling eyes. She reached into her groin and closed her little hand around his shaft. She jerked him inside her with quick, short strokes making him gasp with the renewed intensity of his coming. Before he was done she pulled herself fully off him. She continued to work his slimy shaft in her fist, milking him for the remainder of his eager load.
David continued to shudder and lurch beneath her, helplessly spending himself in her deftly coaxing hand. Soon her fist was coated with a generous layer of his sticky goo.
"Get up baby!...Come on!..." the smiling blonde cooed, pulling up more forcefully on David's still twitching cock to urge him to his feet.
As the sweating older man lumbered upright from the chaise, Andrea scooted in underneath him, getting comfortable on her back. She reached for a towel that was lying on the table next to the lounger. Using that she reached down and gave David's greasy cock a brisk rub, wiping their combined juices from his length. That made him grunt, he was so tender. She wasn't surprised to see that he was still hard as he gaped down at her. She also used the towel between her thighs, whisking away most of the come that was smeared over her loins. Then she bent his prick down and pulled him towards her fleshy center.
"God Andrea!...What are you doing?..." David gasped as Brad's wife started working his knob into the opening of her parted labia.
"Have you got any more for me big man?...I'll bet you do!..." Andrea said with a throaty chuckle, tilting her loins upwards in invitation. She reached behind David, grabbed his ass with both hands and pulled him into her.
"Ahhhhhh!..." David yelped in pained excitement. Andrea had removed most of the natural lubrication between them. Her pussy frictioned his erection cruelly as she yanked him back into her. But the fiery pain caused a new jolt of excitement to lance through his groin.
"Oh Goddd!..." he groaned, tentatively hunching in and out of Andrea's temptingly splayed loins.
"That's it lover!...I did you!...Now you do me!... It's your turn!...Really do me!...You know you want to!..." Andrea taunted, stretching her well toned legs towards the ceiling in a lewdly spread vee.
David wasn't normally ready to go again so quickly after coming but there was a searing excitement scorching his loins and he couldn't help himself. He grabbed Andrea's shoulders and started moving. The friction was fierce around his tool as he began to slam himself in and out of her incendiary cunt.
"That's it!...Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!..." Andrea encouraged, her eyes flashing into David's. She brought her hands up to her shuddering breasts and squeezed them slavishly as David hammered into her. She licked her lips and pouted at him, urging him on with her provocative poses.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." David grunted, completely mesmerized by the young blonde's wanton teasing. His balls were aching furiously as they drew taut once more in his groin. He was fucking her so hard now that he was driving her up the lounge chair with each of his frantic lunges.
"That's it!...Harder!...Fuck me!...Harder!...Unn Hnn!...Come inside me!...Do it!..."
"Ahhh!...Ahhhh!...Ahhhh!..." David moaned incoherently...and then..."Nahhhh!..." as he started to ejaculate again. His cock was on fire inside Andrea's leeching pussy.
He arched his back and drove himself deep into her smoldering interior, coming now in a feverish, staccato rhythm.
"Yessss!..." Andrea hissed. The feel of his fiery sperm jetting into her womb triggered her own orgasm. A series of fierce contractions began to wrack her loins.
"Yesss!...There!...Don't move!...Goddd!..." she hissed, closing her legs around David's ass and hauling him into her with all her strength.
David couldn't have moved if he wanted to. Andrea's spasming pussy was wringing his cock for every drop of his sperm.
"Unnnn!...Unnn!...Oh Goddd!..." David gasped. Only now his excitement was tempered with some excruciating discomfort. Each mighty eruption burned through his length like a surgeon's scalpel. And a sickening nausea was beginning to sweep through his groin as his testicles convulsed, demanding more come that just wasn't there.
"Yesss!...Yesss!...Don't stop!...Come for me lover!...Give it to me!...All of it!...Don't leave a drop for that big titted wife of yours!..." Andrea urged, her eyes sparkling wickedly. She was hardly aware that David was wrestling with her criss crossed legs trying to extricate himself from her cunt's fiery embrace.
She soon relaxed on her own however and David quickly pulled out of her. When he did that Andrea's mouth turned into a pretty pout. David remained kneeling over her, gasping for breath. Andrea's eyes turned down to his come smeared tool as it dangled from his groin. She flashed him a wanton smile as she darted one hand into his groin, fisting his cock and giving it a vigorous squeeze.
"Nahhhh!...Ahhhh!...Don't!...." David gasped. He snatched at her wrist to loosen her grasp while scuttling backwards on his knees and off the chaise. His cock was now so sore and super sensitive that Andrea's mere touch was instantly excruciating.
The blonde watched him with amusement. Then she lay back on the chaise once more, pulled her heels up to her ass and opened her knees wide before the gaping man above her. She reached down with two hands and pulled apart her glistening labia. In the center of her spread pussy was a pool of creamy sperm that was overflowing and streaming continuously into the upturned crack of her ass.
"Do you see all that white stuff lover?...That's your come inside me.!...Oh Godd!...It's so hot!...So good!..." Andrea cooed, squirming erotically.
"Have you got any more for me baby?....Wouldn't you like to give me a little more?... What do you think?...A real sloppy fuck!...Just put it in!...I'll do the rest!...You won't be sorry!..." Andrea urged, subtly hunching upwards towards the spellbound man in the most lurid pose that David had ever seen.
His completely spent nuts gave a lurch of excitement that nearly brought him to his knees with discomfort. Brad's little blonde wife was unbelievable.
"Unnnn!...That was incredible Andrea!...You are amazing!...Why don't we just take a little break...Relax in the hot tub...I could get us some drinks...I kind of need just a few minutes."
Andrea watched him, licking her lips enticingly while she continued to hold herself open for him with both hands. Though David's eyes were locked on her cunt with undisguised yearning, it soon became obvious that he wasn't going to do anything for the moment.



Andrea finally shrugged her shoulders, closed her legs and finally retied the bikini bottom around her narrow waist.
"Well if you're going to take a break, maybe I'll go upstairs and see how Brad and Holly are doing...." she said, standing up from the lounger and slipping into her high heels.
"Sure. I'll just call them on the intercom and let them know we're coming up."
"You don't have to do that David." Andrea said, advancing on him with a predatory look in her eyes. She reached down into his crotch and took his limp cock in her hand once more. She squeezed it and smiled at David's answering grimace.
"Why don't you just jump in the hot tub and wait for me. I won't be long."
"O. K...." David said backing away from the blonde skittishly.
"Would you like to freshen up a little? I could get you a robe?..." he offered.
"I think I look fine don't you?..." Andrea asked with an impish grin, raking her fingers through her thoroughly disheveled hair.
In her little yellow bikini, with her breasts flushed and the come trickling down her inner thigh she looked like an incredible whore. She had a blushing 'fresh-fucked' glow about her and a look in her eye that said she was ready for more.
"I think you look fabulous. Brad is a lucky man and you can tell him I said so..." David said, backing towards the hot tub.
"Oh he already knows that. But I'll just go remind him. Now you go relax and think happy thoughts sweetheart. When I come back I want you ready for me..." she said, looking pointedly at his overworked groin. Then she puckered a mocking kiss at David and headed for the stairs back up to the living room.
****
Brad was lost in another world between Holly's quivering thighs. With throaty murmurs she had instructed him on how to move his lips, when to suck, where to bite and when to drive his tongue deep inside her. His ears were ringing because each time she neared an orgasm she sawed her nylon clad legs back and forth around his head. And then, when she came, she slammed her thighs shut with such savage ferocity Brad thought she was going to crush his skull. A clear, tangy juice would seep from her cunt and into his leeching mouth while her pussy convulsed. Brad's lips were bruised and swollen and his face was a gooey mess. He was in heaven.
He had brought the sultry red head to orgasm twice already and was well on his way to bringing her to a third. She had told him how she liked him to circle her swollen clit with his tongue, not actually touch it but just circle around and around it in an endless spiral. When he did that her clit got rock hard like a little raisin. And if he accidentally swiped it with his tongue, Holly would make a choking little cry and twitch like she had been shocked. Brad could feel the blood surge urgently into that swollen bud when he did lick it and he loved Holly's gasping response. He gripped her meaty ass cheeks in his hands and was about to really go to work on her when she reached down, planted her palm against his forehead and pushed him away.
"Wait baby!...I need something more than your tongue!... You've got me all wet and ready!... What about you?...Have you got something for me lover?... A big, hard cock?...I want it!...Are you going to let me have it baby?...Are you?..." Holly taunted, her eyes burning into Brad's over the thrust of her heaving bosom.
"Oh God baby!...You don't know how ready I am!..." Brad panted. He jerked upright on his knees and shuffled forward into the apex of Holly's lewdly spread loins. She grabbed his straining tool and pulled him roughly towards her pussy. She was just swiping his knob up and down through her parted labia when there was a little cough from the doorway behind them.
"Brad sweetheart. I thought you sounded a little worried about me before. I just wanted to let you know I was alright. I hope I'm not interrupting anything." Andrea said.
Brad swiveled his head around to see his sexy wife leaning against the door-way, her eyes sparkling as she calmly surveyed the lewd scene in front of her. He barely recognized her at first. He wasn't used to seeing her lounging around in miniscule swim suits at home. God she looked sexy standing there in her high heels with her hair all mussed up and her tiny bikini barely covering her. His cock twitched appreciatively in Holly's hand as he ogled his wife's seductive pose.
Brad haltingly rose to his feet and turned to face his wife. Holly maintained the firm grip she had on his erection as she rose up behind him. He started to take a step towards Andrea but Holly held him in place in front of her. She snuggled close to him from behind and began to jerk him off with firm, short strokes
"Christ baby!..." Brad groaned. Even he wasn't sure if he was talking to Holly or his wife. Quickly he went on...
"I can't believe you let him fuck you...just like that! You're my wife damn it! How could you do that?..." he demanded, starting to squirm with arousal at Holly's torrid fondling.
Brad was trying for indignation but the fact that he was naked, his chin glistening with come while his boss's wife was shamelessly jerking him off, did tend to lessen his credibility.
"Did you have a good time with my husband Andrea? He's got a really big one doesn't he?..." the sultry red head asked the blonde.
Andrea smiled at Holly's rude question. She started walking towards the two of them with little mincing steps as if it hurt her to walk.
"Oh God Holly! I can't believe how big he is! It feels feel like he's been shoving a baseball bat in and out of me!..."
Her eyes burned into Brad's as she came nearer.
"And come! ...My God he comes like a race horse! ...I'm just full of his juice!... I'm sure it will be dripping out of me for days."
She stopped in front of her husband and slid her hands between her upper thighs. The way she was squirming made it clear that there was still a smoldering excitement burning in her loins. Brad had stopped his feeble protesting. Now his whole body and especially his tool were straining towards Andrea like a bird dog on point. It was only Holly's strong arm wrapped around him, her hand relentlessly working his cock, that kept him from grabbing his wanton wife right then and there. Andrea licked her lips as she spoke softly to her husband...
"Remember that time you told me about baby? When you were in college and your roommate came in late one night with some little slut who was in your Shakespeare class. How they were drunk and he fucked her right there on the bed next to yours while he thought you were asleep. And then he passed out and the girl came over and crawled in next to you and said you could have her too. But you were too scared and pretended to be asleep so nothing happened. What was her name baby?"
"Susan....Susan Jastremski..." Brad answered dreamily.
"That's right!...Susan Jastremski..." Andrea purred, reaching out and taking one of Brad's nipples between her thumb and forefinger and tweaking it roughly.
At the same time Holly was moving her free hand down through the crack of Brad's ass. She turned her palm over and pressed her sharp nailed finger into his anus. Brad sucked in his breath when she did that, his sphincter clamping down on her lewdly prodding digit. Holly just twisted her wrist and jammed her finger in a little deeper. Brad hunched into her pistoning hand in response.
"Ohhhhh!...." the sweating husband groaned out loud, his balls tightening up in frantic arousal.
"What are you doing?..." he hissed at Holly.
"I'm shoving my finger up your ass baby!..." Holly purred, auguring her extended digit further up Brad's resisting asshole.
"Nooo!..." Brad whined.
"Nooo?..." Holly mimiced, twisting her finger and stretching him obscenely. She pulled it out then jammed it in a little deeper.
"Nooo?..You don't like it?..." she cooed, auguring her finger around and around to ream him out.
"Yess!...Noo!...It's just...Unnn!..." Brad groaned, squirming heatedly on Holly's obscenely penetrating digit.
"Remember how you told me you always wished you had fucked her...your little Susan Slutski..." Andrea prompted, pinching Brad's nipples hard to get his attention.
"That she was such a whore and that you'd probably never get a chance like that again. Well this is your chance baby! I can be your little slut! You can fuck me now! David just fucked me and now you can! Right on that couch over there! Oh Godd, I'm so wet! I'm just full of his come lover! And now it's your turn! I really want it! I want you to fuck me! Fuck me now!..."
Brad didn't know which was exciting him more, his wife's lewd commentary or Holly's mischievous finger play. All he knew was that he needed to get his cock in somebody and it had better be soon or things were going to get messy
Of course Holly could hear Andrea's lewd suggestions. She was impressed with Brad's demure little wife. But she had her own plans for the moment. She moved her masturbating fist to the base of his cock and yanked down on him hard. At the same time she lunged her finger all the way up his asshole and gave it a sharp twist.
"Unnnn!..." Brad gasped rising up on his toes ahead of Holly's lewdly thrusting finger. His scarlet erection strained through her fist.
"The little slut wants your come... Well?... Are you going to... give...it... to... her?..." Holly purred, driving her extended finger repeatedly into the depths of Brad's ass to punctuate her lurid questioning.
"Unnnn!...Unnnn!...Godddd!..." Brad groaned, his balls tightening agonizingly.
Brad's boss's wife pushed her delving finger even further up his ass until she found the rubbery little mass that was his prostate. She knew she had him then. She pressed her fingertip into that tender little node and rubbed it firmly.
"Phwahhhhh!..." Brad cried. It suddenly felt like his bowels had turned to water. Holly's finger pressing his prostate sent an electric shock ripping through his balls. The pre-come gushed from his pee slit in a searing stream. He looked at Holly in amazement.
"Well?..." the sultry red head asked with a knowing chuckle. She was firmly screwing her fingertip into his prostate. It was more than he could take!
"Nahhhhh!..." he cried as his testicles convulsed and a ropey geyser of sperm erupted from the tip of his cock.
Holly never moved her tight fist from the root of Brad's tool. She just gripped him harder while stabbing her fingertip into his prostate again and again.
"I...guess...you...are!..."
"Mwahhh!...Ahhh!....Nahhhh!..." Brad whimpered, doubling over in front of Holly as his orgasm overwhelmed him. A torrent of come was now spewing from his cock in a rapid fire series of bursts. The older woman was amusing herself by directing his spray at the underside of his wife's tits and all over her stomach.
At first Andrea didn't realize what was going on. But as the warm come continued to splatter her, she stepped back and looked down to see Brad's prick pulsing in Holly's encircling hand. Streams of pearly goo were spitting in diminishing arcs onto the carpet in front of her. She flashed her eyes up menacingly at Holly who returned her glare with a sad little moue as if to say... 'Well I didn't know that was going to happen!'.
"Ahhhh!...Nahhh!...Andrea!...Holly!...Goddd!..." Brad gasped. After a few moments more, during which time he thoroughly soaked his wife's loins, his orgasm started to wane. He started to straighten up but Holly wasn't quite done with him yet. She carelessly yanked her impaling finger out of his ass, making Brad gasp. His rudely stretched sphincter tingled with tension at the sudden extraction. She eased her other hand half way up his shaft, holding him loosely. Then just as his balls twitched, she gripped him tight and slammed her fist to the root of his cock.
"Ahhhhhh!..." he cried, as her rough fondling made his balls kick excruciatingly. She did it again and again, stroking him hard through the longest come he had ever had. He couldn't keep from doubling over again under Holly's torrid man handling. Finally, despite her ceaseless fondling, there was no more come. Although Brad remained rock hard in her shuttling hand and his balls continued to quake painfully, the well was dry and no more come was flowing.
"Shit Holy!..." Andrea said, clearly unhappy.
"You didn't have to do that!"
"I think you should call me Mrs. Ross dear. And I'm sorry about that. I had no idea he was so close. I didn't mean to spoil your fun..." the older woman said with feigned innocence.
"Not to worry Mrs. Ross...." Andrea said sweetly. She wasn't going to let Brad's boss's wife intimidate her.
"I know my husband. He'll be ready to go again in no time, won't you baby?..." Andrea asked, casually smearing his come over her tummy with one hand and then raising that hand to her face. She spread her fingers and then licked the dripping strands of sperm into her mouth.
Brad had never seen his modest, unassuming Andrea behave so wantonly. He couldn't wait to fuck her despite the nagging ache that was simmering in his balls.
"Oh God baby!...Yeahhh!...Just give me a minute, O. K.?..." Brad panted.
Holly looked at Andrea from over Brad's shoulder and arched her eyebrows with amusement. Andrea stuck her tongue out at Holly so quickly that Brad didn't even see her do it.
"That's O.K. lover. Let me clean you up a little...." the come streaked blonde, said sinking to her knees in front of her husband. Holly didn't seem inclined to relinquish Brad's hard-on from her clasping fingers.
"Why don't you just hold him for me Mrs. Ross..." Andrea said, looking up at Holly with a catty little smile.
She placed her hands on her husband's hips. Then she leaned forward and began to slowly swipe the creamy glaze off the end of Brad's erection with her tongue.
"Unnnn Goddd!..." Brad moaned, throwing his head back and closing his eyes. His cock was very sensitive after his orgasm and the touch of his wife's tongue was electrifying. His tired balls twitched appreciatively and he steadied himself on shaky legs.
Andrea smiled at Brad's response to her gentle licking. She leaned in closer and sucked his knob into her puckered mouth.
"Ahhhh!...Easy!..." Brad moaned as Andrea's avid suck sent darts of searing excitement through his loins.
Although Brad's cock had never softened, Holly could feel a new tension growing in his steely shaft. She squeezed him firmly about mid-length, making his mushroom shaped knob bulge over her fist. Andrea looked up at the red head, her lips curling into a smile around Brad's tool. She moved her mouth down to Holly's knuckles and applied her tongue to the responsive underside of Brad's cock.
"Unnnnn!...Unnnnn!..." Brad groaned as he shifted his weight and leaned into his wife's lurid suck.
Holly released Brad's cock and snuggled in behind him. She grabbed his hands and pulled them back behind his waist.
"Your wife is quite the little cocksucker!..." she purred into Brad's ear. He was acutely aware of the red head's big conical tits boring into his back as she pressed against him.
He tightened his ass and edged his tool a little further into his wife's leeching mouth.
"Andrea dear. Why don't you stop for a second...." Holly suggested.
The sucking blonde hesitated and then moved off Brad's cock with an audible slurp. She looked up at her husband and Holly with sparkling eyes. Her lips were gleaming with the residue of Brad's sperm.
"Kneel up straight dear.... That's right....Could you just could back up a little?...Umm Hmm... Now hold your hands behind your back...Good...There...Just bend forward a little at the waist... a little more...Turn your face up... Let Brad see those lovely eyes...Yes...Now... Open your mouth into an O...A bigger O that that dear...Perhaps just lick your lower lip a little bit...Oh yesss!...That's just perfect!...Don't you think so Brad?..."
Brad stared down, mesmerized by his wanton wife. Creamy trails of sperm were snaking across her bikini clad body as she knelt before him. There was a dab of milky come at the corner of her mouth that she retrieved with her tongue and then swallowed. With her hands clasped behind her she looked completely defenceless, offering him her mouth in as lurid a pose as he could ever imagine.
"Oh my God baby!...I've never seen you like this...You look so...like...like...ahhh..." Brad struggled, at a loss for words to describe his feelings. But he couldn't help edging closer to his kneeling wife as he spoke, his cock moving ahead of him like it was being pulled towards her mouth on a string.
"Like the perfect little slut!..." offered Holly.
"You look perfect!..." Brad agreed.
Andrea knew exactly what she looked like. She looked like a total tramp. But she didn't care. Her loins were on fire and she wanted her husband's cock. And she knew just how to get it. With her eyes burning up into his she continued to play her moist little tongue around her parted lips.
"Fuck my mouth!..." she offered in a throaty purr.
Bra couldn't believe his ears. But he didn't hesitate to hunch forward and slip the end of his cock into his wife's welcoming mouth.
"Mmmmmm!..." Andrea enthused. Keeping her hands clasped behind her, she leaned forward to take in his mushroom shaped knob. Her cheeks caved in as she applied a lavish suction.
"Unnnn!..." Brad groaned. His eyes fluttered closed as his arousal soared.
"Mmm Hmmm!..." Andrea encouraged, bobbing her head forward and taking another inch of her husband's rigid shaft.
"Look at that little slut!..." Holly purred into Brad's ear.
"She wants it! You can see that! Go on! Fuck her mouth!..." she urged, bumping her hips into Brad's ass from behind.
Brad's loins were jolted forward and his cock went deep into Andrea's mouth.
"Uffff!...Mmmmph!..." the kneeling blonde coughed and spluttered. Her head snapped back on her neck. But Andrea quickly recovered and lunged back into Brad's groin, burying her face in his crotch.
"Nahhhhh!...." he groaned in astonishment. His wife had never been very enthusiastic about oral sex. She always said she thought it was dirty. Now here she was, kneeling at his loins, sucking his cock madly.
Brad's balls tightened excruciatingly with excitement as he watched his shameless wife craning forward from the waist, trying to work his bloated knob into her throat.
"Go on!...Fuck her mouth!...Really fuck it!..." Holly hissed, banging her hips into Brad's again.
"Nnnnn!...." Brad gasped as the end of his cock breached the opening of Andrea's throat and popped inside. Her nose was now hidden in his pubic hair. She didn't try to evade his thrusting loins. She just stared up at him, her eyes flashing wickedly. She started to swallow, again and again, making her throat ripple incredibly around her husband's invading cock.
"Ahhhhh!....Brad groaned, trying to free his hands to cradle his wife's head. But Holly sank her sharp fingernails into his wrists when he did that, restraining his hands with hers.
"Ummfff!..." Andrea choked as she wrenched her head off Brad's meat for a moment. She gasped and sputtered briefly and then dove back onto his big cock.
"The little slut wants it! Give it to her!..." the red head murmured, bumping her cunt into his ass.
Holly slammed him forward, held him there, pulled him back and then slammed him forward. She did it again, then again and again. She controlled his motions so that his big cock never actually left the gasping blonde's mouth as he fucked her face.
"Ahhh!...Nahhh!...Goddd!..." Brad gasped as his straining tool slid in and out of Andrea's constricted throat. He couldn't tear his eyes away from his wife's as his boner sped in and out of her ovalled lips. She never balked, she never backed away. A bubbly stream of saliva and pre-come ran down her chin on each of his outstrokes. Then her nostrils would flare for a quick breath before Holly jolted him forward, jamming his big cock back down her throat.



"Unnnnn!..." Brad groaned as all that mouth slobber ran down his shaft and coated his balls. And then those balls were twisting and tightening once more as an another urgent load of come churned there for release.
"Go on!...Come in her mouth!...Do It!...That's what you do with little sluts!...You fuck their face and come in their mouths!...That's what they want!...Don't you Andrea?... Don't you?..." Holly murmured, her eyes blazing down into the blonde's from over Brad's shoulder. She hunched even harder into his ass as she spoke, making Andrea's head bounce madly on of his lunging cock.
But still Andrea didn't flinch. With her eyes watering and her mascara running she looked up at the couple above her with fire in her eyes.
"Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!...Commmmm!...." she grunted snapping her mouth back and forth on her husband's prick like a bird wrestling a worm.
Brad's loins began to stiffen. Once again he tried to free his hands to touch his wife and once again Holly restrained him. He rose up on his toes and Andrea rose up with him, her lips caving in once more as she sucked slavishly on his erection. She felt him grow even bigger and she couldn't breathe at all. But she knew she had him then. He was going to come. She plunged down on him and took half his fat shaft down her throat.
"Phahhh!...Nahhhh!...Ahhhh!..." Brad cried as his balls hammered up into his groin and his cock erupted. He bent over at the waist, his whole body jerking as his orgasm ripped through him. He was ejaculating a steady stream of come down his wife's throat. He was so far down her esophagus she never tasted a thing. But there was no mistaking the warm liquid sensation that began to warm her stomach as her husband's balls churned out another feverish load of semen.
Andrea was gagging and wretching on Brad's spurting wand. She finally had to move her hands from behind her back to grasp his hips. She pushed with her hands and pulled back until she finally was able to wrench his spitting hard-on out of her throat and out of her mouth. She immediately grabbed his cock in her little hand and squeezed him hotly in time with his still wracking spasms.
"Aufffff!...Mmpfff!...Nahhh!..." she gasped, drool and come bubbling from the corners of her mouth.
"Am I a good little cock-sucker baby?...Would your little Susan Slutski have sucked you like that?..." she asked in a scratchy voice, rising up in front of Brad.
"Unnnn!...Oh God baby!... You're unbelievable!..." Brad groaned as his cock continued to spill its load into his wife's provocative hand.
"Now you're going to fuck your little slut aren't you baby? Just like you wanted to do back in college! Only this time you're going to do it! Fuck your little slut just like she deserves!..." Andrea intoned, her eyes burning into her husbands'.
As she pressed against him Andrea had raised one leg up his side. She pulled his still twitching cock between her thighs. She nudged aside her bikini panties and guided him into the juicy opening of her cunt.
"Unnnn!...Wait!...Oh Goddd!!..." Brad whimpered. His cock was super sensitive now that he had come twice in such quick succession. The feel of his wife's fluttering labia sheathing his cock crown was making his testicles lurch and twist painfully.
"Easy baby!..." he whimpered, trying to reach out to grab his wife. But Holly still held his arms pinned to his side. He struggled to back away but the two women were pressed tight against him from the front and the back and there was no where for him to go.
His wife was writhing against him, rising up on one high heeled toe so she could get him inside her and he was helpless to stop her.
Holly could literally smell the young blonde's seething arousal. That Xstacy Dave had fed her was turning out to be a pretty potent potion.
Holly shoved her knee between Brad's thighs from behind, coaxing him to spread his legs. When he didn't respond to that, she planted one high heel just above his ankle and raked it down to his foot.
"Ahhhh!..." Brad yelped, kicking his leg out to the side in pained surprise.
"Nahhhhh!...." Andrea cried. Brad's sudden movement caused her to plummet down on his hard-on.
"Ahhhhhh!..." Brad groaned as his wife's molten cunt enveloped him right down to his balls.
Holly released his hands and Brad grabbed his wife's ass. Andrea slung her arms around Brad's neck and hauled herself up higher, impaling herself fully on his upright erection. Awkwardly she wrapped her legs around his and began to squirm on his cock like a cat in heat.
"That's it!...Oh Goddd!...You feel so good inside me!...Give it to me baby!...Fuck me!..." Andrea urged, twisting on Brad's cock in the most tempting fashion.
Holly smiled at the passionately entwined couple in front of her. She moved her hands up Brad's back and moved in close to him. Pulling down on his shoulders, she bent her knees sharply into the back of his. Brad hadn't expected that and he slumped heavily to his knees in front of the red head. As he dropped, he was just able to gently lay his wife down on the carpet beneath him.
Even as he tumbled down above her, Andrea never allowed an inch of Brad's cock to escape her clutching pussy. As she laid out beneath him she pulled her feet back to her ass and spread her knees wide apart. She was offering herself completely to her husband who was buried balls deep in her. With her eyes sparkling wickedly into his she began to hunch up onto him.
"I let David fuck me first baby!...But you can have me too!...You can fuck me too lover!...Do you want to?...Do you?..." Andrea taunted.
"Oh God, yesss!...You know I do!..." Brad moaned, planting his hands by Andrea's shoulders and gently working his loins down into hers.
He stared down wide eyed at the lewdly sprawled blonde beneath him. He had never seen his wife act anything like this, like such a whore. And she felt totally different too. He had noticed it immediately when she first put his cock inside her. Andrea's cunt had always surrounded him like a tight satin sleeve. But after her recent pounding from his boss she was much looser. And now that she was on her back beneath him, it felt like he had his cock inside a soft, steamy pudding. It wasn't that it felt worse. In a weird way Brad found it more exciting that Andrea's pussy was only loosely gripping him. And she was so wet. He felt like he was thrusting his cock into a bowl full of batter.
He couldn't help himself as he started pumping into her in long, eager thrusts. He was anxious though. He had come so much already and he knew he was going to need a certain amount of friction if he was going to come again so soon. As exciting as it was to be fucking Andrea's welcoming honey pot he didn't know if it was going to be enough. He started driving into her harder.
"That's it!...Unn Hnnn!...Yes!...That's it baby!... Do me!...Yeah!...Really do me!..." Andrea enthused. Her pussy had been on fire since she had left David at the pool. She waited eagerly for each thrust of Brad's loins, slamming her groin upwards into his to meet each of his frantic lunges. He arched his back and fucked her faster, spurred on by his wife's lewd entreaties.
Andrea's loins were tensing up. There was a huge orgasm building there. What she really needed was for Brad to come inside her. Just imagining the feel of his searing come coating her insides made her asshole quiver. Her eyes burned into his as she purred...
"Have you got a big load for me baby?...Are you going to give it to me?...Shoot a big load of hot come inside your little slut wife?...I want to feel you come inside me!...Your come and David's come all in my dirty little pussy!...You'd like that wouldn't you?... Sloppy seconds!...Go on!... Come inside my filthy whore cunt!...Come on!...Come baby!...Come for me!..."
"Goddd!...Oh Goddd!..." Brad groaned. He had never heard such obscenities from Andrea before. He was awed by her utter shamelessness. And he could tell how much she wanted it, but he wasn't ready. He didn't know if he could. He stopped his rabbit like hunching and began banging his wife with short, hard thrusts that made her resilient tits jiggle frantically. The sweat was beginning to pour off him as he labored between his wife's parted thighs.
Andrea sensed his problem. She turned her eyes up towards the voluptuous red head who was standing above them and watching their lewd coupling with an amused smile.
"Mrs. Ross. Did you have your finger up my husband's ass before?"
"I didn't think you'd noticed."
"You did, didn't you?...And he liked it didn't he?..."
"No!..." Brad yelped.
"That's what they all say the first time!... Why dear?... Would you like some help?..."
"Yes please Mrs. Ross. If you wouldn't mind!..."
"Ahhh!...Waitt!...I don't think that's really... necessary!..." Brad stammered, losing his rhythm a little bit as he glanced nervously over his shoulder.
Andrea slammed her loins up into Brad's and impaled herself to the root of his steely erection. She stretched out her legs and wrapped them around his. Then she spread her legs wide apart, pulling Brad's open as well. This made his big cock stir around inside her in the most delicious fashion.
"Goddd!...You're in me so deep!..." she enthused.
Holly stepped from behind Brad and moved over to the coffee table. She picked up the bottle of warm butter from the popcorn and squeezed a small stream of it into her palm. She smiled sweetly at Brad as she moved back and knelt down behind him, straddling the back of his thigh
Brad watched her nervously as she rubbed her hands together until they were glistening with the butter. He felt particularly vulnerable with Andrea spreading his feet apart and Holly pinning his one leg to the floor.
Holly put her palm on his butt, slid her thumb into the crack of his ass and hooked her nail into his sphincter. Then she gripped his ass cheek tighter and tighter, slowly stretching his anus open into a little horizontal slit.
"Aahh!..." he gasped. A fiery thrill darted through his groin at the way her sharp nail gouged his little nether mouth.
Holly held up her other hand behind Brad in a greasy fist.
"You liked one finger up your ass so much before lover..." she purred, slowly straightening her index finger..."I think this time we'll go for two!..." she said, extending her middle finger as well.
Brad's couldn't help but notice the large diamond ring that sparkled on Holly's middle finger. His thighs began to quiver as he reflexively tried to close his legs together. But Andrea wouldn't let him. She looped her arms around his upper arms to keep him in place as well.
"Mrs. Ross!...Holly!...I've never...We've never.. done...anything like that...before...I don't think it's...you know..." Brad worried.
"Oh don't be such a baby..." Holy murmured, bending forward and dragging her extended fingers slowly down through Brad's crack until they were nudging his lewdly stretched anus.
"This will open you right up!"
Brad saw Holly's shoulder drop. A searing shock ripped through his rectum as she thrust two fingers through his tensely puckered sphincter. She twisted her hand as she did so, spiraling her lewdly prodding digits deep inside him.
"Nahhhhh!...Ahhhh!...Wait!..." Brad cried, as his asshole was suddenly stretched and filled. His hips lunged hard into Andrea's ahead of Holly's obscenely plundering fingers.
As quickly as she had entered him, Holly withdrew her penetrating digits. She tweezered her fingertips back and forth just inside his opening to tease him. Then, when she felt him relax a little, she speared his butt hole again, twisting her wrist when her knuckles were seated in his ass crack.
"Ahhhhh!..." Brad squeaked, scrabbling with his toes to try and stay ahead of Holly's driving fingers. His asshole clenched frantically as the red head's diamond tore the edge of his tautly stretched sphincter.
"Your husband's got a tight little butt Andrea. You should really do this for him once and awhile. Get him nice and loose! You'd like that wouldn't you Brad?..." Holly chuckled, flicking her wrist and snapping her knuckles to ream Brad's nether hole rudely.
"Unnn!..." Brad cried in response, heaving himself as deeply as he could into Andrea's greedy pussy.
"Come on Brad!...Think about it!...Your little wifey doing this?...Finger fucking your ass for you?...You'd like it!...You'd like it a lot wouldn't you?......" Holly repeated, jabbing her fingers briskly in and out of Brad's rectum to encourage an answer.
"Ahhhh!...Nooo!...Yess!..." he groaned, writhing and twitching in the saddle of Andrea's spread thighs. Reflexively he squeezed his ass tighter and tighter on Holly's penetrating fingers. He couldn't believe the fiery excitement that was sweeping through his loins in response to her obscenely prying digits.
Andrea was thrilled by Brad's frantic squirming on top of her. She was going to come soon and it was going to be a big one.
"Oh God Holly! I don't know what you're doing, but keep doing it!..." she panted.
"Oh we can do better than this can't we baby?.." Holly said with a smile, sending her fingertips questing deep once again in search of Brad's prostate. When she found it she pressed into it sharply with two sharp edged fingernails.
"Oh shittt!..." Brad cried. His bowels turned to jelly once again when she did that. The pre-come streamed from his cock in such a molten torrent that it literally felt like he was peeing. He clenched up as tight as he could but he couldn't stop his juice from streaming into Andrea's seething pussy.
"I'm going to come!..." he gasped, arching his back so violently that the women could hear it crack.
"Yesss!...Come baby!..." Andrea cried bucking upwards and swiveling frantically on her husband's cock. She felt him balloon to an enormous size inside her.
"Yesss!...Do it!..." she hissed
Holly smiled at the way Brad's sphincter had clamped down on her fingers. She could hardly move them inside him but she didn't have to. She could still apply pressure to his prostate and she knew that was all she had to do.
"Go on!...Cream the little slut!...Give her what she wants!..." Holly intoned, stabbing him over and over with her razor sharp fingernails, bringing him right to the edge.
The pressure at the base of Brad's cock was unbelievable. He was starting to see little stars popping in the corner of his vision.
Holly gave his prostate one final sharp nudge then turned her hand n Brad's ass. She curled her two fingers over on themselves inside his tight anus, and then pulled them out with a vicious yank.
"Phwaahh!..." Brad screamed as a searing jolt ripped through his ass. Suddenly his sphincter was a ragged, gaping O that pulsed and twitched in a fiery circle. His heart was racing so madly he thought he was going to pass out.
The red head just smiled at his distress. She took his drum taut testicles in her palm and squeezed them firmly. It was more than Brad could take.
His balls kicked frantically in Holly's hand as his orgasm overcame him.
"Wahhhh!..." he cried as that first burning explosion ripped through his groin. There was an agonizing pause and his nuts knotted up excruciatingly after that first searing burst of sperm.
And then...."Uhnn!...Uhnn!...Uhnn!..." he gasped, as that first blast was followed by another and another, each coming more and more quickly, one after another until he was coming in an almost steady stream of sperm. Holly helped him along by gently pumping his nuts in her fist in time with his feverish orgasm.
"Yesss baby!...Ahhhh!...I can feel your come!...Yesss!...Yesss!...Yesss!..." Andrea hissed as the jetting molten rush spewing into her womb ignited her own orgasm. Her cunt locked down on Brad's cock and started spasming in counterpoint to his wracking eruptions. She quivered and trembled beneath him as her loins savagely convulsed.
The young man and his wife squirmed and shuddered together on the thick carpet as they came together. Brad hunched so frantically into Andrea's splayed loins that he pushed her half way across the room on her back. Holly smiled to see a frothy river of sperm spilling from the circle of the blonde's ovaled pussy. There was a creamy flood of it trickling through her ass that left a gooey trail across the carpet.
"Ah Goddd!...Ahh Goddd!...Ah shittt!..." Brad gasped as his lengthy eruption started to turn uncomfortable. Andrea's wringing cunt and Holly's pressing hand had drained him of all the come he had. And yet still his overworked testicles kept pounding in his loins, each repeated spasm becoming more and more painful.
"Ahhhh!...O.K.!...Easy Andrea!...Enough!..." Brad groaned, twisting and writhing backwards, trying to free himself from his wife's torridly leeching cunt.
Andrea's own orgasm had been so intense that she didn't have the strength to hold him to her any longer. Her legs relaxed and Brad was able to edge backwards and slip his cock out of Andrea's sodden pussy. But before he was completely dislodged, Holly tweaked his balls roughly. She gathered the skin just below the center of his pouch between her thumb and forefinger and twisted it sharply.
"Mwahhhh!..." Brad cried, grimacing as his nuts contracted sickeningly one final time. His cock slipped out of his wife's cunt and a frothy bubble of sperm emerged from his pee slit, but that was all there was.
He crawled away panting from between Andrea's spread legs towards the couch. He turned onto his back and collapsed against it in a reclining postion. He reached for his shirt and used it to cover his greasy loins.
Andrea drew her own knees up to her chest and hugged herself as she rolled over to face her husband.
"So much come baby!...I've never been so full!..."
And then she turned to Holly.
"That was amazing! Will you show me how to do that thing with your finger. He's never come like that before."
"You really are quite the dirty girl aren't you?..." Holly said with amusement. Rising from her knees she continued..."I think you'll be able to figure that one out all on your own! ..." she said, extending her hand down to Andrea.
Andrea returned the red head's wanton smile and took her hand. She pulled herself to her feet. Holly continued...
"Why don't you go back down to the pool and experiment with my husband. He'd like that. He might be a little reluctant at first. He's a little skittish about that kind of thing these days. We had a bad experience with a turkey baster over Thanksgiving. But if you kind of sneak up on him...you know what I mean. He always likes it in the end!..." Holly said, chuckling at her ribald remark.
Even tough she had just finished coming, Andrea could feel a sizzling heat growing in her loins at the thought of David's huge cock stretching her open again. She just couldn't get enough somehow.
She tied up her string bikini at her waist even though it was now little more that a soggy rag, and started edging towards the pool area.
"I might just do that..." she said, her eyes sparkling wickedly into Holly's. As she turned to go, Holly stopped her. She passed her the bottle of warm butter and said..."Here, you might need this."
Andrea pursed her lips in a secret smile and nodded.
"I probably will!...Now don't you and my husband get into any trouble while I'm gone. Actually I think he's probably done for a while. Sorry about that..."she said with a pleased little smile.
"But you might be able to still catch the end of the movie. I'll bring your husband back in just a little while. Now you kids behave!..." Andrea purred, winking at Holly and puckering a mocking kiss at her husband as she turned and headed back to the pool.
What Andrea wasn't aware of was the little Viagra Cocktail that Holly had slipped Brad earlier.
Once she had left the room Holly turned to Brad with a confident smile on her face.



"Your wife can be quite the little drama queen can't she?..." she said as she calmly removed her blouse and draped it on the chair behind her. Now she was wearing only her scanty red lacy underwear, dark nylons, garter belt and high heels. She cupped her generous breasts in her hands and shifted them around so that they thrust out arrogantly on top of the bunched up cups of her bra. Then she walked with a runway strut towards Andrea's husband where he lay against the couch.
"Now where were we before she so rudely interrupted us?"
Brad watched the tall red head's approach with anxious eyes. Her monumental breasts rippled and shook excitingly as she placed one foot in front of the other, strutting across the room. She didn't stop until she was standing between his loosely spread legs.
Holly looked down at Brad with an amused smile for a moment.
"There is your promotion to think about. I believe you were just about to impress me with your qualifications!" she said, edging one stiletto heeled foot under the shirt in his lap until she was nudging his balls with her sharp toe.
Brad's cock gave a painful lurch as he stared at the statuesque beauty looming over him
"Ahhh...Well!...There are those..." Brad gasped quietly, sitting up a little straighter.
"Quite the testimonials you've got there!..." Holly quipped as she moved her foot deeper into his crotch. She slid the gritty leather sole of her shoe back and forth against the top of his cock. She could feel his meat begin to stiffen in response.
"I think we'll put you in charge of 'Just In Time' delivery..." she teased, pressing ahead with her foot until her sharp edged heel was wedged tightly against Brad's perineum and the underside of his balls.
She put her hands on her hips as she idly twisted her foot in his crotch, rubbing his cock with the sole of her shoe and his ass crack with her heel.
"You know I'd be happy to exert whatever influence I can with my husband as long as we have understand each other."
"Unn Hnn!...An understanding?.." Brad groaned, reaching out to gasp the red head's ankle with two hands, holding it firmly where it was. He was amazed to feel his cock balloon once more into a full erection under Holly's teasing foot.
But Holly wasn't surprised. She could clearly feel his cock getting harder under her prodding foot. Now it was like standing on a roll of quarters. She started kicking gently into his crotch to help him along. At the same time she leaned forward a little, putting more weight on him as she said....
"You know how it is lover...I'll scratch your back, you scratch mine?..."
Brad was hardly listening. There was something incredibly erotic about the way the red head's sharp edged heel was gouging his balls while she ground her stilettoed foot over his cock. Without even realizing it he tightened his grip on her ankle and started moving Holly's foot around in his groin, hunching against it like a dog in heat.
"Well I think my back scratcher is just about ready Mrs. Ross!..." Brad groaned, turning his eyes up eagerly to Holly's.
The sultry red head reached down, picked up the shirt covering Brad's groin and dropped it aside. She smiled down at him as she watched him steering her foot around on top of his newly revitalized erection.
"You naughty boy! Stop that!..." she teased, snapping her ankle up so that suddenly her toe was pointed skyward and her heel popped into Brad's unsuspecting asshole.
"Ahhhh!..." he grunted in surprise, dropping Holly's ankle and slapping his hands on the floor beside him. His cock twitched so hard it literally slapped the underside of Holly's shoe.
The red head pulled her foot back, sliding her heel out of Brad's anus and exposing his angrily tumescent cock once more. It was hard as steel and straining urgently from his groin.
"It does look like you're ready. I'd say it's time we put you to work...." she purred, stripping off her crotchless panties and dropping them in Brad's face. Then she laid back on the carpet in front of him, pulled her knees back to her chest and crooked her finger at him invitingly.
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He didn't really mean to do it.
David Swift was home for the summer. He had just finished another year away at college and had got a decent summer job back home doing landscaping. Spending the summer living at home wasn't his first choice. His dad had moved out practically the day that David went away to college. He'd been having a long time affair with some woman where he worked and as soon as David was gone, so was dad. David's mom was really pissed off about it all. But she got a good lawyer and had taken David's dad to the cleaners. David couldn't really blame her. She'd gotten screwed over pretty good and he guessed she deserved all that she could get from his two timing father.
Soon after his father left David became aware that his mother, Jackie, was turning into a much harder person. He supposed she had to since she was going to be taking care of herself. And then, more recently, David noticed that she had changed her look. When Jackie had been just mom, she was sort of pretty but you wouldn't really notice her much. She was a house mom. She dressed sensibly, wasn't really into makeup or stuff. She did the cooking and cleaning and picked up a DVD to watch with the family on Saturday nights after they finished the spaghetti.
Once dad was gone though, she started going to the gym regularly. She met some women who were also divorced and who were making the most of it. Jackie got her hair colored blonde and cut short. The old shapeless dresses were scrapped in favor of tight, short skirts, high heels and snug fitting sweaters. Jackie had always had a big chest but not many people had ever noticed, the way she used to dress. But after a few weeks at the gym and with the new look, people noticed.
Hell, even David had started to notice and that was one of the reasons he would rather be living somewhere other than home. Not that he didn't get along with his mom...he did. She had got a job selling advertising for the local radio station and she was damn good at it. He imagined when she was bending over some executive's desk in one of her low cut tops, explaining the benefits of media advertising, that she probably had his full attention.
David would have really preferred to be in his own apartment but he couldn't afford it. Not while he was still in school. So he was back living with his mom for the summer and trying to make the best of it.
It was Friday after work and David was planning to go out. He was wearing a T shirt and a pair of shorts when he went to put on his favorite pair of black jeans. But when he pulled them out of the closet he noticed that there was a big grass stain on the ass. It must have been from that flag football game he had played with the guys on Wednesday. Damn! He really wanted to wear those jeans. Well he'd just have to put them through the wash. He knew his mom would kill him if she found out he had done a load for just one pair of jeans. So he grabbed the laundry hamper out of the bathroom on his way downstairs to the machines.
The washer / dryer was in one corner of the kitchen. David dumped the dirty laundry on the floor and started sorting through it, putting all the darks together. It had been a while and there was a pretty fair pile. Mixed in with everything else was a lot of his mother's underwear. There were satin panties trimmed with lace and a bunch of thongs in every color of the rainbow. There were sports bras and fancy bras and nylon bras with full cups, half cups and even smaller cups that looked like a smile. David's curiosity got the better of him and he looked at the labels on a couple of the bras. Wow! 38D! That was a lot of breast!
David had no idea if all this stuff could go in the washing machine on a regular cycle. A lot of it looked pretty delicate. He was crouched next to the pile, fingering a pair of the satin panties with one hand and one of the lacy bras with the other, trying to decide if he should put them in the wash. He could feel little crusty spots in the panties. He wondered if, when she was out there tantalizing those executives, sometimes his mom got a little excited herself and what he was feeling was the evidence. He brought the panties up to his nose and took a breath. There was an earthy smell as well as a faint hint of perfume. David felt himself getting hard.
He wondered what those panties would feel like on him. Hesitantly he pulled the waistband of his shorts down and exposed himself. He placed his hand under the crotch of the satin lingerie and moved it down his stomach. Catching his breath, he clasped his growing erection in his satin covered palm. At the same time he brought the bra up to his face so that he could smell that. Dreamily he found himself picturing his mother standing over him while he was lying down. She was dressed in the same bra and panties that he had in his hands. Smiling down at him over her bra encased breasts, she reached for the waist band of the panties and pulled it tight in her groin. The cleft of her pussy became clearly visible through the taut fabric. She started to twist her loins gently in invitation. David strained futilely against some invisible restraint to bring his mouth up to his mother's satin covered groin. She laughed down at him and opened her stance a little more.
The feel of the shiny satin panties against his cock was electrifying. He squeezed himself hard.
"Ohhhh"..." he groaned quietly, rubbing his cheek with his mother's bra while starting to jack himself with her soiled panties.
He was so caught up with his little fantasy that he never heard his mother come up behind him. Jackie had come in quietly through the front door, going through the mail in her hand as she walked into the kitchen.
She was surprised to see David crouched down over a pile of laundry getting a load together for the washer. She could probably count on one hand the number of times he'd ever done laundry.
But then she realized that something else was unusual. David's eyes were closed and he was pressing one of her bras against his face. That was pretty odd. And then she noticed that his one shoulder was shifting up and down in a steady rhythm. She moved up quietly behind him and was shocked to see that he was masturbating with one of her dirty panties. She was outraged!
"David! What on earth are you doing?..." she demanded.
"What?..." David yelped, his head whipping around to see his mother standing there right behind him. Jackie was wearing black leather pants, high heels and a tight, white sleeveless top that clung to her conical boobs like a second skin. Her big chest was heaving up and down as she stared at her son in disbelief.
Oh Goddd! How could he not have heard her come in! His face turned a brilliant crimson as he hastily dropped her bra and panties back into the pile of soiled lingerie. He hunched even further forward as he awkwardly stuffed himself back into his shorts, trying to hide his erection from his mother's accusing eyes. But he knew she must have seen everything. She was standing right there.
"Mommm!...Goddd!...I'm sorry!...I was just...just going to do some wash..." he stammered, straightening up and cowering backwards until he bumped into the machines. He was thoroughly embarrassed standing there in just his T shirt and underwear.
"I was sorting the stuff for the load and then I...I... got distracted...and then...I wondered if the panties could go in and I sort of started checking them out and then...I don't know...It's not like I planned it!...It wasn't really anything..." he muttered lamely.
But Jackie didn't look like she thought it was nothing. Her cheeks were also a flaming red and her eyes were flashing.
"So your telling me that I come home and find my son half naked in my kitchen, snuffling through my dirty underwear, jacking himself off with my panties and it's nothing!..."
David was cowering under his mother's withering glare. What made him most uncomfortable was that all the time she was scolding him, she wasn't looking him in the eye. She was staring at his crotch! He didn't know if it was his earlier fantasy or what, but with his mother's glaring eyes locked on his groin, his erection would not go down. It thrust out through his underwear, the purple knob jutting out arrogantly over the top of the waistband.
"Mom!...I admit it's a little weird...but really...I've never done anything like this before...I don't know what came over me...And I'll never do it again...never... I promise!..."
Jackie finally raised her eyes and looked at her son for a long calculating moment.
"So there's no problem!...It's all just some kind of bad karma...is that what you're saying?..." she seethed. And then, without giving him a chance to answer, she went on...'"Because what you were doing is just plain rude...Rude and offensive...And that's not like you and that concerns me...Just look at you...In front of your mother!..." she snarled, looking pointedly at David's straining tool.
"But...I've already apologized!...I'm sorry!...What more can I do?..."
"Do?...You're going to do what I tell you to do?...We'll see if there is a problem here!...And if there is we are certainly going to deal with it!..."
"But for the time being you are going to do exactly what I say..." Jackie said as she stepped around David and kicked the pile of her dirty under garments with her high heeled foot.
"Ummm!...These should do!..." she said reaching down and picking up a pair of red, frilly, french cut underwear. She turned and held them out to her son.
"Put these on!..."
"What?..." David answered incredulously.
"You heard me young man. Here!.." she said, tossing the frilly lingerie to David.
David caught them but just stood there, gaping at his mother and holding them. They weighed absolutely nothing.
"Now put them on!..." she demanded folding her arms across her chest and glaring at her son.
"But why mom? This is crazy?"
"This is not crazy! Jacking off with my panties and wearing my bra on your head is crazy! Now I want you to put those panties on and leave them on until I tell you can take them off. Once you've proven to me that you don't have a problem, that you can be respectful and behave in a reasonable manner, then we'll forget about the whole unseemly episode. But only when I say so! So put them on!"
David regarded his mother in total bewilderment. Then he decided he should just do what she wanted to get this whole thing over with. He clutched the panties in his hand and turned towards the stairs.
"Where do you think you're going?..."
"I'm going upstairs to put these on."
"No! Put them on here!...
"But!...Mommm?..."
"Here!...Now!..." Jackie insisted.
David bit his lip and shifted his feet in dismay. But it didn't seem like he had any choice.
He reached behind with one hand to steady himself against the washing machine. With his other hand he pulled his underwear down. It was kind of awkward because of his rigid erection. But that was nothing compared to putting the frilly underwear on.
The panties were cut high on the hip and had a sheer satin front panel with intricate lace edging. The back was just a frilly nylon strap that sliced deep into his ass crack as David struggled to get the tiny panties on. More than half of his cock protruded obscenely over the waist band of the scanty undergarment. He felt more naked than if he had not been wearing anything.
Jackie smiled with amusement as she watched her son squirming to get comfortable in the flimsy lingerie.
She walked right up to him, close enough that her generous tits were brushing lightly against his chest. She reached down between them and made some adjustments, playing first with the waistband of the panties and then with the edges.
David sucked in his breath with excitement as his mother made the panties shift and slide around in his crotch in the most exciting manner.
"I don't want you to take these off until I say you can. And no more playing with yourself! I'll be checking!..." she said, gently thrusting her loins inwards against his throbbing boner.
"O.K.!..." David gasped in amazement.
Jackie reached around him, grabbed the top of the panties in the back and yanked up sharply.
"Nahhh!..." David yelped as his mother gave him a brisk wedgie with the satin underwear.
"Good! Now why don't you finish that load of wash. And remember! No more hanky panky! Are you going out tonight?"
"Yes mom."
"With a girl?..." Jackie asked, an amused smile.
"No. Ted and I were going to catch up with some of the guys." Ted was his cousin.
"Umm Hmm. It might be just as well. It could get embarrassing!"
"You wouldn't make me wear these if I was going out with a girl would you?"
"Why the concern David? Do you have some sort of a problem?"
"No!... Not a problem. It's just...It would be kind of...Ahhh..."
"Let's not worry about it for now. You just have a good time with the guys tonight. I'm going out too so I'll see you later. And remember. No cheating!..." Jackie smiled, puckering a mocking kiss at her son as she gathered up her purse and headed out of the kitchen.
"I'll remember.''
"How could I forget..." he muttered under his breath, shifting uncomfortably from foot to foot as he loaded the washer. The satin and lace teased his cock mercilessly at the slightest movement. He didn't think his erection was ever going to go down. It was going to be a long night.
And he was right!
*****
The whole evening was just plain freakish. A couple of times the guys asked him if there was something wrong. But what could he tell them. That he was wearing his mother's underwear and the satin and lace constantly brushing his genitals was keeping him in a ongoing state of arousal. His cock was continuously hard all evening making it difficult for him to concentrate. The top half of his boner stuck out over the edge of the satin panties and was rubbing against his jeans all the time.
And when he looked around the bar and saw all these good-looking girls talking to each other and laughing together, he wondered how they did it. How they could act so natural. They were probably all wearing the same kind of underwear that he was and it was driving him crazy. A couple of times he thought he saw a couple of different women looking at him and smiling and talking to each other and he had the crazy feeling that they knew that he was wearing satin and lace and they were laughing at him.
He just couldn't calm himself down enough to get into it with the guys so he headed home early. When he got there he had to look. He groaned when he saw how red and raw looking the top of his hard-on was after being frictioned inside his tight pants all evening.
Jackie wasn't back from her date so he grabbed some left over pizza out of the fridge and watched a movie on TV. When that was over, he went up to bed.
He took off his clothes and, if his mom had been home and in bed, he would have taken off her panties as well. But he remembered that she said she'd be checking up on him so he thought he'd better leave them on. She hadn't come into his room after he went to bed for a long time. But she was pretty worked up earlier in the kitchen and he didn't know what she might do. So he turned out the light, crawled under the sheet and tried to sleep.
He didn't know what time it was when he came half awake. What was it that had woken him up? And then, with his eyes barely focusing, he saw that his mother was standing by his closet. She had turned the light on in there and then had half shut the closet door so that only a dim light filtered through the room.
David's eyes quickly adjusted to the muted light. He could see his mother watching him with an amused smile turning the corners of her mouth. Then she surprised him. With her eyes on his she slowly unbuttoned the satin blouse she was wearing, took it off and dropped it on the floor beside her.
"Mom?..." David croaked, his eyes drawn irresistibly to his mother's exposed chest. She was wearing a very sheer black sling bra that was virtually transparent. The gossamer thin material looked like it was painted on to her tear-drop shaped breasts. David could plainly see her crimson nipples and maroon aureole bulging through the taut fabric.
"What are you doing?..." David whispered half sitting up but clearly transfixed by his mother's brazen display.
Jackie slowly moved towards David's bed, her pneumatic breasts shuddering delightfully with every step she took.
"You seemed so interested in my bras before, I thought you might want to see what I was wearing tonight..." she purred, cupping one of her pendulous tits in one hand and giving it a luxurious squeeze. David could see her eyes slitting as she enjoyed the touch of her own hand.
She lowered her breast as she sat down on the side of David's bed and turned towards him. David lay back down to try and keep a little space between them but he couldn't help himself from staring at the nearly bared breasts that were just inches from his face.
Jackie watched him with a calculating gaze, letting him ogle her without comment. When she finally did speak she said..."I told you I'd be checking on you."
David felt like a moth in front of a flame as his mother casually swept the sheet off him and inspected his groin. Of course he was completely erect. He had been ever since Jackie had taken off her shirt. He had no idea what she was going to say when she discovered his condition and he bit his lip anxiously.
The sultry blonde smiled to see that the to half of David's cock looked tender and inflamed. She let her fingertips slowly glide over the bulging knob, down his bare shaft, across the satin front panel of her panties and then up again.
"You're still wearing them just like I told you. That's good!..." she said, sliding her fingers up and down against her son's throbbing boner like it was the most normal thing in the world.
David couldn't believe that his own mother was so casually playing with his cock.
"Ahhhhh! ...Yes mom!...Just like you said!..." he gasped, squirming with nerves and excitement. He tried to look his mother in the eye but his gaze kept wandering back to her barely covered breasts. Her lightly grazing fingers were making the blood pound in his tool. He couldn't help it as a searing stream of pre-come began to leak from his pee slit.
Jackie saw it and moved up to the tip of his cock, swirling her fingertips through the sticky goo that and smearing it all around his knob.
"Ohhhhh!...." David groaned, helplessly hunching up against his mother's provocative touch.
Jackie ignored his squirming as she said..."You're very hard!..."
"Oh Godd mom!...The way you're touching me...It's ...It's...I don't know if I can...can... Ahhh!..." David stammered as his balls began to churn with come.
"Shhh!..." Jackie whispered, pressing her fingertip against David's lips.
"Lift up baby..." she instructed.
David looked at her uncomprehendingly for a moment and then raised his hips slightly off the bed.
Jackie tugged the underwear lower on his hips. Then she palmed the intricately stitched front panel of the panties, moved her hand up and clasped David's cock. She was able to clasp his entire length with the silky material. She started to move her hand like that, stroking him gently up and down in her satin covered fist.
"Oh Godd!...Mommm!...Don't!..." David groaned. Jackie's fierce scolding earlier in the day about his being disrespectful and playing with himself was still fresh in his mind. But the feel of her satin covered hand working him over was making the come seethe in his balls. He was terrified that he wouldn't be able to hold it. That he'd wind up coming in her sexy panties after all after she'd expressly told him not to.



"Shhhh!..." Jackie purred, placing her finger once more against David's lips.
"It's alright!... All I want to hear from you is one word!.."
"Unn!... Goddd!...One word?...Unnn!...What is it?..." David whimpered.
Jackie smiled down at her son with a wicked smile.
"Please...." she answered.
"Please?..." David asked, looking up at his mother in confusion.
Jackie moved then and planted her fist on the bed up above his head. She pushed herself up and leant over him so that her pendulous, bra encased tits were dangling right above his face. With her eyes burning into his from above her looming breasts she started to jack him with long, sensuous hand strokes.
"Please!...." she repeated with a wicked smile. She could feel his big cock throbbing with excitement under her rhythmically shuttling hand. She turned her hand over and started pulling him off, concentrating on just the angry top half of his shaft.
"Ahhhhh!..." David cried. He planted his heels in the bed and hunched up into Jackie's lewdly, encouraging hand
"Please!..." he panted as a fiery tickle began to grow at the base of his cock.
"Keep going?..." Jackie asked, turning her hand over and swirling her fist around and around on David's engorged knob.
"Please!..." David whimpered, arching his back and frantically straining upwards.
"Faster?..." she queried, jerking him with firm, short strokes that sent his pre-come flying in all directions.
"Please!..." he gasped, bucking and heaving with excitement under his mother's provocative hand. His balls were so tight it felt like something was tearing just above his asshole.
"Make you come?..." his mother asked with a wicked smile, driving her shuttling fist to the base of his erection and pressing down hard.
"Please!...Please!...Please!..." David moaned, throwing his head back and straining up with all his might into his mother's clutching hand. Watching her smiling down at him over her gently swaying breasts as she jacked him off was the most exciting thing he had ever experienced.
"Like this?..." she asked sweetly. With her thumb and forefinger still pressuring the root of his cock, Jackie extended her other fingers and rubbed them back and forth against his drum taut testicles. It was more than her whimpering son could take.
"Phwahhhh!...." he cried as his balls hammered ferociously in his groin and a searing geyser of sperm erupted from his cock.
"Umm Hmm!..." Jackie enthused, as the first jet of sperm was followed by another and another. She quickly moved her satin covered fist up to the middle of David's cock and stroked him in time with his ejaculation. After the first series of spurts she pulled down on the panties so that his cock crown was exposed. She aimed his tool so that the continuing eruption of come spewed across his tummy and up his chest in long snaky trails.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." David grunted, jerking and straining so hard under his mother's coaxing hand that you'd think she'd hooked his balls up to a car battery.
"Should I get every drop?..." she purred.
"Please!..." David panted, seeing stars popping in the corners of his eyes.
Jackie moved her hand and poised her thumb through the satin panties against the underside of his shaft. She started rubbing him off like she was squeezing the toothpaste out of the tube. When she got to his pee slit she'd shake him firmly, sending drops of come spattering over the bed.
"Nahhhh!..." David gasped as she did this again and again until finally there was nothing more than frothy bubbles emerging from his gaping pee slit. She had drained him dry!
"Shall I stop?..." she asked looking down at David with a knowing smile
"Please..." David said, now squirming uncomfortably as his mother finished milking his livid cock.
Jackie finally stopped her relentless masturbation. She rearranged the now thoroughly saturated panties to cover David's groin as much as they could, which wasn't much. Then she stood up and pulled the sheet back over him.
David could immediately feel the come on his chest and his stomach and his groin sticking to the sheet. He knew he must be quite a mess.
"Maybe I should take a shower..."
"No! Tonight I want you to sleep in it. It will be a lesson for you. You can clean up in the morning and do a load of laundry while you're at it."
Then Jackie asked with a teasing smile..."Did you like that?.."
"Oh Godd mom! ...It was great!..." David replied, reddening with embarrassment.
Jackie smile faded as quickly as it had come.
"Well I'm glad to see you're blushing. Do you know how wrong it is for a young man like you to lure his mother into jacking him off?"
Oh no! David suddenly realized that it had been a trick question.
"Me!...But mom!...I didn't!... When you took your shirt off...What else was I supposed to think?...What else could I do?..."
"What did I tell you earlier about respect and proper behavior? Weren't you listening?..."
But before David could say anything further she went on..."Never mind!...I'll put out some fresh panties for you to wear tomorrow and we'll start again. And this time I'll want you to be on your best behavior, do you understand me young man?...
"Yes mom..." David groaned sinking back into bed in confusion. In fact he didn't understand his mother at all.
Jackie's confident smile had returned as she went over and picked up her shirt by the closet. She didn't put it on, she just slung it over her shoulder, turned and walked out of David's room, closing the door behind her.
David didn't know if he was going to be able to get to sleep at all. But he did. As a matter of fact he slept like a baby.
*****
The next morning he actually slept in. After he had taken a long shower, David returned to his room and found an array of his mother's panties laid out for him on his bed. There were lacy briefs, french cut, traditional satin, frilly thongs... in all the colors of the rainbow. There was a note too that said..."Put on a fresh pair every day! I'll be making sure!"
David groaned but didn't want to start a 'Tong War'. He grabbed a pair of midnight blue satin panties and struggled into them. He quickly threw on a pair of jeans on top of them, then a shirt and headed downstairs for breakfast.
Jackie was just getting up to leave when he got down to the kitchen. She offered David a sunny smile as she took her coffee cup over to the sink.
"Good morning sleepy head! I thought you were never going to get up. Did you sleep well? You must have."
David was surprised at how normal his mother was behaving. After their little make-out session the night before and her subsequent lecture about 'Respect', David was feeling distinctly uncomfortable in front of her. But he tried to act as cool as she was. As he sat down at the table he said...
"Good morning mom! I slept pretty good. What are you up to?"
Jackie was gathering up her glasses and some lists and what not.
"I was just going to go over and see Carol..."
Carol was her sister and his cousin Ted's mom.
"It seems there's some sort of trouble in paradise and she wants to talk about it. Maybe I'll take her shopping after if she really needs some cheering up. What are you going to do?"
"Some of the guys were talking about some flag-football a little later. I'll probably do that."
"That should be interesting..." Jackie said with a little laugh, looking at her son's crotch pointedly. David blushed at the thought of tearing around a football field with those damn panties wedged deep in the crack of his ass.
Jackie freshened up her lipstick which was what she usually did just before she went out. She finished that and reached for her purse. Then she stopped and looked over at David.
"Come here..." she said, her eyes sparkling as she crooked her finger at him.
This was different. But whatever Jackie wanted, David didn't want to piss her off. He got up and moved over to his mom.
Jackie waited without moving until he was standing right in front of her. Without taking her eyes from his, she reached down and grasped the zipper of his fly.
"Mom?..." David gasped as she slowly ran his zipper down.
His mother didn't answer him. She just slipped a couple of fingers into his fly and moved them up and down against the satin panties. Of course David sprang an instant boner under her teasing fingers but Jackie didn't say anything. She just pursed her lips knowingly a she slowly re-zipped him.
"Just checking. I told you I would. Now I have to go..."
She bent forward and planted a quick peck on David's cheek. At the same time she placed her hand back on his crotch as she moved her mouth up to his ear.
"Keep up the good work..." she murmured, giving his cock a languid squeeze thorough his pants. She held him long enough to make sure he was fully erect and then she let him go.
"Ahhh!...Sure!...Mom!..." David gasped in amazement.
And then his mother turned, grabbed her stuff and headed out the door giving David a knowing wink.
He just stood there in confusion, waiting for his swollen cock to go down. He was doing a lot of that lately.
******
And so that was the pattern for the next few days. David would just be doing normal stuff around the house, cutting the grass, bringing in the groceries, having dinner, when suddenly Jackie would stop what she was doing, look him in the eye and crook her finger at him.
David would have to put down whatever he was doing, go over to her and let her open up his pants so that she could make sure he was still wearing her underwear. And Jackie didn't seem to care who saw what she was doing. She'd unzip him in the house, out in the yard, even in the driveway. She could tell how nervous she was making him whenever she did it outside and that was when she took the longest. She'd lightly caress his satin clad length to make him fully hard. Then she'd worm her little hand in deeper into his pants and squeeze his balls until David was gasping and squirming at her touch, his head swiveling in every direction to see if anyone was watching them.
And since he continued to dutifully wear the frilly undergarments, Jackie could only congratulate him for trying to be more considerate.
But then there was Thursday night.
David was in the den, sitting on the couch, reading a book. He was tired of video games and there was nothing on TV. Then he heard the 'click clack' of his mother's heels on the hard wood floor as she came into the room behind him. She apologized but she was in the middle of a conversation with her sister and the dishwasher had come on and she couldn't hear. Their only other phone was the cordless one in the den. But you couldn't go more than ten feet from the base with that one or you'd get disconnected. Jackie promised she wouldn't be long as she sat down in the big arm chair next to the fireplace and started talking to Carol.
David was a little miffed. All he wanted to do was read his book. He looked up at his mother and noticed she looked very nice. She still had her work clothes on, a tight, white sleeveless jersey and a short grey skirt. David couldn't help but glance at her nylon clad legs appreciatively. She had great legs and she knew it. She caught David looking and she leaned back in her chair and crossed one leg over the other.
This revealing pose gave David a very intriguing view up under her skirt. David peeked out over his book, wondering which of her sexy panties his mother was wearing. He hoped it was the tiny, pink thong. But as he peered up over her stocking tops and across her upper thighs, what he saw was two fleshy labia peeking out from a lightly fringed blonde bush. His mother wasn't wearing any panties!
David's cock immediately stiffened as he guiltily raised his eyes up to Jackie's. His mother wasn't looking at him. She was putting on a pair of reading glasses as she reached down to pick up a pad and a pen next to the phone. The pen was a heavy silver one. She took the cap off and twisted it onto the blunt end of the pen. She tucked the phone against her shoulder and started making some notes. At the same time she leaned back again and uncrossed her legs. She placed her feet on the ground, her legs spread apart as much as her little skirt would allow. David's gaze helplessly returned to his mother's exposed crotch. He couldn't tear his eyes away from the lewd beaver shot in front of him.
As she kept making notes on the pad, Jackie started stretching her knees out against the restraining skirt like she was doing stationary exercises. It also had the effect of making her juicy labia unfold enticingly at the apex of her loins. David unconsciously licked his lips at this lurid display. He thought fleetingly of Sharon Stone in 'Basic Instinct'.
The next time his eyes flashed up guiltily towards Jackie's she was looking directly at him. More precisely she was staring at the huge tent in his groin where his throbbing erection bulged through his pants. She regarded David with an amused smile and tapped her chin thoughtfully with the pen. She put down the note pad and crooked her finger at her son.
David swallowed with an almost audible gulp as he stood up and crossed the room to stand in front of his mother.
All this time Jackie had been carrying on a conversation with her sister on the phone.
"I know what you think but do you have any kind of proof. I mean has anybody seen them together....Yeah, yeah... But maybe he really is working late.... And he's always travelled..."
Jackie had locked her eyes on her son's as she leaned forward in her chair and slowly un-zipped him. She unbuttoned the top of is pants and pushed them down below his hips. David was wearing the blue thong that day. The frilly g string didn't hide anything, it simply kept his rigid erection pressed firmly against his abdomen. Otherwise it would have been swaying from his loins like a flag in a stiff breeze. Jackie used the blunt end of the pen to trace the length of his tool up and down through the satin material until the dark veins etching his shaft started to pulse. She turned her eyes up to David's and watched him expectantly as she moved the pen down and smacked his balls with the weighty barrel.
"Unnnn!..." David gasped, moving one hand down reflexively to clutch at his mother's arm. But Jackie was quicker. She sank the nails of her free hand deep into his wrist.
"Did I say you could do that?....." she snarled at him over the phone, her eyes flashing. David bit his lip and tried to relax. He could tell Jackie wasn't kidding.
"Oh nothing..." she said to Carol. "It's just David...He was going to take a bite of my dessert...He should know better than to get between a woman and her pudding cup..."
She smiled again into David's anxious eyes and then looked at his tool for a long moment. She dragged the pen up through his groin and held it between her thumb and forefinger in front of his swollen prick. Then she returned to whatever debate she was having with her sister. In order to emphasize her argument she started slapping that tender spot on the underside of his engorged cock crown with the pen.
"First..." Slap!... "If you don't say anything, he's not going to say anything...." Slap!... "He's not insane...If you do say something, he'll probably just deny it...." Slap!... "That's what they always do...." Slap! ..."You have to start from a position of strength..." Slap!...Slap!...blah blah blah ...
David was finding it difficult to follow this one sided conversation. The pen was pretty hefty and each whack on the end of his cock sent a jolt of pained excitement lancing through his groin. Jackie's repeated drumming had made his mushroom shaped knob balloon to an enormous size and turn a livid purple color. A trail of clear fluid was beginning to seep from his distended pee slit.
Even though his mother's discussion never faltered, she kept her eyes locked on David's all the time she was talking and striking his big cock. When he started sucking air through his teeth and shifting his weight from foot to foot like a dancing bear, she decided she'd better stop. But she wasn't finished with him by any means. She could already feel that swollen truncheon stretching her open.
Never missing a beat in her conversation, she got up from the chair. She stepped in front of David with her back to him and edged him back against the heavy armchair with her feet straddling his. She could feel his elongated cock pressing against her ass through her little skirt.
Turning to look at him over her glasses she bent forward slightly at the waist. Still talking she reached back between her legs and grabbed the top of his thong. She yanked it down and hooked it behind his balls. Then she grabbed his erection, pulled it down and under her skirt. In her high heels she was just about as tall as he was. She adjusted her grip on his cock as she raised one leg to the side and shimmied backwards
"Yesss!..." she hissed as she pulled her son's cock into the slit of her searing pussy. He was immensely swollen. His fat helmet stretched her vaginal opening into a gaping O as she started to work him into her.
David was shell shocked at all this. Only moments ago he had been ogling his mother's lewdly displayed pussy and now it was swiveling around on the end of his throbbing tool.
"Mom!...What?...Mommm?...What are you...?...We can't!...You can't!..." he whispered in disbelief as his mother nudged her juicy cunt onto the end of his cock. He tried to move out from behind her but she had him wedged in against the heavy arm chair.
What he heard her saying next was ..." No!...Absolutely not!...Don't!...You can't...You can't do that!..." and at the same time she was turning her hips and pulling him with her hand, trying to work him into her seething center.
And then he realized that she was talking to her sister. She was practically fucking him, he was about ready to have a heart attack with the all the adrenaline that was pumping through him, and she was still talking on the phone.
He hesitantly put his hands on his mother's hips and opened his stance a little bit to ease the insane pressure on the root of his cock.
At that same moment Jackie straightened up at the waist. She was still holding one leg bent upwards and out to the side. When she straightened up David's fat cock crown breached her tautly spread labia and popped inside her!
"Ahhhhh!...." he groaned loudly as his mother's molten pussy surrounded him.
"Oh Goddd!...Shittt!...I don't believe it!..." Jackie exclaimed. She darted one hand back to David's hip where she grabbed him to hold him steady, exactly where he was.
The come was boiling in David's balls and his cock was on fire with excitement. He never dreamed of anything like this. He had had a few girl friends and fooled around a little but he had never got laid before. And the fact this was his mother, that she would take him like this was beyond unbelievable. But it was happening and he was inside her and he thrilled at the feel of her silky tunnel surrounding him.
"Mommm?..." he groaned questioningly as he tried to hunch himself deeper into her leeching pussy.
But Jackie sank her nails sharply into his hip to hold him still.
"Don't!.." she hissed at him away from the phone.
She was still bent slightly at the waist and turned away from him again as she started to slowly lower her leg. As she did that her cunt slipped further and further down David's plundering tool in spastic little jerks.
"Unn!...Unn!...Ohhh!...he groaned, his arousal going through the roof as his mother's cunt stripped down his length. By the time she got her foot back on the floor she had taken all but the last couple of inches of him.
"My Goddd!...You never prepared me for that!...That's not right and you know it's not right!...How could you!..." she said breathlessly into the phone. Her own excitement was soaring as her son's massive erection stretched and filled her. And she knew she hadn't yet taken him all.



"You mean there's more?...I don't know if I can take any more!...Alright!...Let me have it!..." And with that she stood up completely straight, her feet shuffling beneath her as she impaled herself on her son's straining cock right down to his balls.
"Shit!...Christ!...Ummm!....That's..! ...Ahh Goddd!..." Jackie groaned, her loins clenching reflexively as her insides were displaced by David's plundering tool.
"Noo!...No!...Not you Carol,,,I just got a cramp!...Jesus!...Go on!..." Jackie panted.
"Ahhhhhh!... Oh Goddd!..." David cried as his mother's fluttering labia ringed the base of his shaft. . Now she was standing straight in front of him, her legs parted to accommodate his upthrust prick, which was completely inside her. He could feel her blonde pubes tickling the tops of his balls.
And then Jackie coughed away from the phone which made her cunt ripple all around his throbbing cock.
"Aghhh!..." David yelped.
Again he hunched his hips inwards to try and move inside her and again Jackie sank her nails into his hip to stop him.
"Don't move!...Don't try and fuck me!...Just be still!...And don't you dare come!.." she whispered to her gasping son.
David looked at his mother in amazement, his cock pounding inside her clinging pussy. As soon as she mentioned coming his balls started to tighten. He bit his lip and tried to think of laundry.
Someone coming into the room and seeing the tall blonde with her glasses, her sleeveless blouse and her short skirt would think they were looking at their fantasy secretary. With the phone against her ear and her pen in her hand she did look the part until you saw that her little skirt was rucked up to her waist, exposing her lightly haired pussy. And then you'd notice that that incredible cunt was stretched around a fat gleaming erection that was buried inside it.
Jackie started to shift her weight back and forth from one foot to the other, stirring her son's big cock around inside her in the most tantalizing manner. At the same time she returned her attention to her sister.
"Oh Goddd!...Oh sweetheart!...This thing that he's doing must be just...Ummm!... tearing you up inside!...Unnn Hnn!...I know that feeling!...It's all you can think about!....Oh yeah!...It just fills you up so much!...It's so big!...What?...Big, as in...Ahh!...Huge!...You know what I mean!..." Jackie panted a little disjointedly.
But it was David that was having the real problem. His mother's cunt was a smoldering sheath that was writhing hotly around him. And the way she was gently marching on the spot, the spot being his turgid erection, was driving him crazy. His balls were churning with come and he knew he couldn't hold it much longer.
"Nahhh!...Mom!...Oh Goddd!...I can't...Ahhh!...I'm ...gonna!....Unn!..." he stammered in growing panic, his hands dancing around her waist as he tried to tell her how close he was.
But Jackie already knew it. She could feel his pre-come spilling inside her in a searing stream.
She turned her head quickly towards David and simply said..."Don't!.."
Then she went back to the telephone. But at the same time she slipped her hand down into her crotch where she touched the base of her son's cock. She found the big throbbing vein on the underside of his shaft and began to rub it up and down, from the top of his balls up to her pussy and back.
"Nahhhh!...Ahhh Goddd!...Don'ttt!...You're gonna' make me come!..." David cried when she did that. There was a fiery tickling sensation that was building right where his mother was touching him. He was going to come any second. He tried to pull out but she wouldn't let him.
"No he won't!...He won't come to you!...Oh Godd!...He won't!...He can't come!...He can't!..." Jackie whimpered, her cunt starting to tense as her own orgasm neared. She new it was going to be a big one and all she needed to set her off was the feeling of her son shooting inside her. She reached deeper under her crotch and cupped his balls firmly in her little hand.
"Don't you do it!...." she warned stamping her high heeled foot on the floor. This of course made her cunt ripple violently around David's straining tool.
"Nahhh!..." he barked, stiffening up all over. He tried to hold it! He tried with all his might!
"Don't!...I'm telling you!..." Jackie demanded, stamping her little foot again.
"Phwahhhhh!..." David cried as a single fireball of come seared through his cock and exploded inside his mother.
He thought he'd have a heart attack as he clenched every muscle in his body trying to stop himself from coming any more inside her.
"What!...Nooo!...You didn't!...You didn't!..." Jackie cried looking over her shoulder at her son with feigned amazement and stamping her foot yet again. And this pushed him over the edge. There was no stopping the rush of sperm after that.
"Ahhhh!..Unn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." he gasped, throwing his arms around Jackie's waist and clinging to her like a drowning man as his come spewed out of him in a fiery torrent.
And just as she knew it would, the staccato bursts of her son's sperm jetting into her womb triggered Jackie's own orgasm.
Her vagina gave a fierce little spasm that made her catch her breath and bend forward at the waist. Her cunt was so tight around him that David then had to bend over behind her as well.
"Ohhhhh!...Ummmm!...Umm Hmm!..." she whimpered as that first spasm was followed by another, slightly bigger one and then a bigger one than that.
"Yessss!...Ahhhh!...Yessss!...she groaned, trembling like a leaf in a wind storm as her loins convulsed.
And of course her convulsing pussy was wringing David's cock like a milking machine.
"Ahhh!...Nahhh!...Ohhh!..." he panted as his mother's silky tunnel clenched and unclenched around him in a demanding rhythm. His balls pounded sickeningly in his groin as he came and came. He never imagined that he had so much goo inside him. He could feel it streaming over his balls and trickling down the inside of his thighs as it leaked from his mother's saturated interior.
"Ahhhh!...Unnn!...What?...Oh no Carol!...Not you...It was just David again...Umm!...He let me have a taste of his...Unn... ice cream...Umm!...I said I'd have some too... Yes... Ahh!...I'm listening..."
Jackie remained like that, slightly bent at the waist in front of her son, he pussy twitching in ever diminishing spasms around his cock, as her sister prattled to her over the phone.
David too was so wasted he didn't have the energy to do anything more that lean against his mother, pumping out the last of his sperm into his her relentlessly leeching pussy.
In just a few minutes more he softened to the point where he literally slipped out of her with a lewd sucking noise. Then there was an audible splish on the hard wood as a pool of come drooled out of his mother's loins and puddled on the floor beneath her. Jackie looked down at the mess and over her shoulder at her son, her lips pursed in displeasure. Without saying anything to him she cupped one hand between her legs and walked from the room still talking quietly to Carol. Just as she got out of the room, David could hear her say..."Damn!" She must have got cut off.
David just stood there trying to catch his breath. He'd just been fucked by his mother! She had put his cock inside her and he had given her a huge load of come. There were some real problems here. He knew little about sex but he was pretty sure that the sex he had just had was awesome by anyone's standards. But she was his mother and at the end of it she didn't look very happy. He didn't know what to think. And he didn't know what to do. He hoped his mother would help him sort this all out. Little did he know.
****
For the next little while there was no mention of what had happened in the den. Jackie still laid out her panties for him and still periodically checked to make sure he was wearing them. But there was no more sex between them, not even a hand job. And Jackie was being very emphatic that she didn't want to him playing with himself. As the days went on David was getting more and more agitated. Every night he went to bed picturing every detail of the incredible sex he had had with his mother. Between those images and the feel of the sexy lingerie he was being made to wear, he was hard for much of the time, often leaking pre-come that stained the crotch of his mother's underwear. Jackie always seemed to be delighted when she discovered these crusty blotches during her random inspections. She'd look into his eyes with an amused smile as she played with him through her panties. She'd get him all hot and bothered and work him up right to the point where he was on the verge of coming. Then she'd stop and zip him up with a stern warning that she'd know if he'd been jerking off. After more than a week of this, David was developing one of the worst cases of 'blue balls' in history.
It was a Sunday morning. David had been out with some friends the night before and had got home pretty late. It was some time after 11:00 when he got up. He threw on a T-shirt, the 'panties du jour' that his mother had laid out, and a pair of ratty old jean shorts. Then he went down to the kitchen for some breakfast.
When he got downstairs he found his mother and his aunt Carol at the kitchen table talking. They had a regular Sunday morning 'Doubles' game and they must have decided to come back to the house after the match. They were both wearing their tennis outfits, sneakers, little pleated skirts, stretchy white tops and they both looked kind of sweaty.
They were having a very animated conversation but when David came into the room they stopped talking about whatever it was. He figured they were probably talking discussing whatever problem Carol was having at home.
"Hello David. I haven't seen you in a while. How have you been? How's the summer job?"
David had always been close to his aunt Carol. She was the younger of the two sisters. David liked her because she was the wilder of the two. When he and Ted had been growing up, Carol was always the one that would go on the rides with them at the amusement park, not his mom. Carol would let them have a taste of her beer or back her car out of the driveway, not Jackie. She still swapped dirty jokes with them that would have made Jackie's hair curl. She was very different from her sister.
Jackie was blonde, Carol had dark hair. Jackie was all business, very organized, always had a list and didn't like to deviate from the plan. Jackie's house was immaculate. Carol's always looked like a bomb had dropped. She was laid back, easy going, usually up for anything.
They were only similar in that they were both tall and athletic and both had amazing figures for women their age. That wasn't something that David had really noticed in the past. But with what had been going on with his mother lately, he found himself looking at his aunt a little differently this morning. When he had walked into the kitchen and saw the two women in their tight tennis shirts, leaning towards each other across the kitchen table, he immediately thought of two rows of cannons lined up against each other across a strip of desert. He gave his head a shake and answered his aunt's greeting.
"Great aunt Carol. I'm getting a lot of hours and I might make enough money that I can actually take a couple of weeks off before I go back to school. Ted and I might do some kind of road trip. We haven't decided."
"That sounds like fun. Maybe you'll take me with you. It's been a while since I was out with the boys. I could use a few laughs."
David kind of blushed. He didn't think his aunt was being serious but...
"Sure Aunt Carol. You'd have to split the gas with us though!.."
Carol laughed at this but it looked like her thoughts were wandering elsewhere.
David went over to the counter and poured himself a cup of coffee. He could feel his mother's eyes on him as he crossed the room.
"Would you bring us some too dear..." Jackie said to him.
David brought the pot over to the table and refilled the sisters' cups. As he moved back to the counter Jackie reached up and undid the top three buttons of her snug knit top.
Carol looked at her sister in surprise. Jackie mouthed the words to her..."Watch this!..." Then she turned her chair a little away from the table.
David put the pot back in the brewer and turned to lean against the counter to take a sip of coffee. When he looked up he saw his mother's eyes staring brightly into his. Then she crooked her finger at him to come to her.
David's eyes widened in alarm. She couldn't be going to do anything in front of Aunt Carol. She wouldn't! He didn't want to provoke Jackie so he put his cup down and hesitantly moved over to stand in front of her. He couldn't help but notice that his mother was showing a generous expanse of cleavage beneath her parted top.
Jackie casually looped her arm around David's thigh as he stood next to her. She drifted her hand up the back of his leg and in between his thighs from behind.
"Are you keeping up your end of our bargain?..." she asked mischievously, gliding her finger tips up under the leg of her son's shorts until she encountered the satin strip of her panties.
"Ummmm! I see you are. That's good..." Jackie purred, her eyes locked on her son's. Idly she ran one finger back and forth between the gusset of her panties and his balls.
David's cock twitched excitedly in response.
Carol couldn't exactly see what her sister was up to but it looked like she had her hand up her son's shorts and was feeling him up. That wasn't possible.
"What bargain are you talking about?.." she asked, tearing her eyes away from her nephew's groin to look up at his face.
"Ahhh!...It's nothing...Mom just wants me to...Ummm!... help with the laundry a little more... Unnn!... That's it!..." David yelped, blushing furiously. His mother had reached in further, pressed her fingertip against the top his balls on the big vein that went up the underside of his cock and was rubbing it. His cock started to get hard quickly when she did that, growing visibly beneath his undersized old running shorts.
"Oh Ted never does any laundry!...Jackie you shouldn't...shouldn't...I mean..." Carol stammered as her eyes drifted towards her sister's and swept over David's groin. His boner was now clearly outlined under his thin shorts, his bulging knob threatening to emerge above the taut waistband.
"You shouldn't...I mean...I can't see...Jackie!...What are you doing?..."
Jackie looked back at her sister, her eyes sparkling as she calmly moved her free hand up to the snap on the front of David's shorts.
"Wait 'til you see this!..." she purred, starting to pull down David's zipper.
"Mom!..." David cried, reaching down towards his mother's hand.
Jackie turned her hand over and gave his balls a threatening squeeze.
"Unnn!..." David grunted, his hands stopping in mid air like some kind of mime.
"You're not going to believe this!..." Jackie said as she finished unzipping her son and peeled open the front of his shorts.
"Mom!...You can't!...Please!...Not in front of auntie Carol!..." David groaned as his throbbing hard-on was unveiled in front of his disbelieving aunt.
"Don't be silly! You know we talk about everything! And it's not like she's never seen one before!..." Jackie purred, reaching up and pulling David's engorged cock out of the tiny satin thong that did little or nothing to contain it.
"Jackie!... What are you doing?... That's your son's penis you're touching!... You can't do that! ...Stop it for God's sake!.." Carol stammered, completely overwhelmed by the sight of her sister fondling her son's exposed genitals. And was that some kind of thong that he was wearing. What the hell was that all about?!
But Jackie was enjoying the situation. Her brother-in-law was screwing around on Carol and her sister was beating herself up about it. She needed a distraction. And Jackie had found a wonderful distraction in her naive young son. Maybe Carol needed something like that too. Jackie fisted David's cock about mid-shaft and started squeezing.
"Don't be such a prude! I came home and found him jacking off with my underwear..." Jackie said, slowly increasing the pressure on her son's cock. His engorged knob grew darker and darker, bulging above her clenching fist obscenely.
"Mom!...Don't!...Easy!..." David groaned, shifting his weight anxiously from foot to foot as his balls started tightening up. He hadn't come for over a week and had an enormous sperm back-up.
"So I made a deal with him. He'd wear my underwear and no playing with himself and I'd...well...I'd check on him once and a while..." Jackie said, smiling broadly and easing the pressure of her clutching hand. Of course this only allowed all the blood that had been building at the root of his cock to come roaring into his shaft.
"Ahhhh!...." David gasped as that fiery tickle started to radiate from the base of his cock. Christ he didn't want to come in front of his aunt! Not like this! He grit his teeth and squeezed his thighs tight together to try and get himself under control.
Jackie could feel his distress and started to gently jog her fist back and forth around his erection.
"It's a little game we play, isn't it sweetheart?..."Jackie asked her son, stopping her hand on the upstroke so that she could sweep her thumb back and forth under his bloated knob.
"Yesss!..." David squeaked, his toes curling as he stiffened up at his mother's skilled caress.
Carol was having a lot of trouble taking this all in. Her eyes kept flashing back and forth from her sister's eyes to her nephew's boner. He had a wonderfully sculpted tool. Every throbbing vein was clearly etched along his length. His shining skin was tautly stretched along his shaft. And there was a viscous trail of pre-come starting to trickle from his pee slit. Carol was mesmerized by his youthful genitals. But she couldn't believe her sister would do this. And yet there Jackie was, calmly sitting across the kitchen table from her with her son's engorged cock in her hand, telling her about some kind of perverted game they were playing.
Carol managed to tear her eyes away from her nephew's loins and asked him..."So she masturbates you? Is that what you do?..."
Jackie started stroking David's cock more quickly to hurry his reply.
He was getting so close! He didn't know how much longer he could hold it. Biting his lip David whispered....
"We...We do ...other things too..."
"Jackie!..." Carol gasped, looking at her sister in amazement.
"Unn!...Mom!...I can't...I'm gonna...Ahhh!..." David groaned, trying to warn her.
His mother wasn't listening.
"Don't Jackie me! ...Think about it!...You've got Ted!... It's what you need!...Right there for the taking!..."
"Mommm!...I'm gonna come!..." David gasped.
"Don't!..."Jackie hissed, sliding her hand down and squeezing the root of her son's cock tight in the ring of her thumb and forefinger.
"But I could never!...He's my son!..." Carol stammered her eyes locked on David's throbbing tool.
"So what!...Your husband's a louse!...He's made you feel powerless for so long!...You need a new beginning!...You need to be in control!...And this is so perfect!..." Jackie argued, shaking her son's boner gently in a way that made him gasp for breath.
"Mom!...Please?..." David squeaked, his balls so tight it felt like something was tearing inside him.
"Not yet!..." Jackie said.
"Yes he's your son... You can teach him about your needs... You can make him understand. ..It's so easy.... He can make you feel like a woman again... That's not something unreasonable is it?..." Jackie said looking slyly up at her trembling son.
Carol was so mesmerized by David's throbbing, scarlet wand that she couldn't answer.



"Nahhh!...Mom!...Oh Goddd!...Please!..." David whimpered.
Jackie returned her gaze to her sister and gave her a lewd wink.
"Are you about ready for some cream with that coffee?..." she chuckled, and then she released the strangle hold she had on the base of David's cock.
There was the briefest moment where all three people at the table were frozen in place as if in a photograph. David's face turned tomato red and then he cried out a guttural..."Hunnn!..."
A snail's trail of come erupted from his cock that in fact did land in a streaky smear beside the sisters' coffee cups.
Jackie gave his cock two quick hard strokes. This made David's cock go off with enormous force, jetting rapid fire bursts of sperm across the table. The first few shots of come soared over Carol's shoulder and then the arcs started to diminish.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." the young man gasped, holding onto his mother's shoulder for support as his orgasm rocked him.
Carol stared wide eyed at the lewd display playing out in front of her.
Jackie's hand started to move it time with David's fierce convulsions. Without ever taking her eyes from Carol's she jerked him, directing his searing fluids toward her sister. The shower of sperm rained down in Carol's hair, on her shoulder and down her arm in smoldering droplets. She trembled at the feel of her nephew's youthful come searing her flesh.
"He'll love it! And he'll love you! All you have to do is take his love! It's just waiting there for you!..." Jackie purred, jacking David's come out onto the table in front of her.
"I don't know! ...This can't be right!...Can't you see that?..." Carol said in a quavery voice as she rose unsteadily to her feet.
"I believe what I can see! What I feel! I know what makes me feel good and what makes David feel good! You could have all that with Ted! All you have to do is try!..." Jackie murmured, squeezing and shaking David's cock in a way that made him whimper as his balls hammered into his groin in a slowing cadence.
Carol started moving towards the door, never taking her eyes from David's cock as Jackie milked him for the last of his sperm.
"I don't know! I have to think!..." she said as she grappled for the door handle behind her and then left.
Jackie relinquished her son's softening cock and picked up a napkin.
"Did you enjoy that?..." she asked, with a smug little smile up at David as she wiped her hands.
"Oh Goddd!...Mom!...Sure!...But.....I mean...Auntie Carol?...She's not going to tell anyone is she?...She won't tell Ted will she?..." David asked anxiously.
"I don't know honey. I don't know what she's going to do. ..."
"But if you're worried about Teddy, I could take care of that for you..." she said with a dreamy look ..."I might enjoy that..." she said, her eyes sparkling wickedly as she got up from the table.
"You'll clean up the mess you made, won't you sweetheart..." Jackie said, giving her son a wink as buttoned up the front of her shirt.
"I'm going to go make a couple of phone calls..."
****
Even though Jackie and her sister talked about everything, over the next week they didn't talk about the incident that Carol had witnessed in Jackie's kitchen. Jackie wanted to but she could see that Carol wasn't ready. That was fine. When her sister wanted to talk, Jackie would be there for her.
In the meantime Jackie wanted to do something to get Carol's mind off her problems at home. She talked to a couple of guys at work about going out for a drink on Saturday. She knew Carol's husband was going to be away. She didn't have to twist any arms at the office. These guys were hitting on her all the time and they jumped at the chance of going out.
Carol was a little more reluctant. But Jackie finally convinced her that they were just going out to flirt a little and have a few laughs. It wasn't like it was going to be an orgy or anything.
Carol finally agreed. Jackie arranged for the guys to pick them up at Carol's house. She went over early to help her sister get ready. When she arrived Carol had on sandals, a baggy sweater and a non-descript pair of slacks. Jackie showed up in high heels, a pair of designer jeans that looked like they'd been painted on, and a red satin, sleeveless blouse with a plunging neckline. Carol decided to go back to her closet and start over.
She didn't want these guys to think she was a prude but she didn't want them to think she was some kind of tramp either. She had zero intention of getting into any kind of sexual situation with them. She was still a married woman after all. But Jackie just 'tut, tutted' her 'old maid' attitude. She told her she was married, not dead. They were just going out for a little fun. Carol still had a great body. Show it off a little! The guys loved to be seen out with a hot mommy.
Jackie rooted around in Carol's cupboard and came out with a knee length leather skirt with a slit up the side and a turquoise tube top that had 'Babe' scrawled in sequins across the chest. Carol hadn't worn that outfit since Ted had been in grade school. She tried it on. With her trim waist she didn't have any trouble with the skirt, but the top was a struggle. Her tits hadn't gotten any smaller. Carol was afraid she might fall out of the thing if she wasn't careful. Jackie reassured her. She looked great. The guys were gonna' love her. And Carol had to admit, once she put on some nylons and heels, she looked pretty good. Oh hell! In for a penny, in for a pound. She and Jackie must have spent half an hour in front of the mirror, chatting and putting on their make-up.
And then the boys showed up. Carol was nervous at first and apparently so were the guys. But Jackie quickly got a couple of stiff drinks into everyone and things started to loosen up. Carol started to come out of her shell and pretty soon they were telling stories about dumb things they'd done in school and were pointing fingers and laughing.
Jackie insisted they head out before they got too comfortable. She took them to a country and western bar that she'd been to before. It was the kind of place where the drinks were cheap, the music was loud and the crowd was louder. Some good looking young people dressed up like cowboys and cowgirls mingled with the patrons and got them dancing, showing them a few steps.
Jackie and Carol picked it up real fast. The guys were a little slower but eventually they were at least passable. And of course the more they drank, the better they thought they were dancing. There were a lot of good looking women there but Jackie and Carol got more than their fair share of attention, especially Carol and she was loving it.
As the night wore on and she got a few more drinks in her, she was singing "God Bless Texas", dancing around with her hands clasped over her head. Her big boobs repeatedly threatened to burst from her overfilled tube top. It never happened but that didn't keep the boys from crowding around her and cheering her on.
Finally they wound up back at Carol's. The guys came in to have a night cap. The older of the two that Jackie had been flirting with all evening kind of angled her up against the corner of the kitchen counter and was whispering sweet nothings in her ear. His friend asked Carol if she'd have one last dance with him in the other room.
Carol looked like she was having trouble focusing but she said sure, why not. She and her friend went off and soon there was a slow country tune playing on the stereo.
Jackie was having fun teasing her friend from the office. He was a nice guy and only a little drunk. She let him get away with a couple of cheap feels and was wondering if she should take him back to her place. It was then that she heard her sister calling her.
She went into the living room and found Carol leaning against her dance partner, barely able to stand.
Carol looked at the young man she was dancing with, with a lopsided smile on her face and then turned her eyes to her sister.
"I gotta' lie down..." she sniggered, slumping more heavily against the man beside her.
"Here, let's get her on the couch..." Jackie said. The two men easily moved the giggling older woman over to the couch where she stretched out on her back and closed her eyes. She was snoring quietly in less that a minute.
Jackie looked down at her sister with an amused smile on her face. Now here was a girl who knew how to party. She brought the two guys back to the kitchen but her sister's unexpected demise had put a damper on things. After one more drink they were telling Jackie what a great time they had and they hoped she and her sister would take them out behind the barn again some time soon.
Jackie said..."Yippee Kai Yay little doggies. I'll see your sorry asses back at the ranch on Monday!..."
They bumped into each other going out the door, slapping their thighs and doing erratic little two steps. Jackie watched them go and then sat back down at the kitchen table.
She was just debating whether she should go or stay over for the night when who should walk into the kitchen but her nephew Teddy.
"Oh hi aunt Jackie!...I mean aunt Jackie!..." he giggled, looking like he might have had a few himself.
"I didn't expect to find you here...I haven't seen you since...since...I can't remember..." he snorted.
"Hi Ted!...It has been awhile hasn't it!...Maybe we should catch up a little!..." Jackie said, a slow smile turning the corners of her mouth. Casually she stretched in her seat, putting her hands behind the small of her back and pulling her shoulders back so that her conical tits lifted enticingly through the scooped neckline of her blouse.
The alluring thrust of Jackie's big chest did not go unnoticed by her nephew. It was only with a struggle that he managed to lift his gaze from her beckoning cleavage and returned her amused smile.
"You look very nice aunt Jackie. Are you just getting in? Where's my mom?.."
"Oh your mother! She's asleep...." Jackie said, getting gracefully to her feet.
" Would you like something to drink?"
"Sure. I'll have a beer if you're having something."
"Actually the boys drank all the beer before we went out. I was going to have a scotch. Will you join me?"
"Sure aunt Jackie..." Ted said, his eyes following his aunt's every movement. He couldn't help but think how hot his blonde aunt looked in her tight jeans and low cut blouse. He wondered why he'd never noticed that about her before. And then he gave his head a shake.
"Why don't you go outside on the deck. It's a nice night and if we talk out there we won't disturb your mother. I'll bring you your drink."
Ted liked the idea of being alone in the dark with his aunt.
"Sure. I'll light a couple of candles..." he said.
Jackie watched her nephew go outside. 'This evening might not be a total write-off after all...' she thought. She went over to the living room to check on Carol. Mischievously she made a few 'adjustments' to her sleeping sister's attire. Then she went back to the kitchen, poured two hefty scotches and took them out onto the patio.
As she slipped outside she put her own drink down soundlessly on the patio table and crept up behind Ted. She reached around him from behind and held his drink out in front of him.
"Oh aunt Jackie!...Thanks!..." Ted said, obviously startled. He took his drink from Jackie's hand and went to turn around to face her. But his aunt put one hand on his shoulder from behind and held him still.
"Wait Ted! Just stay like this for a moment. I'm so glad to get to see you tonight. There's something I want to talk you about. Something I haven't been able to tell anyone, not even your motherl..." she murmured, snuggling in closer against her young nephew from behind.
"Ohhh? What's that aunt Jackie?..." Ted stammered, acutely aware of the heady fragrance of her perfume surrounding him.
Jackie leaned closer so that she her moist breath gusted into Ted's ear as she whispered to him..."You better take a sip of your scotch hon. What I have to say may shock you."
Ted to a quick swallow of scotch. He really wasn't used to hard liquor and he probably took way too big a sip. His face grew warm and flushed and his limbs began to tingle from the alcohol.
Jackie could feel how tense and nervous she was making her nephew. That was just what she wanted. She allowed the hand on his shoulder to drift around his torso, down towards his stomach as she pressed against him.
"I'm going to tell you a secret Ted. Your aunt Jackie has been a bad girl. A very bad girl. Recently I've gotten...involved...sexually involved...with a younger man. Quite a bit younger..." Jackie purred, laying her hand flat on Ted's stomach and moving it in little circles there.
'Who's the lucky bastard?...' was what Ted almost blurted out before he caught himself. He was having trouble concentrating with his aunt's torpedo shaped tits boring twin holes between his shoulder blades. He couldn't help it as his cock started to harden up under his jeans. And the way she was touching his stomach was only making it worse. She didn't seem to be paying much attention where she was moving her hand and he didn't want her to find out he was becoming so aroused.
"That's O.K. I guess aunt Jackie. If it's what you both want. He may be younger than you but you're both adults... How old is he anyway?... I don't really know what you want me to say?.." Ted stammered nervously.
Jackie tried to sound guilty as she answered..."He's only a couple of year's older than you are Ted. And since you're so near his age I have to ask you, do you think a young man can really be happy with someone old enough to be his mother. I guess that sounds pretty bad when I put it that way."
"No! I mean... I know what you mean but I guess it happens a lot!...You'd be like Demi Moore and he'd be Aston 'what's his name'....And they're cool!...""
"Thanks sweetie! I know you're only trying to say the right thing but... I don't want to embarrass you or anything... but have you ever thought about me like that. Like in a sexual sort of way?... Or your mother?..."Jackie asked, leaning so close that her lips were actually brushing Ted's ear. At the same time her hand moved lower so that her fingertips slipped under the waistband of Ted's pants.
With his aunt's lush curves molded against him and his erection straining towards her caressing hand there was only one way that he could answer that question. Except that she asked him about his mom too. He didn't know what to say about that.
"Geez aunt Jackie!...This is kind of hard...Of course you're really pretty!...And sexy too!...God!...You know how all the guys look at you...And at mom too I guess!...Except she doesn't dress up like you do...But you're my aunt and she's my mom so it wouldn't be right if I thought about you guys like that, would it?..."
"I don't know Ted?...Would it?..."Jackie asked as her extended fingers just grazed the tip of her nephew's boner under his pants.
"Unnn!..." Ted grunted in shock, hunching over slightly, hoping his aunt hadn't noticed how hard he was. But she had of course. Jackie smiled at the proof of his excitement and eased her hand away from her nephew's groin. This was working out just the way she wanted.
"Oh...And speaking of your mother...maybe we should go check if she's alright?.."
"What?..." Ted said, surprised at this unexpected turn in the conversation.
"But you said she was asleep?..."
"Well you could say that. Your mother had quite a lot to drink while we were out at the bar and I don't think she's used to that. Once we got home she got kind of unsteady on her feet and the guys sort of helped her get comfortable on the sofa."
"You mean she passed out?"
"Well 'passed out' sounds kind of extreme but she did seem to be sleeping pretty soundly. I think we should maybe just check on her."
"Sure. O.K. If you think so."
Jackie took Ted's hand and led him back inside. She took him through the kitchen and led him into the living room. She had turned the lights way down in there and with his aunt ahead of him Ted really didn't see his mother for a moment.
"Oh my! Now here's a party girl!..." Jackie said, turning to Ted with a broad smile. She stepped back and behind him. She hoped Ted enjoyed the view that she had gone to so much trouble earlier to arrange.
It was only then that Ted got a good look at his mother and his eyes went wide in amazement.
Carol was laying on her back on the couch with one arm draped over her eyes. She was wearing some kind of a blue sequined top that was bunched up around her stomach. Her voluptuous breasts were exposed, gently rising and falling on her chest with her regular breathing. They were a beautifully formed pear shape, creamy pink and capped with prominent, dusky colored nipples. Because of their size, the conical orbs spread out a little above her twisted shirt but still pointed arrogantly skyward.
Her leather skirt was also pulled up high above her stocking tops. One leg was slightly bent and resting against the back of the couch. The other was straight. They were slightly parted, enough so that Ted could see that she wasn't wearing any underwear. He could clearly see his mother's dark fringed bush peeking out from the juncture of her loins.
"Oh my God!..." he thought, his mind racing. Carol looked like a picture from some porn site. How could he have never noticed before what an incredible body his mother had. Ted had an almost overpowering urge to go over there and dive right in between those two glorious tits.
The hard-on that had accompanied him from the patio was now throbbing even urgently than before.
And it was then that Jackie stepped up behind him again.
"Have you ever thought about your mother like that baby?..." she purred in his ear, both hands now drifting around her nephew and moving dangerously south.
"I mean she does have an awesome rack doesn't she? I think they're even bigger than mine. And with those incredible legs and tiny waist... she's got a great figure doesn't she? Don't tell me you've never noticed! Those boys tonight were having trouble keeping their hands off her...." Jackie said, her own hands moving towards his rigid cock.
"Oh God aunt Jackie!... We shouldn't...I shouldn't...I should really...go!..." Ted stammered, his eyes riveted to his mother's wantonly displayed body.
"You mean if I touched you right now I wouldn't find that you're as hard as a rock? It doesn't excite you to see your mother like this?..." Jackie teased, as she slowly pulled down the zipper of his pants. When he was undone she started to push his pants and his shorts down over his boyish hips.
"Don't!... Please!..." Ted groaned, embarrassed almost to tears as his aunt unveiled his rampant erection.
"Umm! ...That's what I thought!...Don't be ashamed sweetheart!...You've got a nice one!..." Jackie praised as she lightly ran one fingertip up the underside of his rigid tool.
"Ahhh!..." Ted groaned, trembling in response to his aunt's brazen touch.
"Come over here sweetie. I want you to see something..." Jackie said, taking Ted's hand. He stumbled out of his pants, his stiff cock jutting out obscenely from his loins as his aunt led him over to the couch.
Jackie reached down, took one of her sister's dark nipples between her thumb and forefinger and started rolling it back and forth between them.
"Do the other one..." she whispered, nodding her head towards Carol's other inviting breast.
"I can't aunt Jackie!...She's going to wake up!..." Ted whispered back fearfully.
"No she won't baby!...Not when she's like this!...Go on!...You've got to see this!..." Jackie purred her eyes burning into his.
With a shaking hand, Ted reached down and lightly pinched his mother's nipple. He immediately felt the blood surge into that responsive little bud.



"Go on!...Squeeze it harder!...Pull on it!..." Jackie said, roughly tweezering Carol's other nipple by way of example.
Ted watched what Jackie was doing and started squeezing the tip of Carol's breast harder. He was thrilled to feel his mother's nipple elongating even further under his encouraging fingers.
"Ummm!..." Carol moaned, arching her back and twisting her shoulders. Her nipples had grown to an enormous size and were throbbing heatedly under Ted and Jackie's fingers.
"There!...Aren't they amazing!..." Jackie enthused giving Carol's nipple one final sharp twist and then releasing it. Ted did the same thing.
Carol groaned again, twisting her shoulders and making her resilient globes ripple enticingly.
Ted stared down at his mother's chest in wonder. Carol's nipples were now a livid scarlet, pulsing with blood and sticking out at least an inch from each of her puffy, maroon aureole. They looked like little baby fingers, gently quivering with a life of their own.
"She's always had the biggest nipples! In college you could hang a hat on them! It looks like you still can. What do you think Ted?..."
"God aunt Jackie! They're incredible!..." Ted answered, his eyes locked on his mother's tempting breasts.
Jackie smiled at the feverish look of excitement on her nephew's face. She knew how emotionally conflicted he was at that moment. But by the look of his hard cock, his desire was winning the battle with his misgivings.
"Go on!...You can give them a lick if you want to!...She'll never know!..."
Ted looked anxiously at his aunt. How had he ever got himself in this situation? He knew it wasn't right but he couldn't stop himself. He turned, put a hand on the couch next to his mother's waist to steady himself and leaned down to one of her bared breasts. Tentatively he swiped his tongue against her distended nipple.
Jackie had retrieved Carol's satin panties from under the couch cushion where she had stuffed them earlier. Just as Ted's lips brushed his mother's breast she reached into his crotch, fisted his cock in her panty covered palm and gave it a long luxurious stroke.
A lightning bolt of excitement swept through his loins at the combined sensations of his aunt's hand closing on his prick and his mother's turgid nipple tickling his tongue.
"Unghhh!..." he groaned as he gave up any pretense he might have been thinking about. He opened his mouth and inhaled as much of Carol's tit into his mouth as he could. The feel of his mother's resilient mound filling his mouth and her rigid nipple teasing his tongue was incredibly erotic.
"Mmmmff!..." he moaned gutturally against her billowing breast.
Jackie was truly enjoying her nephew's excitement. While gently stroking him she took his free hand and moved it into Carol's crotch. She steered his hand until his fingers were just inside her meaty slit. She wasn't surprised to see that Carol's clit was just as swollen as her nipples. She pushed the tip of Ted's finger in a lazy circle, around and around that responsive little trigger.
"Ohhhhh!..." Carol moaned in response to her son's mouth on her breast and his fingers teasing her loins. Her one leg fell to the floor, opening herself further to Ted's provocative touch. Even asleep she started to squirm with arousal.
Ted was lost in a world of his own excitement. He would never have had the courage to feel up his mother if aunt Jackie hadn't shown him the way. A trickle of searing fluid was beginning to seep from Carol's loins, lubricating his eagerly turning finger.
When she started to whimper however, Ted stopped his avid fingering and raised his mouth from her swollen breast. His own face was flushed and smeared with saliva. He looked anxiously at his aunt and whispered..."She's going to wake up!...We should go!..."
But Jackie just returned Ted's fearful look with a confident smile, never ceasing her skilful masturbation.
"No she won't!....I've seen her like this before!...She'd sleep through an earthquake after all she's had to drink...You could do anything with her right now!...Anything you want!..." Jackie said, stroking him a little harder to stir his imagination.
"Oh God aunt Jackie!...I! ...I!...but what if..." Ted stammered, his fingers helplessly delving a little deeper into his mother's moist furrow.
"She'll never know!...And I'll never tell!...You know my little secret!...You can do what you want!...Just put it in a little!...Just for a minute!...Every young man has fantasies about his mother!...Fucking his mother!... You know you want to!...Go on!..." Jackie encouraged, stopping her shuttling hand and pressing down hard on the root of Ted's throbbing tool.
This made the poor young man gasp and strain forward under her coaxing fist. She pointed him at the apex of his mother's loins. Ted found himself on his knees on the couch, moving between Carol's parted thighs. He stretched out above her as his aunt led him by his cock until she had him poised against the opening of his mother's pussy. Then she let his cock go, leaving the final move up to her panting young nephew.
"I can't..." Ted groaned, biting his lip with uncertainly as he wavered between his mother's temptingly parted thighs. Her meaty labia were fluttering around the end of his cock in the most enticing fashion. Like Jackie said, he could just put it in a little. He knew he couldn't last long anyway. Just put it in a little to feel her heat and then pull it out before he came.
But just before he made his move, his mother twisted her head back and forth under her arm like she was dreaming. She issued an excited moan and slung her leg up off the floor and around the back of his knees. With this unconscious motion her searing cunt unfolded and surrounded half his length.
"Mmm!..." Carol murmured dreamily.
"Nahhhhh!...." Ted cried as his mother's silky pussy closed around him. Her interior was blazing hot.
"Ahhh!..." he whimpered again, his balls knotting up excruciatingly with excitement. He pulled back just a fraction in surprise. But Carol's clinging tunnel held him snugly. He could feel her clenching and unclenching around him as if she were trying to suck him in. Ted couldn't resist. He thrust back into her slowly, waiting for any resistance at which point he would stop.
But the only resistance he met was when his balls were jammed tight up against his mother's asshole.
"Ahhhh!...Oh Goddd!...Oh Goddd!..." he groaned. His mother's cunt surrounded him like a moist, satin glove. He had never felt anything so exciting in his life.
He knew this was all wrong. Carol was his mother. But still he couldn't stop himself from taking advantage of her. He should stop now, before he went to far. But before he did, he could just fuck her gently for a moment and then he'd pull out.
Ted lifted himself on his arms and then slowly hunched backwards, pulling himself most of the way out of his mother's clinging sheath. Then, equally slowed, he pushed back in until he was all the way up her again.
"Mmmm!..." Carol murmured contentedly. She shifted her loins just the slightest bit which made her son's intruding cock lurch deeper and nudge against her hard edged uterus.
"Nahhhhh!..." Ted yelped, stiffening up. He almost lost it when she did that. He had to take a deep breath before he felt he could risk another stroke. Just one more and then he'd pull out.
He sawed in and out of his mother once more and then again and then again. He knew he had to stop before he came inside her and he would. It just felt so good! He had to take it to the last possible moment. He started thrusting in and out of her more forcefully.
"Mmmm!...Mmm!...David!...Noooo!..." Carol murmured, her own loins starting to rise and fall in time with her son's fucking.
What? She had called him David! She couldn't mean his cousin. He wondered who his mother was thinking about. He started to fuck her even faster and shifted his knees under him to be ready to pull out.
"Ohhh David!...Ahhh!...I'm not... your mother...Umm Hmm!...Don't!...I'm... your... Ummm!..." Carol groaned, sliding her nylon clad leg up and down the back of Ted's thigh as she writhed beneath him.
"Ahh!...Unn!..Unn!..." Ted groaned. His cock was on fire inside his mother's blazing pussy and his balls were about to unload. He had to throw a few more quick strokes into her before he came.
It was then that Carol stopped squirming. Her eyes fluttered open and she was looking up at her son with an unseeing stare. Ted froze above her, looking down at his mother with a panic struck gaze. He was sure he saw a brief flash of recognition in her eyes before they fluttered closed again. And then her loins started to turn beneath his once more in lewd invitation.
Ted was terrified that Carol was going to wake up fully at any moment. But he just couldn't resist a few more moments inside her writhing pussy. He was so close.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnnn!..." he grunted, fucking his mother in a frenzied burst of excitement. But she was so hot that all too quickly the tingle at the base of his cock became excruciating. He knew he couldn't hold it any longer. He started to pull out.
That's when Jackie cupped his balls firmly in her hand, holding him where he was, deeply imbedded in his mother's cunt.
He whipped his head around and looked at his aunt with beseeching eyes.
"Naahhh!...Aunt Jackie!...Don't!...I'm going to come!...Please!..." Ted pleaded.
"It's O.K. baby!...Go on!...Finish!...Give it up!.." Jackie urged with a wicked smile.
Ted tried to lift up again but Jackie held him firmly by his lurching testicles.
"Ohhhhhh!...." Carol cried, her loins rising up under her son to reclaim the full length of his quivering erection. That was it for Ted.
"Mwahhh!..." he cried, as his balls convulsed in Jackie's palm. A fiery jet of come spewed deep inside Carol's leeching pussy.
Jackie immediately released her restraining grip on Ted's balls. And that's when the full force of his orgasm hit him.
"Nahhhh!...Ahhh!..." the feverish young man cried as his balls started jack-hammering away in his loins. He shuddered so hard with every spasm that it looked like he was being electrocuted. He thought of pulling out but it was too late.
"Unn!...Unn!...Unnn!..." he whimpered, as each enormous gush of sperm burned through his cock like a surgeon's scalpel. He was spurting come into Carol's womb in an almost continuous stream.
"Ohhhh!..." his mother groaned again, looping one arm around Ted's shaking shoulders and pulling herself tightly against him.
Ted gasped and groaned, quivering all over as his orgasm wracked him. His knees slipped beneath him and he sprawled full length on top of his mother's lush curves. And still he continued to come inside her, though the endless flow of sperm was slowly starting to wane
"Mmmm!...You come so much sweetheart!...She'll be dripping your juice for a week..." Jackie said kneading Ted's balls gently. She wanted to be sure he emptied himself completely in his mother's sodden vagina.
She pushed one finger under him a little further until she found the big vein at the base of his cock, just where it connected with his ball sac. She jabbed that tender spot a couple of times, making Ted flinch and his balls lurch painfully since by then they were almost totally spent.
"Unn!...Aunt Jackie!...Ummm!...Stop!...I didn't...Unnn!...I didn't mean to...Ahhh!..." Ted groaned in mortification. He could feel a warm trickle of goo tracing over his balls and then running back into the crack of his mother's ass.
Jackie smiled as she watched a steady stream of come leaking out of her sister's pussy and pooling on the couch beneath her.
Ted finally managed to get his knees back under him and wriggled back to escape his mother's clutching embrace. His still semi-rigid cock exited her pussy with a lewd sucking sound. He stood up shakily next to the couch.
"Ohhhhh!..." Carol groaned mournfully, her loins twisting upwards as if she wanted to be filled once more. But after a moment she seemed to relax and wriggled back down into a comfortable position on the couch.
Ted and Jackie both stared at Carol's come coated pussy. Jackie was impressed. Ted was terrified. His mother's fine pubic hair was completely matted with sperm. There was a pearlescent sheen covering her from her upper thighs to her belly button.
"I better clean her up. She can't wake up like this!..." Ted said.
Jackie leaned down toward her sister and gave her loins a quick wipe with the panties she still held in her hand. It didn't really make much difference. Carol's panties were pretty skimpy to begin with.
"Don't worry about it! It won't be the first time she woke up wondering who was the lucky guy. Although it's been awhile..." Jackie said with a chuckle.
She handed Ted his pants and took his hand once more.
"Why don't we go finish our conversation about younger men and older women...." she said with a mischievous smile.
"You still haven't told me what you think!..." she said as she reached down, fisted is slimy prick and started stroking it.
Ted groaned as his aunt's lewd touch made his balls lurch painfully. He couldn't look Jackie in the eye as he struggled to pull his pants up over his angry tool and her shamelessly twisting hand.
"Just let me get dressed..." he said sheepishly, struggling to get back into his pants on.
"Oh take your time sweetheart. We've got all night!.." Jackie said, stripping her hand off her nephew's cock with a quick jerk that left him gasping.
She handed him her sister's come stained panties.
"Here! A souvenir! I'll wait for you out on the patio. Bring me another scotch on your way will you sweetie?"
"Umm Hmm!...Sure aunt Jackie!" Ted said, slipping the soiled panties into the pocket of his jeans. His head was swimming as he followed his sultry aunt back through the kitchen.
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Kevin left Mrs. Lindsey's office completely shell-shocked. He had come so violently during Mia's unwilling blow job that his balls felt like they would ache for a month. What could he have been thinking! It wasn't like him at all to get so carried away. He knew that Mia wouldn't just let him get away with what he had done. And besides that he was pretty sure that Leanne had her own suspicions about what had been going on. He really liked Leanne and didn't want to lose her.
It turned out he was right about his new girl friend. It took him almost three weeks of steady pleading before Leanne agreed to go out with him again. At first he was thrilled that she wanted him to take her to a pool party. But when he found out it was a party that Peter Ames was giving, he started to get nervous. Ames was one of Mia's sometimes boyfriends and that meant she would probably be at the party too. There was something suspicious about the whole thing because he and Leanne weren't in the same crowd at all as Ames and Mia and their friends. But Leanne really wanted to go. She had made a new friend, a girl from Pasadena named Vicky. Vicky had somehow gotten invited to this party and wasn't sure she would go until she found out that Leanne had been invited too. Leanne was reluctant to go with just her new girlfriend. Everybody knew that that Peter's parties were mostly just a meat market so she swallowed her hurt pride and asked Kevin to go with them.
It was with some apprehension that Kevin found himself in his stiff new Levis accompanying Leanne to the Ames house on a summer Saturday night. Leanne looked lovely as usual. Her short blonde hair framed her ever smiling face nicely. She was wearing a knee length, flowered summer dress that looked good on her attractively curved frame. Kevin was really happy she had asked him to go with her.
The house was really more like a mansion, with a sprawling property behind it where the party would be happening.
Kevin and Leanne were a little early but Ames made a point of coming over and saying hello. He was actually quite welcoming and was especially charming to Leanne. Kevin still wasn't convinced that there wasn't some ulterior motive at work here but he started to relax a little.
It was a warm evening and the grounds had been set up to accommodate the large crowd of young people that was going to be there. The pool was gently lit and inviting and would probably see a lot of use before the night was over. There were three small change cabanas around the property. There were two kegs of beer at the bar, chairs and tables scattered all around and a DJ playing some very loud music. Kevin hoped somebody had warned the neighbors. Some plywood sheets were laid out away from the pool to serve as a dance floor under dimly swaying patio lanterns
Kevin went and got a beer for himself and a glass of wine for Leanne. Soon after that her friend Vicky arrived. Kevin shook hands with her and was fascinated when she gave him a sly smile as if they had met before. She was a tall, slender brunette, a very pretty girl actually, with an unruly mane of curly brunette hair. She might have turned a lot of heads, but for the shapeless blue shift she had on that looked like it came from a thrift shop. Yet even behind her heavy framed glasses, her eyes began to sparkle after Kevin delivered her second glass of wine. He found himself very intrigued by her. Then he gave his head a mental shake remembering that his relationship with Leanne was pretty fragile just then.
The crowd and the noise level grew quickly. People started to loosen up and a few even started to dance. Kevin figured he needed a lot more to drink before he'd have the nerve to ask Leanne to dance. He was a terrible dancer but he thought a few beers improved his skills amazingly.
It was on one of his runs to the beer keg that he bumped into Ames and said…
"Great party Peter! Is Mia here? I haven't seen her."
"Hey Davis! That's some babe you're with. I wouldn't let her out of my sight if I were you. A lot of these guys would be on her in a minute. Sarah and Mia are at some 'horsey thing'. They should be along soon. She said she was looking forward to seeing you. I'll tell her you're here when I see her."
On the one hand Kevin was relieved that Mia wasn't there yet, but he felt his stomach getting jittery at the prospect of having to see her and talk to her in front of all these people. He started doing shots with his beer and continued shuttling glasses of wine to Leanne and Vicky.
A little later the music got slower to lure a few more people out onto the dance floor. Kevin was just screwing up his nerve to ask Leanne to dance when Ames came over and started talking to Vicky. He was telling her his sister had an incredible collection of dollhouses inside and would she like to see it? As it happened Leanne had a passion for dollhouses so she piped up that they'd love to see them. When Ames slung an arm around each of the girls' shoulders to take them up to the house, Kevin was surprised to see Leanne lean comfortably into the crook of his arm. She didn't hesitate to leave Kevin to entertain himself out on the lawn. That's when Kevin happened to look over towards the pool where he saw Mia and Sarah chatting to some of Ames' jock friends.
They looked like they must have come directly from some 'horsey thing'. They were both wearing tight white slacks that fit them like a second skin. On top of that they had on fitted, white satin shirts with collar buttons open because of the warm evening. In Sarah's case a couple of additional buttons were open because she had such a stunning rack to display. Mia's jet black hair was pulled back in a pony tail while Sarah's wavy blonde tresses curled around her shoulders and her face in artful disarray. Their slender waists were cinched with wide black leather belts that matched the calf high leather boots they were wearing. The only thing missing were the riding crops. Kevin squinted to try and see if they were stashed down inside the boots.
When he looked up Mia and Sarah were both looking at him. He stared back at them nervously as Mia whispered something to Sarah. Sarah's lips curled in a smile and she whispered back something to Mia. Then she started to strut across the lawn towards Kevin.
She didn't stop until she was right in front of him, her large satin covered tits almost brushing his chest.
"Hello Kevin. Peter said you were here. Are you having a good time?"
"Yeah! Terrific! It was great of him to ask us. Leanne really wanted to come." Kevin said nervously.
"Oh. Is your little friend here? I don't see her." Sarah said looking around mischievously.
"Peter took her inside to look at some dollhouses. Leanne and her friend Vicky." Kevin added hastily.
"Oh really! Peter and his sister's dollhouses. That's one of his best ones!" Sarah said with a mocking smile.
"But she went with Vicky!" Kevin repeated anxiously.
"And I went with Mia! Those damn dollhouses! By the time he's finished with his tour those girls will have found out that there's nothing miniature about that bastard Peter." Sarah teased.
"But!…" Kevin stammered, looking worriedly up at the house.
"There there!…" Sarah comforted, putting her raised fingertip against Kevin's lips.
"I'm sure she'll be fine. Why don't you dance with me until she comes back?" she offered.
"Gee Sarah. Maybe I should wait for her. She said she wouldn't be long."
Sarah watched Kevin's anxious eyes with amusement. She clasped her hands behind her back, making her generous boobs thrust arrogantly through her shirt. Then she leaned forward on her toes and put her lips next to his ear. Her blonde hair brushed his cheek as her conical tits mushed softly against his chest.
"You really should dance with me Kevin. I'm awfully good.!" she said, her moist breath gusting into his ear.
"Mia said I should be nice to you…" Sarah purred…" And Kevin…I can be… very… very… nice!…" she teased, shifting her shoulders and rubbing her resilient breasts enticingly against the nervous young man in front of her.
Kevin couldn't believe the shameless way that Sarah was coming on to him. He knew that Ames' parties were notoriously 'make out' events but he wasn't used to sexy babes flirting with him. And he wasn't convinced that Mia wasn't still plotting something.
But with Sarah pressing ever more insistently against him, his cock began stiffening in his pants. Suddenly he was afraid that Leanne might return and find him like this, flirting with the seductive blonde. She wouldn't like that at all. Kevin decided it might be better to take his chances on the dance floor.
So when Sarah reached for his hand and pulled him towards the gyrating dancers, he didn't resist.
By this time there were quite a few people dancing. Kevin and Sarah were lucky to find a little spot in one dark corner where they were surrounded by a mass of writhing, sweaty bodies. The DJ had just put on some bluesy number and some people were dancing close and others were doing a slinky sort of jive. Kevin knew he'd look like a dork if he tried to do the jive thing. But fortunately Sarah solved his dilemma by putting her elbows on his shoulders and snuggling up close to him. Kevin hesitantly grasped her by her slender waist. Despite the crush of the other dancers around him, Kevin was acutely aware of the tall blonde's voluptuous body pressing against him as they danced.
And Sarah had been right when she said she was good. She was very good. All Kevin had to do was mimic the sinuous moves she was making and it looked like he was a pretty good dancer too. Even though Sarah was the one doing the leading, Kevin was starting to enjoy himself and he smiled shyly at the blonde in his arms.
Sarah returned his smile with twinkling eyes and then thrust her pelvis firmly into Kevin's crotch. Kevin was instantly aroused by the feel of her gently rounded mons grinding against his cock. He started to harden again and sucked in his stomach so that Sarah wouldn't feel his sudden surge of excitement.
But the blonde temptress knew exactly what she was doing, She continued to lead with her hips, enjoying the feeling of Kevin's turgid tool getting bigger against her swiveling loins.
"Hold me tighter baby! You know you want to!" she purred, molding herself hotly against the aroused young man.
Kevin would later wonder what he had been thinking. Maybe it was the beer, maybe it was the chasers. Maybe it was the way that Sarah made him feel confident on the dance floor. Whatever it was, he suddenly he felt like one of the cool kids, one of the guys that got it on with girls like Sarah and Mia. He closed his arms more tightly around the nubile bundle writhing against him and pushed his boner against her receptive loins.
"Mmmm! That's better!" Sarah enthused, bending her knees and really going to work on her sweating dance partner.
"I don't know if Mia told you what happened?" Kevin groaned, barely able to think, he was getting so excited.
"But tell her I'm sorry! I was totally out of line. I'm really not that kind of guy!"
Sarah was only listening with half an ear. She was playing Kevin with practiced ease, practically dry humping on the dance floor. But she didn't want him to come in his pants. Mia's plan was more devious that that.
"Ummm Hmm! I'm sure she's over it! She even said I should dance with you and…"
"And what?…" Kevin asked, his eyed closed, lost in the fragrance of Sarah's hair as his cock throbbed against her twisting groin.
"And… do something…special… so you'd know there's no hard feelings! Something you'll really remember!"
"Unn!… Sarah?… Do what?" Kevin asked, suddenly realizing that if he wasn't careful he'd soon be making a mess in his pants.
Sarah could feel it too. She edged backwards out of Kevin's feverish embrace and took his hands in hers.
"Why don't you guess." she suggested, letting the tip of her tongue glide invitingly over her slightly parted lips.
Kevin's eyes went wide as a truly obscene possibility raced through his mind. He knew if he said anything it would be the wrong thing so he just stood there like a goof.
"Let's go up into one of those little change houses..." Sarah offered.
Kevin suddenly remembered his girlfriend who had been missing for some time already and he hesitated.
"I don't know. What about Leanne?" he ventured.
Sarah looked down pointedly at the big bulge tenting the front of Kevin's pants. She raised her sparkling eyes back to his, her lips puckered and her cheeks slightly inverted. Her tongue was testing the inside of her cheek. She held this provocative pose for a moment, watching Kevin's eyes glaze over with lust.
"I don't think this will take very long, do you?… She'll never know!"
Confidently Sarah took Kevin's hand. She pulled him off the dance floor and up to the little change room that was furthest from the groups of noisy party goers. She led the way inside and turned on the overhead light. It was just a bare bulb that had been painted red and barely illuminated the tiny room.
Kevin couldn't restrain himself. He grabbed Sarah in his arms and immediately pressed his mouth to hers. Sarah's lips parted under his and her tongue slashed into his mouth. She hunched against his cock briefly to make sure he was still hard. And he was! Rock hard! She shuffled backwards with him away from the door.
"Mmmm!" Sarah groaned in approval. Then she pushed herself back from Kevin's clumsy embrace. When he leaned towards her once more she stiff-armed him, keeping him at a gasping arm's length.
"What? …I mean…Sarah?…I thought…" Kevin stammered in confusion. The blonde smiled at his dismay. Then she calmly unbuttoned her shirt down to her belt. She took one of his hands, brought it up to her chest and slipped it inside her opened shirt. At the same time she reached down and undid the snap and fly of Kevin's jeans.
The eager young man gasped at the dual sensations of Sarah's bra encased tit thrusting into his palm and her deft hands unfastening his trousers. She pushed both his pants and his shorts down to the floor where they lay in a puddle between his feet.
Then she reached into her back pocket, pulled out a pair of tiny black riding gloves and slowly stretched them onto her hands.
Kevin was fully aware of his livid cock waving from his loins as he watched the tempting blonde in wonder.
"What are you doing? What are the gloves for?"
"Something special, remember! Don't you want to see how they feel on your cock?" Sarah asked, sliding over so that she was pressing hotly against Kevin's side. Without waiting for an answer she closed her little fist around his boner just below his distended knob. With her other hand she tried to reach between his thighs from behind for his balls. But he was standing rigidly upright, his legs pressed tight together. He didn't want to move because he was afraid he couldn't hold it. After all her teasing, just the feel of Sarah's leather clad fist gently squeezing his erection was enough to make him ready to pop.
"Spread 'em for me baby! Let Sarah get her hands on those sweet balls of yours. "
Kevin gingerly opened his stance and Sarah closed her fist on his drum taut testicles, one finger at a time until she had surrounded his entire sac in her gently cupping palm.
"Unnn!…Oh Sarah!… Easy!… God!...Ahhh!… That feels so …good!…" Kevin groaned as Sarah deftly started to work him over with skilled hands. She swirled her cupped palm around his tender knob, sending lightning bolts of excitement ripping through his genitals. Kevin twitched and whimpered at her touch, tightening his loins frantically to try and control his urge to come.
"You like that? Umm Hmm! I'll bet you do! Look how much you're leaking all over my expensive gloves! You're going to ruin them you bad boy! Now don't you come without telling me! That would make me very angry!" she said with a coy, pouting smile.
"Oh God Sarah! I don't know how much longer I can … I mean…Ahhh!,,,! I'm sorry!…" Kevin groaned as his balls started to draw up excruciatingly in his groin.
"Don't! Not yet!" Sarah snapped, whipping her hand off Kevin's balls. She darted that hand into his crotch and grabbed the root of his shaft. She clenched his throbbing organ tight in the ring of her thumb and her forefinger. At the same time she closed her other leather clad fist around his shaft and began to jerk him swiftly.
"Unnnn!…Unnn!…Unnn!…" Kevin groaned in time with Sarah's shuttling hand. He eagerly fucked her coaxing fist in time with her stroking. Her clenched fingers at the base of his cock had him under control for the moment. But even that tight squeeze wouldn't restrain the gusher of sperm that was building in his balls for very long.
Sarah was getting a little anxious too. Mia should have been there by now. She could see how close Kevin was getting and she hoped Mia wasn't going to be too late.
It was at that moment that the raven haired beauty slipped into the little cabana.
Kevin was so caught up in Sarah's lewd masturbation that he didn't even hear Mia come in.
"Well there you two are! We were wondering where you were!.." Mia said, her eyes dancing with amusement as she regarded the lewd scene in front of her.
Kevin literally had to shake his head to see clearly. And there was Mia, her little fists planted on her hips, an amused smile creasing her lips. Sarah gave her girlfriend an artful wink while continuing her relentless stroking of Kevin's prick.
For a moment his mind flashed back to Mrs. Lindsey's office and Mia's grimacing face impaled on his spewing cock. The memory only made him more excited, if that was possible.
Mia's unexpected entrance at any other time would have made him wilt like a wet noodle. But he was so close, his balls so tight, that he was helpless to do anything other than hunch into Sarah's coaxing hand. He was going to explode at any second.
"Mia!…I!...We!…I mean…!…Unn!…It's not what you…Ohhh!…" Kevin groaned, giving up his futile attempt at an explanation.
"Oh I can see exactly what's going on.!… You slut Sarah!… How could you!"
As Kevin watched, Mia had reached into her pocket and was putting on her own pair of riding gloves.
With the way Sarah was fondling him with her gloved hands, Kevin's excitement soared at the possibilities that this suggested.
"Did she tell you she was going to do something special for you? Something you'd really remember?" Mia asked, her eyes sparkling wickedly.
"Yeah!…Unn Hnnn!…She did!…" Kevin gasped.
"Well how's this for something special?" Mia asked with a broad smile. She took three quick strides across the little room. She stopped on one heel and the arc of her other leg came up swiftly as she drove her booted foot into Kevin's balls.
"Phwahhh!…" he grunted.
It all happened so quickly that Kevin hardly felt anything, at first. He gave up a little strangled grunt and a large whoosh of air and the next thing he knew he was on his knees on the ground, his hands flat on his thighs and little stars popping like flash bulbs in the corners of his eyes.
And that was when he started to feel the pain. It wasn't even like a pain. It was more like a rising nausea, like he was going to be sick to his stomach. He found himself gasping for breath and swallowing frantically to try and keep the nausea at bay.



"How was that baby? Was that special?"
Kevin looked around with blinking eyes, staring up at Mia in disbelief. The smirking young woman towered over him, looking at him with flashing eyes. Her little smirk got even broader as she looked down into his lap.
Kevin lowered his eyes, following her gaze. As he had collapsed Sarah must have dropped down beside him because she was still gripping him, still holding his cock in her determined, two handed clasp. Amazingly, his erection was still jutting through her fingers despite Mia's brutal ball kicking.
"Oh my Godd!" he groaned, not believing the evidence of his own eyes, as his stomach continued to heave. Of course at this point it was more a matter of mechanics than arousal. Sarah's cinching fingers had kept the blood trapped in his erection and now his balls were too traumatized to relax and let the pressure ease.
Sarah resumed her avid fondling, confident that Kevin's urge to come had been quelled for the moment. She was eager to bring him back to the brink and she knew just how to do it.
Kevin hardly felt anything as Sarah's gloved hands went back to work on him.
He continued to look up at Mia with baleful eyes.
In her severe riding outfit Mia turned and presented her crescent shaped ass to Kevin. She touched one globe with her sharp nailed finger and said…"Kiss it!"
Kevin rested his sweating face against that resilient sphere and closed his eyes to try and collect himself.
Mia started lazily swinging one foot back and forth and then snapped her leg backwards, nailing Kevin in the nuts again with her booted heel.
"Ummffff!…" Kevin cried, his stomach lurching again as a white sheet of pain enveloped him. He reflexively bit into Mia's tight pants but the fabric was stretched so taut that he didn't even nip her ass. He simply wound up gnawing on the stiff material.
"That's better!…" Mia praised as Kevin snuffled against her creamy butt.
She swiveled around so that she was facing him once again.
Sarah had continued her deft handiwork and Kevin remained as ramrod stiff as ever.
She smiled up at Mia as her hands vigorously jogged the gasping young man's angry meat.
"Get him on his feet!" Mia said to Sarah.
Sarah got up from her crouched position and got behind Kevin. She took one of his wrists in each of her hands and pulled them back, lifting them upwards slowly but firmly behind him.
At first Kevin resisted, more from inertia than from defiance. But Sarah was stronger than she looked. When it got to the point that Kevin thought his arms were going to tear loose from their sockets, he shakily got to his feet. He had to stay well bent forward at the waist to keep the tension in his arms and in his groin bearable. The way his knees were wobbling, he was in no condition to put up a struggle against these two athletic young women.
With amazement and considerable fear he watched Mia sink to her knees in front of his shuddering loins.
She reached out one gloved hand and closed it around the middle of his tumid length.
"Now I'm going to go down on you baby! I'll give you a blow job that you'll never forget, just like Sarah promised!"
With that Mia dipped her head down and slipped her lips over Kevin's raging cock crown and about an inch down his shaft. She hadn't taken much of him but she had the sensitive part and that was all she wanted.
She exerted a gentle suction and began to flick her tongue up and down against that responsive little nerve on the underside of his knob.
At first, Kevin could feel nothing, so consuming was the aching nausea that was washing through his body in waves.
But Mia was nothing if not patient. She had been planning this little confrontation for almost three weeks and she knew exactly how she wanted it to end. She worked determinedly on his swollen cock crown, moving her tongue a little faster and a little harder, emitting lewd slobbering noises as she sucked him. At the same time she began to jerk him in her gloved fist. Little tugs at first that slowly started to lengthen and get firmer.
"Nahhhhh!…" Kevin grunted as he began to feel it.
Mia's tongue was arousing him irresistibly and the tingling sensation was beginning to radiate through his groin again. That signaled the possibility that he might be going to come, if Mia actually let him. That was the good news. The bad news was his balls were beginning to tighten with excitement. And those bruised orbs were exceedingly tender after Mia had kicked them twice already. Fiery darts of pain were shooting through his groin as his testicles ascended into his groin.
"Naah!…Mia!…Don't!…I can't!…" he gasped, struggling weakly against Sarah. But the sultry blonde just lifted his arms a little higher behind him, steadying him ahead of Mia's wicked onslaught.
Mia stopped her devastating suck for a moment and smiled up at Kevin.
"You can and you will baby!…This is the part I want you to remember!…" she hissed, resuming her leeching suck on his cock and flailing the underside of his knob with her slapping tongue.
At the same time she began to masturbate him more roughly, slowly sliding her loose grip up his shaft, tightening her hand and slamming her fist down fast and hard into the top of his balls.
Now Kevin's testicles were really starting to ache and he was beginning to feel a little light headed. But his pre-come was pouring into Mia's mouth and she knew she had him.
"Naahhh!…Nooo!…Ahhhh!…Please!…" Kevin pleaded as he felt a incredible orgasm nearing. He didn't know if he were going to come or pass out. Mia expected he would do both. She lightly sank her teeth into the barrel of his shaft as she sucked him and stroked him faster.
Then Kevin faintly heard someone at the door, as if it were a voice in a dream.
"Hello?…Kevin?…Are you in there?…"
It was Leanne.
Mia intensified her already devastating hand strokes and nodded to Sarah.
"We're in here!…" Sarah sang out just as Mia whipped her mouth off Kevin's cock.
The sweating young man's's head swiveled from side to side as if he were looking for someplace, anyplace to hide.
Mia drove her hand savagely to the root of his cock and pressed down and held him in her tightly clenched fist like that. She reached up with her other hand and flicked her gloved fingernail hard at the underside of his knob three times..."Snap!…Snap!… Snap!"
"Ah!…Ahh!…Nahhh!…" Kevin cried, sucking in a huge breath and straining upwards off his toes with all his strength. He looked like a high diver about to leap off the board.
Mia could tell that she had timed it perfectly. She turned towards the door with an expectant smile. Sarah moved in closer to Kevin from behind as if she were snuggling against him. She crossed his hands and pinned his arms behind him in a way that Leanne wouldn't see.
"Peter said I might find you in here. I didn't know you weren't…alone… so… I…." Leanne stopped in mid-sentence, amazed at the lurid scene in front of her.
"Oh oh!… Kevin sweetheart!… It looks like were busted! But listen Leanne. You're welcome to join us. You're not too late."
As she spoke Mia relaxed the tight clenching circle of her fingers at the root of Kevin's cock.
"What? " Leanne asked uncertainly.
"Wahhhhh!…" Kevin barked in a gagging voice as a ropey stream of sperm erupted from his cock and splattered wetly on the floor at Leanne's feet.
"Ahhh!…Nahhhh!…Nooo!…Ah Godddd!…" he cried as that first stream was followed by another and another, each of them flying in diminishing arcs that made an almost continuous trail across the floor from Leanne's feet to his spasming loins.
"Well only a little too late!" Mia consoled as she encouraged Kevin's fountaining eruption by pulling on his cock in time with his ejaculation. All the time she continued smiling sweetly at Leanne.
Sarah had her hands full just keeping Kevin on his feet. She and Mia both knew that with his savaged balls hammering away in his groin, that this would probably be the most painful orgasm that he would ever experience. And they were right!
Even as the rush of come began to slow from a torrent to a trickle, the room started swimming before Kevin's eyes. He was barely aware that Leanne had turned on her heel and stormed out of the cabana in tears.
The only thing he was sure of was that every jet of sperm he shot was accompanied by a donkey kick in the nuts and it seemed like it was never going to end.
And with Mia milking him in perfect tempo with his shattering spurts, the room began to spin in front of his unfocused eyes.
Kevin's legs buckled as he passed out and Sarah could no longer hold him upright. He slumped to the floor in a quivering heap. He would have been interested to learn that Mia continued to work on his cock when he was down and managed to provoke several more wracking spasms from his aching loins before he was finally done. Of course they were nothing like the first ones.
The dark haired young woman finally got up and smiled at her blonde friend.
"Well that was special! Do you think he'll remember that?"
"You mean when he can't sit down for the next week? Oh he'll remember! So what should we do with him now?"
"Tori can have him now. That'll be really interesting. He'll probably be out for a while and she should be here soon. In the meantime we should go and make sure that Peter is consoling the distressed girlfriend. What do you think?"
"Oh Mia! You're so bad! I'd kill for a drink right now."
"So would I!"
Mia turned and blew a mocking kiss at Kevin's sprawled form.
"See you later lover!" she chuckled and then she and Sarah walked out of the cabana, locking the door behind them. They hung a little sign on the door handle that said..'Closed because of Plumbing Problems'.
Kevin had no idea how long he lay there only semi-conscious. He was vaguely aware that someone moved him around but he didn't know who. When he did come to he was stretched out on the lounge chair that was in the cabana. Vicky was there, sitting on a little stool and watching him anxiously.
Kevin wasn't sure exactly where he was for a moment, but then all the details started coming back to him along with an excruciating throbbing in his groin. He looked down at himself anxiously and was surprised to see that, although he was a little rumpled, he was fully clothed and more or less presentable.
"Vicky. How did you get here? Where's Leanne?" he asked in a scratchy voice. He went to swing his legs off the lounger and a sharp jolt of pain lanced through his groin. He turned sideways in the chair very gingerly, supporting himself on his hands.
"Leanne sent me to find you. She was pretty upset. She said she thought you had too much to drink or something. She wasn't really clear. But she was worried about you. She wanted me to come and check. You were passed out right there when I came in. That was a while ago. I didn't know if I'd get you in trouble if I asked for help so I decided to just wait and see that you were alright. Are you O.K.?""
"Oh God! What a mess! I'm alright I guess. But I've really got to talk to Leanne. To try and explain, if she'll listen."
"But Kevin…What happened?"
"It's too complicated Vicky. Do you know where Leanne is right now?"
"She's up at the house. Peter's with her. A lot of people have left. I should really be going too."
"That's O.K. I do need to talk to Leanne though."
"I'll go with you up to the house anyway. Just to make sure you're O.K. I can take you to her."
"Thanks Vicky."
And so Kevin got up stiffly and followed the lanky brunette across the vast lawn. Once outside in the fresh air and after he had taken a few steps, he began to feel a little better.
There were a few bodies here and there in the shadows, some people talking, others making out. The DJ was gone and the canned music was turned down real low.
Vicky led Kevin through the doors to a den, into a hallway and up a wide staircase. At the top of the stairs was a long hallway with doors on both sides, presumably bedrooms. This place was more like a hotel than a home.
Vicky tried one door, looked inside then backed out shaking her head.
"Which one was it?" she said, more or less to herself.
She went a little further down the hall and then went into another bedroom. Kevin followed her. The room seemed empty.
"I'm sure she said she'd be here" Vicky said looking around the darkened room.
Then they could hear noises coming from the room next door. There was a bathroom off the room they were in. When Vicky looked inside she could just see into the next bedroom. It was attached to the bathroom as well.
There was a faint light on in that other bedroom and it sounded like someone was getting quite a workout in there.
Vicky peeked into the other room and stopped stock still, her hand coming up to her mouth.
Kevin couldn't see what Vicky saw, even as he tried to peer over her shoulder.
Vicky moved sideways a little, letting Kevin edge ahead of her.
He was then able to see around the half open door enough to make out two nude figures on the bed, a man lying flat on his back and a woman mounted on his loins.
The woman was kneeling over the man, her hands planted on his shoulders and her back to the two watchers in the bathroom. Kevin could just see the glistening barrel of the man's cock appear and disappear, and the faint sheen of sweat on the woman's body as she fucked him in a slow, steady rhythm.
"My God! That's Leanne and Peter!" Vicky whispered in Kevin's ear.
At first Kevin didn't understand what Vicky was saying. He had never seen Leanne nude so he didn't recognize her right away. But then the woman raised herself more erect, mounted on the top half of the prone man's cock. She tossed her head back and cupped one of her upthrust breasts in her hand, squeezing it hotly as she crouched there unmoving.
The man was exceedingly aroused at this point and began to hammer his loins up and down, pistoning his cock in and out of the of the blonde's sheathing cunt.
"Yesss!…Unn Hnn!…Unn Hnnn!…That's it!…Fuck me Peter!…Fuck me!…Like that!… Unn Hnn!…" Leanne moaned, obviously enjoying the pummeling she was getting on top of Peter's thrusting loins.
"Nooo!…It can't be!…" Kevin gasped in disbelief. He stood there rooted to the spot, unable to take his eyes off the lewd scene unfolding in front of him. This couldn't be the same shy young woman he thought he was so in love with. He didn't even notice when Vicky slipped out of her little sheathe dress, leaving her in just the briefest of panties, and snuggled her naked curves against him from behind.
But when she unzipped his fly, snaked her hand through the opening of his shorts and grabbed his stiffening tool, he noticed.
"Vicky! What…What are you doing? Don't!" Kevin gasped in a choking whisper.
Then he noticed the diamond hard nipples boring into his back between his shoulder blades. The slender brunette was naked behind him! Vicky's little hand turned and twisted, as she deftly pulled his cock out and began stroking it.
"Leanne said you guys were heavy into the sex thing with your friends. But I didn't believe her. She didn't look the type. But Geez! He's really fucking her brains out! You can see how much he's stretching her open! She looks so fucking hot! Doesn't she Kevin? Doesn't she!"
Kevin wanted to deny it but there was no denying the way his erection was straining eagerly through Vicky's encircling hand.
He whimpered in confusion and excitement, half turning to look plaintively at the smiling brunette behind him.
Vicky had a slender frame and apple sized tits. But she had the most amazing nipples. They were chocolate brown against her pale cup cake breasts and were rigid as little daggers. They must have extended more that half an inch from her swollen orbs.
Just looking at them made Kevin's mouth water, imagining those turgid buds quivering against his tongue.
Vicky must have read his mind as she writhed tightly against him from behind. She mashed her little titties against his back as she gave his hard tool a particularly torrid squeeze.
"Oh you're getting hot alright! Let's have some fun too!" she purred stroking Kevin's responsive tool ever faster. With her other hand she opened his pants and pushed them and his shorts down until they fell to the floor at his feet.
It was just then that Leanne groaned…" Wait Peter!…Wait!…Let me turn around!"
With that she raised her haunches, letting Peter's big cock exit her pussy with a lurid slurp.
Kevin and Vicky could clearly see his rampant tool twitching eagerly upwards as it sought to re-enter Leanne's molten center.
Leanne did a quick about turn. She pivoted on her knees then she got her feet under her and crouched above his loins on her heels. She reached down and pulled his rigid tool in line with her lowering pussy. Now she was facing Kevin and Vicky.
"Hurry baby!…Put it back in!…I'm so close!…I want to be all the way inside you when I come!…Oh Goddd!…Put it in!…" Peter pleaded bucking feverishly into Leanne's squeezing hands.
Kevin couldn't believe the evil glint in Leanne's eye as she looked down at the bulging rod straining through her fist. She was deliberately swiping it back and forth through her juicy slit, teasing him but not putting it inside her.
"Have you got a big load for me baby?…Are you ready to pop?…It sure feels like you are!…Should I put it back in?…Would you like that?.." she asked sweetly.
"Oh Godd!…Yess!…Hurry baby!…Before I lose it!…" Peter pleaded.
"Well we wouldn't want that lover!…There's only one place for all that hot come of yours and …that's…in… my…pussy!…" Leanne purred, dropping down on Peter's tool in one swift motion, taking his full length inside her. Suddenly there was nothing visible beneath her lewdly parted labia except his drum taut testicles.
"Unnn!…Oh Goddd!…Yess!…" the writhing young man beneath her groaned.
Leanne reached into her groin, cupped Peter's balls in her palm and closed her hand on them warmly. She stiffened her thighs, rose up then slammed herself back down onto his glistening cock.
"Do it!…Unn Hnn!…Come in me!…Come…In…Me…!…Mmm Hmm!…Mmm Hmm!…" she hissed, slamming down on him over and over in time with her lurid litany.
"Unnn!…Unnn!…Oh Goddd!…I'm gonna'…I'm …I'm…coming!…" Peter cried, raising Leanne up on the saddle of his bucking loins.
The sweating blonde let out her own muffled shriek of pleasure as she felt Peter's cock erupt inside her. She stayed on him for his first couple of spurts and then she jumped off his prick like it was on fire. She took him in her hand and started jerking him against her blonde haired muff. An almost continuous geyser of sperm was jetting out of his prick. It painted a long white trail of goo through her bush and splattered the underside of her dangling breasts.
"Ewww!…Look at you come!…" she enthused jacking him for more of his creamy sperm and directing the rapid fire bursts across her stomach. Peter's heels were jammed deep in the bed, his legs shuddering with every powerful spasm that wracked his loins.
"Come for me baby!…Give me all you've got!…" Leanne cooed excitedly.
Kevin was in total disbelief at this lurid display. And at the same time he was as excited as he ever had been.



Vicky watched Leanne's performance with much amusement. She was pleased that everything was playing out exactly as she had planned. With the hand that wasn't stroking Kevin's cock, she reached behind her for the open jar of Vaseline that she had left on the bathroom counter earlier. When she found it she plunged her middle and index finger in up to her first knuckle.
"Wow! She's going to drain him dry! I had no idea what you guys were into! C'mon Kevin! You can have me if you want to!" she purred.
But Kevin was too distracted to even say anything.
"I know something you might like! Do you want me to…?'" Vicky asked sweetly, still jerking his cock while running the lubricated fingers of her other hand into his ass crack.
Kevin barely heard the slender brunette snuggling up behind him.
"Huh?…What?…" he replied.
"Do you want me to do …this!…" she purred, turning her hand over and jamming her extended digits deep into his unsuspecting anus.
"Ahhhh!…" Kevin cried in surprise, his asshole clenching frantically around the lewd intruders.
"Do you like it?…" she teased, jabbing her fingers up him hard. She turned her wrist sharply back and forth, pressing upward until she was all the way in. Kevin leaned away from her but it was too late. In an instant she had him dancing on his toes with her rude finger play. It only took a moment for her to open him up all the way.
Kevin looked back over his shoulder pleadingly at Vicky, afraid to make too much of a fuss and be discovered by Leanne. The tall brunette took advantage of his timidity and reamed him hotly for a moment. Then she turned her fingers over inside him.
"Well?" she queried, whipping those offending digits out of his ass with a quick snap of her wrist. She had to pull really hard to get her curled knuckles through his resisting butt hole.
"How was that?" she whispered in his ear.
"Wahhhh!…Nahhh!…" Kevin couldn't help but cry out. It felt like Vicky had pulled a red hot poker through his ass. His rudely stretched sphincter was puckering open and closed reflexively after Vicky's unexpected assault.
"What!…Who's that?...Who's there?…" Leanne called peering towards the half open door to the bathroom.
Vicky stifled a laugh behind Kevin's back. She released his cock which remained jutting from his loins in feverish arousal.
Leanne angrily got off the bed, marched across the room and opened the door to the bathroom.
"Kevin!…Is that you?…What are you…?…How did you…?…Are you?…Are you spying on me!…" Leanne screeched in astonishment. It took her a moment to realize that Vicky was there too, standing behind Kevin nearly naked.
"What!…Noooo!…I didn't!…I wouldn't!…Leanne…" Kevin squawked in dismay.
"Do you need me baby?" Peter asked from the bed.
"No! You stay right where you are!" Leanne snapped, fixing Kevin in place in front of her with her steely glare.
Then the light came on in the bathroom and who came in from the other bedroom but Mia, completely naked except for her riding boots and an obscenely tiny thong.
"Hey when are you guys coming back to bed? I'm getting bored playing with it all by myself!…"
And then, apparently just seeing Leanne she added…" Leanne! I didn't know you were here!"
Kevin was too stunned to say anything. And Leanne looked pretty shocked too. What the hell was going on!
Vicky turned to Mia with a shy smile and said…" I thought Kevin just wanted a little break! So I came to look for him, and here he is! Ready for a little more action too I'd say!"
Mia slid behind the confounded young man so that she was standing just slightly behind him on one side and Vicky was on the other. Leaning around him and looking at Kevin's erection with sparkling eyes, she replied…
"Mmmm!…It certainly looks like it!…Why don't you bring that baby and your little girlfriend too back to bed and we'll think up some games we can all play!" she said, winking lewdly over his shoulder at Leanne. At the same time she pressed closer to Kevin as did Vicky.
"What are you talking about?…" Kevin asked in complete bewilderment.
With his eyes looking pleadingly at Leanne he said…"It's not true!…I don't know what they're talking about!..."
Vicky passed Mia something behind Kevin's back as the two nubile young babes rubbed against him. He was so thoroughly distracted by their enticing bodies and Leanne's seething glare that he didn't even notice when Mia and Vicky tightly cinched a Ty-wrap around each of his arms, just above his elbows. The nylon ties were attached together with a fourteen inch leather strap. They did it so quickly that it took Kevin a moment to realize that the two girls had effectively pinned his arms behind him.
"What!…What are you doing!?…" he stammered just as Mia slipped her little hand down between his legs from behind and cupped his balls in her palm. She squeezed them just enough to make Kevin whimper and then she squeezed them a little more.
"I wouldn't say anything if I were you lover! Not if you ever want to have children!" she whispered in his ear, giving his nuts a sharp little turn to make her point.
"Naaah!" Kevin gasped, the blood draining from his face. Mia turned her gaze to Leanne.
"Would you like to play too? We told Tori you'd be here soon!" she said, her wicked eyes flashing at Leanne.
"Tori?" Leanne asked in confusion.
"Victoria actually, ut I prefer Tori." Vicky/Tori said as she stepped from behind Kevin. She edged over to Leanne's side and took her hand.
"Leanne! I'm so glad you're here! This is all so weird. You should have told me that you and Kevin were into all this kinky sex stuff. I've never done anything like this before."
Now it was Leanne's turn to look at her girlfriend in bewilderment.
"What are you talking about?"
Ignoring this exchange, Mia turned Kevin away from his girlfriend by increasing the stern twist she had on his balls. She picked up another tiny Ty-Wrap that was laying on the counter. This nylon loop had a long red ribbon attached to it. She let go of Kevin's balls for an instant. Her other hand darted into his crotch to quickly ring them with the plastic tie. Pushing the circle up tight in his groin she pulled the end of the plastic noose through the metal clasp.
'Click!…click!… click!…click!…' it went until Kevin groaned…"Nahhh!"… suggesting it was fairly snug. He struggled futilely to pull his arms free from the restraints binding them.
"Maybe just a little more?…" Mia asked, pulling the nylon tab further …'Click!…click!'
"Ahh!….Unn!.." Kevin whimpered, as the cold nylon made his nuts bulge through his drum- taut sac. His fingers were now just trembling at his sides as a searing ache grew in his groin.
Mia's smiling face was just below his. She returned his pleading look with an amused grin.
"More?…"…'Click!'
"Nahh!…Stop!…" gasped Kevin.
"There!…That's just perfect don't you think?…" Mia teased, giving his fragile orbs a little slap that made Kevin suck in a whooshing gasp of air.
"Don't!…Please!.." he cried, bending his knees slightly to try and ease the cruel throbbing that was sweeping through his loins
"Vicky! Why didn't you tell me? That you knew Mia! That you were involved in all…this!" Leanne asked her new friend uncomprehendingly.
"But Leanne"…Vicky said, hugging the blonde's hand to her side.
"I'm not! I mean I wasn't! Listen to me! After you disappeared I hung around for a while and then I went looking for you. That's when I found Kevin with Mia. I was shocked! I told him I was going to find you and tell you what was going on and that you and I were leaving. But he said you knew all about them and you were all right with it. That you were part of their group and it's what everybody did."
"What kind of creep are you?" Leanne spat at Kevin's back.
While Vicky was talking, Mia was leading Kevin out of the bathroom, pulling him by the little ribbon attached to the tie around his balls. She kept a steady tension on the ribbon, pulling it down low like she was trailing some catnip in front of her favorite feline. There was a dim light on in the bedroom now. She brought Kevin over towards a big wing back chair in the corner of the bedroom, still controlling him by the tether she had on his balls.
"Looks like your girlfriend has found herself a new man. That Peter has a way with that big cock of his that keeps them coming back for more." Mia said to Kevin with a malicious chuckle. Kevin didn't want to hear it but he couldn't believe how whorish Leanne had become when he found her in bed with Ames.
At the same time couldn't believe the web of lies that Vicky was telling Leanne. Who was this woman? What did she want? But with Mia keeping the pressure on his already tenderized nuts he wasn't in a position to argue with anyone.
"I think you should show her what she's missing baby. Show her that she's not the only fish in the sea. And I know just how you can do it! I think you should eat me baby! Right here, right now! " Mia said with twinkling eyes.
"Mia!…No!…Not in front of Leanne!"
But the raven haired beauty ignored Kevin's reluctance. She grabbed the hair on the back of his head with one hand and gave a sharp yank on his balls with the other. He dropped to his knees like a sack of potatoes in front of her.
"There! Are you comfy?" she asked, reclining in the big chair and swinging her legs up over the arm rests in a wanton pose. The miniscule thong that Mia was wearing all but disappeared in her juicy crack when she spread her legs like that.
"Well? What are you waiting for? Pucker up!" she said dropping one hand into her crotch and crooking her finger at Kevin. With her other hand she pulled harder on the collar around his pinioned testicles.
Kevin got the message. He had no choice. With his joined arms trailing awkwardly at his sides, he shuffled forward on his knees. It was either that or have his nuts ripped off. He lowered his face into Mia's loins, opened his mouth and pressed his tongue against her greasy slit.
"Umm!…Yess!…That's nice!" she enthused
"Ahhhhh!..." Kevin groaned in relief as Mia let the tension on his swollen nuts ease. He pulled her tiny thong aside with his teeth and plunged his stiffened tongue in and out of her beckoning hole.
"Umm Hmm!…That's it!…Mmm!…Do a good job and….Umm Hmm!…Like that!…and I'll give you something nice!…" Mia purred as Kevin licked more and more avidly through her juicy trench. When aroused, the raven haired siren always produced a lot of juice. Her slit was soon a running river of girl goo in response to Kevin's oral attentions.
The kneeling young man, as confused and abused as he was, was still not beyond temptation. As Mia's seething juices filled his mouth and coated his face, his cock, which had never really fully softened, began to stiffen once more.
In the meantime, Vicky was still whispering to Leanne.
"They sort of grabbed me in a teasing sort of way, like it was some sort of game. And then they were taking my clothes off and…Leanne…I'm so sorry…" Tori said her voice starting to break.
"I mean I never would have done it but…but I knew Kevin was your boy friend, sort of, and they were telling me that he was hooking up with Mia and with you and not to be so prudish and silly and things like that. And then they…they made me have sex with them…Oh Leanne, I'm so ashamed." Tori started to cry, her lip quivering and a little tear running down her cheek.
Leanne was livid with fury at what she thought was Kevin's betrayal. Vicky led her into the bedroom where Kevin was servicing Mia as she finished her story.
"When you didn't come I just wanted to get out. Finally Kevin got out of bed and I waited a minute. Mia was dozing. I was just trying to get away when Kevin caught me and dragged me into the bathroom to spy on you. I guess he thought making me watch you might get me all excited. But then you confronted him. And now he's back fooling around with his fuck buddy. We should just get out of here!"
"Bastard!…He's such a bastard!…I can't believe it!…Why I'd like to…to…" Leanne fumed at a loss for words.
Tori smiled inwardly at Leanne's outrage. She took a couple of quick steps over to the bed and then came back to Leanne with some kind of leather contraption in her hand.
At this point Mia was clutching Kevin's nodding head firmly against her loins and moaning…"Umm Hmm!…Umm Hmm!…Shit baby!!…That's it! …Oh Jesus!…Right There!!…"
She was having a series of mini-orgasms under Kevin's lewdly ministering tongue.
"Lick it!...Harder!…Unn Hnn!…Yeah!…Show your girlfriend what a good little pussy eater you are!…That's it!…Umm!"
Leanne uncomprehendingly looked at the leather wrapped bundle.
"What is it?"
"It's a…it's one of those…things!" Tori whispered as she unwrapped the packet to show her girlfriend a rather vicious looking dildo in a leather harness. It was a black plastic tool, about ten inches in length and as fat as a big flashlight. The scary part was the anatomical details. The veins along the shaft were more bulging and hard edged than any real penis could ever be. The helmet shaped tip was impossibly swollen. At the base was a pair of oversized, rubbery testicles
"They wanted to use this on me. Leanne I was so scared!" Tori said, her eyes wide with feigned terror.
"No!…" Leanne replied in disbelief.
"Yes!" Tori replied.
"Mia said that she loves it. But then she said when she went to use it on Kevin, he wouldn't let her."
"She didn't try to use this on Kevin?" Leanne said.
But Tori just nodded over towards the young man on his knees, his head buried in Mia's lap.
Leanne peered in that direction and actually took a step closer to the rutting couple.
When she looked closely she was amazed to see that Kevin's star shaped anus was indeed ringed with some kind of grease and was stretched and twitching.
"What a pig!" Leanne fumed.
Tori could see Leanne's mind racing. The outraged blonde turned to Vicky and took the dildo thing out of her hands.
"So Kevin wouldn't let Mia use this on him? Well maybe she just wasn't trying hard enough!" Leanne said, turning back to glare at the young man's butt while she struggled to get into the elaborate harness.
Tori was able to quickly fasten the devilish device to Leanne's groin. There was something disturbingly arousing about the sight she presented then. The oversize erection thrusting from the center of the blonde's loins while her swollen breasts heaved gently on her chest.
Leanne reached down and gripped the base of the unyielding tool and leveled it towards Kevin's ass.
At that moment Mia looked up from her orgasmic reverie and saw Leanne and her jutting phallus approaching Kevin from behind.
"Wait!…" she mouthed at Tori, her eyes flashing with excitement.
Tori took Leanne's arm to stop her for a moment. Mia tried to raise Kevin's face from her convulsing loins but he was too deeply engrossed in eating her out. Finally she had to put her palm on his forehead and force his mouth off her. His face was greasy with her juices as he looked at her with unfocused eyes.
"Look who's decided she wants to play after all baby! It's your girlfriend. I think she wants her little pussy licked too! Or maybe she wants something else!" Mia said, nodding over Kevin's shoulder at the dildoed blonde standing behind him.
Kevin looked back and was surprised to see Leanne standing so close behind him. He was even more surprised, shocked would be a better word, to see an obscene looking black dildo jutting from her loins. She was tapping one toe impatiently, her cheeks flushed, while she clutched the base of the thing in one hand and pointed it at his ass.
Mia looked at Leanne tauntingly.
"Is that for me honey or is there someplace else you're going to put it?"
"I'll deal with you later you slut!" Leanne snarled at Mia. Then she returned her flashing eyes to her kneeling boy friend.
"Right now I'm going to show Mr. 'Right Now' what it feels like to be on the receiving end for a change!"
Kevin's stomach sank as he realized Leanne's intentions with the big, black imitation phallus. With his arms still locked in place he struggled clumsily to his feet. Mia got up from the big chair too.
"Wait!…No Leanne!…It's not what you think!…Whatever she said!…None of it's true!… You've got to believe me!…Can't you see what's they're doing?…" Kevin pleaded, his eyes wide and staring pleadingly into Leanne's.
Even Kevin realized his credibility was a little strained as he stood there naked in front of his seething girlfriend. With his angry erection thrusting out above his lewdly bound testicles he didn't exactly look like the boy you'd want to send your daughter to the prom with.
"Oh I think I can see exactly what you and you're bitch girlfriend have been up to! Trying to take advantage of me, forcing yourselves on my friend. Well it's time you found out what it's like…" Leanne threatened, circling around Kevin to get behind him.
In fact all three women were in motion, circling Kevin like wolves surrounding a wounded deer. It was Mia who was ultimately in control because she still held the ribbon attached to the tie around Kevin's testicles.
When he had turned his back to the big chair that she had just vacated, she pulled him up short with a sharp tug on her little ball leash.
"Unn!…" he grunted in pained surprise, his eyes flashing over at Mia.
Leanne didn't hesitate, but moved in close behind him, guiding the dildo with her hand to find his tightly clenched anus.
"Leanne!…No!…I can explain!…" Kevin begged looking over his shoulder behind him as Leanne found the center of his star shaped pucker.
"Shut up!…" she snarled.
"Don't!…" he begged as she pushed the blunt nose of the dildo hard against his ass, trying to force it through his fearfully clenched sphincter.
Kevin tried to turn but Mia countered his move by stretching his nuts in the opposite direction, effectively keeping him in place.
"Let me help!…" Tori offered.
The lanky brunette stepped in front of Kevin and pressed the palm of one hand over his mouth hard. She reached up with her other hand and pinched his nose closed with her thumb and forefinger.
Kevin tried to take a breath but he couldn't. He couldn't breathe! He strained his arms to try and free his hands but he couldn't. He shook his face to try and throw Tori's hands off but it didn't work. He tried to move but Mia just yanked down harder on his aching testicles. He looked into Tori's eyes frantically as a cold sweat burst from his brow. She just returned his look with an amused smile, delighted in his panic struck response to her smothering hands. She held his face tight and waited.
In just a few moments there were little spots exploding in the corners of Kevin's vision. His lungs were ready to burst in his chest. He inhaled and inhaled frantically but there was no air. His head started to swim. Suddenly he rose up on stiffened legs, despite Mia's nut stretcher, as a white hot burst of fire erupted in his ass. His eyes opened wide in shock.
"Wahhhh!…" he cried in a muffled shriek. Just as he was about to pass out he had relaxed enough that Leanne had managed to get the plastic head inside him.



Tori dropped her hands from Kevin's face and pressed her lips to his. Her tongue went slashing into his mouth as the young man frantically sucked the air from her lungs. She kept her lips sealed against his, her tongue twisting against his while Kevin, still starved for oxygen, teetered on top of the upward pressing dildo.
Finally Tori pulled her mouth from his, letting Kevin get a breath at last.
Leanne had her hands on Kevin's waist from behind and was trying to pull him back further onto the rigid device.
"What's the matter baby? You love giving it to all the girls! Get your big cock inside them just like this! Well? Now it's my turn! You might as well take it! I'm going to give it to you anyway! Don't worry lover! I'll still respect you in the morning!" Leanne taunted, thrusting upwards with her hips. There was still eight inches of the gleaming shaft that remained to be stuffed up Kevin's ass.
"Nooo!…Don't!…" he gasped, leaning away from the fearsome tool as much as he was able. Leanne was having a tough time getting any more in. Mia saw what was happening. She gave Leanne a broad wink and released the tension she was exerting on Kevin's testicles.
"Ahhh!…" he cried. He straightened up but Leanne swiftly drove her knees into the back of his and pulled him backwards. His knees buckled. With Leanne dragging him backwards, the two of them fell into the chair behind them with a mighty whump.
"Phwahhh!…" Kevin cried. He had managed to get his pinioned hands out from his sides far enough to catch the arm rests of the big chair as he tumbled backwards. But not before Leanne had slammed another four inches of the unyielding dildo into his rudely stretched nether hole.
"Unnn!…Unnn!…Noo!…" he panted. His asshole felt like his girlfriend was holding a blowtorch inside it. He struggled to support his weight with his hands and stop her from driving the rest of the lurid device up into him.
The chair was very big and Leanne was practically laying in it with her heaving loins at the edge of the seat. In this position she wasn't able to shove the last of the nasty dildo into Kevin's ass, no matter how much she tried. But she was pleased to hear his unhappy groans as she reamed him with the stiff tool.
"Let me help!…" Tori offered again, her eyes sparkling wickedly.
She stepped up to Kevin and leaned towards him as he crouched there in a half sitting position. She clasped her little hands behind his neck.
"Please Tori!…Don't!.." Kevin whispered.
"Don't be such a baby! You know what they say…'What's good for the goose is good for the gander!'"
And with that she crawled into Kevin's lap, her bent legs clutching his waist, her feet folded on top of his thighs. She didn't actually kneel on the chair. She pulled herself tight against Kevin, her knife like nipples gouging his chest as she suspended her weight from his neck and shoulders.
"Ohhhh! You're so strong!" she purred, writhing hotly against him. Now Tori was a very slender girl. But all of Kevin's efforts were focused on trying to evade the last of the plundering dildo that Leanne was trying to push up his ass. The added burden of ninety pounds of twisting girl flesh wasn't helping.
"Unnnnn!…Tori!…Please!…" he grunted, his bent arms and legs starting to tremble as he struggled to hold himself off the plastic prick that was impaling him.
"Is it O.K. if I sit on your cock while Leanne fucks you?" Tori asked impishly, reaching down behind her and grabbing Kevin's prick in one hand. It was still pretty hard but she gave him a couple of quick, incendiary strokes to make sure. That she wiggled her hips and steered his knob into the center of her pussy.
"I've been so looking forward to this…" she purred in his ear, thrusting her hips in and twsting until she had settled on the end of his cock. She pulled herself up with her arms and then let herself drop, impaling herself on the top half of Kevin's turgid erection.
"Oh Goddd!…" he moaned as Tori's cunt enveloped him in a fiery clasp.
"Yesss!.That's it!…" she hissed, squirming happily on his livid tool.
"Ahhh!…Unnn!…" Kevin grunted in growing arousal. If only his asshole wasn't being ravaged by the fat plastic dick that Leanne was using on him.
Tori was all over him like an organ grinder's monkey. And despite the pain radiating from his stretched rectum he could feel the come beginning to seethe in his constricted testicles.
In the meantime Mia was standing in front of the squirming threesome, watching Kevin's futile struggle with amusement. She decided it was time to put him out of his misery. She bent over and grasped his ankles in her hands.
"You haven't forgotten about me have you lover? I want to play too!" she purred.
When she said that, Kevin turned his fevered gaze upwards. Before he realized what she was doing, Mia yanked his feet out from under him. She held his rigid legs out at waist height and slowly raised them higher and higher.
"Nahhhh!…Nooo!…" Kevin cried, his arms burning at the sudden stress of carrying all his weight and Tori's too. And every inch that Mia raised his legs only increased his impossible burden even more. Not only that, but as she raised his legs, Mia was levering more and more of Kevin's rigid tool into Tori's leeching pussy.
"Umm!!…Umm Hmm!…Do that!…Oh yeah!…Ahhh!…Yesss!…" Tori hissed, twisting and turning to take more of the panting young man's turgid length inside her.
"Ahhhh!…Nahhhh!…Don't!…" Kevin moaned and then…"Aieeee!…." as his arms collapsed and he crashed down onto the cruel plastic phallus in Leanne's lap.
"Phwahh!…Mia!…Tori!…Please!…" he begged, wriggling frantically like a fish on a line. But with Mia still holding his legs up his frantic squirming only increased the agony of the vicious fake prick spiking his bowels.
When Mia finally did let go of his ankles and he got his feet back under him, Kevin bucked up into Tori's pussy in frantic heaves. But with hands pinned behind him, Leanne pulling him down and Tori fully impaled on his rampant tool, he wasn't able to move very far.
"Umm Hmm! There you go sweetheart! It's not so bad is it? Do you like it? Do you? Do you?" Leanne taunted, punctuating her questions with sharp twists of her hips that made the dildo wrench around excruciatingly in Kevin's asshole.
"Unnn!…Noo!…Ohhh!…Godd!…" he gasped as his asshole burned and his cock throbbed with excitement inside Tori's molten loins.
The slender brunette now propped herself up on her hands on Kevin's shoulders, her sparkling eyes burning into his. She began to move up and down on his steely cock in an irresistible rhythm. She rose up slowly then dropped down on him like a stone, grinding his cock crown against her cervix before slowly lifting up off him again.
"Oh he likes it alright!…" she enthused…." I can feel how much he likes it!" she purred as Kevin's cock throbbed inside her. And Kevin was amazed himself. Despite Leanne's rude anal assault he was getting more and more aroused.
Tori was fucking him like a high class whore who had a date with another customer. There was no way he could resist her tenaciously frictioning pussy. His balls began to lurch painfully as his come began to build.
Kevin was overwhelmed by conflicting sensations. Leanne's lewd enthusiasm as she ravaged his anus was somehow contagious. The vicious dildo in his ass hurt like hell but in an obscene way it was exciting too.
He settled himself more heavily on Leanne's lap to try and keep her from sawing the nasty dildo in and out of him. At the same time he tilted his loins upwards just a little so that Tori could ride his erection right down to his balls. His testicles were fully loaded with juice by now but there was no way he would be able to come with the cruel Ty-wrap so tightly cinching his balls. He knew that this was all just another way in which Mia and Tori had plotted to abuse him.
"Oh yeah!…Unn Hnn!…I'm gonna' come all over your big cock!…Umm Hmm!…Umm Hmm!.." Tori panted.
Mia watched Tori closely as the slender brunette started to slow her frenzied fucking. She was still hammering herself up and down on Kevin's cock but was sitting more heavily on him when she had taken him all the way in as the tension in her loins grew. It was as if she barely had the strength to raise herself up for another brisk slide down his upthrust tool.
Mia kicked Kevin's ankles wide apart but the breathless young man was so preoccupied by the two other women who were using him that he didn't even notice.
"Yesss!…Umm Hmmm!.…It's!…It's!…Ahhh!…" Tori squealed, dropping on Kevin right down to his nuts as a wracking spasm erupted in her groin. This first contraction was slowly followed by a bigger one, then a bigger one then an even bigger one. Tori sat rigidly erect on Kevin's cock, her taut arms crushing his face against her breast bone as a wracking orgasm ripped through her loins.
Mia took the wire cutters that were on the little table next to the wing chair and crouched between Kevin's parted thighs. She slipped the pointed jaws of the tool up behind his balls and deftly snipped the Ty-wrap free.
"Mmmfff!…." Kevin cried gutturally against Tori's sweaty chest.
Suddenly his arms were straining and his feet were dancing as a lightning bolt of pain lanced through his loins. His balls were so severely stressed that, once freed they knotted up excruciatingly and practically disappeared up into his crotch.
Mia thought that releasing Kevin's testicles at this point would be even more painful than keeping them bound up. And she was right.
Tori held Kevin's grimacing face tightly to her chest as his testicles lurched sickeningly in his groin.
Mia smiled into Tori's hooded eyes. When she could see that Tori's orgasm was starting to wane Mia said…
"Get off him!"
Tori released Kevin's face, shimmied backwards in his lap and lifted up from his angry erection. There was an audible slurp as his cock slipped out of her. Tori held herself poised like that for a moment. A stream of gooey girl cream trickled from her center and spilled over Kevin's still towering tool. Then she got to her feet beside Mia.
"Ahh!…Nahhh!…Unnn!…" Kevin panted. The disbelieving young man was still gasping with discomfort as his abused testicles lurched and twisted in his groin. He leaned forward at the waist and struggled to get his feet under him to get off the big fake prick Leanne had up his ass.
But Leanne held fast to his waist.
"Where do you think you're going? I'm not done with you yet!" she hissed.
Mia and Tori smiled at each other at Leanne's dogged determination to humiliate her boyfriend. This was all going even better than Mia had hoped.
"Now get off me you big oaf, but slowly!" Leanne snarled.
Kevin groaned and looked back over his shoulder plaintively at Leanne.
"Leanne…Please…" he tried.
But the slit eyed blonde only bumped her hips upwards, ramming Kevin's butt in a way that had him forgetting the pain lancing through his nuts and hunching to his feet with enthusiasm. Leanne stayed right with him, keeping the dildo deep up his butt as they got out of the big chair.
"Now get on your knees…" she instructed in his ear.
"Leanne, listen!…I'm really sorry…" Kevin pleaded.
"Don't argue with the lady…" Tori said, stepping in front of Kevin and pinching his nipples between the thumb and forefinger of each hand. She began to pull them away from his chest, stretching them out painfully.
As Kevin leaned forward, Mia reached behind him, grabbed the leather strap that tethered his hands together and began to raise his arms behind his back.
"You should always do what a lady asks Kevin. I thought you knew that!" Mia taunted as she pulled his arms up higher, making him bend way over at the waist.
"Tori. Get on the other side of him!" Mia said
Leanne had to admit she was incredibly excited to be in such control of her cringing boyfriend. Still keeping her loins thrust forward and the dildo shoved deep up Kevin's ass, she once again bent her knees into his from behind. He tried to resist but he couldn't. Kevin and Leanne went down to their knees together, flanked by the two other women. Kevin was still bent forward by the way Mia was yanking his arms up behind his back. His asshole was now completely at Leanne's disposal and he waited there on his knees fearfully. What more could she possibly want to do to him!
Placing one little hand in the small of his back, Leanne leaned backwards, slowly pulling the greasy dildo all the way out of Kevin's flinching butt.
"Ahh!…Ahh!…Ahh!…" he whimpered, hunkering down low on his knees like a dog that's about to be whipped.
Leanne looked in amazement at the gaping circle of Kevin's sphincter. It was stretched so thoroughly that it didn't contract at all as she gazed at it.
"Oh that's just perfect…A perfect asshole…" she chuckled.
"Now get that tight little butt up in the air where I can get at it…" she said, as she pulled up on Kevin's hips so she could align the blunt end of the imitation dick against his anus.
"Don't Leanne!…I'm sorry…I'll do whatever…" Kevin implored looking over his shoulder at his girlfriend as he resisted her coaxing hands.
"I think you better do what she says!" Mia warned.
Kevin turned his head back to look at the sultry dark haired beauty smiling down on him. Mia bent one knee and put the sole of her riding boot on his neck. She pulled his arms up higher, while pressing down with her foot. She forced his head all the way down until his face was turned sideways on the floor. Looking up at Mia with dismay, Kevin had to shuffle forward on his knees to ease the ache that her grinding foot was creating in his neck and shoulders. Now his ass was just where Leanne wanted it.
"There! That wasn't so difficult was it?" Mia purred.
Kevin's face with flushed with shame at the humiliating position these women had forced him into. But his eyes were still helplessly drawn to Mia's enticing loins. With her knee bent and her legs slightly parted, her skimpy panties was pulled up tight in her crotch. Her pussy lips were lewdly split apart by the slender thong. Kevin could feel his cock begin to throb once more as he eyed her juicy labia fluttering around the tiny strip of satin.
Mia could see what he was looking at and she loved the effect she was having on the squirming young man.
Leanne had the blunt nosed dildo nudging into his asshole again.
"Don't worry baby! I'm only going to put it in a little bit! I'll stop whenever you want! Isn't that what you guys always say?"
"Wait!" Mia said…"Tori! Get his cock!"
The slender brunette smiled at Mia, then got down on her knees beside Kevin. She reached into his crotch and closed her hand around the middle of his solid shaft.
"Unnn!…" Kevin grunted at Tori's touch.
"He's really hard!" she said with a wink at Mia, giving Kevin's boner some encouraging tugs.
Kevin wasn't really listening. He was holding his breath waiting to see what Leanne was going to do. He didn't have to wait long.
The kneeling blonde grasped Kevin's hips in her hands.
"You just tell me if it hurts and I'll stop!…" she purred with a wicked smile, plowing into him with a quick thrust of her hips.
"Ahhhhhh!…Wait!…" Kevin cried, more in fright than in pain. Leanne had already opened him up so much that he took the big dildo up his ass a lot more easily that he had expected. It was just those sharp edged veins in the plastic tearing through his sphincter when she pushed it in that hurt. It made it feel like his ass was on fire.
"Too much?" Leanne asked in feigned concern, snapping her loins back and pulling the dick out right to the head in a smooth, swift motion.
"Nahhhh!…" Kevin groaned as the hard plastic device frictioned through his anus.
"Try to relax!" Leanne prompted. But before he had a chance to do that, she lunged back into him. Then she pulled back out just as quickly. She loved the way he was grimacing in response to her lewd anal assault. She tightened her grip on his hips and began to saw in and out of him in an aggressive rhythm.
"Ahhhh!…Unn!…" Kevin yelped, squirming on his knees to try and evade the thrusting phallus. But the feel of Leanne's loins slapping his ass as she worked the rigid tool in and out of him was turning him on despite the perversity of it all.
"That's it! Take it like a good boy! You'll be begging for it next time!" Leanne sneered.
Kevin didn't really have any choice as Leanne's buffeting loins rocked him back and forth into Tori's firmly stroking hand. As the kneeling brunette began to jerk him harder, his cock began to feel as hot and tingling as his plundered anus. Kevin couldn't believe it as his balls began to stiffen up with excitement
Mia continued to immobilize Kevin with her booted foot pressing down on his neck. She could sense his growing arousal.
"Tori! Get the head! Use your nails!" she purred.
Tori sped her little hand up Kevin's shaft and ringed his bulging knob in the circle of her thumb and forefinger. She pressed the pad of her thumb against that tender knot of nerves under his cock crown and began to rub him there briskly. Then she raked her fingers repeatedly across bloated dome, snagging his gaping pee slit again and again with her sharp edged nails.
"Ohhhhh!….Nahhh!…" Kevin cried trying to raise himself up under Mia's booted foot. His pre-come started to stream from his knob, lubricating Tori's cruising digits so that she could rub him even faster.
Mia turned to Leanne with sparkling eyes. She nodded towards the binding on Kevin's arms that she was holding.
"Why Kevin!… Right now?…In front of your girl friend?… Well if you really want to!" Mia purred, lifting her foot from Kevin's neck and handing the strap securing his arms to Leanne.
"Wahhhh?…Mia?… I don't…?…" Kevin stammered, lifting his aching neck as much he could and staring at Mia in puzzlement. Tori still had him squirming excitedly with her teasing cock play.
Leanne wasn't sure what Mia was talking about either. But she didn't hesitate to grab the leather binding on Kevin's arms and to use that to haul him back even more firmly onto her impaling loins.
"Ooof!…" Kevin grunted, closing his eyes. With the added leverage she got pulling his arms, Leanne was stretching the furthest depths of his anus.
While he was distracted Mia sat down on the floor in front of him. She opened her legs into a wide spread vee. Then, with her arms behind her, she slid forward until her virtually naked pussy was right under Kevin's mouth.
"Now where were we before we were so rudely interrupted…" she drawled, pulling her sodden thong aside. She wound one leg behind Kevin's head and pulled his face into her groin.
"Oh yesss!…You were right in the middle of….Umm Hmmm!!…" she enthused as she ground her pussy into Kevin's disbelieving face.
With Leanne avidly reaming his ass and Tori tormenting his cock, Kevin could think of only one thing to do. He opened his mouth and drove his stiffened tongue as far as he could into Mia's slimy tunnel.
"Oh yeah!…Right there!…" the reclining beauty encouraged, rotating her hips so that Kevin's tongue was probing deep into her center. Just as before, she was quick to arouse. Her thighs began to tense with anticipation, squeezing Kevin's face even tighter against her. She turned her sparkling eyes to the blonde who was thrusting the stern dildo up his butt.



"Leanne!…Oh Goddd!…Your boyfriend… sure knows how…. to eat… pussy!…" she groaned, snaking her other leg around Kevin's head and hunching up into his avid suck.
"Jesus!…I can't believe what he's doing with his tongue!…Umm Hmm!…Oh Goddd! …Tori, are you going to make him come?… You and Leanne with that big fat dick she's shoving up his ass!…Tell me!…I want to see it when you do him!…" Mia panted.
Tori turned her smiling eyes to Leanne.
"You know what it's like to be bullied and pawed over and then have a big nasty cock come inside you!…We can show him what that feels like!…Do you want to?.." Tori asked the hunching blonde.
"Can we do that?…I'd love to show the little bastard how it feels!…"Leanne replied.
"Oh I think we can give him a pretty good idea!" Tori answered with a sly wink at Leanne.
"I want you to shove that big prick in and out of him real hard a few times and then hold it in as deep up inside him as you can!…Doesn't that sound like fun Kevin?…" Tori asked teasingly. She shifted her position a little so that she could keep a firm grip on Kevin's cock and at the same time get a hold of the fake balls that were attached to the base of the dildo.
Leanne didn't know it but those balls contained a small trigger mechanism like a water pistol. When you squeezed them in a certain way they spurted out quick jets of fluid to simulate an ejaculation. To make it even more interesting, Tori and Mia had filled them earlier with a mixture of mineral oil and 'Kick Ass' hot sauce, an appropriate mixture for the occasion they thought. They had been looking forward all evening to Kevin's reaction when they finished popping his cherry. They didn't think he'd forget it for a long, long time.
Kevin's girlfriend was all in favor of the other girls' plan. She started slamming the big phallus in and out of Kevin's ass with a will.
"Does that feel good baby?… Do you like that?… When I shove it in real hard like that?… Umm?… But don't worry! I won't come inside you! I promise!… Isn't that what you always say to the girl lover?… Isn't that what all the boys say?" Leanne demanded, punctuating her interrogation by driving the dildo in and out of Kevin's asshole in short, hard lunges.
At the same time Tori began to masturbate him with a fiercely flying fist, jacking his tool with the same irresistible urgency that Leanne was using to ream his nether hole. Their dual assault soon had Kevin squirming with arousal, straining away from Leanne's savaging dildo and into Tori's compelling hand. His balls were drawn up so tight in his groin he thought he must be tearing something.
"Ummfff!…Unnnn!…Ahhhh!…" he bawled in a guttural groan, his cries muffled by Mia's quivering pussy.
Tori could feel how close he was and she nodded meaningfully at Leanne.
The blonde eased the grip she had on the tether binding Kevin's arms and pulled the fake cock most of the way out of Kevin's ass. Although he couldn't straighten up because Mia had his head locked against her loins, he did relax a little. And that was what Leanne slammed the dildo back into him hard, filling his rectum and breaching the opening to his bowels in one violent lunge.
"Phwahhhh!…" Kevin wailed as Leanne rocked him forward. The bridge of his nose slammed into Mia's clit.
"Ahhhh!…Yess!…" Mia cried, grabbing Kevin's head with both hands and twisting his face even tighter into her groin. Between her hands and her scissoring legs she had his face completely trapped against her cunt. She ground feverishly into his mouth as her orgasm started rippling through her loins with slowly building intensity.
Kevin was once again gasping for breath as Mia crushed his head between her thighs.
At the same time Leanne was saying things like…"I love you so much!… I've never been with anyone like you before!…You know you're the only one!… Being with you like this means everything to me!…" reciting these lines as if she'd heard it them a thousand times before. And all the while she hunched inwards, keeping the full length of the dildo stuffed up Kevin's cringing asshole.
"Umm hmm!…Umm Hmm!…Umm Hmm!…" he groaned piteously. Anything to stop her relentless anal assault.
Tori smiled at Leanne and gave her a little nod.
"Oh God!…Yes baby!…Yess!…Yess!…" Leanne cried, stiffening her thighs and wrenching her hips sharply forward as if she were coming. At the same time Tori gave the plastic balls she had been holding three sharp squeezes, squirting the greasy hot sauce deep up Kevin's rectum.
Kevin had no idea what was happening. He was completely focused on Mia's fleshy vagina grinding against his mouth and nose. He prayed her orgasm would end soon so that she'd relax the crushing clutch she had on his head and let him breathe. He was vaguely aware of Leanne droning on as she fucked his asshole. Then she stiffened up behind him and leaned into him heavily. And then there was this incredible liquid rush deep up his ass. A fiery, burning sensation was suddenly tearing through his bowels.
"Mahhhh!…Wahhhh!…Nahhh!…" he cried into Mia's spasming pussy. His loins were turning to jelly as the blazing heat radiated through his anus. He felt like all his bodily fluids were going to run out of him at the same time and he stiffened up frantically. Something about the searing liquid rushing through his bowels made him feel like he was going to faint. He tried to raise his head to see what Leanne and Tori were doing to him but Mia wouldn't let him. His futile struggling at her loins was only intensifying her own orgasm.
And now it was Tori who took control. She knew that the fiery oil sluicing around up his ass would not only be uncomfortable but that it would also irritate his prostate. And once that tender nub got swollen, the pressure of the fat dildo rubbing against it would make Kevin come with shattering intensity no matter how much he tried to hold it.
She could feel his already fully engorged cock getting even bigger in her hand. She started to fist him more slowly, driving her clenched fist sharply to the root of his shaft with every down stroke.
"Is Leanne getting off in you lover? Can you feel her coming inside you? Are you going to come too?" Tori questioned, squeezing the fake balls again and shooting another jet of searing oil up Kevin's butt.
"Umm Hmm!…Umm Hmm!…" he groaned in disbelief. He was getting light headed with all this stimulation and lack of air. But as stretched and raw as his abused anus was, his cock was even more on fire. He hunched himself into Tori's shuttling hand like a dog in heat, which is just how the girls were treating him. And then he froze there on his knees, every muscle in his body straining and quivering. Tori pressed her little fist down around the root of his cock with all her strength.
Kevin jerked his head up, literally lifting Mia's loins off the ground with his tense shoulders. He shifted his knees outwards so that he was completely impaled on Leanne's upthrust dildo. And then …..
"Wahhhh!….Mahhh!…Ahh!…" he wailed as a huge, ropey stream of come erupted from his cock and jetted up against Mia's spine. This first comet of sperm was followed by another and another.
"Oh shit!…Oh Godd!…Yess!…Yess!…" she cried. The feeling of Kevin's searing come splashing against her back made Mia's loins convulse even more ecstatically. And of course this made her clench her legs even more tightly around his breathless face.
"You're coming for me aren't you lover? …Aren't you?…You don't know how lucky… you… are!" Leanne sneered, ramming her boyfriend's ass in time with his wracking orgasm.
"Unnnn!…Unnnn!…Nahhhh!…" Kevin cried in muffled whimpers. Tori was milking an incredible load out of him with her tirelessly stroking hand. When he started to slow she'd squirt another jet of burning oil up his butt and that would prompt another tearing burst of come from his aching loins. Mia's ass was completely soaked with his greasy come. His balls were so overworked and abused at this point that his orgasm was becoming excruciatingly painful. Each time his testicles spasmed it felt like there was a vice being closed tighter and tighter on them. But the good news was that he was rapidly losing consciousness between Mia's smothering thighs
It was at this point that Leanne put her hands on the cheeks of Kevin's ass and abruptly wrenched the dildo out of him.
"Ahhhhh!…" he squeaked, his come spurting hotly in response to the hard prick's exit. Mia's thrusting loins were starting to blur beneath his fluttering eyes.
Tori saw Kevin's plundered anus gaping in front of her. She darted her left hand up and in, sliding two fingers swiftly into his puckered opening. She found his swollen prostate and began to rub it.
"Nahhh!…Unnn!…" Kevin groaned faintly, his balls lurching sickeningly. Tori was rewarded with a renewed surge of creamy goo spilling over her knuckles in response to her lewdly prodding fingertips.
Mia's own orgasm had finally waned. She caught her breath and then realized that she was supporting Kevin with her upraised loins. He had passed out between her scissoring thighs. She rolled her hips and Kevin rolled over with her onto his side, still in his kneeling position. She opened her legs and freed his face.
"Looks like we were too much for him!" she said with a sly smile at the other two women.
Leanne looked down at her unmoving boyfriend with considerable satisfaction. Then she noticed that Tori was still working his cock while fingering his ass. Kevin's legs were twitching as his nuts still quaked and a pearly stream of juice continued to gush through her fist.
"Is he still coming?" she asked in disbelief.
"Oh yeah! It's a reflexive action. He can't help it!" Tori said.
"As long as I keep pressing his prostate and he isn't dead, I can milk him 'til he's totally spent. Of course if I completely drain him it will hurt like hell when he wakes up." Tori said with a smile.
Leanne looked down at her ex-boyfriend, her breasts rising and falling rhythmically on her chest as she took off the strap-on dildo. She threw it on the bed, her eyes flashing into Tori's.
"Then make sure you get it all. I don't want you to miss a drop! If you get tired, I'll take over."

"Oh I think I can manage!" Tori said, giving her buried fingers a vicious thrust that made Kevin grunt unhappily.
"You two are sooo badddd!" Mia said, rising gracefully to her feet and going over to the bed to pick up her levis and her satin shirt. As she started to dress she watched Tori continue to work over the largely unmoving young man on the floor, fingering his ass and yanking his cock until his endless emission finally came to a halt. There was just the odd bubble of sperm emerging from his pee slit when Tori was finally finished with him.
"There!" she said happily.
"I think that should do it. I don't think this young man will be sitting down too comfortably any time soon!" she chuckled, wiping her greasy hands on Kevin's hip and ass. She reached for her crumpled shift on the bed and began to slip it on.
"Is anybody hungry?…" she asked.
"I could kill for an egg roll right now!"
"Ohhh Chinese! That sounds good." Mia said licking her lips.
"That does sound good." Leanne said as well.
"Would it be alright if I went with you?" she asked.
"Sure!…Why not!…" said Tori and Mia.
"Great. Just let me get my clothes. What about Peter?"
"Oh we told him to meet us at 'The Mandarin Prince'. He's probably been waiting there for hours."
"And Kevin?" Leanne asked.
"I don't think he's going to be going anywhere for a while. And anyway, it doesn't look like he's in the mood for any 'Cock Lo Hung' or 'Crispy Duck Ass' right now ." Mia chuckled.
"Or any 'Dai Dick Woey with ground nuts' either. " Tori laughed.
"Alright ladies. Stop it before you ruin my appetittie..." Leanne said blushing then bursting into giggles.
The three girls all laughed and smiled at each other as they got dressed and left the room.
At different times they all looked at Kevin as he lay where they left him, still faintly twitching in his troubled unconsciousness. And they all smiled for different reasons then went happily out for food.
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Rachel Griffith was not a happy camper. She had married her high school sweetheart and eighteen years later she had had enough. Her husband John had been quite the catch when they started dating back when dinosaurs ruled the earth. He was an athlete, competitive and smart, qualities that would serve him well as he went on to be a successful lawyer. Rachel was completely in love with him back in school. That probably explained why she was knocked up when she graduated.
John went on to university while Rachel kept house for him and their daughter. They had kept the spark alive for a long time. But then Melissa had hit her teens. She had cut her hair spiky short and died it peroxide blonde. She had become rebellious and started giving them problems. Real problems. Drugs, boys, sex, girls, sex, more drugs. It was hard on both of them. They did the best they could but as their frustrations grew they started taking it out on each other.
Rachel hadn't really been with any other man besides John. John hadn't been with any other women. His career was very demanding and he didn't have any time to fool around.
Rachel, on the other hand, with Melissa away more and more, had plenty of time on her hands. She got in with a group of girl friends at the Country Club, some unhappily married, some divorced, all of them on the prowl. In their company Rachel began to realize that at 36 years old she didn't have to settle for a second rate life. She was still young and attractive. She started working out at the gym. She went shopping with her girl friends and got some new clothes that showed off her curvaceous figure.
The next thing she knew, men were starting to pay attention to her, to flirt with her. All kinds of men. Men John knew, men he didn't. Younger men, interesting men. She went out a couple of times and she was surprised to find out how exciting it was to be with someone new, to have sex with him. She started to see other men regularly.
Then suddenly Rachel decided she wanted a new life. She deserved a new life. To hell with John and his boring lawyer friends. To hell with their delinquent daughter. She talked to a couple of women at the club, women who had done very well in their divorces. The name of one lawyer kept coming up. Amanda Starr had represented a number of the divorced women she knew and won them lucrative settlements. Rachel decided to go and see her.
Mrs. Starr, as it turned out, was an extremely attractive red head about Rachel's age. She was easy to talk to and still professional. Rachel immediately felt comfortable with her. She told her the whole story. Well most of it anyway. She told her about her 18 years of marriage. She told her about her daughter. How Melissa had been the love of their life and then all the trouble she had been in. Rachel told Amanda about her vision of a new life. Then she told her about her problem. She didn't think John would care all that much about her leaving him. Aside from having to shoulder more of the burden of dealing with Melissa, he didn't really pay that much attention to her anymore. The problem was that she'd need a pretty substantial share of the money, his money, their money.
But she didn't think she had very good grounds. Melissa was no longer a minor and wouldn't need child support. John hadn't been cheating on her. In truth she was the one that was screwing around. But she couldn't live on air. She needed a settlement and a good one.
Ms. Starr looked at her new client with an amused smile.
"Rachel. You're a good mother, a good homemaker and you're a very attractive woman. Doesn't your husband realize how lucky he is?"
"Lucky!" Rachel snorted.
"John thinks getting lucky is sex for his birthday. Other than that, as long as dinner is on the table and Melissa isn't passed out in the living room on any given night then he doesn't even know if I'm there or gone."
"Are you saying that your sexual relations are infrequent?"
"Once every couple of months if he can stay awake long enough is damned infrequent. It's sure as hell isn't what I'm looking for."
"Is he gay?"
"Gay! Hah! He isn't gay! On the odd occasion that we do go out his eyeballs are on stilts every time a good looking woman crosses the room. It's just me he doesn't have time for and I'm fed up with it!"
"I see..." said the smiling attorney.
"Do you Ms. Starr? Do you see my dilemma? I want a divorce. He won't care. And I want enough money to live, to live well. He won't be so agreeable about that. And if there's an appearance in court and evidence comes out about who did what to who, then I would be the guilty party and I'd get nothing."
"And you're sure his lack of interest isn't because he's indulging himself in his own extra-curricular activities?"
"Positive! He's got his work, he's got his buddies and a wife who is there for him...well most of the time anyway. He plays golf every Saturday and he isn't fooling around, I god damn guarantee it!"
"Be that as it may Rachel, I suggest we proceed as follows. We bring an action for divorce naming your husband as the unfaithful party. We acquire evidence to substantiate this claim, evidence that is damning enough that your husband will not want to see it presented in open court. It then becomes a matter of simply negotiating an appropriate agreement in light of these circumstances. We make an out-of court settlement that, even after my fees, I think you will find to be very...comfortable."
"But Amanda. I just told you he isn't having an affair. He never did. How can you provide evidence to the contrary?"
Ms. Starr looked thoughtful for a moment.
"Rachel, trust me! This is what I do. Wendy Adamovich recommended me didn't she? Her circumstances weren't all that different from yours. Men are nothing if not predictable. In certain circumstances they all have their Achilles heel, or perhaps Achilles dick might be a more appropriate reference. I don't think you really want to know the nuts and bolts of how I plan to resolve this thing. Let's just say that I have several highly skilled operatives who will uncover the evidence we need in this matter. Leave it with me for a couple of weeks and I'll get back to you."
Rachel actually was quite curious about what Mrs. Starr was planning to do but a couple of more questions got her no further details. So Rachel just signed the ream of documents that promised the attorney 30% of whatever settlement was reached, payable over the duration of the agreement. She tried another question but Amanda just responded that she'd be in touch soon, so Rachel left.
John Griffith was at work a couple of weeks later when an interesting brief landed on his desk. It was another divorce action, his bread and butter. In itself it wasn't all that intriguing. The plaintiff was a Mrs. Rachel Robinson (his new client). Her husband John was a noted neurosurgeon at the Royalmont Medical Center. There was a daughter, a minor named Melissa. That was the interesting thing that caught John's eye, John, Rachel, Melissa. The big difference was that the doctor's daughter was much younger than his Melissa. John smiled at the coincidence for a moment and then scanned the file.
It seemed Rachel Robinson had caught the good doctor with his pants down. She named two co-respondents specifically while alluding to innumerable others.
Doctor Robinson was being represented by an Amada Starr. John had heard of
Ms. Starr. Apparently she was the lawyer of choice these days for 'hard done by' female spouses. She didn't usually take on the husbands. But he had heard that she was good, that she had won some pretty healthy settlements. Not much court time though. And that was where John earned his rather outrageous fees. Well this should be interesting.
He had interviewed the husband. This was before the good doctor signed on with Ms. Starr.
Dr. Robinson had flatly denied that he had been fooling around. Never happened! His wife was a demented bitch. She could hit the road any time she wanted. That was fine with him. But he'd look after the daughter. And not a dime for his cunt of a wife.
So it looked like there was going to be a big custody battle here with a well known neurosurgeon in the middle of it. John started to day dream about that new Lexus he'd been lusting after. Maybe he could afford the bigger model after all.
After meeting the doctor, who John didn't find very believable at all, he booked a meeting with the women named in the suit to take their depositions. Well he booked one meeting with an Amber Lane. The other woman named, Tiffany Andress, had yet to be located. But his staff were working on it.
Amber Lane worked late apparently and asked if she could come in on a Wednesday evening about seven, just before her shift. By now Mrs. Starr had refused access to her client or the witnesses unless she was present. John had his staff check with Ms. Starr who said she could make herself available to appear with Ms. Lane.
So John agreed and the following Wednesday evening he walked into his conference room 'C', the small one, to talk to Ms. Lane along with Ms. Starr.
Ms. Starr and Ms. Lane were both sitting on one side of the big cherry wood table.
John actually stopped in mid-stride coming through the doorway at his first sight of the two attractive women. The younger of the two stood up when she saw John standing there. She looked to be about 23, a tall, stunning looking girl who was wearing a flight attendant uniform, blue skirt, matching jacket, white blouse, nylons and heels. Her jet black hair was pulled up and pinned up behind. The other woman, presumably Ms. Starr, stood up a little more slowly. Her mane of red hair framed her face in artful disarray. She had on a tailored grey suit that was buttoned in the front. To soften her look she was wearing a plunging black satin bodice beneath her jacket that revealed a hint of substantial cleavage.
John looked back and forth appreciatively between the two women until the taller one stuck out her hand and said...
"Mr. Griffith, I'm Amber Lane."
"Miss Lane. How do you do." John said, shaking hands. And then, extending his hand to the red head...
"Ms. Starr. I'm John Griffith. I've heard about your work. It would appear your client will be well represented in this matter."
"Mr. Griffith. I've heard you're no pushover yourself. This will be interesting don't you think?" Ms. Starr replied, the hint of a smile curling her scarlet lips.
Everyone smiled congenially at each other and sat down. Ms. Starr had a laptop open on the desk. She pulled out a mini tape recorder, put it on the desk in front of her and clicked it on. John did the same. He made a few remarks about the format of the interview and advised Ms. Lane that although she was not under oath, her responses would be noted and could be used in court. Any untrue statements she made could ultimately result in charges of perjury.
Ms. Lane said she understood.
John went on to get some background on Ms. Lane.
"You're a flight attendant I presume?"
Ms. Lane smiled and answered..."No. Actually I work at the 'Landing Strip'. It's a private club out by the airport. Do you know it? We have a lot of lawyers as customers...I mean members."
"I know of it." John replied. The 'Landing Strip' was a Gentlemen's Club that he had heard was a pretty racy establishment, a glorified strip club. He had never been out there though.
"And what do you do at the Club Ms. Lane?"
Rather than answer, Ms. Lane stood up, undid the top button of her shirt and said..."Do you mind if I take off my jacket? It's very warm in here."
John simply nodded and smiled. Without for a moment taking her eyes off his, Ms. Lane slowly removed her jacket revealing the most amazing pair of spherical breasts straining against her shirt. She was obviously not wearing a bra. Those two thrusting beauties swayed and rippled most enticingly beneath her white satin shirt as she shrugged off her flight jacket.
John did his best to try and remain unflustered by this unexpected display but he could feel his ears reddening slightly, And that wasn't the only place the blood was starting to pound.
Amber Lane remained standing, looking down on John.
"I'm in flight services at the Club" she said with a smile.
John knew he would have to get more detail but his composure was ruffled. He pulled a photo from his pocket and put it on the table.
"Do you know this man?"
Amber glanced at the picture.
"Sure. That's Doctor John."
"And how do you know him?"
"Oh he's a member of the Club."
"And do you see him often?'
"Yes. I'd say he comes in pretty often."
"Do you have a relationship with Dr. John?"
"Councillor!..." Ms. Starr said to him warningly.
"Ms. Starr!..." John replied, not intimidated.
"Do you or did you have a relationship with Dr. John, Ms. Lane."
"Dr. John was friendly with lots of the girls Mr. Griffith. I think he spent a lot of time with Tiffany but he liked me too. It's our job to be friendly."
As she was talking, Ms. Lane reached up and pulled a few pins from the knot of her coiffure. She shook her head and a cascade of lustrous hair fell to her shoulders. A heady fragrance of perfume wafted towards John.
"Mr. Griffith..." began Ms. Starr... "The 'Landing Strip' is a private Club, not a whore house. The young ladies who work there like Ms. Lane are there to entertain, to be personable. But there are rules at the Club. Limits. I don't think that providing the kind of service that is available in a state licensed establishment constitutes 'having a relationship' of the kind that you are implying."
"Do you not Ms. Starr? Do you not. Well let's see shall we?"
"Ms. Lane. In your own words please describe one of Dr. John's typical visits to the Club."
"Well, he'd usually come in around 8:00, not very late but he always wanted to get home at a reasonable hour. He had a very stressful job. He'd have a couple of drinks, watch the girls dance for a half an hour or so. Then he'd kind of wave either me or Tiffany over."
"Ah yes, Tiffany" Ms. Starr interjected..."I haven't been able to speak to her yet. Can you put me in touch with her Amber?"
"I'm sorry Ms. Starr. She left the Club a couple of months ago and I haven't heard from her. But I'll let her know you want to speak to her if she calls."
"And so he'd wave you over..." John prompted.
"Yeah. He'd ask one of us to come over. He'd buy us a drink and then suggest we head up to the VIP lounge."
"The VIP Lounge?"
"Unn Hnn! That's upstairs. It's much more private and quite a bit more comfortable than the main part of the Club. Also there's a significant up-charge in the fees for using the Lounge. Of course the service is more personal up there as well."
"More personal Ms Lane. In what way more personal?"
"Well let's say I were to dance for you in the club. There's a little box I'd bring over to your table and I'd stand on that and dance for you. If we're in the VIP lounge though I would get closer and be a little more ... you know...friendly."
"No I don't know Ms. Lane. In what way would you be 'more friendly'?"
"It'd be easier if I just showed you."
"Of course" John answered.
"Is it alright?" Amber asked Ms. Starr.
"I'd rather see it here than in court" said Ms. Starr.
Amber turned back to John, regarding him with a predatory grin. Then she started to sway her hips as she reached up and began to open her blouse further. She sidled slowly around the table towards John popping buttons one after the other as she moved.
John had the good sense to make a quick adjustment to the front of his pants under the table to allow his growing erection room to expand as Amber approached him.
When she stood right beside him her shirt was unbuttoned down to the waistband of her skirt. John couldn't help but glance at the creamy curves of her tits that were now peeking through the front of her parted shirt
"Why don't you turn your chair for me John. Let me show you what I mean by being more friendly.
John awkwardly bumped his chair around, trying desperately to look Ms. Lane in the eye.
Amber gracefully sank to her knees in front of him. She put her hands on his knees and pushed them wide apart. Then she edged forward into that vee until her barely covered breasts were brushing against his pant covered hard-on. She gently turned her shoulders back and forth in time to some unheard music, rubbing her tantalizing boobs against his now fully distended cock.
"I see. I see." John said shakily.
"And can you tell me please about the type of conversation that you and Dr. John would have in this situation." the lawyer asked the shameless stewardess crouching between his knees.
"Councillor. I really don't see the relevance of that question?" Ms. Star interjected.
"Ahhh!...Actually!...I'm trying...Ummm... to establish whether or not the relationship between Ms. Lane and Dr. Robinson was anything more than just a casual one. I think their conversation in this intimate situation would probably be very informative in that regard."
And in fact Ms. Starr wanted the councilor's interaction with Ms. Lane to be as intimate as possible. She surreptitiously reached into the pocket of her suit jacket and pressed a button on her cell phone which made it start to ring. Without saying anything she pulled it out of her pocket and looked at the display.
"Damn" she said as she reached out and switched off her tape recorder. She nodded towards John's and he clumsily reached over to switch his off too, acutely aware of Amber's pneumatic tits pressing against his groin as he did so.
"I apologize John. Normally I would never take a call in the middle of a deposition. But we've been having some problems at home with my son. My husband's with him at a counseling session right now. They just want my input for a few minutes. I'm very sorry.
Ms. Lane. You can answer that last question of Mr. Griffith's, but no more until I get back. Please councilor."
"Of course. Of course, Ms. Starr. We will just finish this point and then make small talk until you get back."
"Thank you Mr. Griffith" said Ms. Starr as she exited the room, her cell phone against her ear.
What she hadn't mentioned was that her laptop had a very sophisticated camera and recording device as part of its accessories and which were both still turned on. The eye of the camera was part of the logo of the case and had been filming John's side of the table for the whole interview. The audio was also being recorded.
"What was the question again? What did we usually talk about? Let me see..." Amber said, an innocent look on her face. At the same time she shifted on her knees, moved her hands up John's thighs and rammed her cushiony breasts into his groin.
"Ahhhh!...Ahhh!...It was...Unnn!..." John gasped, moving his hands to Ms. Lane's shoulders to push her back a little.
Suddenly Amber was looking at him with a steely glare.
"Remember the rules John. The customer can look but not touch!"
John was so surprised by Amber's change in demeanor that he immediately took his hands off her. Amber's face softened once more.
"But that doesn't mean I can't touch you does it John? You're not usually so nervous are you? Has it been a hard week? Is it Rachel? She doesn't understand you does she John? She doesn't know what you need...But I do... " she said leaning back a little, reaching in and calmly pulling the zipper of John's pants open.
John was too amazed to move or speak.
"Ummm! You're especially big tonight aren't you baby!" Amber enthused as she deftly twisted John's rigid cock out of his pants.
"Oh look at you! You're already leaking already you bad boy! Is Rachel not taking care of you or have you been saving it all for me?" the kneeling temptress teased, reaching in with her free hand and pressing her open palm against his cock crown. Slowly she wiped her palm across John's bloated knob. She smeared the clear pre-come around and around his cock crown in a way that had him gasping for breath.



"Ms. Lane!...Amber!...Wait!..." John groaned feebly. He knew that this was totally wrong and that he had to put a stop to it right now. But what Ms. Lane was saying was exactly what he needed. There was obviously something illicit going on between her and the doctor. He just wanted to hear a little more and then have her repeat it again in front of Ms. Starr.
"What else would you say?" John asked cautiously. But if he was being tentative, his cock wasn't. His balls were achingly taut as the pre-come streamed from his pee slit under Amber's caressing palm.
"We don't have a lot of time do we baby? Why don't you just fuck my tits! You know how excited that makes you! You can never hold it very long once you get it in between these beauties! Go on! You know you love it!" Amber purred as she leaned in once more and pulled John's boner into the sumptuous valley between her boobs. With her eyes burning up into his, she cupped her palms on the outer swells of her jugs and pressed them together.
John's cock was suddenly sheathed inside the warmest, softest tunnel of flesh that he had ever imagined. He tried to remain still but he had an instinctive urge to hump those delectable mounds. He couldn't help himself from thrusting just a little in and out of their enticing clasp.
"Oh God!" he whispered balefully, helplessly tightening his ass and pushing into the softness of her provocative chest a little bit more eagerly.
"It's O.K. lover! You always come quick the first time. Rachel won't let you fuck her tits will she? But I will. You can come all over them. Go ahead! Make me all sticky!" Amber encouraged her eyes flashing wickedly into John's.
John was having trouble differentiating between the two Rachels, his and
Dr. Robinson's. His Rachel would never let him do anything like this even though he had begged her for it many times. And now here was this gorgeous hostess, or whatever she was, telling him to come on her tits. It was too much.
"But what about...What about..." John stammered, his eyes drifting nervously towards the door.
"What if someone comes in?" Amber asked.
"Why we'll just hide the evidence.." she said slyly. She leaned more heavily into John's lap so that the end of his tool thrust through the press of her conical melons. Fixing his eyes with hers, she parted her lips into an inviting oval and stabbed the inside of her cheek with her tongue. She held this lewd pose for a moment until John's eyes went wide in understanding. Then she nodded her head down and took the head of his cock into her leeching mouth. Without ever taking her eyes from his she began to work the tender underside of his knob with broad, juicy flicks of her tongue.
"Ahhhh!...Waittt!..." John gasped, helplessly hunching through the press of Amber's voluptuous mammaries.
She popped her mouth off the end of his prick for a moment and purred..."Come in my mouth lover and you can watch me swallow it!..." Then she dove back down onto his angrily swollen knob.
It was more than the gasping lawyer could take.
He grasped the arms of his chair until his knuckles turned white. As his balls tightened into a sickening knot, his hips rose up out of his chair like Amber was a magician levitating him into thin air.
And then his loins convulsed and a geyser of sperm erupted under the kneeling siren's siphoning suck.
"Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Nahhh!..." John cried in a muted wail as the first mighty jet of come was followed by another and another. He tilted forward at the waist, his back and his thighs straining as his orgasm overwhelmed him. His testicles were spasming crazy fast and crazy hard. He couldn't remember if he'd ever come so violently
"Ummm!...Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!.." Amber enthused. She was impressed with the volume of gooey come that the gasping lawyer was spewing for her. She pressed him harder in the silky tunnel of her tits to keep him coming. She thought this particular moment should look impressive on tape. As John writhed and twisted beneath her demanding suck, she stayed down on him, swallowing every spurt of come he had to give her.
"Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Oh Goddd!..." John groaned as his testicles hammered again and again in his groin, ever more slowly but still generating a generous stream of sperm that Amber was gamely gulping down. The only sign of his infidelity was a little pearl of come that glistened on one corner of her mouth.
Then they could hear half of Ms. Starr's conversation as she approached the door.
"I really have to go dear....I know but I couldn't help it...Well you can do that as well as I can...When I get home!...Yess!...We'll talk about it then!...Unn Hnn!..."
John had immediately grabbed the top of his trousers and tried to pull them up, assuming Amber would cease her incredible blow job. But she didn't. Her eyes just smiled up into his as she continued to suck out the dregs of his searing come.
"I don't know how much longer....Maybe I can get this carried over...Well tell him not tonight...It's a school night isn't it....Soon...Very soon..."
John looked down pleadingly at Ms. Lane.
The sultry raven haired beauty calmly pulled her puckered lips off the end of his tool with a lewd slurping noise.
"Did you enjoy that John?...I know I did!..." she said. Her eyes were sparkling merrily into John's as she licked the residue of his come from the corner of her mouth. Without rising from her knees she calmly re-fastened the buttons of her shirt.
John stuffed himself back into his pants and straightened his shirt in anticipation of
Ms. Starr's entry.
"I will...Alright...I'll be there...I'll call you when I'm leaving!..."
As Ms. Starr was finishing her conversation and opening the door to the conference room, Amber reached into the pocket of her skirt, pulled a folded slip of paper and slid it across the table to John.
John looked at Amber questioningly then glanced quickly at the slip of paper. There was a penciled scribble that said...'Tiffany 555-4757'. John jammed the paper into his pants pocket just as Ms. Starr appeared in the door.
The tall red head strode across the room looking questioningly at John and Amber.
"Well Mr. Griffith, I hope you haven't been taking advantage of my client while I was on the phone" she said.
John blushed a furious crimson at this remark and squirmed uncomfortably in his chair.
"Oh no Ms. Starr. I was actually just telling Mr. Griffith how I thought he should come down to the Club some time. I'm sure he'd enjoy it and he'd probably see a lot of people he knows there." Amber replied with an innocent smile. Without taking her eyes off John's she rose gracefully from her knees and buttoned her shirt.
Ms. Starr continued to stare at John and Amber with a dubious expression on her face.
Then she apologized once more and asked if they could finish the interview at a later date. She really had some pressing matters to deal with at home and would be grateful if they could call it an early evening.
John made some grumbling noises but in fact he was only too pleased to call it a night. Amber's surprise sexual assault had drained him not only physically but mentally as well. It was obvious that the shapely hostess had been a having sexual relations with
Dr. Robinson. It was only a matter of getting her testimony on record, either in a deposition or in a courtroom. He was afraid there might be come stains on his pants so he didn't get up when the two attractive women left the conference room. John had a fleeting moment of guilt about what had just happened, but his Rachel had been acting like a real bitch lately so to hell with it. It wasn't like he was having an affair. It had been an act of temporary insanity.
And for whatever reason Amber had given him the number of the other party in the case, Tiffany Andress. He would be making every effort to contact her to arrange an interview before Ms. Starr tracked her down. John was feeling better about that new Lexus all the time.
The next day his secretary got a hold of Tiffany Andress but was unable to convince her to come into the office. John called her back himself and gave her his most persuasive spiel that it would be easier and better for her to tell him her story in an informal setting whenever it was convenient for her rather than in front of a judge, in a courtroom, at his convenience. After much hesitation Tiffany agreed that John could come over to her condo and they would talk.
And so the next evening at precisely at 7:00 John was standing in the lobby of the Waterview Towers waiting for the burly security guard to announce his arrival to
Ms. Andress in suite 2311. Five minutes later he had arrived.
John was expecting another attractive woman and the young lady who was waiting for him in the doorway did not disappoint. Ms. Andress stood at her door wearing high heel sandals, white pants and a crimson satin blouse. She was wearing a simple gold necklace and a sparkling diamond on her right hand. She held out that hand confidently when John introduced himself and they shook hands. Tiffany looked to be in her mid-twenties, about five foot nine in her towering heels.
She had a short blonde hair-do that looked so artfully disheveled it had probably cost a lot of money. She could have been a model just home from a shoot in Milan. She had the perfectly proportioned figure of a cheerleader which surprised John a little. He had thought that if Dr. Robinson had been so enamored by Amber and her knock out curves that Tiffany would be equally well endowed.
Her condo was a corner loft arrangement that was nothing short of magnificent. There was a sunken living room off the entranceway with floor to ceiling windows on two sides that overlooked the harbor far below. Adjacent to the living room was a raised counter with a kitchen behind it. John complimented the young woman on her beautiful home.
Tiffany looked at John as if she was considering his remark very carefully and then smiled and thanked him. She pointed him towards the living room while she went up to the kitchen area. There was a drink on the counter next to an open laptop. Tiffany made a quick entry in her computer then picked up her drink and looked at John.
"I'm having scotch. Would you like one?"
"No! Thanks. I'm fine." John replied, pulling out a pad of paper from the brief case he had brought in with him.
Again there was that unnerving pause while Tiffany looked hard at him.
"I hate to drink alone." she said.
John had the distinct feeling that it wouldn't take much to alienate this young lady so he quickly agreed to the drink.
Tiffany topped up her own and a hefty one for John and brought both drinks down into the living room.
She took a seat in a chair opposite him and raised her glass. John was more of a wine drinker than a hard liquor man and that first sip of the scotch sent a fiery burn radiating through his chest. He smacked his lips as if he really enjoyed it and smiled at Tiffany. The blonde steadily returned his gaze with just the hint of a smile on her lips.
John was finding her cool self possession a little unnerving. He asked if she would answer a few questions about his client's case. Tiffany just shrugged and didn't refuse him. She answered his questions quietly and without elaboration.
Yes she knew Dr. John. She had met him at the 'Landing Strip'. Yes he had frequently asked her to spend time with him in the VIP lounge.
As John started to delve deeper into their relationship, Tiffany started to take longer in framing her answers. Yes Dr. John had pursued a relationship with her outside of work. He took her out to a couple of times. They grew closer. He suggested she leave the Club. He helped her get the condo. She wouldn't elaborate on that. Then they started spending time together there.
John began asking for specifics but Tiffany became evasive.
"Would you like another drink?" she asked, finishing her own. They had been talking for at least a half an hour.
"Sure" John said, finishing his and handing his glass over as Tiffany stood up and strode towards the kitchen.
She was back in a moment and handed John his fresh scotch.
Holding his eyes with hers she took a slow drink. John did the same. Tiffany regarded him for another long moment and then said...
"I know the information you want and I know that I can be compelled in a court to disclose the details of my relationship with John whether I want to or not. So I'll make a deal with you. I'll tell you everything provided that, if this goes to court, you will only ask me to give an overview of my affair with John, not all the intimate particulars. Trust me, you'll have more than enough to satisfy that hard ass wife of his as long as you don't turn my life into a shambles in the process."
John thought about this for a moment. He knew that he was walking on thin ice here anyway. There was a process in gathering evidence for a case like this. A judge could throw out any information that was presented if a witness claimed that he/she was entrapped or coerced into giving it. It would be far better to keep Tiffany on side as long as she admitted to the affair. That in itself should be enough to get this thing settled without ever having to go to court.
"Alright. But I'll need to know the details. Depending on what you tell me, just the threat of full disclosure against Dr. Robinson should be enough to ensure that this matter never does go to court. I presume that would be your first preference."
"Yes it would" Tiffany responded.
"Well then, we have a deal..." John said, taking another sip of his drink.
"Now tell me about the nature of your relationship with Dr. Robinson."
Tiffany looked down at John with an amused smile creasing her lips.
"I'm not really comfortable talking about it. Maybe if I were to show you it would be better. Just give me a minute." Tiffany said, putting her drink down and walking out of the room.
John wanted to object. He thought he had been clear that they had an understanding but maybe he hadn't expressed himself well. He didn't want to see a bunch of snapshots of weekend get-aways or nights out on the town. He wanted to hear the specifics. But he didn't want to spook Tiffany at this point. So he just waited patiently for her to come back.
It took a few minutes. And when Tiffany did return John was totally unprepared for what he saw.
Gone was the stylish young woman who he had been talking to just moments before.
Tiffany had returned in a blue blazer and a white blouse. She wore a little pleated plaid skirt that barely reached her knees, knee socks and saddle shoes. She had applied some gel to her hair, some dark eye shadow and crimson lipstick. She was holding some books in her folded arms. She looked like a schoolgirl who was trying to make herself look older than she really was. John was amazed at her transformation. He sat there gaping at her.
Tiffany watched John's reaction for a moment and then she advanced across the room towards him.
"Hi Daddy! I'm sorry I'm late. I got held up a school. That mean old Mr. Crawford made me stay over to see him after class. You know how he is." Tiffany said breezily, dumping her books on the coffee table.
She started to take off her blazer as she continued...'Miss Robinson your behavior in class is totally inappropriate. You'll stay here until you've written 'I will not misbehave in class again' 100 times on the board."
"Miss Robinson?" John asked in a fog.
"Oh he's such an old fuddy duddy! Ever other teacher calls me Melissa but he won't. It's always 'Miss Robinson, you're not paying attention...Miss Robinson, that skirt is too short for the school code... Miss Robinson,...' It's always something with Mr. Crawford. But I got him today daddy, the big jerk." Tiffany said with a note of triumph in her voice.
"I can tell you about it but you're probably not interested" she said with a sneer, walking around the coffee table to stand immediately in front of John on the couch.
"Tiffany...I don't understand?" the lawyer asked plaintively.
"You should call me Melissa daddy. That's what we always do isn't it?"
And now John began to see what was happening. It looked like Doctor Robinson was into some serious role playing. Tiffany would get dressed up like his daughter and then they'd act out this twisted little fantasy. Oh this was the stuff that luxury Lexus sedans were made of. He could hardly wait to hear more.
But something besides the basic weirdness of the situation was making him uncomfortable. It dawned on him that Tiffany was looking and acting a lot like his own daughter Melissa. Physically they were very similar but beyond that, Tiffany had taken on the same kind of edgy attitude that his Melissa had been displaying a lot of lately
"If you're too busy I'll just go to my room!"
"No! No! I'm not too busy. Tell me what happened at school."
"Melissa..." Tiffany instructed.
"Melissa..." John dutifully echoed.
Tiffany assumed that they would probably edit out all the material she was video recording on her computer up to this point. Mrs. Starr had given her specific instructions on how she was to proceed. The lighting wasn't going to be great, but that would be all the better. It would be very difficult tell whether or not she really was John Griffith's daughter. It was time to earn her Oscar.
"Well..." she began, putting her hands behind her back like a demure little schoolgirl. Of course this pose caused her up-tilted breasts to thrust arousingly through her tautly stretched blouse.
"The seating in Mr. Crawford's history class is in tiers to accommodate a big crowd. But there's never more than fifteen or twenty people in his class. He's so boring. Any way, today I made a point of sitting in the middle in the first row. That meant I was just looking down on him slightly. When he'd stand in front of the class his eyes would be just on a level with my knees under my little table. Everybody else sits on the sides or in the back so they can sneak out when he gets too dreary."
"I made a point of wearing my shortest little skirt, the one I had Mandy O'Grady cut down for me, the one that Mr. Crawford is always bugging me about. Anyway, Crawdaddy likes to stand in the middle of the floor and drone on about whatever. So today I let him go for a few minutes and then I started flashing him."
John could feel a certain stiffening in his groin and his face starting to flush as he began to see where Tiffany was going with her story.
"I wasn't too obvious at first, you know, just let my knees kind of open a little...and then a little more. I started opening and closing them real casually, like I didn't even know I was doing it."
Tiffany casually put her left foot on the coffee table and started swinging her knee in and out to demonstrate her clever strategy. John stared at the now exposed flesh of her inner thigh with great interest.
"But then old Crawdaddy happened to look over at me while I was doing it and the next thing you know he could hardly look away. I knew I had him then."
"You had him? How did you have him? I don't understand?"
"Don't be silly daddy. Once he started peeking I knew it was all over for him. I almost couldn't stop myself from laughing as he kept turning back to look up my skirt. At first his eyes were kind of jerking up into mine like he was asking permission to look. But eventually he couldn't take his eyes away from my crotch. And I made it easy for him. With my knees wide open I sort of slumped down in my seat so my little skirt rose up on my thighs and my crotch thrust forward. Of course I wasn't wearing any panties. I told you that didn't I?" Tiffany said, pulling her skirt up a little with one hand so that John could just barely make out the bare little slit at the apex of her loins.



"So of course all of my little peach was there for him to look at as much as he wanted to. And he wanted to. It was so funny. Pretty soon he had this enormous woody sticking out the front of his pants. His face got real red and you could see he was kind of sweating. He was so busy looking at my pussy that he started to stumble through his lecture. He started to stammer and repeat himself and when it seemed like he was getting back on track, I'd just twist in my seat a little bit and give him a little different view and that would get him all tongue tied again."
"I kept watching him get hotter and hotter and when I thought he was about ready to come in his pants I said quietly..'Professor Crawford'."
"He was so busy staring at my goodies I don't think he even heard me at first."
" 'Professor!'...I said again more loudly...". He looked up at me then uncertainly. He didn't even realize what was going on. I took my first picture with my cell phone of him with his big boner sticking out through his pants . I took two or three more before he started to figure out what I was doing. I had told Mandy to watch me from the side of the class where she was sitting and to take a picture of Crawfish and me both when I took his picture."
" 'Miss...Miss...Melissa!... What are you doing?... 'he almost screamed as he scuttled behind his desk to try and hide himself."
" 'Doing Professor? Why nothing. I was just going to ask to be excused. Something's come up and...well you know how it is don't you professor?...' I said with a snicker, standing up and collecting my books.
" 'Young lady!...Young lady!...I will not tolerate this...this...type of behavior! I will see you in my office at 4:15 and we will...will...discuss this matter further...4:15...without fail! And the rest of you...I've had enough of you all for this morning. Class dismissed. Get out!' he yelled."
John just sat there, mesmerized equally by Tiffany's provocative story and the view beneath her ultra mini skirt. As she twisted her foot on the coffee table, her knee swung back and forth, giving him quick, unobstructed displays of her clean shaven little clam.
He realized he was in danger of falling into the same trap as Mr. Crawford. Quickly he looked up into Tiffany's eyes and said..."But it's not that late. He didn't keep you long."
"Of course not daddy! Like I said, I knew I had him. I could do whatever I wanted and there was nothing he could do about it. When I got to his office he started lecturing me about what was acceptable behavior in class and that I had to write all this junk on the blackboard. I listened to him for about two minutes then I reached into my purse and pressed the 'send text' button on my cell phone. A few seconds later his computer made that 'Bing' noise that it does when you get a message."
"Oh Professor. It sounds like you've got some mail. What could it be do you think? Of course old Crawdaddy looked at me all suspicious, but what could he do. He turned to his computer and went to his e-mail. I kind of slid around the side of his desk so I could see the e-mail too and watch his reaction."
"There were two pictures, one of him standing in front of me in class with his pants bulging out. The second one was the one I had taken of him ogling me with an even better look at his hard-on poking thorough his trousers. I had put a balloon over his head that showed him thinking...'I can't wait to get into that!".
"When Crawbone saw that, I thought he was going to have a heart attack. He lurched up out of his chair and started raging about lewd and indecent behavior and blackmail and extortion. I let him rant for a little while and then I just got up and said..."
"Well it's up to you prof! You can make a federal case out of it in which case everyone on the faculty, and ultimately everyone in the school, will have a copy of that e-mail on their computer for their amusement. Or you can forget about it, make sure I get a B+ in your class, and those funny little pictures will disappear into cyber space." I had his door open by then and was half way out."
" Let me know what you decide...' I said, blowing him a little kiss as I left. So no daddy, I'm not really all that late am I?"
"But....Melissa" John said in amazement..." That is blackmail. He can't let you get away with that."
Tiffany/Melissa just smiled down at him with flashing eyes.
"Oh yes daddy. It's blackmail and it's bad. But I don't think he'll be complaining about it. There may be a few other little juicy bits I left out of the story. But he got the message. Do you get the message daddy?" Tiffany asked him.
"Message?...What message?..." John asked uncomfortably, getting the feeling that this interview was getting completely away from him.
"Why it's right here. Didn't you see it? " Melissa asked sweetly, turning her knee out and pulling up her little skirt high on her waist.
John's eyes drifted helplessly to Melissa's exposed inner thigh. There in lipstick there was drawn a little heart and the words 'FUCK ME' with an arrow pointing right at her naked pussy.
"Oh my God!" he gasped almost to himself, his own cock lurching into a full erection as he stared at the lewd invitation in front of him.
Tiffany watched John's reaction carefully. Mrs. Starr had warned her that if he was going to cause a problem that this would probably be the moment. She had coached her on how to handle him if he still needed more persuasion. Tiffany could see that he was struggling with his emotions so she decided to follow Mrs. Starr's instructions.
Tiffany/ Melissa turned her knee and pushed the coffee table back with her foot. Gracefully she put her hands on his thighs and sank to her knees in front of him. She pushed his legs apart and moved in between them.
"Before I tell you exactly what I did to Mr. Crawford daddy, why don't I give you a blow job. I'm very good. You'll really like it!..." Melissa said with a pouty smile, quickly unfastening John's belt and the zipper of his pants before he could object.
"Melissa! Stop! You can't!..." John groaned, his hands working against hers to try and stop her.
But when Melissa pulled the front of his shorts down with one hand and closed her other hand tight on his bare cock he stiffened up all over in unwanted excitement. He dropped his hands to the couch and held on tight to try and control himself
"Oh shit!" he groaned. Melissa smiled up at him and increased the pressure of her already tightly clasping hand. He was so hard her fingers barely dented his steely flesh. She pulled his shorts down under his balls and cupped them warmly in her free hand. Mrs. Starr had told her that once she got his balls in her hand she could make him do anything she wanted. And Melissa could tell from John's frantic squirming at her touch that Ms. Starr had been right.
The middle aged lawyer couldn't believe this was happening. Melissa's wanton fondling combined with the two quick scotches were making his head spin. The line between reality and fantasy was starting to blur in his mind. This young woman who was seducing him was acting just like the little slut that he feared his own daughter was becoming.
"You can't know anything about blow jobs" he said in disbelief, thinking more about his own Melissa than the tantalizing blonde kneeling before him
Melissa smiled as John looked down at her with panicy eyes. She started stroking him with slow, firm tugs making John suck in air in arousal.
"You obviously haven't heard about the lunch hour special in the Riverdale Academy Girls' Bathroom. Blow Jobs - $20. Cash only. And guess who is the 2009 Blow Job Queen for December?" Melissa asked with a sultry smile, pulling John's cock towards her while still jacking him off with a slow, twisting hand.
John just gaped at her in disbelief as his nuts began to stiffen up in excitement.
Melissa felt it and gave those sensitive nuggets and encouraging squeeze.
"Where do you think my I-Phone came from daddy, the tooth fairy?" Melissa taunted, shuffling closer on her knees so that her mouth was poised just in front to the head of John's throbbing meat.
A glistening pearl of pre-come emerged from his gaping pee slit and seeped slowly across his crimson knob.
Melissa saw it and swept her thumb upwards, smearing the viscous goo around and around the helmet of his rigid tool.
"Oh Goddd!" John gasped. Melissa's cruising thumb was sending lightning bolts of excitement shooting through his groin. He squirmed and whimpered, unable to tear his eyes away from her hand as she worked over his tender cock. His pre-come began to stream out in response to her touch.
"Don't sweetheart! We can't! This isn't right!" John groaned half heartedly as the come began to churn for release in his balls.
Melissa could feel it and she palmed those taut little spheres up into his groin in a way that she knew would further increase his arousal.
"But daddy, I give terrific head. All the boys say so! Just let me..."
And without any further discussion, Melissa bobbed her head down. Her lips parted into a sinful O as they slipped over his greasy knob and she took him into her mouth. She moved her hand down to the middle of his shaft while she sucked avidly on his bloated cock crown. She never took her eyes from his as she jacked him off into her lewdly siphoning mouth.
"Ahhhhh! Noooo!" John moaned in disbelief. Melissa's cheeks began to invert as she slowly increased the intensity of her suck.
"Umm Hmm! Umm Hmm! Umm Hmm!..." she groaned encouragingly
The whole situation was too overwhelming for the gasping lawyer. He had never consciously had any incestuous fantasies but somehow in his mind the Melissa sucking his cock had become his daughter. He couldn't do this with her. It was too perverted. And yet he had never been more excited in his life. He felt like a teenager himself, ready to blow after just the briefest teasing.
He tried to hold it back, squirming on the couch and whispering..."Don't honey! Stop! Please!..."
But Melissa could tell that she had him on the edge and she knew just how to push him over. She pulled her slavering mouth off the end of his cock with a loud slurp. She drove her fist down his shaft, opened her hand and ringed the base of his cock with her thumb and forefinger.
"At school we have little contests sometimes daddy. We see who can make the boys shoot into the next cubicle..." Melissa purred, tightening the pressure of her ringing fingers.
John's erection was visibly throbbing with excitement, his balls taut with arousal. It was only Melissa's choking fingers that were holding back his come.
"Wanna see how we do it?..." she purred with a playful wink.
Without waiting for John's response she dove back down onto his cock. Only this time, instead of just sucking him, she plunged her mouth up and down on him, attacking his angry knob with her tongue.
"Unnn! Nahhh! Ahhh!..." John groaned, his heart racing with excitement as a fiery arousal swept through his loins. Helplessly he started hunching up into Melissa's voraciously leeching mouth. She had to press her gripping fingers hard around him to keep him from coming.
"Ummm! Ummm! Ummm!..." she moaned as she fucked his tumescent length with her mouth for a moment longer. She turned his eyes up to his once again as she churned her stiffened tongue against the underside of his knob.
"Oh Christ!...Waittt!..." John cried. His thighs went rigid and his ass rose six inches off the couch when she did that.
Melissa smiled at his distress and swept her mouth off him once again. His scarlet length was pounding for release under her ringing hand.
"This is how we do it!..." she cooed as she eased the pressure of her encircling fingers on his erection and gripped him again at the base of his hard-on with her tiny fist. At the same time she cupped his nuts once more in the palm of her hand and squeezed them firmly just like she was squeezing toothpaste out of a tube.
"Come on daddy! Do it! Come for me!" she whispered, jerking the root of his cock with short, hard strokes.
There was a heartbeat of anticipation while Melissa pumped him, looking into John's anxious eyes with amusement. Then his balls kicked.
"Phwahh!..." he cried, bucking upwards under the blonde's provocative fondling. A long bolt of creamy come streaked upwards over Melissa's shoulder. The first one was followed by another and another in quick succession, fiery darts of juice that could be heard landing wetly on the wooden floor behind her.
"Ahhhh! Ummm! Ohhh!" John grunted, twitching in his seat with every jet of sperm like he was being electrocuted.
"Yeah! That's it daddy! Ummm! What a big load you've got for your little girl! Mmm Hmm! That's it! Give it to me daddy! Shoot it for me! Like that! Mmm Hmm! Mmm Hmm!..." Melissa encouraged, now jerking John's cock in time with his feverish ejaculation.
"Ahhhh! Ahhh! Ohhh!" John groaned as his orgasm went on and on. His spurts were spewing in ever diminishing arcs and were now starting to land in Melissa's hair, on her shoulder and on her blouse. The kneeling blonde never flinched.
"Come daddy! Come on my face! You know you want to! ..." she purred. The amused smile never left her face even as she turned his spewing cock towards herself. In fact she jacked him a little harder, coaxing a resurgent flurry of come spurts over her cheeks, her lips and even her eyes.
She blinked away the slimy goo without missing a beat of her persuasive hand strokes.
"Ummm! I'll bet I look like a nasty little slut don't I daddy?" Melissa asked John, her eyes sparkling into his as his greasy sperm glistened in snail trails across her smiling face and up into her hair.
"Oh God Baby!.. Ohhhh!... Stop!...Easy!... You could never be a slut..." John groaned as Melissa's wringing hands kept him spasming even after his aching testicles had no more to give. He tried to squirm away from her now painfully caressing hands but she wouldn't let him. She held him firmly by his cock and his balls and continued working him over, wanting to be sure that she had gotten every drop that he had before she started on him again.
Melissa didn't say anything in response to John's last remark. She just tweaked his tender testicles with her fingertips making him gasp and shudder and causing a final froth of semen to bubble out of his pee slit. She thought he was sweet to say his little girl couldn't be a slut. She wondered if he was going to be surprised when he found out just how wrong he was.
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David Winslow was trying to act cool despite his excitement. He had made the short list of athletes who had been invited to try out for the University of Texas football team. A lot of players had been scouted but their ranks had been thinned drastically. Only thirty or so freshman scholarship candidates were invited to Austin to display their skills in front of the entire coaching staff. After a full three days of try-outs, only a third of them would be offered scholarships and a spot on the team's roster next fall.
The boys were being put up in style at the Grand Hyatt just minutes from the school and the athletic complex. It was the Wednesday night 'Welcome' party and there were a couple of hundred people in the ballroom of the Hyatt schmoozing before the trials began the next day. A lot of the young men had come with their parents but David only had his mom and he knew she didn't think they could afford for her to come all the way out to Texas for a long weekend. Each of the potential scholarship athletes was being introduced around by either a member of the coaching staff or one of the Alumni Boosters.
All these young man were being considered by more than one of the top universities. When the U of T decided who they would select, they wanted to be sure that that student/player didn't opt to take an offer from another school. So the boys were being dined and entertained royally.
David was a quarterback and he had taken his Bemidji Bengals to the state championships. Although they hadn't won, the Bengals had finished with a 9 and 1 record, the first perfect regular season that the Minnesota team had had in fifteen years.
There were a number of colleges that would be happy to get him but he really wanted to go to U of T. And so he was smiling and shaking hands and trying to make interesting small talk but really he was thinking more about the next three days of try-outs.
Jenna Banes and her mother Amanda had both spent a lot of time in front of the mirror in their room at the Hyatt, getting ready for the reception. This was the big event and they were both excited about the evening and the rest of the week.
Jenna had been going out with Brent Travis for almost two years now and she and her mother had a plan.
Brent had been the quarterback that took the Abilene Eagles to the State Championship and won it two years in a row. This was his week to nail down his scholarship with the U of T. Both Jenna and Amanda looked at the U of T football program as a stepping stone to the NFL. That was where the big money was and that's what they wanted. Brent had the talent and Jenna had the ambition. She and her mother wanted out of the Abilene trailer park they called home and they were determined to help Brent make the team in any way they could.
Amanda's ex-husband was a U of T graduate. The vivacious mother had met a lot of his buddies over the years and although she didn't talk to her ex, she still knew people at the school. It wasn't hard for her wrangle an invitation to the reception for herself and Jenna. The scholarship committee wasn't stupid. An encouraging phone call from one of the attractive cowgirls he had met while trying out in Austin had been the deciding factor for many a candidate for the team. And Amanda and Jenna were two Texas beauties.
Amanda had gotten knocked up just out of high school and was only thirty nine. People often remarked that she and Jenna looked more like sisters than mother and daughter.
They were two good looking blondes from the heart of America. Amanda's hair was cut just above her shoulders with an easy wave that framed her face. Jenna's hair was longer and straighter. They were both in great shape. Amanda was slightly taller and a little more voluptuous than her daughter. For the reception she had shimmied into a little black dress that hugged her dramatic curves like a second skin. The knitted sheath had a swooping neckline that offered a tempting glimpse of her breasts. Her pearl necklace rested comfortably on top of those two luscious globes. She had donned a pair of high heels and smoky nylons for the occasion. She knew she'd have no shortage of company at the reception with all the good old boys in attendance.
Jenna had gone more for the down home look. She had started with a tight fitting denim skirt and white cowgirl boots. Her well toned legs looked like they went on forever below her abbreviated little skirt. On top of that she was wearing a satin shirt, open enough to expose the swells of her arrogantly up-turned breasts. To finish off her outfit she had a little straw cowboy hat that was tied off around her neck and resting between her shoulder blades. She was looking forward to putting it on later.
After many last minute adjustments to make-up and accessories the two blonde bombshells made their way to the Hyatt ball room. They suffered through the dinner and the opening speeches at Harry Allen's table who was one of the Alumni Boosters and Amanda's friend. Harry's wife had left him about six months earlier and he was all over Amanda who he had sitting next to him.
On another night she might have been more interested in his advances, but not this night.
Once the formalities were over and everyone got up and started to circulate, Amanda was pre-occupied, keeping an eye on her daughter.
Jenna talked to a few people, being sociable but not getting herself installed with any particular group for too long. After a couple of conversations she caught her mother's eye and nodded her head towards a deserted table nearby. She and her mother made their way towards it. When they got together Jenna said..."That's him, over there, talking to what's his name...the guy from the Admissions Office. Oh God. What's his name... Dell...Dell...sounds like sailor...ahoy...avoy.. Mac Avoy. That's it. Dell Mac Avoy."
"It certainly is Dell Mac Avoy. And that's our Mr. Winslow that he's talking to is it? You're sure?" Amanda asked her daughter.
"That's him" Jenna replied.
"Harry said he saw him play in St. Paul last fall and that he was amazing. He's the competition alright."
"Well then. I think it's time we said hello to our old friend Mr. Mac Avoy don't you dear. Perhaps he'll introduce us to Mr. Winslow." Amanda said to her daughter.
And without saying any more the smiling blonde strode towards the two men she had in her sights with her daughter walking purposefully beside her. With a broad smile she walked right up to Mac Avoy, took his hand and pressed her pneumatic tits into his shoulder. She was quite aware that David had seen them coming over and hadn't taken his eyes off her and Jenna as they approached.
"Hello Dell! How are you? It's been quite awhile hasn't it? How's Janine?"
Dell Mac Avoy was taken aback by Amanda Banes unexpected appearance. Oh he had met her once or twice but they had barely ever exchanged more than a couple of 'hi's', 'how are you's'. She usually had some slavering oil man draped all over her and didn't have much time for the college's lesser lights.
"Hi Amanda... So nice to see you. Janine is fine. She couldn't come this evening. She had to work. So how are you? And this is your daughter, right? I'm so sorry Miss. I don't think I know you're name."
"Dell this is Jenna. I'm sure you met her at last year's homecoming dinner. You probably just don't remember. And who is this handsome young man you're talking to?" Amanda asked, turning her eyes appraisingly on David.
"Uhhh. Sure. Sorry. Amanda, Jenna... This is David Winslow. David is from Bemidji...Is that right David...Bemidji, Minnesota. David, this is Amanda Banes and her daughter Jenna. David is here for the try-outs of course. He's got quite an impressive quarterback rating. The guys in 'Athletics' were telling me they're expecting to see some exciting things from David."
"Uhhh. Hello. Mrs. Banes. How do you do." David said shyly, extending his hand to Amanda. As she took his hand in hers, the statuesque blonde stepped past it and pressed her mouth warmly against David's cheek. He could smell the perfume from her hair as she remained standing very near to him for what seemed like quite a long time. When she did step back slightly her eyes were locked on his as she said..."How nice to meet you David. We don't get to meet many boys from Minnesota all the way out here in the wild, wild west do we Jenna?"
David was almost hypnotized by Amanda's dancing blue eyes. Her direct look was really flustering him and he couldn't think of anything to say to her casual remark. When he tried to look away from her gaze he found his eyes drifting down to her inviting cleavage. The swells of her globular breasts were rising and falling enticingly under the bodice of her little dress. David could feel himself blushing as he finally managed to look helplessly towards Jenna.
Jenna could see the impact her mother's smoldering sexuality was having on the young man. She had seen it before and had usually felt jealous that the boys she knew and the men too could be so easily distracted. But tonight she was pleased to see that David was not immune to her mother's considerable charms. This was all going to work out perfectly with their plans.
"Hello David. It's very nice to meet you. Don't let my mother spin your wheels. She's just a shameless harlot as any male over the age of fourteen in the tri-county area can tell you." Jenna offered, stepping between her mother and David and extending her hand to him as well.
David took Jenna's hand gratefully like it was some kind of life line. He was a little shocked to hear the younger woman refer to her mother as a harlot but he thought it was probably just some quirky western thing. Amanda stepped back a little but David could see a mischievous smile curling the corner of her mouth as she continued to watch his eyes.
"Jenna. Mrs. Banes. It's very nice to meet you both" David managed to stammer. Jenna let her hand linger a little extra long in his, caressing his palm with her thumb in a way that attracted David's full attention. If Jenna and Amanda were any example, mothers and daughters in Texas were very different from mothers and daughters in Minnesota.
"Do you work for the University?" he finally managed to ask.
"God no" Jenna replied.
"I'm in the second year nursing program at Texas Lutheran and Amanda is a flight attendant with South West. Harry Allen asked us to join him this evening. He's one of the Boosters. He's had a crush on my mom for a while and every once in a while she throws him a bone."
Dell Mac Avoy was trying to edge his way back into the conversation but Jenna, Amanda and David were so totaling ignoring him that he soon just shrugged his shoulders and wandered off to join another knot of people chatting nearby.
"So you must be big time 'Longhorns' fans..." David said as he polished off the soda he was drinking. What a lame thing to say he thought. Everybody out here were 'Longhorns' fans. He wasn't used to being chatted up by attractive women, certainly not women as drop dead gorgeous as Jenna and her mother. He had been going out with the same girl for two years back home and she wasn't in the same league as these two blondes.
Jenna could see how nervous they were making him and she smiled to herself.
"Can I get you something David? What are you drinking?" she asked.
"Oh just Coke. But you don't have to. I'll get some in a minute." David offered.
But Jenna happened to spy a waiter with a tray full of drinks circulating nearby. She winked at David, handed her mother her own drink and walked the few steps over to the waiter. She took a coke from the tray just before the waiter turned to offer drinks to another knot of people.
With her back still turned to David, Jenna reached into the breast pocket of her shirt, took a tiny sachet from it and discreetly dumped the fine powder into David's Coke. She quickly stirred the drink with her finger and put the empty packet back in her pocket. It was nothing lethal, just a couple of pills of Viagra that she had ground up earlier. The quickest way to a man's heart is through his dick was what her mother always said.
Jenna turned and returned to David with the laced Coke. She handed it to him, took her own drink from Amanda, raised her glass and said... "Remember David, if you haven't fallen off a horse...then you haven't been riding long enough."
And with that cryptic quote the three of them took a healthy sip of their drinks. Jenna looked quickly at Amanda and gave her a little conspiratorial nod. Amanda smiled back at her daughter.
The two blondes made a point of trying to make the young man feel a little more comfortable. They talked about Texas and football and school and were getting on pretty well when one of the coaches came over and said there was someone he wanted David to meet. David reluctantly apologized to Jenna and Amanda and said he'd better go.
Jenna pulled him aside for just a moment.
"David, a few of the guys and some of the girls I know are going over to 'Steam City' after this is over. They've got a good country band. It's not far and it should be fun. Why don't you come?"
"Ahhh, thanks Jenna. But the coaches gave us some of the practice squad film when we got here. I should really study it before tomorrow. I'd love to come but I better do some work."
"Sure David. But if you change your mind, you know where to find us. Good luck tomorrow." Jenna said, as David allowed the coach to snag his elbow and lead him away.
Jenna went back to join her mother.
"You did give it to him didn't you? Is he going out with you? " Amanda asked.
"Oh I gave it to him alright. But he isn't coming out. Something he has to look at on tape. But it doesn't matter. I would say that in another couple of hours Mr. Winslow will be ready to fuck a snake in a wood pile."
"Well that should make it fairly easy for you then shouldn't it?"
"Oh I'd think so! You know what they say, 'it'd don't take a genius to spot a goat in a flock of sheep'..." Jenna said with a big smile. The two women laughed out loud at this arcane cliché.
David was thankful when the reception was over and he could get back to his room. Those two Banes women had been something else though. He'd been debating about ditching the practice tapes and going to look for Jenna at the bar. But in the end he decided he'd be better off to look at the tapes. He didn't think that a hot blonde like Jenna Banes was wondering where he was. And he had told his girlfriend Gwen that she could call him late in his room if she wanted to.
So he settled down to look at the practice squad film. He had watched hundreds of hours of football film so this was nothing new to him. But he found himself having trouble concentrating. He would have been embarrassed to admit it but he was spending more time thinking about Mrs. Banes' enticing boobs than he was about three wide or nickel defences. He was finding it hot and he was getting agitated, not the mental place he wanted to be before the big try-outs the next morning.
Just as he was about ready to take a cold shower and call it a night, there was a knock on the door.
'Oh no' he thought. There had been some talk that there was another quarterback from somewhere in Kansas who had missed his flight, would be arriving late and might need a place to sleep. David didn't feel like re-organizing all his stuff at this hour.
But when he opened the door he was amazed to see Jenna Banes standing there. She was wearing her cowboy hat and was leaning against the door frame with a bottle and two shot glasses in one hand and a DVD in the other.
"Hi David. Want some company? I bring refreshments..." she said holding up the bottle and glasses..."some highlight film..." ... holding up the DVD..."and well...me!" ...she said with a giggle, straightening up beside the door, putting one hand on her hip then unsteadily holding that pose.
David was barely able to contain his excitement at seeing the lanky blonde standing there in front of him, asking if she could come in. Christ but she was sexy in her little skirt, her boots, her long legs and her sparkling eyes. He got the distinct impression that she had already had a drink or two.
"Jenna! I didn't expect to see you. I thought you went out with your friends. What brings you back here."
"Oh darlin'! They were so boring. The girls couldn't wait to tell each other about the size of their boyfriends' dicks and the guys just wanted to get into my pants. They are so predictable. Not like you baby. You've got plans. You've got a goal. So I thought you might want to see some game film of the competition." she said, thrusting the DVD into David's hands.
"Put it in. I'll pour us a glass of Jaeger" she said, giving him a friendly hip check as she walked past David towards the desk in his room.
David looked after the lanky blonde in confusion. God her perfume smelled fabulous. He didn't know what else to say so he went over to the DVD player by the TV, took out the disc in the machine and replaced it with the one Jenna had brought. He got it started up and looked around.
Jenna was sitting on the little couch with two full shots on the coffee table in front of her. She patted the seat next to her invitingly. David sat down and she passed him one of the glasses. He tried not to look down the front of her shirt despite the fact that there were a lot more buttons undone than there had been earlier.
"Cheers..." Jenna toasted..." Garage Key!"
"Just this one, then I really do have more work to do..." David said, though not sounding very convincing even to himself. Jenna's eyes just danced merrily into his as she snapped back her shot of liquor. David did the same, barely able to stifle a coughing fit that almost claimed him. "Great!.." he hissed as the fiery alcohol exploded through his system.
He looked over at the TV and was surprised to see a high light reel of the Abilene Eagles.
"Hey! This is the team that Brent Travis plays for. He's here this week trying out too. Where did you get this?"
"Oh I know a couple of guys on the team.." Jenna said, sliding a little closer to David on the couch. She casually let one hand drift onto his shoulder and let her fingers start playing with the hair at the back of his neck. David was acutely aware of what she was doing.
"They let me have this tape and we added some material to it from post game parties and stuff like that."
David was interested in watching the football, particularly the play of Brent Travis. He was good. Really good. But in a very little while the football segued into a back yard Bar-B-Q, with lots of jocks goofing around in front of a bevy of West Texas cowgirls. Inevitably some big guy was throwing a squealing girl into the pool while a whole bunch of other dough heads cheered him on.
David watched this for a couple of minutes more. He was feeling very flushed sitting there with Jenna so close. In fact his cock was starting to stiffen up uncomfortably in his jeans. He was afraid he was going to get his face slapped if he wasn't careful so he said..." Thanks for bringing this over Jenna. That Travis is a heck of a quarterback. I appreciate the heads up. But I really should get back to work..." he stammered, shifting on the little couch like he was going to get up and show Jenna out.
But Jenna moved her hand from his neck, put it on his thigh and gave his leg a warm squeeze.
"Just a couple of more minutes baby. There's another clip coming up I think you'll want to see."
As Jenna's warm hand pressed his thigh, David's cock gave a definite lurch. Fortunately he was able to twist his hips enough to adjust the lengthy bulge so that it wasn't so visible under his jeans.
David looked into Jenna's dancing eyes for a moment then looked back at the TV.



Soon the scene shifted and the camera was filming the interior of a car. The picture was a little dark but it didn't seem to be dark outside. And then David realized that the camera must have been in a car parked right next to the one it was filming. The person behind the camera was shooting through the tinted side window of the car they were in.
In the car being filmed, sitting in the passenger seat was a young black man in a white tee shirt. He was a wide receiver for the Abilene Eagles named Ricky Carlisle. Ricky was sitting rigid in his seat, looking nervously at the person beside him. And that person was Amanda Banes. Mrs. Banes had slid out from behind the steering wheel and was perched in the middle of the seat, more or less facing the camera. She was sitting very close to the young man next to her, her eyes locked on his. She was wearing a sleeveless little blouse that was unbuttoned and knotted together just beneath her gently heaving bosom. Amanda's right hand was gripping Ricky's shoulder like she was holding him in place. Her left hand wasn't visible but it looked like it might be laying on the receiver's leg just below the window.
David could then clearly hear Ricky say..."Mrs. Banes. I don't know about this. Maybe it's not such a good idea."
As he spoke, Ricky was shifting rather awkwardly in his seat
"You don't like it? You want me to stop?" Amanda asked with a pouty little smile.
David noticed that Amanda's left shoulder and her upper arm were flexing rhythmically as she leaned towards the squirming young man.
"Holy shit!' David thought...She must be playing with his cock!' He was so amazed that he was speechless for the moment, unable to tear his eyes from the TV.
"Ahhh!... Damn Mrs. Banes! ...Nooo!....Unnn!... That feels great!...It's just... Jenna said she'd be looking for me...If she catches us...Oh Goddd!..." Ricky moaned, his right hand gripping the edge of the window frame hard as some unseen twist of Amanda's hand made him rise up in his seat.
"She'll never know! ...And look how juicy you're getting!...And so hard!... I don't think this is going to take very long, do you baby?..." Amanda taunted leaning a little more heavily over Ricky and accelerating her arm movement. As she leaned towards the panting young man, her melon shaped breasts threatened to spill out of the gaping blouse that was struggling to contain them.
"Unnn!...Goddd!...Nooo!...Not if you keep doing that!..." Ricky gasped, his shoulders starting to rock as he hunched up into Amanda's coaxing hand.
"Oh God Jenna!...That's your mother!...How can she do that?..." David gasped, finally turning his amazed gaze towards the blonde sitting next to him. As he did so he realized that his own cock was hugely swollen and that Jenna's little hand was resting on it, rubbing it warmly through the front of his jeans.
"I told you she was a terrible flirt didn't I? And besides, she's left handed! I don't hear Ricky complaining, do you? Boys are so easy!" Jenna purred, shifting her grip and rubbing David's bloated cock crown through his pants with her thumb and forefinger.
"Ahh Godd!...Wait!...Jenna...Easy!..." David groaned, as lightning bolts of excitement rocketed through his loins. It had taken him a moment to notice that Jenna was fondling him through his pants. But it only took him an instant to realize that his cock was throbbing frantically at her touch and that his balls were already drum taut and on the point of exploding. He had never gotten this turned on so quickly before. It was all he could do to keep himself from coming and he hadn't even touched this girl yet. What the hell was going on!
Jenna could feel David's arousal too in the way he feverishly pressed upwards into her coaxing hand. That was the Viagra working, a girl's best friend. She started to move her hand a little faster.
"Look!...You're going to miss the best part!.." Jenna said with a smile, nodding towards the screen.
In a feverish daze, David looked back at the TV. Ricky's head was tipped back and he was sucking air in panting little breaths as his whole upper body trembled and heaved.
"Ahh!...Ahh!...Ahhh!..." he was gasping, a line of sweat breaking out on his brow.
Amanda tightened her grip on Ricky's shoulder, straightening up so that she was looking down on him with sparkling eyes. Her left shoulder and upper arm started moving in an even faster rhythm.
"Come on baby!...You're close, aren't you?!...Do it!...Umm Hmm!...Do it for me!...Give it up!..." the smiling older woman urged.
"Nahhh!...Goddd!..." the young black man cried jamming his shoulders back into his seat. Then a greasy bolt of come arced in the air past Amanda's pistoning arm and splatted wetly on the windshield.
"Oh yeah!...That's it!...That's it!..." Amanda purred, her arm movements never slowing as the first jet of come was followed by an urgent flurry of spurts that she turned towards the open window.
"That's it!...Come for me baby!...Oh yeah!...So much come!...You're making me all sticky!..." the shameless blonde teased as she continued to relieve the gasping young man of his load. One of the last visible jets of sperm flew right towards the camera lens that was recording this sordid little scene, smacking the closed window in front of the camera.
This lewd display along with Jenna's relentlessly pressuring palm was too much for David. With a strangled cry of embarrassment, he stiffened up on the couch. He tore his eyes from the TV and looked at Jenna with an expression of total disbelief in his eyes. He made a weak effort to twist his hips away from her, but she simply leaned a little further in the direction he moved, keeping her hand moving steadily on his cock.
He was past the point of being able to hold it anyway. His balls gave a terrific lurch and suddenly he was spewing a rapid fire stream of come into his shorts.
"Unnn!...Ohhh!...Nooo!..." he groaned, reflexively hunching up into Jenna's compelling hand.
Jenna returned David's anxious look with one of delight as his orgasm overwhelmed him. Her amused smile grew even broader at his obvious distress. She could feel the searing heat of his come through his jeans as it accumulated in a wet puddle beneath her hand. She continued to rub him off in time with his pounding orgasm.
'Ohh ohh!...Someone's making a mess!" she giggled as a dark wet stain spread across the front of David's jeans under her pressing palm. Her mother would give her bonus points for making him come in his pants. Their plan was working perfectly.
"Oh God. Jenna! I'm so sorry! I don't usually...I mean...I don't know what...I didn't mean to do that!" the embarrassed young man stammered, shifting around awkwardly on the couch. His sodden pants and underwear were growing cold quickly and sticking against his loins. He was so deeply mortified he didn't know what to do or say.
"You don't have to make a federal case out of it David. Let's just say that you're happy to see me." Jenna said, giving his still engorged tool a squishy squeeze.
Then Jenna stood up and moved to stand directly in front of David who remained squirming self consciously on the couch.
"But if you want to make it up to me..." she said, reaching down for the hem of her denim skirt and starting to shimmy it up towards her waist..."I'd be happy to show you where to start..." she purred, pulling her little skirt all the way up. She wasn't wearing any panties. She moved her feet apart, completely exposing her bare pussy to the astounded young quarterback.
David had never seen anything as enticing as Jenna's little clam. He couldn't help himself from gaping at the seductive apex of her loins. The blonde's pussy was completely shaved, a glowing pink mound that was bisected by two fleshy lips.
Jenna smiled down at the hungry look in David's eye as he stared at her little treasure. She raised one booted foot, put it on the couch next to his knee and turned her leg out. This made her groin tip up and opened her puffy labia into an inviting O right in front of David's gaze.
At this lurid display, David's eyes grew wide and his still raging hard-on almost ripped through his slimy pants.
Jenna reached out with one hand and gripped the back of his head.
"Well darlin'?...Don't you want to taste it?.." she purred, pulling David's face into the center of her groin.
"Mmumpff!" the bewildered young football player responded as Jenna pressed his face hard into her dewy crotch.
"Ummfff!...Ummm!...Ahhh!..." he moaned, tentatively swiping his tongue through her greasy channel. He could feel a surge of moisture dampen his lips as he parted her labia with his tongue.
"Oh yeah!...That's good baby!... Lick your way up to my clit then kiss it like you mean it!..." Jenna urged, grinding eagerly into David's upturned face.
David followed her instructions and moved up to her clit. He encircled that swollen little bud with his lips, sucking gently and worrying it with his tongue.
"Oh shit baby!..Yeah!...Like that!..." Jenna enthused, staggering briefly in response to David's avid mouth. She locked her long fingers in his hair to regain her balance and then slammed his face harder into her moistening pussy.
"Ummm!...Ummm!...Ummm!..." David grunted, eagerly feasting on the succulent center of Jenna's loins.
The lanky blonde could feel an orgasm building but she had no intention of letting David get her off like this. She let him lick and suck her for a moment longer and then she pulled his face away from her juicy tunnel.
Using the hand she had tangled in his hair, she turned his face up to hers as she said..."Take off your pants darlin'! Show me how they do it back in Minnesota.."
It took David a couple of seconds to digest what Jenna was saying. He didn't have any experience with women as sexually aggressive as the sexy blonde looming over him.
But as she continued to smile down on him, David got moving. He kicked off his shoes, undid his belt and wrestled his gooey pants and shorts off.
Jenna had reached behind her while he was doing that and poured them two more shots of Jaeger. When David got his pants off she was pleased to see that his cock was rigidly erect, jutting up from his loins like a missile ready to launch.
She held a shot in each hand and passed him one.
"Here you go Davey. Now don't spill any!" she said smiling.
Then she bent her knees, reached in and closed her fist around the base of his throbbing tool. With her free hand she brought her drink to her lips and waited for David. As he raised his glass and hesitantly began to drink, Jenna neatly polished off her shot with a quick snap of her wrist and dropped her glass on the couch. At the same time she stripped her other hand up the length of his shaft, gave his swollen knob a vicious little twist then drove her fist back down to his balls.
This quick, brisk stroke caught David by surprise. He gasped with excitement right in the middle of his drink. The burning liquid went down the wrong way and he started sputtering and coughing. The fiery alcohol seemed to explode behind his eyes as he gasped and choked and tried to catch his breath. He dropped his glass on the couch too.
"I warned you." Jenna said, reaching up for her cowboy hat and sending that sailing over the back of the couch.
With her eyes burning into David's, and her hand still firmly clutching the root of his erection, she straightened up and straddled his knees. David was still gasping and coughing. But he couldn't help but think that the blonde looked amazing standing there with her eyes blazing, her succulent breasts heaving beneath her shirt and her little denim skirt nothing more than a wide band of material around her waist.
"Put your hands up" Jenna instructed as she got on her knees over David's lap. She shimmied forward and edged her knees apart until her swollen labia were spreading around the tip of his prick.
David's head was spinning. He was still trying to catch his breath. But the feel of Jenna's searing folds parting over his knob, those meaty lips slowly engulfing more and more of him had his heart racing with excitement. He could feel the blood pounding in his cock above her tightly ringing fingers. He couldn't believe how hard he was after having come just a few minutes earlier.
"Oh God Jenna. You feel so good. I've never met anyone like you before. I can hardly believe this is happening" David murmured.
"Do you believe it now?" Jenna hissed, dropping her loins and taking half of David's eager cock inside her.
"Ahhh!" he cried as the tight, moist sheath of Jenna's vagina surrounded him. He dropped his hands and jammed them into the couch, reflexively hunching up into the press of her loins.
Jenna smiled down at him and raised herself up until just the very head of his member remained inside her. She let him squirm and buck upwards but held herself above him, not allowing him to get any deeper inside.
"Godd Jenna!...Please?" David groaned.
"Please what darlin'? Please this?" she taunted, putting her hands on David's shoulders and dropping on him like a stone. She was so tight that she didn't open for him easily. In fact her plummeting pussy frictioned his tender flesh quite painfully as she knew it would.
"Phwahhh!" David cried, putting a hand on her hip and tying to hold her off just a bit as Jenna's searing cunt enveloped him. His drum taut erection was getting raw and inflamed and still he couldn't help himself from hunching upwards into the blonde's leeching interior.
Oh Jenna knew exactly what she was doing. She raised up a little, inviting David to thrust himself into her while at the same time leaning forward and rocking her hips up and down in an enticing fuck rhythm. That got him going like she knew it would.
Suddenly David's shoulders were pulling back, his thighs stiffening as he responded to her practiced seduction. He started hammering into the tempting blonde.
The heat and arousal in his loins were so intense that David couldn't even form a coherent sentence.
"I!...I!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." he grunted as he frenziedly bucked up into Jenna's receptive loins.
"Umm Hmm!...That's it!...Oh yeah!...Fuck it!...Hard baby!...Like that!...Yeah!...Like that!...Fuck me!..." Jenna enthused, her eyes flashing with anticipation.
"Unn!...Unn!...Oh Goddd!..." he moaned, the sweat starting to pour down his chest from his exertions.
Jenna could feel David's throbbing cock expand that extra little bit inside her like they always did just before they came.
"That's it!...Give it to me!...Come me, baby!...Come inside me!...Let me feel you shoot it!..." she encouraged, spreading her knees to open herself completely to David's pummeling.
David couldn't restrain himself any longer. He reached out for Jenna's hip and pulled her down onto his pistoning cock. He jammed himself as deep inside her as he could as his balls drew up agonizingly tight. He dug his toes into the carpet and raised her up on the arch of his quivering thighs.
"Ngahhhh!..." he cried as his balls convulsed in a wracking spasm and he launched a gusher of sperm into Jenna's womb.
That first spurt was followed by another and another, each searing jet of come propelled by an aching wrench of his testicles.
Jenna's eyes widened with her own excitement at the feel of David's burning come spraying inside her. That was all she needed to set her off. Her tight pussy locked on his tool and then started convulsing in ever growing spasms as her orgasm swept though her.
"Ohh!...I can...I can feel...every drop...you're shooting...in me!...Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!...That's it!..." Jenna gasped with her eyes closed, helplessly clenching and unclenching on David's shuddering pole. Her convulsing loins were coaxing every drop of come he had out of him.
David looked up at the blonde beauty writhing on his loins with amazement. No sex he had ever had could even compare with this. And still his taut testicles continued to twitch and lurch, jetting his sperm into Jenna's swampy interior.
Jenna looked down into David's adoring gaze, biting her lip with her own excitement as he bucked and heaved up into her. Eventually she could feel that he was just about done coming inside her. But he was still as hard as when they had started. She wondered if he was ever going to figure out about the Viagra.
Keeping her seat on his unyielding erection, she reached for the glasses on the couch and put them on the table just behind her. She grabbed the bottle of Jaeger and poured two more shots all without losing her perch on David's persistent hard-on.
David was surprised himself that he was still hard. And all of Jenna's shifting around as she made the drinks was sending unexpected thrills of excitement darting through his overworked groin. It wasn't possible that he could do it again already, was it?
Jenna could feel what David was feeling. She didn't know if she could fuck him to the point of complete exhaustion but she was sure going to try. She tried to relax herself so that at least some of the accumulated come inside her could dribble out, otherwise she'd never be able to work up any friction for the next round.
"Do you mind if I take my shirt off darlin'? It's getting a little warm in here!.." she asked, her eyes sparkling as she started undoing her blouse in front of him. She opened each button down to her waist and then undid the sleeves. Gracefully she pulled the open shirt up over her head and then dropped it on the couch. Then she moved her hands up, cupped her rosy tits in her palms and gave them each a squeeze.
"My God Jenna! You are so gorgeous!" David exclaimed. His eyes were locked on Jenna's captivating young breasts. They were two delectable, creamy mounds, not unusually large but fully rounded and tilting up arrogantly from her chest.
David's eyes were drawn to her nipples, two crimson buds surmounting her puffy, maroon aureole. Jenna's splayed fingers were casually strumming across them and David watched spellbound as those two points darkened and stiffened and extended a full half inch from the end of each breast. He could see them actually quivering in air like they were begging to be rolled around on the flat of his tongue.
Jenna could feel a new excitement surging through the stiff cock that was still impaling her. She reached for one of the shot glasses and brought it up to her chest. She tipped a little of the liquor onto the upper swell of her tit then moved the glass down to catch the drops that trickled down off her nipple.
"Want a sip?" she asked.
David leaned towards that alluring boob like he was in a dream. Jenna managed to feed him the shot before she allowed him to latch onto her breast. David couldn't help himself from hunching up into her pussy when her spiky nipple first dragged across his tongue.
Jenna let him indulge himself for a moment and then she put a hand on his neck and pushed him off. She picked up the other shot from behind her, dribbled some of the schnapps on her other tit and held the glass under that nipple for David to sample as well.
"This one's feeling ignored" she purred as David eagerly leaned toward this newly offered treat. He drank off the burning liquor quickly so that he could get at that other breast.
This time, he inhaled as much of her tit into his gaping mouth as he could. Jenna wrapped her arms around David's head and pulled him tight against her chest. At the same time she started to fuck him again, starting off gently, just rising and falling about an inch or two as she got a steady rhythm going.
All the schnapps and all the sex had David lost in a lust and alcohol fueled world of his own. He wrapped his arms around Jenna's waist and lifted her from the couch as he batted around her nipple with his tongue.
Jenna couldn't have been happier. She clutched David's waist with her knees and continued to lever herself up and down on his tool.



"Umm!...Umm!..Ummff!..." David grunted, answering the thrust of Jenna's loins by tightening his butt and hunching up into her with some eager thrusts of his own.
"That's it lover!...Fuck me you fucker!...I love it!...Give it to me!..." Jenna purred, writhing like a snake on his madly thrusting boner.
David couldn't understand how he could still be doing this. His cock was on fire, his balls were starting to ache and still he couldn't stop fucking into the blonde cowgirl's searing pussy.
They were both getting pretty sweaty and it was getting hard for David to keep his grip on her. He lurched over to the wall and pressed Jenna against it as he continued to hammer himself up inside her.
For her part, Jenna held on to David's neck with one hand and crossed her legs behind his back, giving him a straight shot into her womb. With her free hand she reached back underneath her ass and cupped his balls in her hand.
"You've got another load for me don't you lover?...I can feel it!..." she said slowly closing her hand tighter and tighter on his nuts.
"Ummf!...Ummmf!...Ahhh!..." David groaned gutturally against the pneumatic tit that he was still slavering over.
"Are you going to give it to me?..." Jenna demanded in a breathy whisper.
"Are you?" she purred, extending one long finger up behind David's balls and stabbing her sharp fingernail into his perineum.
"Are you?" she demanded, twisting her hips so that her bony cervix scraped across the underside of David's cock crown.
It was all too much for the excited young athlete.
"Oh Goddd!.." he cried, finally coming up for air from Jenna's crimson breast. He stiffened up and leaned back to drive himself as deeply into her as he could. His balls gave a painful lurch and he began to ejaculate once more.
"Nahh!..Ahhh!...Shit!..." he groaned as his loins convulsed and he spilled yet another load into Jenna's scorching pussy. Only this time each spurt burned through his length like a searing needle. And there was a growing ache in his groin with every spasm that wracked his balls.
Jenna could feel him cringing as he spewed another load inside her and she smiled secretly at his distress.
"That's it!...Um Hmm!...Yess!...Give it to me!...I love it when you shoot inside me!... Um Hmm!... All of it!..." Jenna hissed, squeezing and twisting David's testicles in a way that had him coming in huge, wracking spasms.
The feel of his searing sperm spurting inside her set off another mini orgasm in Jenna's loins. It wasn't as powerful as her earlier one but it gave her a nice warm glow just the same. She pulled her knees up a little and bore down on his quivering spear, wringing the juice from him while her little heels dug into his butt..
David groaned as he felt the heat of Jenna's juices surrounding his tool. The little cowgirl looked down into his fluttering eyes with a smile, giving his balls a sharp twist and then releasing them.
"Unnn God!...Jenna!...Easy!..." David groaned and then..."Nahhhh!..." as she gave his cringing nuts a sharp little slap. That little whack generated another minor spurt of goo, even though he was sure he was done.
"Don't!.." he gasped as she spanked his balls again. But this time there was nothing more there for her to get, at least not for now.
David's legs felt like they were turning to jelly and now that he had come again, he was all out of adrenalin. He struggled to disengage the sweaty blonde who was still hanging from his neck. But Jenna seemed quite content to have him hold her up while she writhed on top of his dwindling cock.
Finally David had to take a knee and only then did Jenna unfold her legs to stand in front of the sweaty young man. She steadied herself by opening her stance. She tangled her hand in David's hair and once again turned his face up to hers. Then she raised one knee and rested it on his shoulder. In so doing she opened up her come filled vagina right in front of his eyes.
David couldn't help but stare at all the frothy juice oozing out of her slit.
Jenna's eyes were sparkling down into his.
"Do you want to lick it lover? Do you want to clean all that up for me?"
As lewdly arousing as it was to watch the creamy trail seeping down Jenna's inner thigh, David wasn't too keen to find out how his it tasted.
"Unnn...Jenna!...Goddd!...You're really killing me here!...What I really need is a shower." David replied, ducking Jenna's lurid suggestion.
Jenna raised her knee and rubbed it against his cheek. She tightened her fingers a little more in his hair, pulling his face closer to her loins and said..."I could make you do it if I wanted to. You know that don't you?"
David felt like a wrung out dish rag. He didn't doubt that at that moment Jenna could make him do just about anything.
"I know you could. Whatever you want Jenna." David said meekly.
"Why darlin'? You don't have to look so scared. Cream pie is an acquired taste. Didn't the girls back in Minnesota ever give you any? Well, we can save that for another time..." she said, releasing his hair and dropping her leg down. She swung her foot forward under David's balls and pressed the front of her ankle against his cock.
"Now why don't you just go take that shower while I give my mother a call and tell her I'm staying over..." she said, rubbing her foot against his overused genitals.
"She still worries about me you know. I'll join you in a couple of minutes. There's nothing more fun than a slippery shower fuck don't you think?..." Jenna purred, jogging her foot up into his balls to emphasize her lewd suggestion.
"Unnn!...Sure!...That'd be great!..." David answered, lurching to his feet and back pedaling towards the bathroom. What he was really hoping was that Jenna would just leave so he could get some rest.
"But it's getting kind of late Jenna. And I've got a big day tomorrow. Would it be O.K. if I called you tomorrow after try-outs. We could go out or do something then. .." David continued, kind of clasping his hands together in front of himself in an almost comical attempt at modesty.
"I've really got to get some rest. But I'd love to see you tomorrow." David was almost pleading.
Jenna didn't move or say anything for a few moments. She just left David there dangling. Finally she strode over to the couch to pick up her shirt.
"Of course baby. I sort of forgot about your big day. Why don't you hit the shower. I'm just going to call Amanda and see what she's doing..." Jenna said, grabbing her purse and rummaging around in it for her cellphone.
"Now you promise you're gonna' call me tomorrow. There's lots of places I'd like to show you after you impress all the coaches out on the field tomorrow. We're staying right here at the hotel. Just call the switchboard O.K.?" Jenna said even as she was dialing a number on her cell phone.
"Oh yeah! I will! That was great Jenna! Amazing! I'll call you for sure! Say hi to your mom for me!..." David enthused. He sort of stumbled over and gave Jenna an awkward hug and a kiss on the cheek and then he edged away towards the bathroom.
Once he had shut the shower door he closed his eyes for a moment and tried to collect himself. He was totally exhausted. He couldn't wait to take a quick shower and climb into bed. He had tossed all his clothes into an untidy pile by the door, run the water, got it nice and hot and then climbed into the shower. He stepped forward, put his hands up on the wall by the showerhead and turned his face up into the spray. Immediately he started thinking about Jenna and all the hot sex that they had just finished. It had been just amazing. Nothing like this had ever happened to him before. He was astonished to feel his cock stiffening up at his loins yet again in response to his lewd imaginings. He couldn't believe that there was anything left after what Jenna had already done to him.
He didn't know how long he stood there like that. He must have been totally caught up in his fantasies because he didn't even hear the shower door open. But his eyes snapped open in shock when Jenna's hand reached around him and grabbed his cock while she snuggled up against him from behind.
"Jenna! I thought you had gone..." he sputtered.
"Oh I'm leaving darlin'. Don't you worry your pretty little head about that. I just thought I'd check on you real quick before I left. See if you needed anything. And then I saw you standing in here with this big, gorgeous hard-on and I thought 'Jenna girl, you can't leave the poor boy like that. How's he ever gonna' get any sleep in that condition. So I thought I'd just take care of this for you before I left!.." she giggled, giving his scarlet hued shaft a swift up and down stroke.
David turned around as best he could and looked down anxiously into Jenna's eyes.
The smiling blonde never relinquished her grip on his rigid boner.
"No Jenna really! The sex was great! Awesome! But I've had it! Really! I couldn't! I'm whipped. I just gotta' get some sleep. We'll get together tomorrow. Alright?..." he said with pleading eyes.
"Well honey I hear what you're saying, but your cock is saying something totally different." Jenna said, stripping the circle of her thumb and forefinger to the base of his shaft and pressing down on him there. At the same time she slipped her other hand under David's balls and gave them a quick squeeze. This made his erection jut up above her coaxing hands, it's blunt nose nudging rudely into the underside of one of her breasts.
"Oh Goddd!..." David groaned, unable to deny that there was another surge of arousal building in his loins in response to Jenna's skilled fondling.
"Don't worry lover. Nurse Jenna knows just how to take care of this..." the blonde said, twisting her hands on him in the most exciting fashion.
"Turn around now. Let me get behind you..." Jenna instructed, releasing his nuts and turning him by his shoulder. She had David face the back wall of the shower and she snuggled in behind him.
"Put you hands against the wall baby. Back up a little..Unn Hnn! That's it!...A little more... And spread your feet a little more too. That's good." Jenna purred as David moved into the position she wanted. She had him slightly bent over in front of her with his feet apart, leaning against the wall with a good part of his weight. She pressed herself against him from behind, the warm shower spraying over them both as she worked on his cock with a loosely shuttling fist.
David had to admit that the feel of Jenna's diamond hard nipples digging into his back and her hairless little mound grinding into his butt were lewdly arousing. But still he didn't think that he would be able to come again. His aching testicles were only tightening up a little in his groin, without any real enthusiasm. And his cock was starting to get raw. As exciting as it was to have the nubile young blonde jacking him off in the shower, he didn't know how much more of her relentless fondling he could take.
Jenna could tell that David was pretty well used up. But she wasn't done with him yet. She wanted him to be barely able to drag his sorry ass around on the field tomorrow. And she knew just what to do to utterly drain him.
Using the hand that wasn't on his cock, she dragged her sharp nails claw like down his spine all the way to his ass. When she got down to his butt she turned her hand over and slowly raked her nails up the underside of his balls and into his ass crack.
"Unnn!..." David groaned in response.
Jenna extended her index finger and started plucking at David's taut sphincter with her sharp edged nail.
David's eyes popped open when she did that. No one had ever touched him there before.
"Do you know what a Texas Twister is darlin'?.." Jenna queried, moving her hand up to the tip of his cock. She surrounded his knob with her thumb and forefinger and started turning the circle of her fingers back and forth on it. Even with the shower pelting their backs she could still feel a trickle of gooey pre-come start to flow from David's slit when she did that.
"Ummm!... Whatt?... No!..." David answered, getting a little more excited despite himself. He assumed a Texas Twister was something to do with the way she was turning her fingers around and around on his tender cock crown.
"Would you like me to show you?" she asked sweetly.
"Oh yeah!" David replied.
"I thought you would!..." she said.
The sultry blonde's mouth was very close to David's ear as she purred..." Now just relax. Bend your knees a little. Perfect!"
And with that the she speared her outstretched finger through David's asshole and augured it determinedly into the depths of his bowels.
"Phwahh!...Jenna!...What!...What are you doing?..." David cried in shocked surprise. His sphincter twitched spastically around the cowgirl's invading digit, snapping tight around it as she twisted it inside him.
"I'm fucking your ass baby! What does it feel like I'm doing? Don't worry! You'll love it once I loosen you up a little!.." Jenna promised, jamming her penetrating finger a little deeper. She turned and twisted it as she searched for that sensitive little gland inside his nether hole.
David squirmed towards the wall trying to evade Jenna's rudely penetrating digit, but the way she had him spread out and bent over made it difficult for him to get any traction.
Then, as he was just on the verge of squirming free, Jenna found the spongy little node she was looking for.
"You know why it's called a Twister darlin'? Because it's an unexpected pressure inversion that's gonna' suck everything right out of you! Like this...!..." she enthused, pressing down on his prostate and rubbing it with the pad of her finger.
"Oh my Goddd!..." David cried, snapping his head around and looking at the blonde behind him with amazement. His heart started to race and his insides instantly turned to water as Jenna prodded that responsive little trigger. What felt like an electric shock flashed from his balls through the length of his cock. Sweat burst out all over him and he was certain that he was suddenly going to either come or pee himself.
Jenna smiled at David's distress. She knew she could make him come any time she wanted now that she had her finger on his prostate. His cock was suddenly twitching with excitement in her hand and the pre-come was streaming out of it. She started to race her little hand up and down its length, wanting to keep him right on the brink a little longer before she pushed him over the edge. She let up the pressure on his prostate and started running her finger in and out of his rectum in time with her lurid masturbation.
"How's that darlin'? Do you like it when I shove my finger up your butt?" Jenna asked, snapping her wrist loosely a couple of times in the crack of his ass, making her deeply imbedded finger jiggle around obscenely inside him.
"Unnnn! God! Jenna! No!...Yes!...I...I don't know" David groaned.
But in fact, now that he was getting over the shock of the initial violation, there was something keenly exciting about the intrusion of Jenna's finger up his ass. And when she had touched that certain spot inside him, he thought he was going to explode.
"Do you want me to stop? Just tell me!" the blonde said, thrusting her finger in and out of his anus, hard enough that her knuckles jammed roughly into his balls.
"Nahhh!...Nooo!...Don't stop!..." David whimpered. He leaned forward, pressing his face against the tiles of the shower and deliberately opening himself a little more to Jenna's obscene anal assault. At the same time he helplessly began to hunch his loins forward into her stroking hand.
Jenna loved the feeling of being so completely in control. She had the big strong young quarterback literally squirming in her hands and there was nothing he could do about it.
And now she was going to make him come for the fourth time that evening and she was going to make sure he'd remember this one! From her nursing training she knew that the prostate was an extremely sensitive receptor. Pressure on that glands elicited not only a genital response but also an increase in heart rate and respiratory function. In the right hands it was like the ultimate weapon. And Jenna wasn't afraid to use it, or in this case, abuse it!
She twisted her gouging finger around deep up inside him once more. She laid her fingertip on his prostate and bent her knuckle so that she could exert pressure directly towards the base of his cock.
She moved her other hand and took a firm grip on the middle of his shaft, squeezing him but not stroking him for the moment. His erection jutted out urgently above her clenched fist.
"Are you ready?..." she purred, making one fast, hard up and down stroke on his tool. Then she started to apply pressure on his rubbery prostate.
"Yesss!..." David gasped as that flash of excitement lanced through his loins again. His sphincter clenched frantically on Jenna's goading finger as his insides turned to mush.
"Are you sure?..." the sultry blonde teased, cranking up and down on David's cock with hammer like strokes while stabbing her finger into that little bulge in his anus.
"Yess!...Goddd!... Yesss!..." David groaned as his balls knotted up excruciatingly and his knees began to buckle. His heart was racing so violently and the pre-come was streaming out of him in such a torrent that he thought he must be coming.
"I want it all this time lover!... Every drop!.." Jenna cooed as she continued to piston her fist up and down David's scarlet shaft. At the same time she jabbed and jabbed and jabbed his prostate like she was ringing a doorbell.
But that was no doorbell she was pressing. Soon David answered her goading hands with a strangled cry...
"Phwahhhh!..." ... as a gusher of sperm erupted from his angry tool. His thighs went rigid and his sphincter clenched so tight on Jenna's prodding finger that it felt like he was trying to break it off.
"That's it!...Let me have that string of pearls!..." Jenna urged.
"Unnn!...Nahh!...Oh God!..." David gasped, thinking he might pass out. It felt like he was being drop kicked in the nuts by a mule as his balls went into the most agonizing convulsions.
"Nooo!..." he whimpered as that first enormous spurt was followed by another and another, each of which ripped through the length of his cock like searing jets of lava.
Jenna was enthralled by the way that David kept hunching down lower and lower, trying to ease the aching jolts of nausea that accompanied his fiery ejaculation. But her relentless masturbation as well as her rude prostate massage was keeping him coming and she had no intention of letting up on him. She simply dropped down behind him as he slumped to his knees so that she could keep both of her provocative hands in play.
"Whooee!...Look at you come!...That's it!...Let's do the whole wall!..." Jenna encouraged as she cranked his spewing cock with devastating hand strokes.
"Ahhh!...Easy Jenna!...Please!..." David choked, his eyes turning pleadingly to the blonde's. He darted one hand down and grabbed her wrist to try and stop her insistent pounding.
Jenna returned his gaze with an amused stare and let him slow her moving hand.
"You want me to get it all don't you lover?..." she purred, as she started using her sharp edged fingernail on his prostate instead of the pad of her finger.
This got an immediate reaction from David. His eyes fluttered closed, his back arched and a renewed rush of come surged from his cock. Only now the come wasn't flying through the air. David's abused genitals didn't have the strength to launch his sperm any longer. Now it was just dribbling out of him.
"Goddd Jenna!...Don't!...Enough!..." the panting young man gasped. He was starting to see little flash bulbs popping out of the corner of his eyes. His overworked nuts were paining him viciously with every further spasm, each time Jenna scratched at his prostate.



"But there's more!.." she murmured, fighting his hand and stripping her fist up his cock like she was squeezing the last of the toothpaste from a tube. His creamy juice was now just seeping from his cock and running in a gooey trail across Jenna's knuckles and down over his balls.
"O.K.!...That's it!...I'm done!..." David moaned.
"Are you sure?..." Jenna whispered, corkscrewing her sharp nail into David's prostate like she was trying to reach the root of his cock from the inside. This drew a strangled cry from David in response.
"Nahhhh!...Please!.." he yelped. Jenna ignored his cries and fisted his scarlet length once more from its base to its tip. But only an insignificant bubble of come emerged from his pee slit this time, despite her ardent manipulations.
"I think you're right darlin'! I think we've got it all..." she murmured in David's ear.
And then without any further discussion, she released David's softening tool and, with a brisk snap of her wrist, yanked her finger out of his ass.
"Unnnn!..." David whimpered as his sphincter clenched futilely at Jenna's rudely exiting digit. He felt obscenely stretched and open in front of the lanky blonde who was now rising up to stand above him.
He knew he should get up too but he didn't think he had it in him. His legs were leaden and he only seemed to be able to breathe in shallow little gasping breaths. He tried giving his head a little shake but that only sent a sharp twinge shooting through his temples.
Jenna had turned her back on him and was wiping the flowing water down her arms and body with her hands. She cast a quick glance over her shoulder at the hunkered down figure in the shower behind her.
"I guess I should get going and let you get some rest..." Jenna said with a laughing smile that David didn't see...."Aren't you going to finish up?"
"You go ahead Jenna. I'm just going to take a couple of minutes" David replied, without making any further attempt to get to his feet.
Jenna was very pleased with her efforts.
"Well if you're sure you're going to be alright...I guess I'll get my stuff and get going.." she said, stepping out of the shower, closing the door behind her and grabbing a towel.
She looked back again through the opaque panel of the shower and was pleased to see that David was still down on his knees.
"Are you gonna' call me?..." she asked with a broad smile as she used the towel in a cursory effort to wipe herself off.
"Oh yeah. I'll call you tomorrow right after try-outs".." David replied faintly from the shower.
"Actually, I talked to mom before and she reminded me that the reception tomorrow night is at that Texas Bar-B-Q place out on Route 68..." Jenna said, drying her hair with the big, luxurious bath towel.
"I'm going to be out that way in the afternoon but mom said she'd drive you out after the try-outs if you want. I'll leave her cell phone number right here for you and you can call if there's a problem. Is that O.K. David?"
"That'd be great I guess. Thanks a lot Jenna. Hope you don't mind seeing yourself out. I gotta' get some sleep"
"I understand baby. I'm sure you're tired. We'll have some fun tomorrow night O.K.? Mom said she was looking forward to seeing you."
"Yeah. Me too. Goodnight Jenna."
"Promise me you'll behave with momma' alright darlin'? You don't want to start foolin' around with her. She'll have you for breakfast! So you be on your best behavior, alright?.." Jenna called, smiling to herself at the thought of what she and her mother had planned for the next night.
"Oh no. I mean ...Yes.... I mean... I'll be a perfect gentleman" David answered, finally managing to heave himself upright in the shower and move back under the spray.
When the shower door swung open and Jenna put her face inside, David literally backed up wide eyed against the back wall like she was some kind of crazed she-wolf.
"What's the matter darlin'? Aren't you going to give me a kiss goodnight.." she drawled, leaning her face forward with her lips puckered.
"Oh yeah...Sure..." David responded, nervously stepping forward and planting a quick peck on Jenna's lips.
The smiling blonde gave him a broad wink, stepped back and closed the shower door.
"Goodnight lover. Sleep tight." she called.
And this time she really left.
But on her way out she did pick up the spare swipe card for the room that was on the desk next to his wallet.
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Luisa Estevan had been flying with Amanda for almost seven years. When their rotation had them on the same flight they were known as the 'Dynamic Duo' which was really more of a reference to their chest size than to the girls themselves. Many a first officer had gone to great pains to shift his schedule to wind up on a lay-over with the 'Dynamic Duo'. When those two were flying together the friendly skies could get a whole lot friendlier. Their adventures both in the air and on the ground had become legendary.
So when Amanda told Luisa about the 'try-outs' and what she and Jenna were up to, Luisa was only too happy to lend a hand, so to speak.
Poor David probably had one of the worst night's sleep of his life after Jenna left him. He was plagued with dreams about humungous line backers bearing down on him while his legs were stuck in glue and he couldn't escape. Then he had disjointed dreams of Jenna riding his cock or beating him off in the shower and he'd wake up with an aching hard-on that seemed to take forever to go away.
It was probably about five in the morning when he finally drifted into a deep slumber. The next thing he knew it was seven and he was waking up and not really sure where he was.
Shit! He wasn't late but he'd have to hurry to get himself organized and over to the field house. Still he couldn't help but take a little extra time in the shower. With all his exertions of the previous night his whole body felt like it had been beaten with a hard rubber pillow.
He showered with alternate streams of scalding hot and icy cold water and eventually he began to feel half human again. He was totally pre-occupied with his plans for the try-outs when he wandered out of the bathroom with a big hotel towel snugged up around his waist.
But he stopped in his tracks at his first step into the bedroom.
His bed was mostly made up and stretching across it was a woman who was tucking in the upper corners of the sheets.
David looked around the room in confusion and noticed a basket with dusters and bottles of cleaning materials on the chair by his desk as well as a pile of clean bath linens. She must be the housekeeper.
He looked back and was going to say something when he noticed that this maid was doing something unusual. Unusual in the sense that she wasn't actually doing anything. She wasn't making the bed. She was just leaning on it with her eyes closed as if she was deep in thought. She had a mane of satiny black hair that was hanging down and partly obscuring of her face so David wasn't totally sure of where she was focused.
He was trying to figure out what she was doing while he looked at her more closely. And as he did that it struck him how attractive this woman was. She wasn't old but she wasn't young either and even bent over the bed she seemed to be quite tall.
She was wearing a grey, mid length nylon skirt that was stretched tautly around a wonderfully rounded ass. Above her very slender waist, she was wearing some kind of black spandex top that was clinging to two spectacular breasts. The top had a circled neckline that displayed a lot of those generous orbs as they swayed beneath her bent over frame. David was mesmerized by those two rounded globes swaying like bells. He wondered why they were rippling and heaving so deliciously.
Then he noticed that the maid was propping herself up with one hand while the other one was shoved deep up under her skirt. The way her arm and the rest of her torso including her lemon drop ass were moving, there was only one thing that she could be doing. She had to be diddling herself.
The naive young man from Minnesota was stunned at this realization. His cock responded before he did, quickly stiffening up at his loins into a major boner. David felt it and was immediately afraid this woman would see him standing there with his big stiffie. He stifled a gasp and quickly shifted the wrap on his waist to hide his hard-on, bumping into the door frame as he did so.
The maid must have heard him because her eyes flew open as she turned her head and spotted David standing there.
"Madre de Dios!" she yelped in a little shriek, jerking upright with arms flying as she backed away from him. She stared at him wide eyed for a second and then scrambled behind her to her basket by the desk. She came up with a little clipboard and looked at it anxiously.
"Senor Winslow? David Winslow? I am the housekeeping. I am...ahhh... this block of rooms would be to make up early. I'm so sorry. I knock. I call you, no?..." the dark haired woman asked anxiously.
"Unn No! I was in the shower. I didn't hear you come in. I was supposed to be out of here I guess. I just got a little held up. Ahhh....I'm almost done... Luisa..." David stammered, catching the woman's name on the little brass emblem on her chest.
He was pretty flustered and having trouble responding to the maid because she was so incredibly good looking. Although she was considerably older than he was, she had a tight little body and the most amazing pair of tits under her form fitting top. Those two conical jugs were wobbling in the most distracting way and David was having a hard time looking her in the eye.
Luisa noticed his distress and allowed a little smile to turn the corners of her mouth.
David felt he should say something more and without really meaning to he asked.."Are you alright? I guess you didn't hear me earlier because you seemed to be...I mean...I didn't see anything but I thought you might be...I don't mean that you weren't busy...at work...I mean...It doesn't matter I guess...I hope you don't think I'm prying...I just thought...Ahhh..." he groaned, wishing he'd never started this line of conversation at all.
But Luisa looked at him with eyes that had started to blaze. She pulled her shoulders back and stood in front of the gaping young man defiantly. She had decided to play this out as if she were Daisy Fuentes, the sex-pot siren on 'Amas de Casa Insensibles'. It was a steamy Spanish soap opera that Luisa was pretty sure David had never seen back in Bimidji. Daisy was always seducing somebody's husband or boyfriend and ruining their lives.
"Ahhh...No. You saw what you saw. It should not have been. I am sorry for that Sr. Winslow. It's just a crazy thing. Last night my husband, Ramon, he says to me he wants to have sex. Aiee...Men can be so.... Anyway I tell him no. I have an appointment today with the gynecologist. That is right yes? Gynecologist? Anyway I can't have sex and go to the gynecologist. I don't want the doctor to see me like that. But Ramon he says it doesn't matter and we will have sex. And I tell him no, and we have big fight. I tell him it takes three months maybe more to get an appointment with the gynecologist but he is such a pig he doesn't care. He just keeps arguing about the sex. But I am not going to give him any and so we just go to bed."
"Then, very early, when I am still asleep, he gets on me and he puts it in and he is fucking me just like he wanted. And then I wake up..."
David is enthralled with this story and the way that Luisa is telling it. She has her arms folded across her stomach, but her hands are moving constantly at her sides as if she's just barely able to keep from caressing herself. And of course her big jugs are bulging out of the neckline of her shirt as Luisa compresses them between her arms. And as she speaks she is slowly edging closer and closer to David.
"And then I wake up and I realize what he is doing, that he is in me with his big cock and that he is fucking me even after I told him no. So I get very angry. I tell him to stop and try and push him off. But Ramon is very much bigger than me. He just holds my arms and laughs at me and he keeps doing it until he finishes inside me. And then he pulls it out and lets me go and he gets up so that he can start getting ready for work."
Luisa was now standing very close to David and the smell of her perfume was overwhelming him as she went on with her story.
"But now he is done and I have only just woke up and when he pulls it out I am all full of his hot juice and this makes me very horny. So now I want it, so I tell him to come back to me, to finish what he has started and that bastard, he just laughs at me and he tells me I shouldn't be such a bitch."
Luisa wasn't the only one who was having an arousing morning. David's cock was ready to burst and even with the careful arrangement of the towel around his groin it was still making a pretty impressive bulge through the material.
"And so I come here to work. But just one hour ago Ramon is fucking me and leaving me like that. I can still feel his heat and when I'm making your bed I can smell the smell of a man and inside me there is this need. And I am thinking of his being inside me, and I am needing that, and then...and then I hear your voice, and then I see you..." she murmurs, looking down with a smile at his rigid tool jutting through his towel.
"And now I see you and I see that you are such a man too..." Luisa purrs, slowly reaching into David's crotch. And then her hand is closing on his balls through the towel and squeezing them.
"And I am thinking that maybe you won't laugh at me Mr. David just because you have such a big cock..." she purrs, shifting her hand from his balls to his hard-on.
"You won't be such a bastard will you mister?...Not like my hibrido husband Ramon!... I want you to fuck me so much!"...she said, moving her clenched fist on him in short, hard hand strokes.
David was beginning to wonder if he was still asleep and dreaming. This woman was gorgeous and she clearly wanted him to fuck her. But things like this just didn't happen to him. And this on top of Jenna last night was making him wonder if Texas wasn't some sort of parallel universe to Minnesota.
But the nagging pain that was radiating from his overworked testicles was real enough. He had already been royally fucked in the last twelve hours and he knew he should be focusing on the try-outs and not more sex. But this woman in front of him was just incredibly hot. He already knew what he was going to do even before he did it.
And Luisa knew it too. She was remembering a recent episode of "Amas de Casa" where Daisy seduced young father Rivera in the vestry of the church on the eve of the Feast of the Immaculate Conception. She remembered Daisy's lines perfectly as she pushed David back against the wall.
"Forgive me father...I mean David, for I have been so sinful. I am a bad woman. I have had so many men between my thighs. Men I have known a long time and men I have just met. Men who are standing with their woman and I will whisper in their ear and soon they will leave their woman and come to me. And I will meet them in an alleyway or in a small room..." Luisa murmured in David's ear just as Daisy whispered to Father Rivera. And just as Daisy's hand had found its way under Father Rivera's cassock, Luisa's was sliding under David's towel.
"And they will lay between my legs David or they will press me up against a wall. And I will take them in my hand to feel their strength. Oh yes father...David...like I can feel your strength..." Luisa purred as she slowly closed her little hand on his erection and gave it a torrid squeeze. She raised one leg up his side and tilted her loins into his.
""Oh my God!.." David gasped as Luisa pulled his cock down and guided it up under her skirt. When she steered his knob into her greasy slit he realized that she wasn't wearing any panties. He thought he would explode when her meaty labia unfurled around his buzzing cock crown.
"So many men David! So many big hard cocks inside me! And they don't think about their wives when they come to me like this. They will only think about Luisa's pussy. Their hands are rough but they tremble as they touch me..." she purred, as David placed his shaking hands on Luisa's curvaceous hips.
Luisa moved her lips very close to David's ear as she continued..." and when they enter me they are always so rough, so ...eager...so ...Yesss!... Like that!..." Luisa hissed as David bent his knees and rammed himself all the way up inside her in one feverish lunge. She was tall enough that he had to strain upwards on his toes to fully penetrate her. It was just what Father Rivera had done to that slut Daisy Fuentes when she teased him in the church with the long litany of men she had fucked.
Luisa smiled at the way David gasped and trembled in front of her as she clenched herself tightly on his impaling spear.
"Nahhh!...Luisa!...Ohhh!..." he groaned, excited beyond belief by this Latin beauty's lewd seduction. Her juicy cunt had parted effortlessly ahead of his cock, sheathing him in an incredibly hot and clinging tunnel. And he was incredibly turned on by the way she was talking to him like she was telling him a story about someone else even though she was the one who was screwing him there in his hotel room.
Helplessly he started driving himself up into her seething pussy, working his hips in and out like a rabbit in heat. And Luisa was loving it. She grabbed David's shoulders and leaned back slightly, opening herself fully to the young man's frantic penetration.
"They fuck me like a whore, like a slut father...David...not like they fuck their wives, their girlfriends...Like ...you're... fucking... me... now!...Yesss!...Like that!..."." Luisa taunted, moving one hand down to David's hip and jerking him hard, again and again, into the saddle of her loins.
David whimpered as his balls drew up agonizingly tight and his come churned for release.
Luisa felt it and she raised her bent knee even higher and pressed forward with her hips to skewer herself completely on David's shaft.
"They fill me and stretch me with their cocks!....And never will they fuck their wives again without thinking about their fuck with Luisa!...They will close their eyes and they will think about coming inside me!...So much come inside me Father...David...so much come running out of me... dripping down my thighs!..."
David gasped as Luisa writhed above his loins, her molten tunnel twisting and squeezing his angry cock. She had him pressed so tightly against the wall that he wasn't able to swing his hips up and down as he wanted. He could only strain upwards on quivering thighs into the depths of her womb.
She moved her lips to his ear once again. "And they always come so fast... the first time!..." she purred, as she reached under her swiveling ass and cupped his balls in her hand.
David couldn't stop himself when she did that. He locked his hands on her ass through her nylon skirt and pulled her hard against him. He sucked in a gasping breath of air as his testicles convulsed and a fire bolt of come rocketed into Luisa's pussy.
"Phwahhh!...Nahhhh...Ahhhh!...'" he cried as a devastating orgasm wracked him. The very first jet of come was volcanic, a fireball of sperm that burned through his cock. The spasms that followed after that were so excruciating that he had to lean back against the wall behind him for support. His balls immediately began to pain him.
"Yesss!...That's it!..." the dusky temptress purred, her eyes hooded with her own excitement at the feel of David's big cock squirting inside her. That first big jet of sperm had burst against her cervix, setting off a mini orgasm of her own in response.
"Yess!..." she intoned again, bearing down on him to milk his pulsing tool.
"Oh Godd!...Ahh!...Ohhh!..." David whimpered. A queasy nausea gripped him with every spasm of his balls. The gushes of come that followed the first one were much smaller and weaker than the first. But Luisa managed to keep a steady stream oozing out of him by squeezing and releasing his cock inside her in time with his wrenching spasms.
"Ahhh!...Wait!...I can't do this!...Nooo!..." David groaned, just like father Rivera had done as he helplessly emptied himself into Daisy's irresistible loins.
Luisa smiled at David's distress. Amanda had told her that her daughter was going to work him over the night before. Luisa imagined that the hunky young man that was fucking her would have been more than a little wasted when Jenna was done with him.
But Luisa had promised Amanda that she'd have this young quarterback crying like a girl before she let him go. And she was just getting started.
She waited a few moments longer until David's erection stopped pulsing inside her. She could tell he was finished for the moment. She gave his balls a quick, sharp twist to be sure. Although this made him gasp and wince, it didn't elicit any further outpouring from him.
She let go of David's balls and swung her raised leg back, gracefully dismounting him. She looked down at his groin and smiled to see that he was still rock hard. That was perfect. That would make everything that much easier.
"Mister David!...You are so much more...muy fuerte...than my bastard husband! You will still fuck with Luisa for just a little more now, le pida usted por favor..."
As she started edging back towards the bed, the voluptuous beauty grabbed the bottom of her shirt and ripped it over her head. Then she grabbed the waist of her nylon skirt and ripped that off (CVC - Convenient Velcro Closures). She was left standing in front of the wide eyed young man in a red satin thong and a matching, miniscule satin bra. David had been wrong. She was wearing panties. But her thong was so tiny it was little more than a gossamer ribbon. It wasn't surprising that in his earlier excitement he had bulled right past it and into her pussy.
Luisa's eyes sparkled as she studied the condition David's rigid cock was in. It looked like you could hammer nails with it. His whole length was chafed and raw, the head an angry crimson color. But still that indomitable erection jutted out from his groin, visibly throbbing with arousal. She didn't know if it was the after effects of the Viagra or just his youthful enthusiasm and frankly, she didn't care.
Her pussy gave a juicy little twitch of anticipation as she eyed his rampant meat. She turned her eyes back to David's as she cupped her melon sized breasts in her hands and lifted them up to him like an offering.
"Por favor Mr. David. You cannot leave me like this. I am burning up to have your big cock inside me again. Do not be a bastard to me now..." she pleaded, dropping onto the bed and scrabbling backwards like a crab. She kept her knees spread wide and her hands lifting her jugs in invitation as she pushed herself back to the center of the mattress.
David's jaw literally dropped at this lurid display. He haltingly moved towards Luisa, his extended dick preceding him like the prow of an ocean liner. But even though he was still stiff as a board, he didn't know if he could do it again or not. And aside from that he knew he was getting late for the try-outs. But the buxom older woman sprawled on the bed in front of him was an incredibly distracting temptation. She was making it impossible for him to think clearly.
"Luisa...I have to get going...Really...And I wouldn't want to get you in any trouble..." David murmured. But even as he was saying he shouldn't, he was getting on the bed on his knees and crawling toward the dusky beauty.
Luisa reached out and grabbed him by his tool. With her other hand she pulled her thong aside and pulled him to her beckoning center. A huge jolt of excitement lanced through David's loins at the sight of her parted slit gleaming with their juices.
"No Mr. David...Is all very good!...You will see..." Luisa enthused, squirming toward him and raising herself onto the end of his jutting tool.
"No trouble mister...Just do it to me...Ahhh!...Si!...Ustes es Ton Grande!...Yesss!..." Luisa squealed as David hunched forward and jammed about a third of his length into her seething interior.



"Oh my Goddd!..." David groaned at the feel of Luisa's molten pussy sheathing his shaft once more.
He grabbed her raised knees and pulled her upwards onto his erection like he was pulling on an old pair of boots.
Ahhh!..Maldicion!...Lento!..." Luisa cried as her silky folds spread ahead of David's tool. She jammed her heels up towards the ceiling to open herself to his eager penetration. But at the same time she put her hands on his hips, not allowing him to enter her fully.
David gasped as Luisa's pussy stripped up the length of his angry shaft. His cock was very, very tender right now. .
"Ahhh!...Damn!..." he groaned as the maid's searing cunt set him on fire.
The young man couldn't resist the excitement that the feel of her clinging pussy around his cock sent raging through his loins. He grabbed Luisa' ankles and pushed her legs back around her ears as he started hunching into her. Luisa smiled to feel his big dick sawing in and out of her.
"Unnn!...Luisa!...Unn!...Unnn!..." he whimpered as he thrust himself into her slippery tunnel.
It was all she could do to restrain him with her pressing hands from hammering into her womb.
David was overwhelmed by the sensations shooting through his loins. His balls were stiffening and his cock was buzzing as if it had an electrical current running through it. And Luisa's pussy was incredible. She was wet and slick and incredibly snug. David couldn't stop himself from driving into her in frantic lunges.
"Si mi amo agrado!...Give me your beautiful cock!...As much as you can!... Yesss!...Like that!...Yesss!..." Luisa encouraged. She could tell he was getting close by the way his back was arching and the feverish intensity of his fucking. She could feel his cock enlarge that extra little bit and she knew it was time.
She let go of his hips and turned her loins upwards, allowing David's cock to impale her right up to his balls. She crossed her ankles just below his shoulder blades and began to grind on his fully imbedded spear. She bore down with her cervix, scraping it against the inflamed end of his cock.
"Ahhh yess mi amor!...Right there!...Ramon is not half the man that you are muy machista!... Tirelo!...Tirelo dentro de mi!..." Luisa urged, knowing full well what she was doing to his livid tool.
David's eyes flew open. Suddenly it felt like there was a branding iron being pressed against his knob. He jerked his hips up and there was a moment of relief. But the urge to drive himself back into the writhing temptress beneath him was too strong. He slammed his cock back into her and then groaned as the fiery burning attacked his cock again. He jerked it out only to feverishly thrust back in, grunting with every frantic lunge... "Unn!... Unn!...Unn!.."
Luisa smiled as David's wild fucking got even rougher. In fact she had spent the previous night in bed with a man named Ramon (not her husband), but David was so much better.
The way his pelvis was smacking against her upturned loins, his big cock streaking in and out, was getting to her. She wanted to be on top. She let her legs slide down his torso and planted her heels on the bed. She grabbed his shoulders, twisted her torso sideways and kicked down hard into the mattress with her right leg.
In an instant she had flipped David over onto his back and was sitting astride his hips, his rampant cock still buried deep inside her.
David was so lost in the excitement raging through his loins that he never stopped his frenzied fucking.
But now Luisa was in control. And she was intent on having her own climax too. She planted her hands on her thighs and settled down heavily on David's bucking loins. She straightened up so that her weight was centered right on his lap and pressed down on him. This drove his tool into the heart of her seething tunnel and at the same time pinned him to the bed.
"Unghh!...God!...Luisa!...Please!...Don't!...Let me!...I have to...I need....Unn!.." David whimpered. He was so close to coming that he wanted desperately to keep fucking in and out of that silky channel. But Luisa's full weight bearing down on him allowed him no movement whatsoever. He could only arch his loins upwards with all his strength and shove himself as deeply up inside her as he could reach.
And that was exactly what Luisa wanted. His distended meat was auguring around inside her in the most arousing manner. She could feel a whopper of an orgasm getting very close. She started arching her back and bearing down on him with renewed fury as the tension in her groin became unbearable.
She tried to think what Daisy Fuentes had said just last week as she bedded her sister's fiancé the night before their wedding. Just like her soap opera idol she closed her eyes and turned her face upwards as she pleaded...
"Amante!...Angel amor!...Yess!...Yesss!...You are touching me in my very soul mi amante... Give me your heat!...Your juice!...Spill it all for me!...Fill me with the heat of your love!... Venido dentro de mi!...Let me take your load inside me!..."
David was completely mesmerized by the wanton temptress above him. Her little satin bra looked like it was ready to burst as Luisa's monumental breasts jutted up towards the sky. The creamy orbs were swollen and heaving on her chest as she panted in quick little gasping breaths.
At the same time her cunt was closing on him with vice like intensity, tighter and tighter until he was sure she was going to rip it off. Between that and Luisa's lewd murmurings he couldn't hold it. Suddenly his balls convulsed and the come rushed from his loins in a ferocious torrent.
"Ahh Godd!...Luisa!...Nahhh!...Ahhh!...." David cried as a feverish sweat covered his body and his orgasm swept through him. He jammed his heels into the bed and strained upwards into Luisa's seething pussy.
Initially his testicles spasmed quick and hard. He was coming in gut wrenching convulsions. But those first wracking jolts were soon followed by a slow grinding of his balls and a halting, reluctant flow of sperm from his overworked testes. It was like a deep, fitful seizure that rocked him to his very core.
"Yes my angel!..." the scheming vixen enthused, her back arching even further as she felt him throbbing inside her. The sudden wash of heat in the depths of her loins triggered her own orgasm. And the first spasm was mind boggling.
"Santos en Cielo!..." Luisa barked, snapping forward at the waist like she'd been punched in the stomach. She planted one outstretched hand on his chest to steady herself. Suddenly her eyes were wide open and staring feverishly into David's.
"Ummm!...Ummm!...Ummm!..." she moaned, her body shuddering and her tits heaving madly as a series of wracking convulsions washed through her groin. It was the killer orgasm she knew it would be, crashing through her loins and making her insides constrict on David's hard-on with feverish intensity.
"Nahhhhh!...." David cried, as Luisa's cunt clamped down on him. Her crushing squeeze made David's genitals lurch and drew another trickle of sperm up from his balls. And it was then that he knew he was done, his aching testicles totally drained. And yet Luisa's pussy was milking him so hard that she was drawing more juice from him with every rippling clench of her vagina. He had no idea how he could still be coming or why his angry tool remained as hard as ever.
'Goddd! Why won't it go down!' he cried to himself as an aching nausea started to grow in him.
But still his engorged length refused to subside and throbbed inside Luisa's ravaging vagina.
He looked up at her with pleading eyes, put his hands on her hips and tried to pull out. But she was too tight and he was too big.
"Unnn!...Luisa!...Please!...Enough!...No mas!... You have to help me..." David pleaded.
He tried again, scrabbling backwards on the bed with his hands and heels but all he managed to do was to bend and stretch the root of his engorged tool so badly that it felt like it was going to tear off.
"I!...Noo!...Luisa!...I need...! ...Nahh!... I can't... stay ...like this!..." he cried, bending and straightening his legs futilely, getting a little panicy at not be able to get his tender cock out of the woman above him.
"Ahhh!.." Luisa gasped. It was a new and exciting feeling, the way David was stretching her resilient pussy as he squirmed and twisted beneath her. It felt like he was trying to pull her insides out as he struggled to free his engorged prick.
"Ahhh!...Carida!...Apenas un minuto!...Espera!...Wait!...Por favor!.." Luisa purred, her hands trying to hold him still as he wrenched himself around inside her. She knew once her orgasm finally waned she would loosen up but his anxious scrambling was keeping her on edge and was only making things worse.
"Ummm!...Quietly!..." she whispered again, her slitted eyes flashing down into David's.
David stared up at her with wide eyes and a heaving chest, like a horse that wanted to bolt.
Luisa reached up and undid the front fastener of her bra, letting the satiny cups fly apart and dangle from her shoulders. Her torpedo sized breasts wobbled crazily when she did that, sagging a little bit with their weight when they eventually settled down. But they still maintained a wonderful upturned shape and the young man couldn't help ogling them. Luisa took one of her dusky nipples between her thumb and forefinger and pinched it viciously to bring it up. Then she grabbed the back of David's head and pulled him towards her. She leaned down and dropped that wondrous orb with its jutting nipple right into his face.
David clutched that creamy mound with both hands, latching onto her tempting nipple with his mouth as he did so.
Luisa was pleased that David was so easily distracted. That meant she could enjoy the end of her orgasm in peace. His frantic efforts to try and free himself from her spasming pussy reminded her of another recent episode of "Amas di Casa" and she was trying to remember the details.
Daisy's aunt had had a sudden heart attack. She was on her death bed when she sent for her son, Daisy's cousin, to come and see her before she died. The son, Alberto, was just one week away from graduating from medical school in the capitol. But when he heard about his mother he immediately boarded a train for home.
Daisy was asked to pick Alberto up at the station. When she did, she made some excuse and brought him back to her house. Once there it was a simple matter to get him into her bed. They made frantic love and just as Alberto was about to come for the third time, he had a massive heart attack and died in Daisy's arms. No one knew that both Alberto and his mother suffered from the same congenital heart condition. It was very sad.
But there was that thing that Daisy was doing to Alberto just before he died. Luisa had just remembered what it was and she decided she wanted to do it to David.
She looked down at the young man slavering against her breast, his face completely invisible beneath the pillow shaped globe he was snuffling into.
Luisa pulled David's face harder against her bosom while disengaging herself from his rigid tool.
The young man moaned as his big cock was drawn from the depths of her silky interior to be left exposed and dripping at his loins.
Luisa then put her palm on David's forehead and pressed him off her tit. She looked down and smiled to see that he was still fully erect. She reached down and closed her hand on him. At the same time she moved so that she was straddling one of his legs, settling her sodden crotch on his thigh.
"Oh Luisa!...Easy!...Please!...I'm kind of tender!..." David gasped as Luisa moved her hand on him softly.
Luisa could see how chafed he was. His rigid shaft was a flaming scarlet color. The skin of his prick was so stretched and thin it looked almost transparent. And when Luisa slipped her hand up his length and squeezed him just under his head, that crimson dome swelled up and looked just like a cherry tomato that was ready to burst.
"Wait!...Not there!..." David winced as Luisa softly fondled him.
"I know!...I know!...It's O.K. Mr. David!...Let Luisa take good care of you!..." the sultry vixen purred as she slowly slipped down David's leg. He could feel a steamy trail of girl juice smearing across his thigh, over his knee and down his calf as Luisa dragged her honeyed loins down his body. She scooched around and finally settled herself on her stomach between David's parted legs.
Propping herself up on her elbows she reached for him, giving David an enchanting view of her hands on his cock, her smiling face behind them and her bell shaped breasts hanging from her chest.
She closed one hand on him lightly about mid shaft and closed her other hand around his cock crown. She lay her thumb against that little junction of flesh that looked like an upside down heart, right where the shaft blossomed into the bloated head of his cock. She started to rub him there with the pad of her thumb, sliding her thumb up and down, around and around against that particularly tender spot.
At first David just lay there, watching Luisa's gentle ministrations with wide eyes. She certainly knew where to touch him to make him feel it. But very quickly, even her light touch was starting to hurt his abraded flesh.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Wait!...Luisa!...Please!..." David groaned. Even though her cruising thumb was sending lighting darts of excitement racing through his groin, he couldn't let her keep rubbing him there. He reached down and grabbed hold of Luisa's hand to stop her fondling.
"Let go of me baby!..." she purred, dropping her free hand under David's balls and groping for one of his walnut shaped spheres. She grabbed his testicle between her thumb and forefinger and gave it a sharp squeeze so that it squirted out of her pressing fingers.
"What!?...Nahhh!...Don't!..." David gasped as a wave of crippling nausea ripped through his groin. He momentarily stopped wrestling with Luisa's cock clutching hand.
This was exactly how Daisy handled her cousin Alberto when he said he couldn't make love to her anymore but had to see his dying mother. She was such a ball breaker!
"Don't make me do this!..." Luisa purred again, closing her thumb and forefinger on David's squishy little nugget and squeezing it 'til it popped through her fingers like a seed from a grape
"Whuffff!..." David grunted, a cold sweat breaking on his forehead as his testicles twisted in agony. Luisa smiled up at him from between his parted legs and grabbed his cringing nut once more.
"You have been so good to me baby and now I want to do something special for you too. Please let me do this thing for you mi amor. Just put your hands up by your head Mister David...." she directed, giving his testicle a threatening squeeze when he hesitated. He sucked in an anxious breath and moved his hands quick enough when she did that.
"That's right. Now cross your wrists and put them under your head. Umm Hmm... Like that! Now keep your hands there O.K.?.." Luisa purred. She loved the way that you could make them do anything once you had them by the balls. With her face turned quizzically towards the young athlete she gave his little jewel a sharp twist that had David nodding his head vigorously in assent.
"Now you watch what I'm going to do to your beautiful cock mister!..." Luisa murmured as she raised herself a little higher on her elbows and gave David a salacious wink. Biting her lip in concentration, she focused her eyes on his cock and went back to work with her thumb on his swollen knob.
David too watched what she was doing to him. The hand he couldn't see had released his nut. She had twisted her wrist to grip the bottom of his shaft with her thumb and forefinger and pull it upright in his groin. The rest of her fingers were still tantalizing his balls, ready to restrain him once more if he should get restless.
But it was the other hand that had his attention. Luisa was patiently rubbing her thumb around and around just under his throbbing cock crown.
The smiling older woman could see how sensitive his towering flesh was to her touch and she concentrated on rubbing him right on that spot where all his nerve endings converged.
"Ohhhh!...Ohhhh!...My Goddd!..." David whimpered as Luisa's relentless fondling started really getting to him. Her lightly frictioning thumb was sending electrical shockwaves jolting through his balls. It was like her moving digit was cranking a dynamo that at a certain point would send a crackling wave of pleasure surging through his nuts. David would strain upwards from his thighs and his shoulders every time that happened. And then the burst of excitement would ebb and he would ease back down but still he would be just a little bit more keyed up with every successive tremor that swept through his loins.
Luisa knew exactly what she was doing. It was what Daisy had been doing to her cousin Alberto just before he died. She hoped David didn't have a heart condition too. She bore down a little harder with her rotating thumb and was rewarded with a strangled moan and a frantic heaving of his loins.
A creamy trickle of pre-come oozed from the tip of his cock. Luisa opened her hand and used that seep of fluid to lubricate her palm. She then swirled her open hand around and around on the end of David's cock crown like she was polishing a crystal ball.
"Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Luisa!..." David gasped when she did that, his heels scrabbling against the bed as shudders of excitement lanced through his groin.
"Do you feel that?... Do you like it?...Does it feel good when Luisa touches you like that?..." the dark haired beauty enthused as she went back to frictioning his purple knob with her thumb.
"Ahhh...Nooo!...Please!...Luisa!...You can't!...Nooo!..." David whimpered. The fires of hell were engulfing the end of his cock at Luisa's insistent touch. And still the excruciating excitement was growing in his loins. He even thought he might come if she kept doing what she was doing, even though he didn't really believe he had any come left.
Then Luisa laid his impossibly engorged shaft back down on his stomach and started rotating her palm against that same spot on his knob that she had been bedeviling with her thumb.
"Nahhh!...Nooo!...Stop!...Please!..." David cried, his heart racing and his loins straining upward against the press of her circling hand.
But in answer the dark vixen hunched a little closer so that she could lean more heavily on David's livid tool.
"Can you feel it mi amor?...Can you feel all the way down to your balls?...Oh yessss!...I think you can feel it very much!...I think you are going to come for me if I do this , no Mr. David?...Will you come for me carida?... Luisa crooned, working up a juicy froth under her circling hand.
All this avid fondling had created an inferno of excitement in David's loins.
"Ahhh!...Nahhhh!...Goddd!..." he moaned, writhing and bucking on the bed like he was lying on an ant hill. It felt like there was a swarm of bees buzzing away in his testicles and up the searing length of his cock. The sensations were getting so intense he felt like he was going to pass out
And then Luisa moved her hands once more. Her lower hand ringed the root of his cock, pulling it upright again and squeezing it firmly. Her other hand squeezed the upper half of his shaft and her thumb went back to scrubbing that swollen little cleft under his knob.
"Ahhhh!..." David cried, his hands flying out from under his head.
Luisa thought she was going to have to wring his nuts again to restrain him. But David was only grabbing handfuls of sheets from the bed beside him and hanging on. There were tears starting to well up in the corners of his eyes as he started kicking his heels into the bed and whimpering.
"Yesss!...That's it!...Come for me Mr. David!...Give it to me!...Let me see you come!" Luisa coaxed, tormenting David's weeping knob with her hotly pressing thumb.



Suddenly a shuddering convulsion rocked David's loins and a string of sperm erupted from his gaping pee slit.
"Aieee!..." he cried, his back arching and his loins bucking madly.
"Oh yesss!...That's it!...Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!..." Luisa encouraged, her thumb still rubbing him as a hail of creamy droplets burst from David's cock. The little gooey pellets rained down on his chest, his arms and splattered on the coverlet of the bed as Luisa turned and twisted his knob with her prodding fingertips
"Ahhh!...Unn!...Nahhh!..." David gasped as the wracking shudders in his groin soon turned agonizingly painful. His balls had been way overused and overworked in the last twelve hours and now he was paying for it.
"Unnn!...Ummff!...Wahhhh!..." he cried. It felt like he was being kicked in the nuts by a mule every time another spasm tore through his loins. He tried to draw his knees up to ease the tension in his groin. But he couldn't with Luisa lying between his legs.
"You have so much come for Luisa amante!...Estupendo!...Usted me dara cada gota!..." Luisa purred, continuing to ply his pulsing flesh with her thumb.
"Ahhh Goddd!...Luisa!...Enough!...Don't!..." he moaned, squirming frantically beneath the smiling woman looking up at him.
The dark haired beauty seemed totally unaware of his discomfort as she rubbed and tweaked his now purple knob, ignoring his whimpered gasps and cries. His rapid fire bursts of come dwindled quickly to a fairly meager trickle that oozed from his distended knob.
But still she continued to work on his meat. And then her relentlessly teasing thumb seemed to trigger one last devastating ejaculation from him.
"Unnn!...Unnn!.." David gasped, his eyelids squeezing shut. His knees bent, his loins arched towards the ceiling and then a final shudder seized his whole body. He remained bent up and tensed like that for a long moment and then just collapsed down on the bed.
Luisa looked for that last gusher of sperm to follow that final contraction but nothing came out other that a few bubbles of sperm. She smiled in the certainty that she had got it all.
But it was so still all of a sudden. Luisa had a moment of panic when she looked up at David's face and realized that he wasn't conscious.
My God she hadn't killed him had she? Daisy had had to go fuck the sheriff to get him to help her deal with her dead cousin. Luisa didn't think that trick would work here in Austin. But then she saw David's chest rising and falling regularly. She scrambled around on the bed and put her hand to his face. David's head just lolled to the side.
Luisa smiled to herself with immense pleasure. He had fainted. She had fucked him out cold.
She smiled as she got up off the bed and started getting her clothes back on. She kept glancing at David on the bed but he never moved. She took a look at herself in the mirror, ran her fingers through her hair, grabbed a kleenex to adjust her mascara, then picked up her little cleaning kit. She was all set to leave when she saw the note pad by the telephone. She put down her basket, grabbed a pen and wrote in a flowing hand... 'It is my pleasure to be of service...Luisa" and then drew a little smiley face.
She turned once more and blew David a kiss that he never saw. A she exited the room she remembered to hang the "Do Not Disturb' sign on the handle. The poor kid looked like he needed a little more rest. She was looking forward to telling Amanda all about her adventure.
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David's first day of try-outs was a disaster. Showing up an hour late didn't impress anyone nor did his on-field performance. Various coaches' play notes had remarks like...'lacklustre', 'awkward foot work', 'indecisive', 'confused'. David didn't have to read the notes to know how he was doing.
And of course the big problem was that getting your brains screwed out the night before wasn't an excuse that the coaches were likely to give much consideration to.
The young quarterback was really down when he got back to his hotel after the day's work out. He skipped that evening's reception and went for dinner on his own. He spent an hour in the pool and in the sauna after dinner. Then he went up to his room, hung the 'Do Not Disturb' sign on the door, put the lock-out latch on, took the phone off the hook, and went to bed.
There was a knock on his door around midnight but David just pulled the pillow over his head and went back to sleep.
Jenna saw Brent that evening and her boy friend was ecstatic. David Winslow had stunk up the field that day and wasn't going to be a factor in the competition. Jenna had told Brent before the try outs that she'd try and distract the young man from Minnesota and that her mother was going to help her. She didn't go into specifics but Brent knew all too well what Jenna and her mom were capable of.
The second day of try-outs was different. David didn't look like the same man on the field on day two. His hand-offs and passes were quick and accurate. He was eluding tacklers and making plays that had the coaches smiling and shaking their heads in amazement.
About the only one who wasn't impressed was Brent Travis. Winslow was making him look very second string and he didn't like that at all. When he got a break he got his hands on a cell phone, called Jenna and told her what was happening. Jenna said she'd get a hold of her mother and see if they could do something to help.
Jenna did talk to her mother and they made a new plan.
Because there were so many friends and family with the boys for the try-outs, the second day's scrimmages were open to the public in the afternoon.
Mid afternoon and Jenna was on the sidelines with a fairly big knot of spectators, watching the action. She had dressed down quite a bit on this occasion, wearing a ball cap, dark glasses, jeans and a baggy sweat shirt.
Brent had told her that the 'Longhorns' had given all the competitors their own water bottles, color coded...red for defense, green for offence...with their individual names etched on them. Jenna scanned the benches and it didn't take long for her to spot David's. At a moment in time when most everyone seemed to be watching a really tense play developing on the field, Jenna picked up David's bottle and took a sip.
It was G-2, which was good because that would completely mask the taste of the double dose of Viagra, her drug of choice, which she slipped into his bottle. Then she went over to the bottomless Gatorade barrel on the side of the field, topped up his bottle and returned it to its place on the bench.
When she turned back to the field there were high fives going all around on the offence and players were slapping David on the back. At that moment the elated young quarterback happened to look over to see Jenna standing there. She took off her sunglasses and returned his gaze.
David gave her a hesitant wave. Jenna gave him a slow smile in return. Then with her eyes still locked on his, she reached down for the waist of her sweat shirt and snapped it up to her shoulders. She stood there like that, flashing David for two or three seconds, her creamy naked breasts on full display for anyone who happened to be looking in that direction. And there was more than one sweaty football player looking that way.
Then she casually dropped her sweatshirt back down, blew David an exaggerated kiss and turned and walked towards an exit.
There was a sudden buzz of catcalls and whistles, guys slapping David's helmet and his butt as word of Jenna's audacious performance made its way around. David blushed deeply and trotted over to the sidelines. He didn't look around to see if Jenna was still behind him somewhere. He just took a big swig of Gatorade, grabbed a playbook, opened it and put his head down.
At the end of the day David was feeling pretty good about himself. A couple of coaches made a point of telling him that they'd been impressed with what they'd seen and were looking forward to seeing how he would do on the next day, the last day of the try-outs.
That night David went out to the reception dinner with the rest of the candidates. It was held at one of the Boosters homes and was a pretty elaborate affair. There were friends and family there as well. David had mixed emotions about running into Jenna again. Even though he had played some pretty good football that day, what was really in the forefront of his mind was the amazing sex he had had with Jenna two nights ago and also the torrid morning after he had spent with that maid Luisa. So when he didn't see Jenna at the dinner he felt kind of let down. He knew he should be focusing on the last day of try-outs but he couldn't get the image of Jenna flashing her tits at him that afternoon out of his mind. He was still looking for her when the bus came to take all the boys back to the Hyatt.
By the time they got back to the hotel David had convinced himself that his best plan was to head up to bed and concentrate on the work he had to do the next day. He was so engrossed in his thoughts that he almost walked right by the two stunning women who were sitting up against the wall of the open bar, staring at him as he walked by. There was just a velvet swag rope on pedestals separating the bar area from the lobby.
But even a guy who was sleepwalking would have been hard pressed not to notice these two. The blonde and the dark haired beauties had been turning male heads all evening at the tall café table where they were sitting. David couldn't help but lift his eyes for a peek as he passed, but then stopped in his tracks when he did so.
Luisa was wearing a hot pink sleeveless tank top that was stretched tautly around her conical breasts. Beneath that she had on a pair of red capri pants that were molded to her lower torso, from her waspishly thin waist to her shapely calves. She was wearing a gold necklace, a thin gold belt and a huge diamond ring as accessories. White nylons and a pair of four inch white stilettos completed her ensemble.
Amanda was wearing a little white dress like the one Marilyn Monroe made famous in the picture where she was trying to hold it in place on top of a subway grate. It had a plunging halter top and a mid-length pleated skirt. Unlike Marilyn, Amanda was wearing a black bra with her white top, an effect that David had always found kind of slutty, in a good way. Her melon shaped breasts were clearly on display, threatening to spill from the cups of the little bra that barely contained them. She was also wearing smoky colored nylons and black stiletto heels that made her curvaceous legs seem like they went on forever. The straps of the heels were some kind of stretchy satin ribbons that were criss-crossed half way up her calves. Above that her pleated skirt flared out from her generous hips. Her lipstick and her nails were a vivid scarlet.
There was a pile of bags from a number of high end boutiques stacked up beside the table. Someone had been shopping. The girls had several tall frosty cocktails in front of them, all of them sent over by various men with whom they'd exchanged a few pleasantries.
David immediately recognized both women but was wracking his brain to try and figure out the connection between them. Luisa was the maid who had fucked his brains out when he stumbled on her in his room the previous morning. Amanda was the mother of the vivacious blonde that had seduced him in his room the night before that. But they couldn't know each other. What were the chances? He was just standing there with this confused look on his face when he noticed that Amanda was smiling at him and crooking her finger at him to come over.
David looked around to be sure she wasn't signaling someone else. There was no one else so he made his way towards them.
Even before he reached their table, Amanda got up to meet him. She stepped around Luisa and right into David. She leaned heavily against him so that her barely covered breasts mushed thrillingly against his chest while she planted a moist kiss on his cheek.
"David! How nice to see you. I hear you're doing so well at the try-outs. Come and tell us all about it.." she enthused. As she was speaking, she took David's hand and pulled him after her, giving him no chance to make any excuses.
"I'd like you to meet my friend Luisa. She works right here at the hotel. Luisa this is David Winslow. He's here for the university try-outs. Sit down David. Have a margarita. We've got plenty. Tell us all about your adventures here in Austin..." Amanda coaxed, pressing herself warmly against David's side as she shoe-horned him onto a stool between Luisa and herself at their little table.
David was looking anxiously from Amanda to Luisa. How did they know each other? Had Jenna said anything to her mother? Had Luisa? Should he be nervous? Whether he should be or not, he sure as hell was. He barely knew what to say as he looked anxiously between the two striking women.
"Mister Winslow. I think we have met no? Have we not...how you would say...passed the time, yesterday?..." Luisa said, extending her little hand to David.
"Did I? Did we? We might have...I'm sorry but there's been so much happening..." David said, nervously shaking Luisa's hand.
"Have a margarita David. There's a couple of fresh ones here somewhere. There full of good fruit goodness..." Amanda slurred, grabbing a drink off the table for David and spilling it slightly.
"Unn...No, thanks Mrs. Banes. I'll just get a coke..." David said, sliding off his stool and turning towards the bar.
"You do that sugar. And call me Amanda why don't ya'. But don't you go disappearing on us..." she said sliding one hand up the inside of David's thigh from behind until it was pressing up into his balls.
"I want to hear all about what they've been putting you through..." she purred, giving his leg a provocative squeeze.
"Oh sure Mrs. Ba...A...Amanda." David stammered, his cock giving an excited lurch at the voluptuous blonde's touch. He figured she must have had more than a couple of those margarita's herself the way she was all over him. He made a point of telling himself that he should have just the one coke then get out of there.
As he made his way over to the bar Amanda turned to Luisa and said with a smile ... "Why are you talking like that, like some migrant from the barrio?"
Luisa tossed her mane of black hair over one shoulder and said with her own dazzling smile..."Don't you recognize me amante? I am Daisy Fuentes from the 'Amas des Casa Insensibles!' Ball breaker to the stars! At least that's what David thinks. And what's with you and the drunken slut routine? You've barely finished one."
Amanda pouted at Luisa prettily.
"Alas girlfriend, I guess I can't hold it like I used to. I can feel my inhibitions just melting away..." Amanda purred, slipping her hands up the sides of her dress until she was almost grasping her big tits in her hands.
"If I start to do something that I'll regret in the morning, don't stop me O.K.?...Here he comes." And that's how David found the two women when he returned, smiling and chatting although Amanda's eyes were burning into his as he wriggled between them to get back onto his little stool with his coke.
"So how do you two ladies know each other?" he asked.
"Oh I met Luisa years ago when I lived here in Austin. We met in counseling. I was in the middle of my second divorce. Luisa was in the same support group. She was having some problems with her husband Ramon."
"Si. Mi Ramon. He can be such a bastard! You would no be such a bastard like that would you Mister David?" Luisa asked, slipping one hand under the table and onto David's thigh. Her fingertips lightly grazed the length of his cock through his pants.
David was just taking a sip of his coke when she did that. He started to choke and managed to dribble most of his mouthful back into his glass without spilling too much. His cock though had ballooned into a feverish erection in just a heart beat. He could feel his face flushing and his breath growing shallow as an amazing arousal swept through his loins. It was all he could do to keep from arching his loins towards Luisa's casually pressing fingers. Jesus! He wasn't normally this horny!
Amanda and Luisa noticed the new tension that had seized the young man between them. That was good. It meant the Viagra was doing its job. Amanda gave Luisa a conspiratorial smile.
"David. I wonder if you'd give me a hand to take some of these things up to my room. Luisa and I were just waiting for some friends before we go out. It will only take a couple of minutes. Would you mind?..." Amanda asked, reaching down and starting to hand the parcels over to David without waiting for his reply.
"Ah sure Mrs....Amanda. I was heading up anyway." David said, finishing his coke. He got up and awkwardly shifted the substantial pile of bags from one hand to the other as Amanda loaded him up. At least they made a good cover for the 'formidable' boner that was bulging through the fly of his pants and didn't seem to want to go down.
"Now you stay out of trouble young lady..." Amanda said with a broad smile at Luisa.
"It seems I can't leave you alone for a minute without you picking up some stray cowboy or steel worker or something. I don't think David and I will be long. You know how quick these young guys are..." Amanda said with a giggle, reaching around and groping David's ass, making him jump and blush even more than he already was. Then she picked up the one remaining parcel she hadn't handed to him, the smallest one in the pile and edged towards the bar exit. David followed her like a devoted spaniel. As she strutted through the tightly grouped tables, her tear drop shaped ass swiveling and her pneumatic tits threatening to swing out of her halter top at every step, the eye of every man in the place followed her progress.
Amanda looked back over her shoulder with a confident smirk, to make sure that David was still behind her as she led him to a waiting elevator. Just a couple of minutes later she was unlocking the door to her hotel room and then standing aside to let him go ahead of her into the room. She flipped a switch in the entranceway that turned on a couple of feeble bedside lamps.
David looked around questioningly and finally put all the shopping bags down in a chair over by the window. Then he turned and looked at Amanda, assuming that he should probably just say good night and get out of there.
Amanda watched him without saying anything for a moment, with the same amused smile on her face that he had seen downstairs. Finally she said...
"Would you like a drink David? A rum and coke? I'm going to have one while I change into another outfit. It's been a long day and I don't think this one is too fresh anymore."
"Sure! A rum and coke would be great..." David said. He was trying to act cool but in fact he felt flushed and feverish and as nervous as a cat in a room full of rocking chairs.
Amanda was regarding him with dancing eyes. Instead of moving over to the bureau where there were glasses and liquor and some mixes, she stepped over directly in front of David then turned her back to him.
"Could you help me with this..." she purred, reaching back over her shoulder and pulling out the zipper tab at the back of her dress.
It took David a second to realize that what Amanda wanted was for him to unzip her.
"Unnn...sure..." he stammered, nervously pulling the zipper all the way down until it ended in the cleft of her ass.
Amanda reached behind her to hold her dress together. She turned once more to face David. With her hands behind her, her pendulous tits thrust even more aggressively through her now gaping halter top.
"Why don't you make us those drinks..." she purred, pulling her dress open from behind while turning away from him.
David thought she would grab a change of clothes and move to the bathroom but Amanda didn't. She moved over to the bureau where the drinks were, stepping out of her little dress along the way. Suddenly she was there in front of David in just her nylons, bra and panties. Amanda opened a lower drawer in the bureau and started rooting through it, presumably for another outfit.
David stepped over behind the barely clad blond, clumsily reached around her and started splashing rum & coke into two glasses that were on the bureau. But what he was really doing was looking over Amanda's shoulder into the mirror above the bureau. There he had an awesome view of her heavy breasts swinging hypnotically in her undersized bra as she rummaged through the drawer. He could feel himself getting even harder, if that were possible, at Amanda's seemingly unconscious display.
Without even being aware that he was doing it, David was shifting from foot to foot trying to find a position where his throbbing boner wasn't straining against his pants. Then he realized that Mrs. Banes had raised her head and was watching him in the mirror, pursing her lips at him in an amused grin.
"You seem to be having some difficulty there David. Am I making you nervous? I'm sure you've seen you mother around the house in just her undies before. ..." she purred, abandoning her hunt for the elusive change of clothes and turning to face the blushing young man. She put her hands behind her on the bureau and leaned backwards in a practiced move that made her conical tits thrust even more urgently from the miniscule cups of her bra.
David had to use every ounce of willpower at his command to look Mrs. Banes in the eye.
"Yes...I mean no...I mean, my mother doesn't look anything like...I mean you're so much younger, or not younger but...I don't mean you're old...you're not old of course and neither is my mother...it's just that your different...I mean my mother doesn't have...Oh God! I'm not very good at this. The truth is I haven't been with a lot of older women like... like this...or any women really. So I guess I'm a little nervous. I'm sorry if I'm not making a lot of sense."
Mrs. Banes watched the stammering youth with amusement.
"I'm glad I make you nervous darlin'. I like that. Now you know what Dr. Phil would say in a situation like this. He would tell you that you have to confront your fears. That in a moment of uncertainty a leap of faith is sometimes all that's needed to achieve your dreams..." As she spoke Amanda had straightened up and moved a step nearer to David. In her high heels she was just as tall as he was and her eyes were perfectly even with his. Her arms were at her sides, her shoulders back and her globular tits were lightly brushing his chest. She edged even nearer, slipped one foot between his and raised her knee so that her nylon clad thigh was pressing lightly into his groin. She moved her moist lips next to his ear and purred...
"So are you ready David? Ready to make that leap?..."
David was practically gasping with excitement in response to Amanda's provocative teasing.
"Oh God Amanda! Yes!...I'm so ready..." he groaned. His eyes turned hungrily to her gently heaving breasts as his hands came up and he spread his palms against the sides of those enticing globes.
Amanda's hands however came up as well. Her eyes were suddenly flashing into David's as she grabbed each of his hands in a steely clasp and yanked them away from her tits.



"What do you think you're doing? No one plays with those unless I say so!.." she scolded, turning his palms up and out and jamming her thumbs into the soft spot in the back of his hands just below his knuckles.
David was completely thunderstruck. How could he have misread the situation so badly. He was sure that the sultry older woman had been coming on to him. And yet now she was telling him off in no uncertain terms and she was doing something to his hands, twisting them outwards in a way that really, really hurt. Hurt to the point that he staggered backwards, bending his knees as he did so, trying to ease the excruciating tension in his wrists.
"Mrs. Banes!...Amanda!...I...Unn!... I don't know what to say!..."
"Did I say you could touch me there? Did I? Here in Texas we treat a lady with a little more respect than that young man!" Amanda admonished him , following David as he tried to edge away from her, keeping his hands twisted agonizngly so that he was helpless in front of her. She backed him right up against the wall of her bedroom.
"It wasn't like... Mrs. Banes!...Ngahh!...I'm sorry!...I didn't mean to upset you!... Owww!... I must have just gotten it all wrong...Umff!... I told you I wasn't very experienced at this kind of thing!...Can you just let go of my hands please?...I'm so sorry! " David gasped as the muscles in his forearms began to spasm painfully. He sank to his knees in front of Amanda, looking up at her apprehensively from beneath her looming breasts.
Ignoring his pleading to release the painful grip she had on his hands Amanda said... "Now don't get me wrong. If you want to fool around, we could have a lot of fun sweetheart, believe me. But it would have to be on my terms David. Do you understand?"
Amanda pulled David's hand wider apart and towards her while spreading her own legs slightly.
"Nahhh!... Yes!...Whatever you say...Please..." the cringing young man groaned, shuffling hastily forward on his knees to keep the pain in his forearms in check. Amanda smiled down at him as she easily moved him into the position she wanted.
"Saying you're sorry is all well and good young man, but you're going to have to show me!..." she said, leaning backwards a little so that her gently rounded pussy thrust through her panties right in front of David's disbelieving eyes.
"Unhhh!...Show you?...Sure!...Ahhh!...How?...""
"Oh I think you know how..." Amanda drawled, looking down with amusement at him. She tipped her loins even higher so that the satin gusset of her panties was lightly brushing his chin.
David was totally confused. One minute this stunning blonde was lecturing him for trying to cop a feel of her boobs and the next she was shoving her cunt in his face. As much as he wanted to dive face first into her tempting triangle he continued to look up anxiously into Amanda's eyes. He didn't want to make the same mistake twice.
"Go on baby! You know you want to!..." she teased, sliding her high heeled foot into David's groin. She twisted her leg and rubbed his bulging groin through his pants with her slender ankle.
"Oh yeah! You really want to don't you lover!...." Amanda said sweetly, giving David's wrists a short, sharp yank that drew his face firmly against the front of her panties.
"Mmmph!..." he moaned against her writhing lions, nervously opening his mouth against her and sucking through the material covering her pussy.
"That's it!...Umm Hmm!...Show me what a good boy you can be David!... Convince me with your tongue!..." Amanda crooned, thrusting her crotch against the young man's pressing lips.
Now that David knew for sure what Amanda wanted, he began to beaver away at her panty covered cunt with a will. His head bobbed and twisted excitedly in her crotch as he licked the moistening center of her panties. Then he moved his lips to the upper part of her slit where he figured her clit was hiding. He sucked that point voraciously with loud slurping noises through the satin triangle of her panties.
When he did that Amanda sucked in an excited breath. She released one of David's hands and grabbed the back of his head, pulling his busy mouth tighter against her now seething center.
"Ohhhh David!...You sure know how to eat pussy darlin', I'll say that much for you!..." Amanda enthused, hunching down with a little more weight onto David's upturned face.
"Ummmm!..." David moaned gutturally in response. He grabbed one of Amanda's bubbly butt cheeks with his free hand and pulled her more tightly to his leeching mouth.
"Oh Goddd lover!...Unn Hnnn!...Don't stop!...Don't... stop!..." Amanda hissed, releasing David's other hand and then using both of hers to guide his head up and down against the center of her thoroughly soaked panties.
David's own excitement was raging. His cock was twisted awkwardly in his pants and throbbing for release. He grabbed Amanda's ass with both hands, pursed his lips once more against the upper part of her slit and sucked her there as hard as he could. At the same time he swiped the tip of his tongue back and forth over that spot like he was trying to lick his way through her panties.
Amada's head snapped back and her straining thighs began to quiver. Her ass muscles bunched up frantically under David's groping hands.
"Shit!...Oh shitttt!...Don't stop!...I'm ...gonna'... come!...Ohh!...Yesss!..." she gasped through clenched teeth as a searing orgasm erupted through her loins. She yanked David's face into her spasming groin with all her strength.
Suddenly David's mouth was completely enveloped by Amanda's crotch. She was bucking on his face like she was being electrocuted.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Nahhh!...Oh Goddd!..." she cried as gushers of steamy girl goo began pulsing from her center, running in a stream through her panties and into David's gasping mouth.
David's nose and mouth were completely filled with quivering pussy. He couldn't breathe and he couldn't pull away and he didn't care.
"Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!.." he enthused, never ceasing his furious suck. Even as his head began to swim and he began to see little popping white lights out of the corners of his eyes, he continued to ply his tongue up and down, up and down across Amanda's sodden delta.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Yesss!..." the quivering blond gasped as the spasms wracking her loins began to diminish.
And then, suddenly, David's relentlessly twisting mouth was too much for her. One minute she was holding his slavering mouth against her with all her strength, and the next she was pushing him away just as determinedly.
"Wait!...Wait!...That's enough!..." she gasped as she stood over him, her massive mammaries heaving up and down with her excitement.
David rocked back on his heels, gasping too as he tried to recover himself from Amada's smothering loins.
They stared at each other as they caught their breath. David's face was scrubbed red from Amanda's buffeting groin and glistening with her juices. After a moment he started shifting on his knees like he was going to get up
"Don't!..." Amanda said, shaking her head.
David looked at her in confusion.
"Don't get up... Open your pants... Push them down... And your shorts..." she told him in short gasping breaths.
The anxious young man shifted around uneasily as if he still might get up. Amanda put one foot high on his thigh and dug her heel in threateningly close to his groin.
"Just do as I say!..." she snarled when David hesitated..
The hunched over youth hastily started to undo his pants in response. In only took him a moment to push his pants and his shorts down to his knees. He was keenly aware of his engorged cock jutting skyward from his groin as he knelt in front of the smiling older woman.
Amanda regarded David's stout erection with pursed lips. She knew that with the Viagra Jenna had slipped into his drink earlier in the day, his hard-on wasn't going to be getting softer any time soon. She smiled to think of all the things she was going to be able to do to him.
"You don't look very comfortable there sweetheart. Why don't you back up and lean against the bed."
"Unn...sure..." he said, looking over his shoulder in the direction of Amanda's gaze. He scooched back with his hands and his heels until he was up against the bed. As he hitched himself backwards, his pants and shorts came off in a tangled snarl. He was left naked from the waist down, his scarlet tool twitching and jumping as he stared up at the barely clad blonde standing over him.
Amanda let him get settled and then she stepped nearer. But before she did so she deftly removed her sodden panties and dropped them on the floor behind her. David gaped up with wide eyes at her now naked, come smeared pussy.
Amanda let him look as she nudged his ankles further apart so she could stand between his spread legs. Smiling down at him she put her hands on her waist and pulled her shoulders back so that her spherical tits thrust out boldly from her chest.
"You seem to have a little problem here lover. Well not so little actually..." she said with a giggle, lifting her leg and pressing David's erection down against his stomach under her stiletto clad foot. The young man sucked in a breath and wriggled with excitement when she did that
"Now what should we do about this?..." she asked in a sultry purr, pointing her toe upwards and slowly dragging her spiked heel through the crevice of his ass. As the pointed end of her stilleto scratched over his anus she stopped. She turned her foot and slowly augured the steel tip of her heel through his sphincter, stopping with it just inside his virgin nether hole.
"Unn!..." David gasped, sliding his heels back and forth uneasily on the carpet when she did that. His eyes opened wide like a deer caught in the headlights.
Amanda smiled down at him and turned her head as if she was waiting for him to say something. But when he didn't, she decided she'd better save the anal fun until after she'd softened him up a little more. She laid her foot down flat again and slowly slid it up the length of his tool. With her shoe resting on his shaft, she twisted the ball of her foot over his knob.
Shockwaves of arousal jolted through David's loins as Amada worked him over with her leather clad foot. The sole of her stilleto felt distinctly cool and gritty against his livid flesh.
"Oh my Goddd!..." he groaned, clenching his hands into the carpet to keep from reaching out and grabbing her tantalizing leg. But he couldn't help himself from hunching up against the downward pressure of her foot.
Amanda was pleased with his reaction to her lewd teasing. She could see how excited David was getting as she rubbed his cock with her goading foot. But she was just getting started on him. With her hands still on her hips she suddenly skid her foot up the full length of his cock, jarring his tender nuts with her heel.
"Nnahh!..." David gasped as the sharp edge of Amanda's heel nudged sternly into one taut testicle. A burst of perspiration erupted from his brow and his groin lurched sickeningly. He shot out his hands, grabbed her beribboned ankle and pushed her foot back. But when he tried to scoot away from her, Amanda said sharply...
"Don't!...Stay there!...I'll tell you when I want you to move."
And then just as quickly she flashed him a sweet smile and said...
"Put both hands on my heel!...Feel how the straps wrap around my ankle..."
David didn't know why she wanted him to do that, but he did it. He cradled her nylon sheathed ankle in one hand and her glossy black stiletto in the other.
Then his eyes were drawn back once more to her lewdly displayed vagina, whose swollen lips were clearly visible at the apex of her loins.
"Oh Goddd!..." he groaned again, sliding down slightly against the bed and almost unconsciously rubbing Amanda's foot against his cock.
And the blonde smiling down on him let him do it. She let him work her foot back and forth against his jutting tool while she applied a gentle but firm pressure against his shaft.
"Do you like that?...Does that feel good baby?...Go on!...Do it!......" Amanda encouraged, leaning towards him and directing more pressure against David's responsive cock crown.
David couldn't help himself as the pre-come streamed from his knob, making a slippery smear on the bottom of Amanda's shoe. He clutched her shapely leg closer to his chest and began to hunch up against her foot like a dog in heat.
"Unnnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." he grunted as his balls stiffened even further and his come started tingling and burning for release. His face was burning with shame as he looked up into Amanda's sparkling eyes. But he couldn't help himself. He was too excited and too close to coming.
His breathing grew quicker and shallower as he felt himself getting ready to come. His frantic hunching slowed and he pressed up harder against Amanda's gently jogging foot.
She could see how embarrassed he was as he writhed under her twisting foot so she decided to taunt him even more.
"Aren't you a dirty little boy?...You like fucking my shoe little boy?...Are you going to come darlin'?... Is that what you want?... For me to make you come like this?... Is it?..." she purred.
"Nahhh!...No!...Yesss!...Oh Goddd!...Mrs. Banes!...I'm gonna'...Ahhhh!..."
"Are you going to make a mess on my good high heel?...Are you baby?...Are you?..Go on!...Do it!...Do it!..." Amanda urged, as she once more forced her foot deeper into his crotch. She twisted her ankle so that her sharp edged heel was riding between his knotted testicles and slicing sharply into his perineum between his balls and his anus
"Nooo!...Don't!...Please!..." David pleaded, pressing back against Amanda's leg to stop her. But he was no match for her.
"Do it!...Shoot it!..." she demanded, smiling down at him as she jerked her heel sharply into his seething groin.
There was no way David could resist her when she did that. His eyes went wide and he lent forward over her punishing heel. He couldn't help himself then from pulling Amanda's foot down on his cock as his balls convulsed and a fiery torrent of come seared through his cock.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!...Phwahh!..." he cried as a gusher of sperm squirted out under Amanda's twisting shoe and was quickly followed by another and another.
"Oh yeah!...That's it darlin!..Let's see what you got!...Come for me!...Come on!..." Amanda urged, jerking her foot and her heel into David's loins in time with his frantic eruption.
David was ejaculating so hard that the come was flying in all directions. There were long greasy trails of sperm on his stomach, dripping down Amanda's nylons and streaking the top of her shifting stiletto.
"Oh shit!...Unn!...Godd!...Oh...my...God!..." he gasped as his balls kicked mightily again and again. He quivered and shook spastically, his hands trembling around Amanda's ankle as his relentless orgasm wracked his loins.
"Ummm!...You come so much darlin'!......" Amanda purred sweetly as the erratic flow of semen finally started to grow less. Still she patiently jerked her foot up and down against David's spitting cock to coax all of his greasy goo out.
Then, just as it seemed he was probably done, she gave his easing groin another short kick and twisted her heel into his nuts thinking she could still get a little more out of him.
This rough treatment earned a sharp ..."Ooof!...Waittt!...Please!..." from David and made him grab again frantically at her punishing foot. But her well timed jolt prompted another unexpected gush and then three or four diminishing trickles of sperm from his otherwise depleted testicles.
"Just making sure I got it all sweetheart..." Amanda purred as David slumped into a gasping heap beneath her.
The blond idly raised her foot and wiped the come smeared sole of her shoe against his chest. Then she put her foot down and stepped back, looking down at David appraisingly. She was pleased to note that although his cock was no longer straining from his groin, it was still noticeably hard. He still had a lot of miles left in him she thought with amusement.
She stepped over to the bureau where the two untouched rum and cokes sat. She picked them up and handed one down to David.
"You look like you could use a drink sweetheart. Don't want you getting all dehydrated on me now... ..." Amanda said with a grin, toasting David and taking a sip.
"Thanks.." he said, with a weak smile. He took a sip and then another bigger one and in just a few moments he had drunk the whole thing.
"Keeping your electrolytes up I see. Good idea darlin'. You're gonna' need them! Now why don't you go to the bathroom and clean up a little. There's the whole evening ahead of us and there's still one or two things we can do for fun. I should just call Luisa and tell her I'm going to be a little late. So get going darlin'. Go on. Scoot!..." Amanda said, grabbing her purse and rummaging around for her cell phone.
David took another moment to collect himself, watching the nearly naked blonde casually move around the room. Not really sure what was going to happen next, he gathered up his pants and shorts and lurched into the bathroom.
In fact, Amanda did call Luisa, but not to tell her she'd be late. She gave her a quick report on what had happened since she left her in the bar. She could practically hear Luisa drooling on the other end of the phone. Amanda told Luisa she would beep her cell phone when she wanted her to come up. After a couple of more giggles they got off the line. Amanda set her phone to auto dial Luisa's number and left it on. All she had to do was press ** to give her the signal to come up.
Amanda could hear the shower running in the bathroom. She sipped on the rum and coke that was sitting on the bureau and waited patiently for David to finish his shower.
David raised his head into the stinging spray of the shower head. He ran it hot then he ran it cold. He may not have been the hottest guy at Bemidji Senior High, but he'd been out on a few dates and spent his share of time in the back seat of his mother's Camry, and not alone. But he'd never experienced anything like Jenna Banes and her mom and he'd never been in any sort of situation like this before.
Rug burns on his knees! He had rug burns on his knees! And maybe on his ass as well. He wasn't sure. But that Amanda Banes was something else, he was sure of that. And she was out there too, probably sprawled out on the bed waiting for him, still zealously guarding those melon shaped tits of hers. Godd! And what he really needed was to have a pee. But his erection just wouldn't seem to go down. That was why he was standing there under the freezing shower, trying not to think about the sizzling blonde waiting for him just long enough so that he could take a much needed leak.
Finally his cock wilted enough so that he figured he could use the head. He grabbed his towel and gave himself a quick wipe, trying very hard not to think about the seductive Mrs. Banes.
He stepped out of the shower and walked over to the toilet. He lifted the lid, spread his legs and stared with unfocused eyes at the porcelain bowl in front of him.
But then, before he could start to go, he heard the click, clack of stiletto heels on the bathroom tile and saw a movement by the door. This was the moment that Amanda chose to enter the bathroom.
When she saw him standing in front of the toilet holding his cock in his hand, she knew that he was just about to pee.
David snapped his arms down to his sides and took a quick half step backward like he'd been caught with his hand in the cookie jar. Amanda had to smile at his nervousness.
"Ahhh!...Hi Mrs... Amanda....I'm almost done in here. I just need another minute, if that's O.K.?..." David said, trying desperately not to stare at Amanda's nearly naked form.



"I was starting to miss you sweetheart!...You look so nice and fresh!...Were you just going to go?... Why don't I give you a hand with that....Let me hold it while you're peeing. You don't mind do you darlin'?..."..." Amanda purred, sidling up behind David and sliding her hands around his hips.
She pushed warmly against him and moved him back into position in front of the toilet, encircling his shaft with the ring of her thumb and her forefinger.
"Well you if you want to...I never had anyone...I mean it's kind of personal...I don't know..." David answered uncertainly, already well aware of her heady perfume and the heat of Amanda's curvaceous body pressing against his.
But the sultry blonde ignored his hesitation.
"I think it's kind of weird, don't you? The way a man's thing is just hanging out there. It's so different with us girls isn't it? So how do we get it started sweetie, like this..." the blonde purred, slowly wrapping the rest of the fingers of her hand around David's shaft and giving it a sensuous squeeze.
'Oh God...Don't do that!...Not now...' David thought, as his cock began to stiffen in Amanda's pressing hand. He knew if he didn't start to pee right now he might not be able to do it at all. He closed his eyes, tightened his butt and willed the stream to start.
Amanda could feel him hardening in her hand as well as straining up from his thighs to try and hasten his flow. She had to keep herself from laughing out loud at the intensity of his concentration. She loved the feeling of control it gave her to feel his ropey cock begin to stiffen with just a squeeze of her encircling fingers. Poor David! He was in for a long evening.
"Oh! Here it comes!..." Amanda purred, leaning over his shoulder for a closer look. A spurt of honey colored liquid trickled from his cock, followed shortly by another stronger stream.
She pressed herself hotly against David from behind and slid her gripping hand to the root of his shaft. She pulled down on him, stretching his paper thin flesh taut over the barrel of his shaft.
"Oh Godd!..." David groaned out loud. With Amanda's pillowy tits boring into his back and her lewd fondling, he couldn't stop himself from getting hard.
As his cock began to angle upwards the flow of urine began to dwindle until it was only coming out in sluggish dribbles. David strained even further but without any noticeable effect on his scanty output.
The tall blonde looking over his shoulder smiled at all this. This was a little game she loved. Amanda found that if you got a guy's cock hard enough that it stuck out more or less horizontally he could still go but only with a lot of effort. And even then all he could usually manage was a meager stream. If you got him harder than that, he couldn't go at all and if he got soft, well then there was no stopping him. But she knew that keeping him medium hard had an interesting effect. First, it took a tremendous amount of effort for the guy to keep the stream going through his partially distended apparatus. Second, he couldn't stop himself without an even more Herculean struggle. It could really be an exhausting exercise, depending on how long Amanda strung out her little game.
"That doesn't seem like very much? I thought you had to go?..." Amanda asked in mock surprise, jiggling David's cock gently which wasn't helping.
"No...No...It's not that..." David moaned, as his straining kidneys began to pain him. He started shifting uncomfortably from foot to foot as a combination of arousal and discomfort grew steadily in his groin.
"Well what is it?..." Amanda asked, releasing David's cock from her hand.
The young man took a deep breath when she did that and without answering her, tightened his pelvic muscles even more to get some relief. Very soon the aborted flow of urine began to build.
Amanda felt it but she didn't tighten her grip on him. Instead she moved her moist lips next to his ear and murmured...
"Is it like when you're getting a blow job on your first date with that girl who you thought would never go out with you? You know, she's going down on you and you're trying to hold it and she doesn't know how close you are. And you know you should tell her but you really don't want her to stop. So you just let her keep sucking, thinking you'll pull out just before you come. But then she goes all the way down and you're so surprised you can't stop it. And all of a sudden you're coming so hard because you've been trying to hold it back. And you can't stop coming even though she's choking on it. She's looking up at you and it's all sort of leaking out of the corner of her mouth and running back down your shaft because she can't swallow it fast enough? Is that what it's like honey?"
David couldn't believe his ears when Amanda talked to him like that. His cock jumped so hard she had to grab him quick to keep him on target. She had got him so excited with her lewd little commentary that she could barely keep his cock down. In just a moment it had ballooned into it a frantic erection that jutted upright from his loins like a missile ready to launch. And then of course the stream of pee slowed to a complete stop which was just what Amanda wanted.
"Ohhhh!..." David moaned in frustration as the slowing trickle of urine burned like a searing scalpel through his tool. He started rocking back and forth on the balls of his feet in a futile effort to ease the growing ache in his loins.
"What you're doing when you...you talk like that...I can't...I can't.... go if you keep making me hard!..." David gasped, assuming that Amanda didn't know exactly what she was doing.
But of course she did and now she had him just the way she wanted, rock hard and frantic for relief. She was going to make him come so hard he'd be crying like a baby.
"Oh! I see what the problem is! Has naughty Amanda done this to you sweetheart?..." she purred sympathetically giving his boner a torrid squeeze.
"Now you're all hard and excited and you can't go and you really, really need to don't you?..." she continued, nimbly shifting around in front of David and seating herself on the toilet in front of him.
"Would you like me to take care of your little problem for you baby?..." Amanda murmured, looking up with sparking eyes into David's, pulling him towards her by his cock. She gripped his veiny length with one fist and let her other hand drift upwards in his crotch until it was gently cupping his balls.
"Would you like me to suck your cock for you darlin'? Give you a quickie just to relieve the tension a little bit..." she purred, lightly brushing his knob against her lower lip.
"Oh God Mrs. Banes! Please God! Yes! That would be amazing!.." David moaned, helplessly hunching his throbbing tool through the restraining clutch of her fingers.
"Well you do have the look of a man who dearly needs a blow job honey! And I'm just the girl to give it to you. You just tell me when you're gonna' come O.K.? I'm not all that fond of surprises or the taste of come for that matter. But I surely do love to suck a cock! You can tell me how I did after O.K.?.." Amanda cooed.
And with that she hunched forward a little bit on the toilet seat and pulled David to her, pressing the end of his cock against her pursed lips. With her eyes locked on his she nodded her head forward and took him into her mouth. She stopped with her lips wrapped in a perfect circle about an inch and a half below the rim of his knob.
"Oh Goddd!...That's great!...Just...Greattt!..." David gasped as the heat of Amanda's mouth seared his tender flesh. Responsively his hands reached out for her.
Amanda saw that and whipped her mouth off him.
"Not so fast lover!...We're gonna' do this my way!.... Now put your hands behind your head...That's it... Lace your fingers together...Umm Hmm!...Like that... Now you just stay like that 'til I'm done with you. Understand me?"
David nodded sheepishly like a thoroughly scolded schoolboy. He felt incredibly awkward with his elbows out like chicken wings and his hands clasped together behind his head.
Amanda smiled up at him and then went back down on his gleaming tool.
"Ahhh!...Unnn!..." David groaned, sucking in his breath and widening his stance to steady himself as the seductive blonde went to work on him. She already had him as hot as a firecracker even before she went down on him. His whole groin felt like it was going to explode.
Amanda knew he wasn't going to last long and that was exactly what she wanted. To get him off while all the tension in his kidneys was still at its peak. Again she looked steadily into his eyes as she attacked the underside of his knob with her flailing tongue. Her right hand jacked the middle of his shaft in a firm, demanding rhythm while her left hand slowly closed more tightly on his drum taut testicles.
"Ummm!...Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmmm!..." she moaned gutturally, increasing the speed of her pounding fist and her darting tongue. Her skillful touch and the way she was humming on his meat was sending lightning bolts of excitement tearing through David's genitals.
"Nahhhh!...God!...Oh Shittt!..." David gasped, his thighs stiffening as his balls drew up practically into his stomach. The fiery tingling sensation was raging through his cock. A cold sweat popped up on his brow and his shoulders strained as he fought to keep his hands behind his head.
"Mrs. Banes!...Amanda!...I'm there!...I'm gonna' come!..I'm sorry!....I can't hold it!..." he moaned as his balls knotted up excruciatingly.
"Umm Umm!...Noth yeth!.." Amanda gurgled, shaking her head sharply no and slurping loudly on his cock crown. Her little hand sped even faster up and down his shaft.
David's whole body went rigid as he tried to stop it. Didn't she understand? She had asked him to tell her when he was going to come. And he had just done that and yet she still had him in her mouth.
"Nahhhh!...Don't!...Amanda!...I really...can't...hold...it!..." he cried, biting his lower lip so hard that it started to bleed.
"Umm Umm!...Noo yoo donth!..." Amanda slurred, smiling up at the squirming young man as she sucked his knob so hard her cheeks inverted. At the same time she lightly sank her nails into his lurching balls.
And that was more than he could stand.
"Nahhhh!..." David wailed as a huge volley of cream erupted from his prick right into Amanda's leeching mouth. His searing bolt of come splattered her tonsils with such volume and force that it literally snapped her head back off his cock.
Amanda eyes flashed hotly into David's as she swiftly jammed her fist down to the root of his shaft and squeezed him there hard, completely cutting off his ejaculation.
"Whatt!...Nooo!..Don't!..." David moaned frantically as a aching, fiery pressure grew rapidly in his groin. He bucked his loins spastically like he was trying to force the come out. But that wasn't going to happen as long as Amanda maintained her strangle hold on his angry cock.
"I asked you not to do that didn't I?" she queried, opening her mouth and letting his gooey sperm dribble out onto his madly throbbing shaft. She knew how she was torturing her young lover by blocking his come at this point. If she restrained him too long he could literally rupture himself. But she also knew that when she did let him finish, it was going to be devastating.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!...Amanda!...Please!..." David whimpered, rising up and down on his toes like a manic jack-in-the-box as his come churned for release. He moved his hands from behind his head, but even as the tension grew excruciating in his loins he hesitated to touch the smiling vixen who had such a fierce grip on him.
Now there was a ringing in his ears and he was starting to feel light headed. He thought he might pass out.
"Ahhh!...Godd!...Mrs. Banes!...I'm sorry!...Unn!...Please!...I'll make it up to you!...I promise!..." David pleaded, looking down beseechingly at the blond staring up at him.
Amanda returned his gaze steadily for a few moments longer before she said..."We'll see!..."and then she eased the punishing hold she had on his tool.
"Ohhhh!..." David yelped as his whole groin sort of seized up for a moment.
And then an almost continuous stream of come began to jet from the end of his cock.
"Phwahhhh!...Nahhhh!...Goddd!..." he cried as the sperm ripped up the length of his tool and spewed out in a pulsing torrent. He had to put one hand on Amanda's shoulder and hold on as his balls spasmed like they were being kicked by a mule.
Amanda watched David's cock erupting with a knowing smile. As his first spurts jetted out frantically she did little more in the way of encouragement than gently squeeze the root of his tool. The creamy streams squirted wetly on her stomach and arced in greasy trails across her black bra and onto the upper slopes of her breasts. One particularly vigorous spurt streaked across her cheek and into her hair. Amanda blinked and shook her head to try and shake that one off.
"Ahh!...Unn!...Yesss!..." David groaned as this incredible orgasm washed over him. But all too soon the stream of come turned to intermittent bursts that started to loose their power. That was when Amanda went back to work.
She firmed up her grip on his still steely shaft and began to stroke him in time with his ejaculation.
"Come on!...Umm hmm!.... That's it!...That's it!..." she encouraged as each stroke she administered elicited more and more goo.
"Unnn!..Unnn!...Godd!..." David gasped as his orgasm went on and on, much longer than it ever had before. And now there was a sharp ache in the small of his back that was becoming more severe every time he spurted yet again. He bent forward at the waist to try and ease the discomfort, his eyes growing wide as he looked down at Amanda in alarm.
She remained seated in front of him, smiling up at him as she stroked him harder and harder.
"Shoot it for me!....Unn Hnn!...Like that!...Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!..."
"Unnn!...Easy!...Mrs. Banes!...Wait!.." David started to whimper, tears beginning to form in his eyes as every further trickle of come that pulsed from his cock was accompanied by an excruciating stab in his lower back. He reached for her wrists but the pain was so debilitating he had virtually no strength to wrestle with her.
Amanda could tell by his anguished grimacing and the way his knees were starting to buckle that his overworked kidneys were starting to constrict and seize up in protest.
And still she jerked his cock with short, ever more demanding strokes, bending forward to keep at him even as he slumped to one knee in front of her. Her moist lips were right next to his ear as she demanded..."Give it to me darlin'!...I want it all!...Every...drop... you've... got!..."
She punctuated her demand by pounding her tiny fist down his length with each word.
"Ahhh!...Nahhh!...Noo!...No more!..." David panted, quivering spastically as his balls continued to lurch in a series of dry convulsions. He bent over so far in distress that his sweating face was resting on Amanda's thigh against her nylon stocking top.
The come soaked blond couldn't have been more pleased with herself. She actually stopped fisting him then, sure that for the moment she had milked him dry. The good news though was that with the mega dose of Viagra Jenna had given him earlier and the recuperative powers of youth, he'd soon be able to go again. And Amanda wasn't done with the aspiring young quarterback. Not by a long shot.
The blonde regarded him with amusement for a moment .
"Ahh! Poor baby! That was a really big one, wasn't it! Did Amanda make it good for you? I told you I would didn't I? Even though you started to come in my mouth after I asked you not to...." she said, coaxing David to straighten up from her lap and get up.
Now that she had stopped jacking him off, the pain in David's back quickly faded to be replaced by a throbbing ache. He was beginning to think he was in way over his head with his drawling Texas blond and he was getting pretty anxious about where all this kinky sex was leading.
"I've never come like that before in my life. Amanda! It was...was...unn...intense!..." David whispered, staggering to his feet in front of her.
"I'll take that as a compliment..." Amanda replied, slowly rising to stand in front of David. She reached out with one hand and warmly caressed his cheek.
"Now why don't you have that pee?...You'll feel better. I'll just get out of the way..." Amanda said, stepping around David to stand at is side.
David's groin was so numb from exertion he could barely think He took a lurching half step forward, steadied himself and was finally able to relieve his aching bladder.
When he was done he looked to Amanda for some idea of what she wanted him to do next. She smiled with satisfaction to see how submissive he was becoming. That was only going to make everything so much easier.
"That wasn't so bad was it? Now it's my turn to pee..." she said with a grin.
"Oh sure. I'll just grab a towel and get out of here..." David said.
"No!...Stay!...I want you to!...Maybe you can give me a hand this time!...Would you like that?..."
"Ahh...I don't know...I guess..." David answered nervously, not wanting to piss Amanda off again.
"I thought you might, you dirty boy. Now you just watch O.K.?"
And with that, the blonde gracefully turned and straddled the toilet facing David. She edged backwards until she had her butt up against the tank. She raised one stilletoed heel onto the toilet seat and tilted her pelvis up, giving him a lewd display of her naked loins. She started smearing his greasy come around on her stomach while staring into David's eyes.
David forgot about his own knotted groin for a moment as he gazed spellbound at Amanda's seductive center. The tops of her shiny nylons gleamed against the flesh of her thighs. She had shaved her pudenda smooth except for a narrow strip of blond hair that bisected the vee of her groin.
"Why don't you get lower so you can see what I'm doing.." Amanda instructed.
Between the blood pounding in his cock and ringing in his ears, David hardly heard her.
When he didn't do as she had asked Amanda reached out one hand and gripped him by the shoulder. She wedged her thumb into the soft spot under his shoulder joint and squeezed him there hard.
David's yelped in surprise as a shooting pain lanced through his shoulder and his arm went numb. His eyes shot up to Amanda's.
"On your knees..." she repeated simply.
David was quick to do as she directed. Of course this gave him an even closer view of her enticing vagina. Her outer lips were swollen and a deep tan color. As he looked Amanda put both her hands on the top of her groin and pulled back on that rounded flesh. Her outer folds spread apart when she did that, revealing her baby pink interior. When she drew back the knee that was poised above the toilet seat, her inner oval opened as well, pulsing with tension. David stared raptly as her juicy folds parted enough that he could clearly see into her glistening interior. Her tunnel was raspberry colored and seemed to be trembling and throbbing inside as if it had a life of its own. He barely felt it when Amanda reached down and tangled her fingers in his hair.
What did startle him was the beginning of a stream of straw colored liquid that started to spurt from the center of her pussy. He flashed his eyes up into Amanda's who was staring down on him with an amused smile.
"You must have seen a girl pee before haven't you darlin'?..." she purred.
David just shook his head as he watched the tentative stream quickly become a rushing jet of liquid, so much so that Amanda had to tip her loins downward so as not to miss the toilet she was standing on. There was something incredibly arousing about seeing this other unspoken function of her loins. His cock grew hard as steel once more and jutted out feverishly from his loins as he knelt in front of her.



But as the flow eventually began to wane Amanda angled her hips upwards again. The final stream of pee came out horizontally and arced gracefully into the bowl beneath her. When she was done her whole vagina was gleaming and pulsing in various shades of crimson and pink. David was mesmerized by the lewd spectacle she presented.
"There doesn't seem to be any toilet paper sweetheart. However am I going to clean myself up?"
David looked quickly over his shoulder to see that it was true, the toilet paper holder was empty. He didn't look up at Amanda then. His eyes flashed back to her gleaming pussy. He started to lean away but Amanda held him still in front of her by the hand she had twisted in his hair.
"You wouldn't abandon a lady in need now would you?..." she purred, gently pulling David's face towards her uptilted groin.
The young man resisted her, but only for a moment. Then, with a strangled groan, like a man lost in a desert who gets his first glimpse of an oasis, he grabbed onto Amanda's nylon clad thighs and slammed his mouth into her pussy.
The oily moisture that met his lips had only a mild tang to it. His first thought was that Amanda's pussy tasted like boiled shrimp with lemon. He was relieved and keenly excited as he drove his tongue in and out of her sweltering gash.
The standing blond smiled down in satisfaction on the top of David's head. She braced herself with one hand behind her on top of the toilet and used her other hand to pull him tighter into the apex of her loins.
"Ummm! Now aren't you a darlin'! Oh yessss! Get right in there! Clean me all up!..." Amanda enthused as David's churning tongue started to generate another kind of moisture in her willing vagina.
David hardly heard her as he twisted and turned his mouth in Amanda's crotch, his hands sliding up and down her thighs as his tongue danced feverishly inside her.
Amanda's head went back and her eyes closed as she enjoyed David's lustful ministrations. She started out twisting gently on his probing tongue but soon, as her orgasm grew nearer, she pushed herself off the toilet and edged forward until she was standing directly over the slavering youth. His neck was bent backward almost ninety degrees as the lanky blonde held his head with both hands and rubbed her cunt furiously into his mouth.
"You...sure...can...eat... pussy!..." Amanda groaned when, just as before that tingling tension that anticipated her orgasm grew incredibly strong inside her.
David was lost in a world of his own arousal as he looked up past Amanda's still bra encased tits into her sparkling eyes. He reluctantly withdrew his boring tongue from the depths of her tunnel and went to work on her inflamed clit.
"Ahhhhh!...Shit!...Shittt!...You...little...oh Yes!...Yesss!..." Amanda cried, her shapely legs closing like steel bands on David's head.
And then her orgasm hit her and her loins convulsed in wrenching spasms.
"Mmmph!...Umm Hmm!...Mmmph!..." David encouraged from between Amanda's punishing thighs. He thought she was going to snap his neck with her violent shuddering and still he kept his siphoning lips at work on her clit.
"Unnn!...Goddd!...Unnn!...Yesss!...Ahhh!...Unn Hnn!..." Amanda groaned, bucking and shaking madly on David's twisting tongue.
But then she was moaning..."No!...No more!...Stop!..." putting her palm on his forehead and pushing him away from her shuddering loins as the feeling got too intense.
David just stayed there, hunkered down on his knees, panting to catch his breath. He stared up at the blonde goddess looming over him, her hands on her hips as she too tried to compose herself.
For a moment more Amanda's eyes remained unfocussed. Then she recovered from her reverie and turned her attention back to the young man kneeling in front of her. David suddenly realized that she was staring at his eager erection. Slowly her lips twisted back into her typically amused grin.
"Get up!..." she said, stepping around him and over to the bathroom counter.
His head swimming with arousal, David lurched unsteadily to his feet, his erection waving around from his groin like a flag in a stiff breeze.
Amanda swept aside a bunch of toiletries and odds and ends that were there and made herself some room. There was an open lap top computer next to the sink that she shoved over into the corner. Then, with her back to David, she bent over at the waist until her shoulders were on the counter and her well formed ass was raised high in the air. She spread her legs into a rudely inverted vee. In her nylons and high heels her pussy was perfectly positioned to take David's rigid tool
The dazed young man was too nervous to do anything more than stand there gaping at the shamelessly posing blond with a combination of lust and unease.
Amanda reached back with one hand, grabbed one of her rosy pink cheeks and pulled it to the side. This opened her vagina into a gaping 'O' in front of David's transfixed gaze.
Staring back over her shoulder at the awestruck youth, she stuck her other hand back through her thighs, waggled her fingers at him and said... "Bring that thing over here and give it to me! I want it!..."
David seemed not to have heard her for a moment as he just stood there staring. Then, with his eyes never wavering from the prize between her legs, he grabbed his upright cock, forced it down until it was pointing at Amanda's ovaled vagina and shuffled awkwardly towards her.
Amanda could see that all her kinky foreplay combined with the Viagra had turned this normally bashful young man into a total sex junkie. All it took was the promise of a little nookie and he was helpless to resist her. Even though he knew he shouldn't do it, he was like an addict who couldn't help himself. And she knew exactly how to push his buttons. She tensed and eased her interior muscles, making her pussy pucker open and closed in irresistible invitation.
"Oh Goddd!..." David groaned, closing the gap between himself and the blond and clumsily trying to stuff himself inside her.
Amanda managed to get a hold of his steely shaft before he got it in. She gripped him tight and brushed his knob through her greasy slit but didn't let him put it inside.
"Just the head! Let me do it!" she said.
She held him still and pushed back onto him. There was just a moment's resistance and then her swollen labia parted and his angry knob slipped inside her.
"Ahhh god!.That feels awesome!..." David gasped as the searing heat of her interior surrounded him.
"You like that?...You like your cock in that hot pussy?..." she taunted.
David could only groan in response, resisting the almost overwhelming urge to try and push deeper inside. But he did reach down and grab Amanda's hips to hold her steady on the end of his engorged tool.
"Now you don't want to do that!..." the blond said sharply, sliding forward and off David's throbbing dick.
"What?...Noo!..." he cried in confusion.
Amanda rummaged around on the counter top for a moment and then turned to David. She had some sort of white plastic band in her hand.
"You're a grabby kind of guy aren't you young man. We're going to have to work on that. Now turn around for me honey. Go on."
David had no idea what Amanda wanted but he did as she told him and turned his back to her.
"Rule #1 David...I have the pussy, so I make the rules! Now put your hands behind you and cross your wrists. Come on. Give me your hands!"
David was all too aware of who was in charge. And of course she was right. He was so horny he'd do just about anything that Amanda told him to do right now. So he meekly put his hands behind him.
It only took a second. There was a sharp clicking noise and then David's hands were secured tightly by the tough nylon Ty-Wrap that Amanda had used on him.
He tried to pull his hands apart but quickly realized that that was useless. He turned and looked anxiously at Amanda and said..."Look Mrs. Banes. I don't know if I'm into this kinky stuff. Maybe you should just untie me and we should call it a night."
Of course he knew his upright cock jutting out from his groin wasn't giving him much credibility.
Amanda looked at him with amusement for a moment. Then she calmly reached behind her, undid her bra and held it up briefly in front of her before letting it drop to the floor at her feet. Placing one hand on her hip she drew back her shoulders, making her gorgeous, tear dropped shaped breasts sway hypnotically from her broad chest. The two fleshy pillows elongated only slightly without support, still retaining a saucy upturned shape. Her nipples were swollen and hard, a dark maroon color. They were sticking out at least an inch from her puffy aureole like fat pencil erasers.
David's loins knotted excitedly at the sight Amanda's creamy, pink globes finally on display in front of him.
"Oh my God!..They're incredible!.." groaned the young man who stood bound in front of the seductive blond.
As she bared her breasts Amanda looked down at David's treacherous cock and was pleased to see it surge even more upright from his groin, if that were possible. She reached down and closed her hand around the root of his shaft. Then she stripped her fist sharply up his length and over his knob in a way that made David hunch forward at the waist and gasp sharply.
Amanda smiled at his response. He did have a beautifully shaped erection.
Then she said, as she started to turn back to the mirror..."Well you may not be into it darlin' but I'd say your cock sure as hell is!"
She bent over the counter, propping herself up on one hand so that her voluptuous tits swung back and forth beneath her. David's heart started to race as he imagined those milky spheres thrashing madly back and forth on her chest as he pounded her from behind.
"Now why don't you get your cock into me..." she purred, looking over her shoulder while reaching back through her parted thighs and crooking her index finger at him.
David stared at the juicy folds of Amanda's slit and let out a guttural moan. He shuffled towards her with his hands pinned behind him, his rigid cock preceding him like the prow of an ocean liner. When his prick rubbed up against her butt cheeks, Amanda grabbed it about mid shaft and led him back to the opening of her pussy.
With a quick, sure hunch backwards she impaled herself on half of his prick, back to where her knuckles were ringing his shaft.
"Nahhh!...Yess!...Goddd!..." Davd moaned as Amanda's slippery sheath surrounded him. As the buttery softness of her vagina closed on him he couldn't help but try to thrust forward into her tantalizing heat. But Amanda simply tightened her grip on him, refusing to let him get it in any deeper.
"Ahhh!...Amanda!...Please!...Just a little more!..." he pleaded.
"Not yet!..." she hissed in reply, shifting her weight from foot to foot and writhing on just the upper part of his prick.
It was torture for the poor boy to have to just stand there and take it, not able to pull the sultry blond back onto him further and not able to press any more of his needy tool into her because of her restraining fingers.
All Amanda would let him do was slide the top half of his meat in and out of her clasping hole and even that she would only let him do agonizingly slowly.
"Fuck me nice and easy now darlin'!...I want to enjoy this one!... Do me slow!...Like that!...Umm Hmm!... That's it!... You just keep doin' what you're doin' while I make a quick call!..." Amanda purred, rummaging around on the counter top with her free hand until she picked up her cell phone.
David was so caught up in the wonder of her gently gliding pussy that he had closed his eyes and hardly heard what she was saying. The entire focus of his concentration was on the feeling of her tight sheath frictioning the end of his tool.
Amanda watched him in the mirror with a smile, eager to see how he would react to her next little game. She quickly punched in Luisa's speed dial number that would signal her that she should finish her drink, get rid of whatever boy toy she was sweet talking and start making her way up to the room. Then she punched in another speed dial number. It was David's mother in Minnesota.
Jenna had found out that David's mother had bought two fancy camera phones for herself and David so that they could see each other when David called home. He was supposed to call each night around this time to tell his mother how it was going. Amanda imagined all he talked about was football. Jenna had gotten Barbara's, David's mother, cell phone number from his contact list. Amanda had been waiting for the right moment to call her on her own camera phone. And that phone was linked to the laptop on the counter. She brushed the mousepad with her finger and the screen flickered into life.
Amanda thought David's mom might be interested in hearing and seeing some of the more intimate moments of his trip. And what better time to give her a call than when David was ball's deep inside her. Well not really ball's deep yet, but soon! She waited expectantly for the phone to be picked up.
Amanda held her phone in front of her so that her face was framed on screen and she pushed the 'hands free' button.
The dial tone buzzed three or four times and then a disembodied voice said..."Hello."
David froze and his eyes snapped open when he heard that voice. It was his mother's voice!
Amanda watched him in the mirror with a broad smile as David looked around dazedly. She glanced down and saw that Barbara's face had replaced her own on her cell phone screen.
"Hello...Hello?..." went the voice again and David realized it was coming from the phone in Amada's hand. In disbelief he looked around until the computer on the counter caught his eye, and sure as hell, there was his mother on the screen looking out questioningly. He could see a smaller image that was Amanda's smiling face and that was what his mother was seeing.
'Oh no! This is unbelievable! What is she doing!..." David thought wildly, ducking low and going to pull out of the older woman's gripping tunnel.
But Amanda had anticipated him and had moved her hand off of David's shaft to get a determined hold on his balls. They were drawn up pretty tight but she had dug deep with her finger tips and gotten a good grip on those vulnerable little nuggets.
"Don't!..." she snarled over her shoulder. But with his hands tied him and the stern pressure she was applying to his nuts, she knew that David wasn't going anywhere.
The young man had to swallow a strangled yelp as Amanda gave those tender orbs a threatening squeeze.
Turning her face back to her phone Amanda started speaking in a honeyed drawl...
"Barbara? Barara Winslow?...Hi! I'm Amanda Banes from Austin Texas. I'm a friend of your son David. My daughter and I met him at the reception a few night's ago for the 'Try-Outs'. I hope you don't mind but I thought I'd just give you a call."
Amanda could tell that David was holding his breath behind her, terrified that his mother would find out what was going on.
"Miss Banes. All the way from Austin. My, my. Yes. Davey is there at the college. You've met him you say. And you're a friend of his? Is he all right? Nothing's wrong is it?..." Mrs. Winslow asked, obviously fearing there'd been some sort of football injury.
"Oh no! Nothing like that! He's fine. He's doing very well in fact. And it's Mrs. Banes Barbara. Miss Banes is my daughter Jenna. She's about David's age actually. He's around here somewhere by the way, but he can't talk right now. He's kind of busy. ..." Amanda said with a sunny smile. At the same time she did a quick slide down the full length of David's cock, clenched herself tight on him then slipped forward until she had only half of him inside her once more.
David had to strangle another quick yelp, this time of excitement, when she did that. Helplessly he went to hunch into her in response but Amanda restrained him. David peeked at the computer again and he could see that Amanda was holding the phone a little further away from her. She had reversed the images so that his mother was in the small frame in the corner and a smiling Amanda filled the rest of the screen.
Amanda resumed her conversation.
"Jenna and I met David at the reception like I said. I guess we're part of what you might call the 'Welcoming Committee' for the boys from out of town. Anyway...David is such a nice young man and Jenna was obviously very taken with him right from that first meeting. Why that night when we came back to our room she said to me... 'Momma, that David Winslow is really cute don't you think? He's such a sweetie! I'm gonna' get him to take me out tomorrow night and then I'm gonna' bring him back here and I'm gonna' screw his brains out! You better call up a girl friend or something!'"
"No!...Oh no!..." David whimpered quietly. To distract him, Amanda started fucking him in an easy rhythm. She slid the searing sleeve of her pussy from the tip of his cock all the way down to his balls and then back again.
"Oh shit!..." she could hear him moan as he leaned forward into the clutch of her gliding tunnel.
"Mrs. Banes. I'm sure your daughter didn't say anything of the kind. I don't think any young lady I know would ever say anything like that to her mother. And I don't think my David would be interested in a girl who talked or behaved like that..." Mrs. Winslow said in some indignation.
"Well Barbra, you surely don't know my Jenna then. Why that young girl, when she figures out what she wants, she just goes out and gets it. She's always been head strong like that. So when she said she was going to fuck your son, I knew for sure that she was gonna' do it. And that's exactly what she did. She went out with him the very next night and before she was done with him, she had him fuck her seven ways from Sunday!"
David couldn't believe that Amanda was talking so obscenely to his mother. It was just too outrageous. All he could do was close his eyes and pretend he wasn't hearing all this. And besides, the sensation of Amanda's juicy snatch frictioning back and forth on his cock was distracting him from pretty much everything else that was going on. He had never been so horny in all his life and he couldn't understand it. The come was beginning to churn for release in his balls again and he had already come twice in the last hour. Just as Amanda was sliding back on him once more, he banged himself feverishly into her, slapping into her ass with his hips and jolting her whole frame with his eager thrust.
Amanda's head snapped around and she looked at him while her mouth formed a surprised 'O' . Then the 'O' became a smile and she winked and David and nodded...
"Oh yeah!...You want to fuck me baby!...Go on!...Fuck me!...Do it!..." she whispered hotly at him. And of course David couldn't resist her filthy invitation. With his hands tied behind his back he was a little unsteady on his feet. But once he bent his knees a little he was able to drive his fat tool to the depths of Amanda's clinging tunnel.
"Mrs. Banes! I don't know why you called me. I can't imagine why you would want to tell me such a shocking story. What's going on there anyway? I can barely see you. I find it hard to believe that you actually know my son at all!..." Mrs. Winslow snapped into the phone.
"Why Barbara...Unn!... I'm sure you don't mean that!.. David and I are close friends,... Umm!...very close in fact. Why right now he's...well... I really shouldn't say. But I do think ...Ohh!...us mothers should stick together don't you? Now what's wrong with this phone? ...Unn!...Can you not see me?..." Amanda panted peering more closely at her phone then looking at the computer. David too looked over at the computer. There was so little light that Amanda looked like nothing more that a shimmering ghost on a dark screen. David felt like an enormous weight had been lifted from his chest. He started launching himself from his toes and slamming his cock even harder into the blond's buttery depths.



The scheming vixen turned her face back to his once more. She started to meet his eager thrusts with sharp, backward hunches of her own. The slap of her ass smacking into his groin began to reverberate through the tiny room. She could tell she wouldn't have to wait much longer for another load from him and it was going to be a good one.
"Have you got something for me baby?...Umm?...Something hot and wet? It sure feels like you do...." she purred as David's frantic thrusting threatened to lift her right off the floor.
"Ummm! ...You know what's gonna' happen if you keep ..Ohh!...fuckin' me like that don't you? You're gonna' ...Godd!...make a big gooey mess inside me! You know that don't you? ...Unn Hnn!...Is that what you want?..." she murmured in a honeyed purr, gripping her cell phone tight and planting that hand on the mirror to brace herself against David's furiously plundering shaft.
"You want your momma' to...Unn!.. see that lover? What's she gonna' think?... You ... Unn!...shooting a big load of sticky come inside...Ohh!... some strange woman old enough to be your...Unn!... mother?..." Amanda taunted, knowing from the way that David was banging her that nothing was going to stop him now.
"What's going on there? Is there someone there with you? Who are you talking too?..." the distant voice of Mrs. Winslow asked faintly.
"Oh sorry Barbara. I got...Unn!...distracted there for a minute. Here...Umm!...how's this?...Ahhh!..." Amanda asked, groaning gutturally as she leaned forward and flipped on the overhead lights on the big mirror.
Suddenly the bathroom was bathed in light. David couldn't stop himself from looking down at the computer on the counter. With the blond stretched out in front of him, the camera now showed a very clear image. There he was, his eyes wide and his hands behind his back, hunching eagerly into the swell of Amanda's raised butt. She was smiling at his reflection in the mirror, her pendulous breasts swinging wildly from her chest as David pummeled her from behind.
He had no idea what to say to his mother and had no where to hide. He blinked wildly trying to form some words to say. But she wasn't here. She was a thousand miles away. She wasn't real. What was real was Amanda's clinging pussy writhing around his pistoning cock.
"David!?.. What are you...Well I can see what you're...but who is that woman?...Surely she isn't the mother of that girl who you...But you never...well I didn't think ...I mean it isn't what you said you were going away for...Mrs. Banes...He's just a...well really... Haven't you got any decency!?..." Mrs. Winslow stammered, staring in disbelief at the lewd scene that was being displayed on her camera phone.
At that moment Amanda released her tenacious grip on David's balls. He wasn't going anywhere until he came inside her. And to encourage him to do just that she placed her hand low in her crotch. She turned her fingers over, claw like, to rake the bulging vein on the underside of his shaft with her nails every time David pulled out.
"Mwahhh!...Whattt?...Oh Goddd!...What are you...?...Ahhh!..." he whimpered as a fiery tingle suddenly burned through his cock. It took him a few moments to figure out that Amanda was using her nails on the taut barrel of his shaft. He couldn't deal with his mother through all this and focused his eyes on the mirror in front of him and the reflection there of the blond's wildly shuddering breasts.
"Nahhh!...." he cried, driving himself deep into her seething hole to avoid her scraping fingers. He stopped his frantic hunching and just hunched up into her, straining for the release that he knew was coming. Amanda knew it too. She straightened up a little to settle herself even more heavily on his penetrating shaft.
At the same time she propped her phone up against her purse on the counter, making sure it still clearly pictured David fucking her.
"Now Barbara honey...ohh!... you shouldn't fret so! When Jenna told me what a stud ...Umm...your boy here is, I just figured I should just take a little test ride to see for myself. ..Umm Hmm...And of course he wasn't too hard to convince. Turns out...ahh!... he's a sucker for big tits..." she said turning her head and giving David a sly wink. At the same time she grabbed her swaying globes in her hands and pressed them together. Her ample flesh overflowed her splayed fingers in every direction.
She straightened up even more and turned her pelvis until David's swollen cock was nudging her womb. Holding that position she started rocking her hips up and down scrubbing the underside of his cock crown with her hard edged cervix.
"Nahhhh!...Ahhh!...Oh Godd!..." David groaned when she did that, his testicles knotting up with excruciating tension. His thighs began to tremble and he twisted up into Amanda's clinging pussy with all his might.
"Umm Hmm!...He's gonna' come!...I can feel it!...Oh yeahh!...Wait 'til you see this... Ahh!... Barbara!...You're not going to believe it!..." Amanda cooed, biting her lip as she continued to ride David's spearing cock. She leaned a little to the side so the camera could capture his shuddering torso and the ecstatic effort on his face.
She clenched herself on him so that her uterus closed around his knob in a tight squeeze. And all the time she continued to swing her hips up and down, up and down working him over like a two dollar whore.
"Momma' wants to see you come baby!...Come on! ...Do it!...Let her see you come!..." Amanda urged lewdly.
And that was all the obscene encouragement that David could stand.
"Phwahhh!...Ahhh!..." he cried, arching his back and lifting Amanda off her feet as a blazing bolt of come jetted up his length and into her greasy vagina. There was a hesitation before the next surge but then the semen started to spurt from David's balls in a pounding stream.
"Nahhh!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." the young man moaned, bucking and twisting behind the smiling blond like he had a car battery attached to his balls.
Amanda's eyes went wide as the feverish flow of sperm erupted inside her.
"Unnn!...Ohhh!...Ohhh!... Barbara!...He's coming soo much!...Ohh!...I can feel it!... Every time he squirts!...Oh yess!....Like That!...Unn Hnn!...Right inside my womb!... Ummm!... Unn!...He's gonna'... make... me...come!...Yeahh!..." Amanda enthused as the heat and pressure of all that pent up sperm pumping into her made her own loins clench up in excitement.
And then she too began to quiver and shake as a series of wracking spasms swept through her loins.
"Ahhh!...Nahhh!...Ahhh!..." David gasped as his balls continued to convulse and the deluge of come he was spewing began to back up and trickle out of Amanda's pulsing vagina.
"That's it!...Unn Hnn!...Don't stop!...Give it to me!...I want it all!...Oh Barbara!...You've really got to see this!..." Amanda moaned, fumbling for the phone as she muscled David back away from the counter. But the quivering young man was too caught up in his own devastating orgasm to pay much attention to anything else that was going on. He lay half supine across Amanda's back, his cock twitching and spraying angrily inside her. And now a stabbing ache was starting to lance through his loins with every continued spasm of his poor overused testicles.
"Here!...Can you see now?..." Amanda asked, shoving the phone between her legs.
She had moved back far enough so that the union of her pussy and David's cock was clearly pictured on the screen. Her cunt was stretched into a gaping 'O' around David's scarlet shaft. Both her swollen labia and his erection were still visibly throbbing as a viscous stream of goo seeped out of her and trickled in creamy trails over his balls.
Amanda tilted the phone so that their genitals were still on display but so was her smiling face.
"He comes like a racehorse!... Ahh!...I'll swear he does!...Neither of my exes ever stretched me as much as this guy...Unn Godd!..Can you see what he's doin' to me Barbara?.... Damn but I'm gonna' be sore for a week I'll bet!..." Amanda purred, snapping her pelvis sideways to give David's throbbing tool and especially vicious little twist.
"Nahhh!...Amanda!...Easy!..." he gasped in response.
"Davey!...Are you alright?...Tell me this isn't happening honey!...I don't believe this!...I don't know what you've done to my son you...you...but I want to speak to someone else ...There must be someone else there..."
"Now Barbara...Like I said before...You shouldn't be frettin' so!...Davey's in good hands here. He's havin' a good time aren't you darlin'?..." Amanda said, waiting patiently for the rush of sperm inside her to begin to abate. When it did somewhat, she lifted one leg and nimbly dismounted the young man's now lazily twitching tool.
The feeling of his livid cock exiting Amanda's pussy sent a tingling shock through his groin.
" Oh God!...Don't take it out!...Not yet!...Please!..." he gasped, panting like a steam engine as he strained upwards from his toes to try and thrust himself back into Amanda's glistening vagina.
But the blond merely smiled at his futile squirming and held her leg suspended in front of her camera for a moment. She clenched her interior muscles, forcing the cascade of come that had pooled inside her to rain down into David's crotch. His still erect cock became covered in the creamy goo as it dribbled over his shaft and balls to ultimately splatter wetly on the floor below.
At that point another voice said..."Is this a private party or can anyone join in?..."
David didn't think it sounded like his mother or Amanda. And then he looked at the computer screen and saw a dark haired woman standing in a doorway, one hand raised against the frame and smiling broadly. His first thought was that the computer must have somehow got switched over to a porn link.
The woman was a gorgeous dark haired beauty who was wearing nothing but white nylons and high heels. Her succulent pink breasts were bare and jutting out arrogantly from her broad chest.
David heard Amanda say..."Well look at you, showin' off those big old titties again! Ain't you got no shame?"
The dark haired woman responded..."Well if I had known we were going formal, I would have worn my pearls."
And then David realized it was Luisa. He looked to the bathroom door and there she was, posing like the Penthouse Pet of the Month.
He was utterly amazed at the sight of Luisa staring into his eyes, twisting her shoulders so that her pendulous boobs swung back and forth enticingly. Almost as amazed as he was to feel his cock lurch fully erect once more. But along with that shock of arousal, his stomach gave a nauseous little heave. Even with the Viagra and all his youthful stamina his loins were getting more than a little overworked.
"Looks like we got company Barbara. That's my friend Luisa. I can't wait to introduce her to Davey Wavey. I better get off the phone now. But it was nice talkin' to you..." Amanda said turning the phone back to the mirror to give David's mom one last view of her son.
"Wait!... Was that woman naked too? ...Davey...What exactly is going on there?...Tell me where you are right now!..."
Ma!...Look!...I'm fine!...It's not what you think O.K.?...I'll explain it all to you later!... Really!...I love you..." David stammered awkwardly, his eyes turned down because he was unable to look his mother in the eye.
'His mother?...You're so bad!..." Luisa mouthed wide eyed at Amanda.
Amanda winked at her friend then said into her camera..."Oh he's more than fine Barbara! He's fantastic! That's why I called my friend over. I think it's gonna' take two of us to take care of this young man of yours. And she looks like she's pretty hot to get in on some of this so I better get goin'. You all take care now!"
And with that she hung up on David's mother and turned to Luisa.
"What kept you?..."
Luisa never took her eyes off David as she started edging towards him while talking to Amanda.
"Well there were these two young pilots who wanted me to fly down to Monterrey with them."
David was mesmerized by the way all of Luisa's voluptuous curves jiggled and swayed as she stepped across the hard tiles of the bathroom floor in her towering heels and stopped in front of him.
"It took me awhile to decide what I wanted to do. Besides it looks like you two started without me anyway."
Then, moving one hand up to caress the side of David's face she said..."Why look at you! All trussed up like a Christmas Turkey! Aren't you cute!"
There was something not right here, on so many levels. But what was striking David just then was Luisa's words. She didn't sound anything like she had back in his hotel room the morning before.
"I...I thought you were Spanish. You said...I mean...I thought...but your accent it's... it's... you sound just like normal..." he said falteringly.
"Only half Spanish darlin'!..." Luisa purred, reaching down into David's groin with her free hand.
"The other half is all West Texas cowgirl!..." she said, slowly raking her nails across David's balls and up the full length of his erection.
David groaned and snapped forward at the waist in excitement when she did that.
Then Luisa turned her attention back to Amanda. She turned from David and stepped in front of the smiling blond.
"And you missy. You look a little 'Rode Hard and Put Away Wet' yourself. Has this young man here been abusing you?"
"Oh yes Luisa. He's been using and abusing me something terrible...." Amanda purred.
"Is that right? Let me see!..."
And with that Luisa reached into Amanda's crotch, turned her hand over and sharply twisted two extended fingers deep up into the blond's sodden pussy.
Amanda never flinched as Luisa's fingers prodded deep inside her. Her eyes only fluttered a little and her lips parted in a silent intake of breath.
"Why you little tramp! You're as soaked as a sack of wet mice aren't you...?" Luisa purred.
The two women stood there motionless for a moment, staring into each other's eyes. Then Amanda suddenly moved her face forward and pressed her lips hotly to Luisa's. Her hands came up and gripped the dark haired woman's shoulders as she pressed herself eagerly against her.
David had never seen anything as erotic as this in his life. The two curvaceous women, both in heels, the blonde in black nylons and the raven haired beauty in white, locked in a heated embrace. He couldn't take his eyes off of their twisting lips or their creamy breasts pancaking together and bulging out between them as they writhed in against each other.
He was hardly aware of the fact that his cock was twitching upright at his loins again as he let out an audible, drawn out groan.
Amanda and Luisa continued their lustful grind for a moment longer. Then finally they had to come up for air, both of them panting with their own arousal. They turned their eyes to David while still clinging tightly to each other.
"So you want to play too, is that it'?..." Amanda asked her girlfriend, although her eyes were focused on David.
"You know I love to play!..." Luisa purred, yanking her fingers out of Amanda's juicy snatch and making her groan in the process.
"Can David play too? ..." she asked.
"Oh he can play alright! I'm sure he wouldn't want to miss it!..." Amanda enthused, turning to Luisa with sparkling eyes and drawing her tongue slowly over the dark haired woman's chin and across the corner of her mouth.
Then she freed herself from their wanton embrace. She rummaged on the bathroom counter for a minute until she came up with a small pair of scissors. She walked around David and deftly snipped the Ty-Wrap that was binding his wrists.
The young man gratefully relaxed his shoulders and shook his arms loosely at his sides.
"Now why don't you take a quick shower and then come and join us lover. We'll be right next door getting ready for you..." Amanda murmured, reaching down and giving David's upright tool a twisting squeeze.
"Unnn!..." David whimpered without saying anything in response.
Amanda went back to Luisa. The two women wrapped an arm around each others waist and turned to leave the bathroom.
David stared transfixed at four perfect, gum drop shaped butt cheeks twisting and jiggling in unison as the women strutted out on their high heels. They stopped at the door and looked over their shoulders at David ogling them. Amanda gave him a broad wink and Luisa blew him an exaggerated kiss as she swung the door closed behind her.
He could briefly hear her saying..."So I'm dying to know what you two have been doing?..."
And Amanda was replying..."Well first I had him eat me out! My God Luisa! That boy sure can eat pussy! And then I cornered him in the bathroom just as he was gonna' take a leak and I..." before the door closed and he couldn't hear any more.
'What have I gotten myself into?...' he thought in bewilderment as he stumbled over to the shower and turned it on.
to be concluded...maybe...probably
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David finished his shower and was drying off when he realized just how exhausted he was. His mind kept drifting to visions of Amanda and Luisa waiting for him in the bedroom. The possibilities were mind boggling and his cock kept expanding and contracting like it was on life support as he argued with himself whether he should stay or he should go.
In the end he wrapped the big hotel towel tight around his mid --section as he made up his mind to go out and tell the two voluptuous older women that it had been great but that he really had to get some rest before the last day of the try-outs.
But his resolve was immediately put to the test when he stepped out of the bathroom and into the bedroom. He wasn't sure what he had expected to see but it certainly wasn't this.
Luisa and Amanda were both wearing white nurse's coats that were quite snug fitting and only buttoned up at the waist. Their creamy breasts were fully bared and jutting out arrogantly through their open jackets. Luisa was wearing horn rimmed glasses and a little nurse's cap pinned precariously atop her mane of raven hair. She was kneeling across the bed, propped up on her elbows with her knees spread and her ass raised expectantly in the air. Amanda was kneeling behind her, upright on her knees.
David had stopped in his tracks as his eyes scanned the erotic scene in front of him. Finally he focused on Amanda who was fondling a bright pink dildo that was jutting from a leather harness strapped around her waist. David thought it was pretty far out that she was even wearing a dildo. This particular device had a copper finished nose and a wide copper band ringing the base.
Amanda watched David's fascinated gaze with amusement for a moment before she finally said to him..." There you are darlin'. Did you come to see how the big girls play? You're just in time. Luisa & I decided that you might like playin' hospital with us. Now she is Nurse Priscilla, 'Pris' for short, and I am the doctor. And this thingy I'm wearin', why this is 'Mr. Rabbit'...."
Amanda reached down to an open jar on the bed beside her and scooped out a glob of clear gel with two fingers. She dabbed the shiny goo onto the dildo and then started fisting the lewd phallus back and forth, smearing the gel up and down the shaft. David found the sight of the curvaceous blond, with her bare tits heaving gently as she jacked off the plastic dick, both disturbing and arousing. His cock began to stiffen up in excitement, making an obvious bulge in the towel wrapped around his waist.
"Mr. Rabbit is a TENS product but you're not going to find it in your Walmart drug store. It's even got this little wireless control gizmo, see..." Amanda said with a giggle, opening her free hand to show David something that looked like the kind of remote that you used to open your car.
"You know what a TENS unit is don't you sweetie? It's an electronic stimulator. You just put some of this conductive gel on it and apply it to the tight spot and it'll zap all that nasty tension clean away. Here I'll show you."
She bent the glistening dildo down and leaned forward so that she could steer it up under Luisa's groin. She wiggled it around for a moment until Luisa sucked in a sharp little gasp.
"There! I've got it pressin' up against your clit right there, don't I sweetie?..." Amanda asked.
"Umm hmm! You know it is doctor. Now take it easy. Nurse Pris is still a little sore from the last time..." Luisa advised, her eyes burning from behind her glasses into David's.
"Oh she always says that..." Amanda laughed as she too looked into David's eyes. She held the remote so that David could see her turn the thing on low. A twinkling green light came on and a low level hum became audible from the apex of Luisa's groin.
David heard the dark haired beauty unsuccessfully try to stifle a moan in response to the current running from the dildo against her clit.
"Now watch this..." Amanda said with a broad smile as she slowly turned the current up on the remote. David could hear the hum getting slightly louder and harsher.
Luisa's reaction was very dramatic. Her eyes went wide and her arms stiffened. Her shoulders arched back making her globular tits thrust out in front of her. David could actually see her dusky nipples harden and lengthen and start to quiver as if they had a life of their own. Luisa's ass started jerking back and forth in a spastic rhythm against the humming dildo
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Oh Goddd!...Doctor!...That's!... That's!...Ahh!...Easy!...Easy!...Nahhh!.." she panted in an ever increasing volume as Amanda continued to raise the voltage on the TENS device.
And then Amanda abruptly switched the unit off. Luisa's taut shoulders relaxed and her huge tits heaved wildly as she gasped to regain her breath.
"You bitch! Don't just tease me with it. Put it in! " she demanded, glaring back at Amanda, her eyes flashing.
"There, there nurse. All in good time. Before you get another visit from 'Mr. Rabbit' you have to complete Mr. Winslow's physical, remember?"
Luisa turned her fiery eyes back to David and a sly smile creased her lips.
"Of course.." she answered, eying the bulge poking through the towel at David's loins.
"Mr. Winslow would you step over here in front of nurse Pris please."
David had forgotten all about his plan to leave and moved over to the side of the bed as he had been instructed.
Luisa reached out and pulled apart his towel and let it fall to the floor. David's erection immediately snapped upright like a jack-in-the-box, jutting skyward in front of the beaming nurse's face.
"Very good nurse. Now what procedure was it that still needed to be performed?..." Amanda asked.
Before answering Luisa reached back and jammed the middle finger of her left hand into the jar of gel on the bed and then held it up in front of David. The clear gel coated her finger including the large diamond ring she was wearing on it
"We still have to do a thorough rectal exam, remember doctor?"
David winced when he heard this.
"Maybe we could skip that part..." he said nervously.
"Oh no, Mr. Winslow. We definitely need to check your prostate to make sure there's no unusual enlargement, don't we nurse Pris."
"Certainly doctor..." Luisa responded, looking at David with a mischievous grin.
Amanda too was smiling as she said..."But we know that many young men can be uncomfortable at the thought of a nurse, particularly a big breasted slut nurse like nurse Pris here, conducting such an intimate exam. So we have ways to make you feel more at ease. For example... nurse Pris?..."
"Well first I'm gonna' lick his balls..." Luisa intoned, her eyes flashing behind her glasses as she moved her hands onto the outside of David's thighs and started sliding them slowly upwards and around behind him.
David's breath started to get shallower as his excitement mounted.
"Testicles nurse, please. And then?..."
"And then I'm gonna' suck his cock. Suck it 'til his eyes cross!..." Luisa purred, gripping David's butt cheeks in her hands and pulling them apart smartly.
David let out a little nervous yelp when she did that
"Yes, yes I'm sure that will be suitably distracting..." Amanda approved.
"And do you think Mr. Winslow is likely to have an orgasm while you're sucking his cock...I mean penis, nurse Pris?..."
"Oh yes doctor. He'll come alright! When I've got my finger up his ass and his cock half way down my throat I'll make him come so hard his toes will curl..." Luisa murmured, sliding her greasy finger through the crack of David's ass and then twisting it rudely against his tight clenched sphincter.
At the same time she pinched his swollen knob between the thumb and her forefinger of her free hand and stretched it upwards. This had the effect of pulling his balls forward. She held David's excited gaze for a moment longer before she swooped down and sucked his tingling nuts into her mouth.
"Unnnn!..." David groaned as Luisa swiped her hot tongue around his balls and prodded his anus with her determined finger.
"Very good nurse. It does look like Mr. Winslow is ready so why don't you begin..." Amanda encouraged.
"And don't forget, if you do a good job, I'll give you a thorough thumping with 'Mr. Rabbit'!..." Amanda promised, thumbing the control of the electric dildo to half throttle and giving Luisa an unexpected jolt.
"Nahhhh!..." the hunched over nurse moaned gutturally when Amanda zapped her clit.
"Wahhh!..." David cried as Luisa's head jerked spastically, threatening to rip his nut sac from his groin.
Amanda turned the stimulating device off.
"You bitch!..." Luisa snarled over her shoulder. Then she turned back to David's groin and wrapped the hand that wasn't toying with his ass around his rigid shaft.
"Come here you!.." she instructed, pulling David closer by his upright tool. She turned her eyes briefly up to his as she slipped her lips onto his swollen knob.
"Bend you knees a little baby. It'll make it easier!..." she purred sweetly.
David thought Luisa wanted him to make it easier for her to get at his throbbing boner so he did as she said.
As soon as Luisa felt him start to flex his knees, she thrust her little fist upwards, spiraling her finger deep into David's, until recently, virgin asshole. She didn't stop twisting her finger up him until her diamond ring was turning inside his wildly fluttering sphincter.
"Ahhhh!..." the shaken young man whimpered, hunching his cock into Luisa's mouth as he tried to evade her intruding finger.
Aside from her sharp edged diamond gouging his sphincter, it didn't really hurt. In fact, on some level it was lewdly exciting. But still... Just the idea of Luisa poking her slender finger up his ass seemed so dirty and shameful to David. He scrunched his eyes closed in embarrassment and then, tentatively, he tried settling more weight on her impaling digit.
Luisa's lips turned into a smile around his rigid tool. She started finger fucking his ass gently, coaxing him to fuck her mouth in the same steady rhythm.
David reached out blindly for Luisa's head, presumably to guide her up and down his straining erection.
He never saw Amanda slipping the dildo out of the harness around her waist. He didn't see her reaching across Luisa's shoulder with the gleaming phallus. And he didn't feel it as she smeared his chest with the conductive gel. But he sure as hell did feel it when she laid the device against his chest and switched it on. Then a fiery fist closed around his heart and squeezed it tight.
"Whaa!...Nooo!..." he cried above the strident humming of the dildo. His whole body seized in a kind of paralysis, his shoulders and arms locked rigidly in position. His eyes flew open and he stared wildly at the smiling blond as she held the pulsing wand against his chest. His cock was pounding in Luisa's mouth, his ass clamped down fiercely on her finger as Amanda drew tingling circles across his chest with the demonic little instrument.
"Now don't be interfering with nurse Pris when she's in the middle of her examination. You just put those hands behind your head, fingers laced together, you know the drill..." Amanda said in a sultry drawl.
David tried to comply but he could barely move his hands as the debilitating electric current streamed through his chest.
"Oh. Of course. Let me just move this..." Amanda said lazily, taking the dildo away from the quivering young man's breast.
David drew in deep draughts of air, gasping to regain his breath. He thought of reaching out and snatching the evil dildo away from Amanda but as he edged his hands in her direction she must have read his mind. She moved the humming pink phallus back towards his chest, close enough that he could feel the current charging the air just a hair's breadth from his heart.
"Ahh Ahh!... Hands!... Behind your head!..." she snapped in warning.
David didn't really have any choice but to do as she said. He folded his hands behind his head, leaving himself totally at the mercy of the two predatory women.
Luisa had taken the opportunity while Amanda was working David over, to slide her finger out of his rectum. She reached under a fold in the bed sheets to find the little capsule she and Amanda had hidden there earlier. It was a glycerine suppository that they had decided to use on him. After all, their plan was to wear him out so that he was in no condition to perform on the field the following day. And these two scheming vixens were going to make sure he was completely drained in every way.
Luisa felt almost sorry for the naive young man from Minnesota as she reached up between his parted thighs. He looked so helpless staring down on her with his hands clasped obediently behind his head. Without letting him see what she was doing she pressed the bullet shaped cylinder against the puckered center of his anus.
Looking deep into his eyes she said..."Do you like it when a girl puts her finger up your ass baby? I know. It's kind of dirty but kind of sexy at the same time isn't it? While I'm fucking your ass you're gonna' fuck my mouth O.K.? And then I'm gonna' make you come so hard you'll think you're gonna' die. Are you ready? "
David thought he saw something different in her eyes just then for a moment. Something like a look of genuine caring. As Luisa was parting her lips invitingly around the end of his cock, he wanted to say something meaningful in response. But all that came out was a startled..." Eeeep!..." as the sexy raven haired beauty jammed her finger and the suppository up his ass.
"Nahhhh!..." David yelped, as he helplessly hunched forward ahead of Luisa's invading digit. He was amazed as she easily took his whole cock in her mouth without batting an eye.
But she also never eased up with her upwardly spiraling finger. She soon had him dancing on his toes as she forced the greasy capsule deep up into his bowels. Satisfied that the little cylinder was implanted far enough that it wasn't going to slip out, she eased the pressure of her auguring finger. It was time to get back to their game of hospital and to keep the unwary young man distracted long enough for the cathartic little capsule to do its work.
"And so nurse Pris. Are you satisfied with the results of your examination so far?..." Amanda asked.
Luisa backed off David's cock with a wet slurp and gripped it firmly with her left hand. She looked up at him with sparkling eyes as she idly twisted the middle finger of her other hand around in his asshole
"Umm, yes doctor. He's tight as a virgin back there. And he's been very good, don't you think?"
"Umm Hmm. He has indeed nurse. You just need to check his prostate before...you know..." Amanda said, smiling archly at David.
"Of course..."Luisa replied, her eyes sparkling mischievously as she probed David's rectum more purposefully.
"It should be right ... about... here..." and then..."Ahh ha!.." she proclaimed as she found David's prostate and pressed it firmly under her questing fingertip.
"Wahhh!..." David moaned in surprise, his knees turning to jelly when she touched him there. Suddenly his balls constricted and he had a furious urge to pee or come, he wasn't sure which. He clenched himself frantically on Luisa's finger to try and control himself.
"Ahhh!...Nurse!...Easy!...Oh my Goddd!...I think I'm gonna'...I'm gonna'...Ohhh!.." David stuttered, barely restraining himself from dropping his hands onto Luisa's shoulders for support.
"No you're not!...You think you are but you aren't!..." the smiling nurse replied, smirking up at David as the wide eyed young man squirmed on her delving finger like a bug on a pin.
"Oh my! ...He's very responsive isn't he?..." Amanda said as she watched David's cock balloon to an enormous size under Luisa's patiently squeezing hand.
Luisa could feel the tension explode in David's groin as she applied a steady pressure to his prostate. The pre-come streamed from his gaping pee slit and ran in a river over her gently jogging fist.
She stopped teasing him and went back to sliding her extended digit in and out of his now thoroughly loosened anus.
"Do you like that baby? Does it feel good when I touch you there?..."
"Ohh Godd! I don't know! It's almost too...too...like I don't think I can hold it at all if you do that!..." David whimpered. His balls were drawn up as tight as little acorns in his groin and his come was starting to churn for release.
"Well that's good sweetie! I like it when I can make you lose control. How about when I do this?..." she purred, as she ducked her head back down to recapture his cock in her mouth. She went to work on the underside of his knob with her darting tongue, at the same time jacking him off with short, encouraging hand strokes.
"Nahhh!...Ohhh nurse!..." David gasped. Luisa increased the intensity of her lurid suck, twisting and turning her head to attack his angry cock crown from every angle. He was sure he was going to loose it.
"Nurse!...Unnn!...I'm gonna'...gonna'... come!...I can't...It's...Ahhh!..." David groaned, hunching in and out of Luisa's leeching mouth as the fiery tingling at the root of his cock became almost unbearable.
Luisa could tell how close he was. She dropped her squeezing hand lower and ringed the root of his shaft with her thumb and her forefinger, squeezing him tight to stop his come. She slipped his throbbing length from her mouth and whispered..."Soon!..." before she went back down on him.
She knew the suppository must be about ready to have its effect and she wanted to hold him off as long as she could.
And it was just about at that moment that David began to feel really strange. His loins were on fire because Luisa was not letting him come and he was so close. He knew that feeling all too well. But there was something else.
All of a sudden his heart started racing. He started feeling cold and hot and a bead of sweat broke out on his brow and started to run down the side of his face. A fiery ache began to spread through his lower back and he was having trouble getting his breath. He thought he might be having a heart attack and he started to sway a little bit on rubbery legs.
Amanda and Luisa both saw it and the two calculating women knew exactly what was happening. They exchanged a quick look and Luisa gave Amanda a little nod.
The blonde nimbly extended one foot down to the floor and shifted off the bed. She stepped over to David's side, her pneumatic tits swaying seductively as she moved. She cupped one of her creamy boobs in her hand and lifted it up towards David like an offering. She reached behind his head with her other hand, laced her fingers with his to keep his hands in place behind him, and pulled him towards her tempting breast.
"These babies could use a little attention too!..." Amanda purred.
Even as light headed as he was, David wasn't about to refuse the voluptuous blond. He parted his lips and moaned quietly. Amanda pulled him even closer and the feel of her billowing tit flesh and swollen nipple filling his mouth was incredibly arousing.
Amanda turned to Luisa and gave her a conspiratorial wink.
Luisa smiled back at her friend and then turned back to David. She knew it was time to get him off before other things happened. She turned her finger once more to his spongy prostate.
"I'm going to make you come now baby! You just tell me when O.K.?..." Luisa purred, releasing the vice like pressure she was exerting on the root of his cock. She moved her little fist back up to the middle of his shaft and began to jack him off again with those short, hard little strokes that had brought him so close already. At the same time she began to gently rub his prostate in time with her incendiary masturbation.



"Oomfff!...Augh!...Ummm!..." David moaned gutturally around Amanda's smothering breast. There were so many powerful feelings assaulting his loins he didn't know what was going to happen next. Luisa's compelling hand job had his come churning for release. When she started to pressure his prostate again he felt a warm rush of fluids stream from his knob and yet his balls were still drum taut. And overshadowing all this there was a bloated, cramping sensation growing in his loins that was so strong he could hardly breathe. He didn't know whether he was going to come or faint or both.
"Ummm!...Unn!...Unnn!..." he groaned, closing his eyes and hunching back and forth into Luisa's briskly stroking hand. At the same time he greedily inhaled Amanda's succulent tit flesh.
Luisa started fucking his ass with a will then. She slowly pulled her finger back until it was just inside his twitching sphincter, then she swiftly thrust it back up him, ending her stroke with her fingertip sharply jabbing his prostate. The pre-come was pouring from David's pee slit, and Luisa's swiftly stroking hand was whipping it into a froth around his tool.
"Ahh!...Ohhh!...Ohh Goddd!..I'm...I'm...gonna'.." he groaned around Amanda's smothering boob.
"Yes!...Unn Hnn!...Do it!...Come on!..." Luisa encouraged, opening her mouth into an inviting 'O' and aiming David's cock at her parted lips.
"Nahh...Ahhh!...It's...I'm...gonna'...gonna'...!..." David cried in a muted whimper
"Un Hnn!...Unn Hnn!..." the hunched over nurse encouraged.
And that's when Amanda dropped her hand from behind David's head. Still feeding him her swollen tit, she reached down into his groin from the front and laid her palm up under his balls. Slowly, one by one, she closed her fingers on those drum taut little orbs. Listening to his muffled gasps grow ever more frantic she gave his nuts a long, torrid squeeze.
And that's what pushed the swooning young man to the edge. His eyes popped open and he looked down around Amanda's heaving chest to see Luisa staring up at him, her mouth wide open and waiting ahead of his straining cock. She didn't slow her lurid masturbation for an instant but she did stop fucking his ass, just twisting her buried finger deep up his cringing nether hole.
"Come for me baby!...Give it to me!..Come on my face!...I want to taste it!..." Luisa cooed.
Her eyes took on a wicked glint as she started pressing his prostate like it was a door bell.
"You know you can't hold it when I do this!...Just let it go!..." she smirked.
And that's exactly what David did.
"Wahhh!..." he cried, his head mouth moving off of Amanda's glistening breast. He rose stiffly up on his toes as his balls lurched and a stringy rope of come blasted out of the end of his cock. It disappeared so swiftly into Luisa's mouth that Amanda wasn't sure whether she'd seen him start to come or not.
But Luisa didn't even have time to swallow that first bolt of sperm before it was followed by another and another and another. And she wasn't as deft at aiming his continuing deluge of come or she just didn't care. Some of the creamy streams did spurt into her mouth. But just as many or more splashed her face, her cheeks, her glasses and even her hair.
"Nahhh!...Ahh!...Unnn!..." David whimpered, his head beginning to swim. The convulsions in his loins were powerful and all consuming. But there was another compulsion building in his groin and he was fighting against it with all his will.
Luisa's jerking hand and obscenely prodding finger were making him come harder than he ever had before. But he couldn't just let himself go. He was afraid he was going to have a terrible accident. He clenched his sphincter so tight around her finger that it was like he was trying to break it off. He had no idea what was happening to him and he was struggling to control himself. What in hell was wrong with him?
Luisa just smiled up at the overwhelmed young man, watching his excitement and his distress growing visibly with every violent spasm that wracked his loins. But that didn't stop her from jacking him fiercely enough to keep the come flying from his knotted testicles.
"Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!..That's it!...Come all over me!...Cover me in it!..." Luisa purred, keeping her flashing eyes fixed on his as David's come splattered her face and the heaving slopes of her breasts.
"Oh yeahh!...Give it up!...Every drop!..." she urged as she continued to bear down on his prostate so firmly that he thought was going to pass out.
Amanda too was working his balls, squeezing them encouragingly in time with his ejaculation.
"Unnn!...Unn!...Oh...Goddd!..." David whimpered, slowly folding at the waist as his fiery spurts started to diminish. But every spasm of his aching testicles was the stroke of a double edged sword. His orgasm was breathtaking but the convulsions of his loins were making it almost impossible for him to continue to control himself. Without even realizing it his eyes started to flutter closed as he let out a high pitched wail of distress.
Amanda and Luisa smiled at each other as they continued to milk him with practiced hands, skillfully extracting every drop of come that he could produce.
David was hovering on the verge of consciousness now. He sucked in a sharp breath when Luisa rudely snapped her finger out of his anus. He also experienced something else he hadn't in a long time and that was his erection starting to fail him, softening in Luisa's relentlessly pulling hand.
But then he must have blacked out for a moment and the next thing he knew the two striking women were supporting him from both sides and guiding him back into the bathroom. He was bent over and moaning as they set him down on the toilet like some helpless geriatric.
Luisa and Amanda smiled down on him as he sat there, every muscle in his youthful body as tense as if he was cast in bronze. They knew that eventually he'd tire and relax and when he did they didn't want to be there.
Amanda grabbed a spare roll of toilet paper from under the sink and put it beside the toilet. Luisa moistened a hand towel and draped it over the shoulders of the ashen faced young man. Then she gave him a quick peck on the cheek. Amanda gave him a saucy wink and they left the bathroom, closing the door behind them. He thought he could hear the sound of their voices and giggles coming from very far away.
The next thing David knew was that all his insides were running out of him and splashing into the toilet beneath him. It was unbelievable! Wave after wave of hot, liquidy fluids pouring out of him in searing gushes. It must have been the smoked fish dip he ate at the reception he thought. Food poisoning! What else could it be. He just sat there in misery for what seemed like hours, hoping this torment would finally pass. A couple of times he went to get up but didn't even get to his feet before he had to sit back down again.
He flushed a number of times and finally started to feel a little more human. He had sort of heard some carryings-on in the bedroom but wasn't really paying much attention. It had sounded like Luisa was crying louder and louder in excitement. He thought he heard a lot of low level humming like that damned "Rabbit' had made when Amanda used it on him. But then, suddenly, Luisa's cries became barely audible grunts and groans.
David really wasn't thinking too much about it. He was just thankful to finally see an end of the torrent of fluids that had come gushing out of him. He wiped his face with the damp towel and was eventually able to stand on rubbery legs. He flushed once more, for the last time hopefully, and shuffled off to the shower again.
He didn't know how long he was in there but he spent a lot of time with the soap and shampoo, trying and get rid of the lingering odors of his recent mishap. He had never felt as spent as he did right at that moment. And he had the last day of try-outs beginning in just a few hours. He had to get some sleep. He dried off and crept over to the bathroom door. He grabbed his underwear which had been balled up in a corner but his clothes were out in the bedroom. It was very quiet out there. He thought he heard some anxious mewing noises but he wasn't sure. Cautiously he opened the door.
The single bedside light that was on didn't provide much illumination. David was so apprehensive that it took him a minute to bring the scene in front of him into focus.
Amanda was half turned away from him and sitting on the bed, her nylon clad legs crossed and her bared breasts still jutting out of the little lab coat she was wearing. She was calmly working on her nails with a little nail file.
But it was Luisa's pose that really startled him. The curvaceous dark haired vixen was still half naked. But now she was flat on her back, her limbs outstretched so that she was lying in a big X across the bed. Her hands were clenched tightly on the horizontal bar that was part of the trim of the headboard. Her wrists and her ankles were tied to the corners of the steel bed frame by what looked like silken scarves. She was languidly writhing against these bonds. Another, smaller silk scarf was tied around her mouth and making an effective gag. David could see why her earlier cries had become only muted groans.
His eyes were drawn to the seductively heaving globes of Luisa's tits that were thrusting skywards through the lapels of her little nurse's jacket. Luisa spotted him standing there at just that moment and began to squirm and mewl more vigorously.
David was starting to see more clearly all the time. He could see that Luisa's body was pink and glowing from either exertion or excitement, he wasn't sure which. She was covered in a sheen of sweat and her hair was moist on the edges and sticking to her neck and her shoulders.
And then David saw something even more mesmerizing. Two little silver alligator clips, attached together by a length of delicate chain, were pincering the end of each of Luisa's swollen boobs. The wicked looking serrated clamps were under a lot of tension, based on how deep they were embedded in each of Luisa's enflamed aureole. Her crimson nipples were hugely engorged and jutting out above the cruel little devices.
Amanda noticed Luisa's increased writhing and smiled down at her friend.
"Relax darlin'! He'll be comin' back any time now..." she purred.
David watched in disbelief as the blonde reached out with her nail file and deliberately dragged it across one of Luisa's swollen nipples.
Luisa's yelped and her face contorted into a grimace when Amanda did that.
Amanda leaned towards the twisting beauty. She reached out and slowly released one of the alligator clips. David could clearly see the already distended nipple grow even pinker and more swollen as the blood rushed back into it. Then Amanda removed the other clip and tossed the two of them onto the night table. Luisa's head snapped forward and you could hear her moan and her breath quicken as a fiery blush suffused her chest. Amanda leaned even closer until she was able to reach one of Luisa's quivering nipples with her extended tongue.
And it was while she was doing that that her head turned a little further and she saw David standing there gaping at them. Her eyes took on a wicked gleam and never left David's as she slowly teased Luisa's tumid nipple with her tongue.
"Howdy darlin'. We missed you. I'm so glad you're feelin' better. You were lookin' a little peaked earlier. Musta' been somethin' you ate I imagine..." Amanda said as she got up from Luisa's side and came over to stand in front of David.
"Amanda...Ahhh...What's going on? I thought you and Luisa were friends. Like ... ahh...good friends. This isn't about me is it? She's not tied up because I've done something is it? I mean... I didn't do anything. ..Well that's not exactly true I guess...But what I mean is... I didn't mean to do anything that was going to make you mad or anything..."
Amanda listened to David's nervous questioning with amusement. He really had no idea what was going on. He was just making this too easy. She moved beside him so that her lips were poised very close to his ear.
"Listen to me baby! Luisa and I were just havin' a little fun that's all. She can get pretty agitated when we play with Mr. Rabbit. And besides she likes it if I tie her up once in a while. That way I can take my time with her and really make her feel it. So there we were, me getting her good and worked up...actually she was getting kind of noisy and I didn't want the neighbors comin' over so I had to put that little gag thingy on her...but, not to worry. We've done that before and Luisa don't mind it...and anyways, I was just kind of giving her a little of Mr. R. and then a little more and givin' her a few jolts of juice at the same time just to keep her attention when all of a sudden we had this little problem..." Amanda said, turning her eyes sadly to the bedside table.
"The 'Rabbit' died."
David looked to where Amanda was looking and saw the pink dildo with the copper bands standing upright by the side of the bed on what must have been some kind of charger.
Amanda leaned even closer so that her moist lips were actually brushing David's ear as she continued..."And so what we've got here lover is a major case of 'coitus interruptus'"
"Coitus whatis?" David asked, his eyes flicking anxiously from Amanda to Luisa.
"It means..." Amanda began reaching into David's shorts and gripping his ropey cock in the palm of her hand..."that Nurse 'Big Tits' here is hotter than a fox in a forest fire..." she purred, squeezing and releasing David's prick with an insistent pressure.
"Just look at her! Look at her pussy! See how wet she is? See how her lips are all swollen and throbbing? She's practically shoving it right into your face isn't she? The little slut! Oh she needs it alright! She needs it bad!..." Amanda intoned, turning and twisting her skilful hand on David's cock.
And David couldn't deny his eyes. Luisa was straining against the bonds on her wrists and ankles, frantically tipping her loins up towards him. Her meaty labia were parted in a lewdly gaping O, visibly twitching with arousal. Her pussy was eagerly summoning him, just pleading to be filled.
This was too much! He had really wanted just to go back to his room. Really, really knew that that was what he should be doing.
"Mrs. Banes...I...I can't!...It's justtt tooo...Ahh...!' David trailed off, completely spellbound by Luisa's irresistibly beckoning loins. And he might have just got out of there then if his cock didn't finally, at that moment, begin to respond to Amanda's lewdly coaxing hand.
"Oh Goddd!..." he groaned out loud as the outline of his boner became more defined under his shorts.
And Luisa echoed a muffled..."Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!.." as she saw him stiffening up in front of her.
Amanda felt it too and she knew they had him. Despite all that they had put him through already that night David's cock was expanding once more under her persuasive touch. Amanda interrupted her lewd masturbation for just a second to rip his shorts down to the floor. But in less than a heartbeat her hand was back around his cock. She continued to jack him off with a twisting hand as she pulled him towards the bed.
"You don't have to do anything baby! Just put it in her! She'll do the rest! You can't just leave her like this! I guarantee you'll get a ride you'll remember! You have to do it! It'd be downright un-American to just leave her like this!!..." Amanda crooned as she guided David up onto the bed and onto his knees.
She steered him across Luisa's twisting form and pulled him towards the apex of her parted thighs. Amanda herself took up a position on the bed on her knees by Luisa's side.
She reached down with her free hand, grabbed one of Luisa's swollen nipples between her thumb and forefinger and stretched it roughly from her breast.
"Unnnn!..." Luisa grunted in response, thrashing around feverishly enough against her bonds to make the bed thump against the wall.
Amanda released Luisa's nipple and began to move that hand down the supine woman's torso, idly dragging her nails towards her writhing loins. At the same time she forced David's rigid tool down and pulled him forward, making him plant his hands above Luisa's shoulders to support himself. She slid her hand to the root of his shaft while pulling him further forward until his purple knob was brushing like a feather against the center of Luisa's opening.
"Yes baby! I told you It'd be worth the wait didn't I?..." Amanda purred down at the writhing nurse beneath them.
"I'm gonna' put it inside you and then David's going to pound you until you're cross-eyed. And then he's to shoot a big load of come up inside you. Fill you up with his baby juice 'til you're gagging on it! That's what you want isn't it you slut? That's what you've been waiting for isn't it?..." Amanda asked obscenely.
"Umm Hmm!...Ummm Hmm!..." Luisa grunted, straining up frantically towards David's just out of reach erection.
The young man looked down apprehensively into Luisa's eyes. He could see exactly what it was that she wanted but he didn't know if he was up to it. Although the flesh was somehow still willing, the spirit was kind of bagged. Yet with the warmth of her pussy searing the tip of his prick, he couldn't help himself from wanting to thrust his length into her. But Amanda restrained him with the stern grip she had on the root of his cock.
"Soon baby! Just let me warm her up a little more.." the blonde purred. She extended the index finger of the hand that was resting on her girl friend's abdomen and began to flick her sharp fingernail back and forth across Luisa's clit.
"Aieeee!..." Luisa let out a muffled shriek when she did that, her whole body stiffening up under David.
Amanda smiled at her friend's frantic twisting. She released her clenching fist from the root of David's cock, swept that hand up behind him and slapped his ass smartly like she was starting a bull out of a rodeo gate.
"Yee Haw! Ride him cowboy!..." she crowed merrily
"Nahhhh!..." David cried, bucking forward ahead of Amanda's stinging palm.
If he wasn't so nervous about the whole bizarre situation, David would have expected at least some resistance as he lunged at the smoldering pussy beneath him.
But Amanda hadn't been exaggerating when she said that Luisa was dying for it. For David, getting into her was like falling down a well. In a heartbeat, his cock was thrusting against Luisa's hard edged uterus and her wiry pubes were scrubbing against the top of his balls.
"Unnn!...Ahhhh!...Yesss!..." he groaned as her buttery depths enfolded his length when she banged her loins upwards into his. Although her movement was severely limited by the scarves binding her to the bed frame, David was left in no doubt of the ferocity of her passion. Her cunt was working around his tool like a meat grinder as she bucked and twisted on his penetrating spear.
Amanda had crawled up close to him and reached back to cup his eager balls in the palm of her hand.
David could hardly believe it when he felt that tingling sensation growing again at the base of his cock. But he would have had to have been a dead man not to respond to Luisa's leeching pussy or Amanda's skilled fondling. Despite how exhausted he was the need to come was building once more in his sorely aching testicles.
"Kiss her!..." Amanda purred, her warm breath gusting into David's ear.
And David looked down Into Luisa's burning eyes and couldn't help himself from pressing his lips to hers. Even through the scarf tied across her mouth he could feel her eager tongue jabbing through the satiny material to duel with his.
"Ummmm!..." she groaned in excitement, her lips melding with his in a scorching kiss.



"Ahhhhh!..." David whimpered in response. He was hardly aware of what he was doing as his hands tangled with Luisa's on the bed frame and he started slapping his hips into hers.
"Unnhhhh!..." Luisa wailed into his mouth as a wracking orgasm gripped her. She literally raised David's pistoning groin a foot in the air as the first devastating spasm seized her. Her pussy tightened up but she was so juicy that David didn't even have to slow his rampaging attack.
His continuing onslaught only heightened her excitement.
"Ahh!..Ahh!..Ahh!..." she gasped, her bound mouth twisting under his. She continued to buck up under him like she was laying on hot coals as another and another searing contraction swept through her loins.
And then David was thrusting forward from his toes, humping the breathless older woman beneath him with all his might. He was getting light headed even as his sorely used testicles started to knot up yet again in anticipation. He was only dimly aware of Amanda moving around him on the bed, whispering lewd encouragement as he fucked the writhing beauty beneath.
"Yeah!...That's it!...Bang the little slut!...Harder David!...Unn Hnn!...Like that!...Fuck her 'til she couldn't stop a pig in an alley!"
And then Amanda's tiny hand was back on his balls, slowly squeezing them and twisting them in a way that she knew he wouldn't be able to resist. And she was right!
"Nahhhhh!..." David cried gutturally, his eyes closing in excitement. He stiffened up on top of Luisa, his hands and feet pushing hard against the bed frame. And then his balls lurched and a searing eruption of come burst inside Luisa's shuddering pussy.
"Ahhhhhh!...Nahh!..." he cried again as his sperm jetted out in a fiery torrent.
"Unn!...Unn!...Unn!..." he whimpered repeatedly as his loins convulsed in excruciating spasms. It felt like his nuts were being smacked with a hammer every time another fiery bolt of come burst from his genitals.
"Yes!...That's it!...Oh yeah!...I can feel it!...Every spurt!...Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!...Give it to me baby!...Unn Hnn!...That's what I want!..." Luisa encouraged, coiling herself around David's shuddering frame like a python.
The feel of his burning come jetting into her womb only increased the intensity of her own orgasm. She was coming almost continuously on his spewing shaft and she was loving it. She worked her gripping cunny around his cock like a woman possessed.
David was so consumed with his devastating orgasm that it took him some time to realize that Luisa's legs were coiled around his ass and her arms were clutching his shoulders.
When he did open his eyes it was to see the panting siren beneath him looking up at him with sparkling eyes. Even though he could barely hear her, he could clearly see her swollen lips forming the words..."Yesss!...Come inside me!..Like that!...Unn Hnn!..Unn Hnn!...Don't stop!...Yeahh!..."
"Unn!...Unn!...Un Hnn!.." David groaned in response. And then he realized that Luisa no longer was the one who was gagged. He was! He tried to straighten up above her to see what the hell was going on. But he couldn't. Now he was the one whose wrists and ankles were secured tightly to the steel bed frame by the silken scarves. There was only enough slack in the bonds to let him just get his knees under him.
"Whaaa?..." he whimpered in confusion, his head whipping around questioningly from the blonde behind him to the brunette beneath him. But his distress was tempered by the fact that Luisa's pussy still surrounded him like a silken sheath. She was clenching and releasing him with her internal muscles, prolonging his shuddering orgasm way beyond the point he would have thought possible.
But even the older woman's skilled provocation couldn't keep him coming forever. Soon enough his convulsions started to lessen and he felt a distinct softening of his erection inside Luisa's clinging tunnel.
"Ohhh!...Noo!...Not yet!...Please baby!...Don't stop!...Don't!...Not yet!..." Luisa pleaded, thrusting her loins feverishly up into David's to try and keep some rigidity in his wilting boner.
Amanda smiled down at the writhing nurse and gave her a knowing wink. She got up from the bed and went over to the bureau where she picked up a squeeze bottle. It looked like a bottle of Windex except the liquid inside it was clear.
She stepped back over to the bed, walking around it and spraying David's hands and his feet.
"Unnn?...Unnn?...Wuttt?..." he moaned anxiously, looking wide eyed at Amanda.
The blonde beauty just smiled coolly at him as she gave his extremities a thorough soaking.
"Relax baby. It's just water. I'm just making sure you're good and grounded for this next part."
David was truly at a loss as to what she meant. He could only watch in confusion as Amanda went back over to the night stand where she put the spray bottle down. Holding his eyes and smiling archly at him, she picked up the gleaming dildo off the charger and inserted it into the leather harness strapped across her groin. She dipped one hand into the open jar of conductive jelly next to the charger and began to smear it on the protruding phallus.
David watched all this happening with growing apprehension, especially when Amanda started edging toward the foot of the bed. As she moved behind him she continued to fondle the plastic tool just like she were jacking off.
"You're not going to leave her hanging are you darlin'? You're not one of those 'wham, bam, thank you ma'am' types' are you? Of course you're not! You just need a little extra encouragement! And that's what I've got right here for you! 'Cause we don't want to leave your poor little fuck buddy chewin' up the scenery do we David? Isn't that right nurse? ..."
The dark haired beauty beneath him stared back at her buxom friend with her eyes blazing.
"You bitch! You've got me so hot the both of you! And now Davey boy's losin' it just when I was really getting into it! It's not fair! Oh God!...The way he was stretching me open with that big dick of his! That's what I want. Oh David! I want you to fuck me just a little more. Just like that! Please!..." Luisa crooned, hunching her smoldering depths encouragingly around David's diminishing tool
The young man was becoming really nervous. It wasn't his fault if these two insatiable women had completely drained him. He would have been happy to accommodate the squirming nurse beneath him if he could. But he was done, wasted. You couldn't get blood from a stone could you? But there was something positively scary about the way Amanda was looking at him, her creamy boobs swaying as she fondled the greasy dildo.
"Umm?...Unmm?..." he groaned, twisting futilely against the bonds tying him to the bed as he turned his head over his shoulder to keep the voluptuous blonde in view.
"Not to worry sweetheart..." Amanda said to David.
"I can tell you're a little tired but you can't leave my friend like this. It would be too mean. So I'm going to help..." Amanda said as she climbed up on the bed and edged up behind David on her knees. She put one hand on his shoulder while using the other one to guide the tip of the dildo into the center of his cringing nether hole.
"You know where this is going, don't you lover?..." Amanda teased, leaning in and pressing the rounded nose of the dildo harder against David's anxiously clenched sphincter.
She jogged her hips forward but David's taut little brownie resisted her.
Again he struggled with his bonds, his eyes looking pleadingly into Amanda's as he mewled in distress.
"Nn...ooh...On'ttt!..." he whimpered. But Amanda was in complete control.
"Now take my advice lover. This'll be a lot easier for you if you just relax. Trust me on this!... Because either way this..." she said, dragging the dildo up and down though the crack of his ass ..." is going in here..." she said, holding it once more against the opening of his anus and leaning forward with her hips.
"Just take a deep breath...That's it!...Now exhale...Slowly...Relax...Deep breath...Un Hnn!... That's it!...Now, close your eyes...It's O.K. baby!...I'm not going to hurt you!... Now breathe...Such a good boy...I'm going to count to five...One...Two...""
And then, without any warning,, Amanda slammed her hips forward and buried most of the rigid dildo up his ass in one determined lunge.
"Nahhhhh!..." David yelped in a muffled gargle, his eyes flying open. He bucked forward frantically into Luisa's steamy snatch ahead of the invading dildo. And of course this elicited an appreciative groan from the squirming bundle of fun beneath him.
"Three, Four, Five!..." Amanda finished, giving her hips a little shimmy that made the dildo shift around obscenely in David's vulnerable ass.
It felt to him like Amanda had shoved a baseball bat up his butt. His rudely stretched anus was on fire around the rigid plastic tool. Again he looked back pleadingly at the kneeling blonde behind him. But Amanda only puckered a mocking kiss at him.
"That's not so bad is it lover?...Just a little more?..." the blonde asked. Keeping a firm grip on his shoulder, she tipped her pelvis up and pushed in a little further leaving just the copper ring at the base of the phallus still visible.
"Ahhhhh!..." David groaned, his face grimacing.
"Don't be such a baby!..." Amanda purred, moving her hand from David's shoulder and reaching under his arm around in front of him. She found one of his nipples, pinched it between her thumb and forefinger and stretched it from his chest.
David's nostrils flared and his shoulders bunched into a knot when she did that.
But Amanda was just distracting him. When David leaned lower to ease the pressure she was putting on his nipple, she snapped her hips forward and drove the remainder of the dildo up his flinching anus.
"Ummff!..." David groaned, gnawing on the silk scarf covering his mouth.
Luisa raised her legs higher on David's waist to open herself up to him
"Ummm!...Yeah!...That's better baby!...I love it when you do me like that!...But it was better before. ..You seemed much more...eager...I don't know...and you were harder...that felt so good...when you were sooo hard..." Luisa moaned.
"Make it harder for me lover...Can you do that? ...I want it so much..." Luisa crooned, working her pussy up and down on David's ropey prick to try and rekindle his enthusiasm.
Amanda slid her knees back a little and sprawled out on David's back.
David became acutely aware of Luisa's pneumatic tits mushing up into his chest while Amanda's more pliable mammaries were pancaking between his shoulder blades. The excruciating tension in his anus was momentarily forgotten as he was surrounded by all these womanly charms.
But as much as Amanda too was enjoying this salacious moment, she had a game plan and she was going to stick to it. She leaned close to David's ear and murmured... I'm going to take the gag out in a moment baby but first I want to show you my 'Superman' trick."
David tried to turn his head to see behind him but he couldn't as he grunted a quizzical... "Huh?..."
But he did see Amanda's hand coming forward on the bed below him with the 'Rabbit' remote in her palm.
"My 'Superman' trick? That's where I turn a mild mannered quarterback into a 'Man of Steel!"...the blonde purred. David watched Amanda choose the base ring of the 'Rabbit' and set the power output at mid. Then she pushed the 'on' button.
"Phwahhhh!..." David gasped as the sudden charge tingled through the palms of his hands and the soles of his feet. His arms and his legs contracted agonizingly as his ass became the conduit for the fiery surge of current. His heart froze while the rest of his body went into an uncontrollable quaking. For a split second he wondered if this was what it like to be struck by lightning.
"Naahh!..." the young man cried, arching his back and straining against his bonds. A sheen of sweat burst out over his entire body. But at the same time, as promised, his cock engorged into a throbbing spike while his abused nuts contracted sickeningly.
"Unnnn!...Godd Yesss!...Umm Hmm!... That's what I'm talkin' about!.." Luisa hissed as David's cock swelled up inside her like he'd been snake bit! She started banging her loins up and down into him again, intent on satisfying the burning itch that was consuming her loins.
Amanda turned down the juice on the base of the 'Rabbit' from mid to low. She knew that would be enough to keep him hard. She reached out to the scarf gagging David, pushed it over his head and pulled it away from his mouth
David stopped struggling against his bonds when she did that and gasped for air. It took all his strength just to get his knees under him to steady himself on top of Luisa's bucking loins. He looked back pleadingly over his shoulder at the lanky blonde kneeling behind him
"Mrs. Banes!...Amanda!...Easy!...Please!...You don't know what you're doing to me!...I don't think I can take it!..." he groaned beseechingly.
"Oh I know exactly what I'm doing lover!..." Amanda purred. She put her hands on David's hips to hold him steady and started hunching her hips back and forth, gently fucking his ass with the greasy plastic phallus.
"Don't you fret none darlin!...You can take it!...I promise!...By the time I'm finished with you, you'll be beggin' for more!..." Amanda drawled, activating the contact on the tip of the dildo and setting it on low as well.
David sucked in a surprised breath and his eyes went wide when she did that. Amanda's rude anal attack had opened him so thoroughly that the dildo was sliding easily in and out. And the pulsing electric current, as she fucked him with the lurid device, was stimulating some incredibly receptive pleasure center deep inside him.
He was completely drained he knew that. He probably wouldn't be able to come again for a month. But still that tingly feeling was growing again in his balls.
He started thrusting himself down into Luisa's sodden tunnel. He couldn't help himself. It was like trying to grab the brass ring on a carousel. If you really tried, just maybe you could get it, even though you knew in your heart that it wasn't going to happen.
But that was how David was feeling. He had to try! That tingling sensation was real and it was getting stronger. Maybe he could get there just one more time. He didn't really believe it but he couldn't stop himself as he began to fuck Luisa's welcoming pussy.
"Yess!...Ohh yesss!...That's it baby!...You do that so well!...Fuck me lover!...Do it!... You're gonna' make me come so hard on that big dick of yours!...Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!...Yeahh!...Don't stop!..." Luisa growled, throwing her legs around David's and urging him on with her muscular thighs.
And Amanda did her part as well. She held herself still so that David had no choice but to impale himself on the unyielding plastic prick as he pulled out of Luisa's pussy. Then she bucked sharply into to him to hasten him back into her smoldering interior.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Ahhh!..." gasped the young man as he worked away like a machine between the two women.
"Oh Godd!..Ohhh!...Goddd!...Unn!...I'm...com'...com'...coming again!..." Luisa cried, throwing her arms around David and clinging desperately to him as her loins convulsed once more.
"Unn!...Unn!...Unn!..." David continued to groan, never ceasing his relentless jack-hammering. The tension in his own groin was still growing. He was so close. He just didn't know if he was going to make it.
"Ahhh!...Yesss!...Yesss!...You bastard!...Keep fucking me!...Like that!...Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!..." Luisa wailed as her juices began to ooze in a searing stream from the taut circle of her vagina around David's cock.
"Unnn!...Ohh!...Nooo!..." David cried turning his eyes in dismay back towards Amanda.
Even though he was still fucking Luisa feverishly, he was starting to lose that tingling feeling. It was being replaced by a fiery numbness and he could tell he had missed his chance. He almost wanted to cry. He had been so close and now it wasn't going to happen.
"Oh Goddd Amanda!...I can't!...I thought I was...I was so close but...Ahhh!...Godd!..." he whimpered, still thrusting away but now as much in despair as in excitement.
"Poor baby!... You were almost there weren't you?...I could make it happen for you darlin'!...Would you like that?..." Amanda asked, her eyes sparkling wickedly.
"Oh Jesus!...Yes!...I don't know what's happening but I need it so bad right now!... Pleaseee!..." David groaned.
"Well since you asked me so polite and all. Now stop humpin' away like you're drillin' a well for a minute and just leave about half of your prick inside her."
It took a real effort of will to stop his frenetic fucking but David did as Amanda instructed.
Luisa groaned her disapproval but Amanda ignored her. She reached around David and closed her little hand around the root of his exposed cock. Then she shifted around behind him, twisting and jogging her hips to probe the depths of his ass. When David gave an involuntary little shudder accompanied by a gasping groan she knew she had found his prostate.
She draped herself across David's back once more and moved her hand with the remote into his field of vision. She made a point of letting him see as she turned the 'Rabbit' off. Then she reset it so that the base ring was off and only the ring on the tip would be live.
"You better hold on tight baby 'cause this is gonna' be a little intense!" she murmured, as she turned the intensity setting to hi and poised her finger over the 'on' button.
David couldn't believe it when he saw her adjusting the 'Rabbit' to hi. Earlier he'd just about fainted when she used it on him at mid.
"I don't know Mrs. Banes!...I mean...Actually, that thing makes me kind of nervous.... Couldn't you...maybe, like turn it down a little?..." he asked nervously.
Amanda mover her crimson lips close to David's ear.
"Well... I suppose I could...." Amanda drawled, like she was really thinking it over. But then her smile hardened just a little as she looked down At David.
"But darlin'... You're the one that wants to make it in the big league. So I think we oughta' put the hammer down, don't you? Besides... I love to see you squirm! So, here!... Take it!..." Amanda said with a lewd chuckle, nibbling gently on his ear lobe as she pushed the button.
"Aieeee!...." David cried. It felt like the steel bed had become electrified. A massive jolt of current raced through his whole body and then focused achingly on his groin. As the pulsing electric charge tore through him he became a rigid, twitching mass on top of Luisa's writhing curves.
And the shock, directly against his prostate made his loins turn to jelly and convulse uncontrollably. Amanda had to keep a firm grip on David's cock to keep him from coming right then and there.
Luisa too could actually feel a muted version of the current in her pussy and that set her off again.
"Oh shit!... Yes!...Do that!...Give it to him!...Yes!...Yes!...Yess!..." she panted, her eyes flashing up into Amanda's.
But Amanda relented at that moment and took her finger off the button.
David's mind took a moment to clear. He had to give his head a shake to grasp what was happening. His loins were on fire. His balls had contracted agonizingly as they tried to churn out a load of come. But Amanda's hand was clenched around the root of his cock, refusing to allow him his release.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!...Oh Goddd!....Amanda!...It's...I'm.. there!...Oh Goddd!...Just let go so I can ...can do it!..." he gasped, twisting weakly against his bonds.
Amanda didn't answer right away. And she didn't loosen the stern grip she had on his tool either. She pulled the dildo slowly back to the entrance of David's anus then held it poised there, letting both his arousal and his apprehension grow. Then she leaned close and whispered..."Take it!..." as she pushed the fake dick back up him, and pressed the button again.



"Phwahhhh!..." David cried, his body going into another series of violent spasms on top of Luisa. This time his vision started to blur and there was a roaring in his ears as the current pulsed through his system.
Amanda and Luisa could both feel David's cock rigid tool expand and throb even more frantically as the electric charge coursed through his prostate. The two women exchanged heated glances as they savored the young man's ineffective struggling.
"Oh Godd!....Yesss!...Keep doing him like that!..." Luisa hissed, her eyes rolling back in her head
And then Amanda turned off the 'Rabbit' and drew her hips back so that the plastic dick was again just barely lodged inside David's gaping sphincter.
There was so much adrenalin racing through David's system that he continued to twitch and writhe for several moments even after the current was switched off.
Then as the mists cleared from his brain, the first sensation that struck him was the throbbing ache of his groin. It felt like his cock was stuck in a hive of honey bees that were buzzing around the end of it. And then he realized that Amanda was no longer squeezing the root of his cock in a death grip. She was in fact gently jacking him off into Luisa's silky pussy.
At this point things started to happen fast with very little participation on David's part. His arms and his legs were still trembling fitfully against the bed frame and he was barely mobile.
With the 'Rabbit' no longer emitting its charge, his prostate began to relax, going into a series of reflexive spasms. The strength of those spasms triggered an equally powerful response in David's genitals. His testicles went through a rapid transition from fiery numbness to hypersensitivity. He felt an indescribable tension build in his groin. He pushed himself up with his arms and arched his back.
And then, suddenly, his balls kicked and he was coming with an intensity that wracked his whole body.
"Wagghh!....Aghh!...Ahhh!..." he wailed, as his come rushed out of him in a searing tidal wave. His knuckles turned white as he gripped the head board with palsied hands. It felt like all of his insides were rushing out of him in a flood of molten liquids.
Amanda smiled down at him from behind, jerking his cock hard in time with his ejaculation.
"Yess!...Do it!...Do it!...Do it!..." Luisa chanted, heaving her loins up into David's and clinging to him as his searing come poured into her womb.
David's head was ringing and he was gasping for breath as his loins bucked and spasmed in a mind wrenching orgasm.
He was trying to fuck Luisa in time with Amanda's pulling hand, but his limbs were so rubbery he could barely support himself. Regardless of that, his testicles continued to hammer away in his loins and his burning come continued to flow with an excruciating intensity
He barely heard Amanda as she whispered in his ear..."Take it!..." as she lunged the 'Rabbit' up his ass again and pressed the button.
All he saw then was a flash of lightning behind his eyes as a white hot fist seized his heart. And all he felt was his balls knotting up into an agonizingly painful constriction. But that distress began to fade as quickly as it had come. A bright light behind his eyes popped like a flash bulb and then faded to black and he passed out.
When he slumped down on top of Luisa like a sack of wet cement, Amanda eased off on the 'Rabbit'. But where she continued to grip the root of his cock she could feel that his come was still spurting out of him in rapidly diminishing spasms.
"Ohhh Goddd!...You made him come sooo much!..." Luisa crooned.
Amanda smiled down at her friend over David's shoulder. Jabbing the button on the 'Rabbit' again she purred..."Take it!..."
David's body twitched in response to the quick jolt.
"Ahhhhh!..." Luisa groaned as his erection jumped inside her and dribbled out another meager bolt of sperm.
"Take it all!..." Amanda said, jabbing the button again and again in short little bursts, making David quiver and his hard-on twitch until he was emptied of every drop of come he had.
"Shit!...Shit!...Shit!..." Luisa groaned, her eyes flashing up into Amanda's as her loins spasmed weakly in time with the David's reflexive shuddering.
When Amanda finally stopped playing with the 'Rabbit', Luisa gratefully relaxed under David's sprawling form. Licking her dry lips and with her eyes burning up into her friend's she murmured..."You are soo bad!..."
"Yes I am!..." the lanky blonde replied, shifting backwards on the bed and disengaging herself from David's unresisting ass.
She got off the bed, removed the harness and the dildo and put it on the side table. Then she went back and started releasing David from his restraints. It was a bit of a struggle because of his dead weight but she was soon able to get him undone. And then, despite Luisa's protests that she was enjoying his still buried prick, Amanda was able to pull her out from under him. David let out a faint whimper then and curled up into a fetal position on the bed as the two women smiled down on him.
Without taking her eyes from his recumbent form Amanda asked her friend..."Do you think you can get him off again?..."
Luisa considered this for a moment and then replied..." I can try but maybe we should get him back to his room first."
Amanda agreed that that was probably a good idea and the two girls started rummaging around for their clothes including David's.
After that things were pretty much a blur for the barely conscious young quarterback. He had a vague recollection of the two women, still in their nurse's uniforms which now included skirts and tops for decency's sake, half leading, half carrying him down the hallway to the elevator. He was wearing one of the hotel robes while the girls carried his clothes in a laundry bag.
There was a little bit of a kafuffle in the elevator when it stopped a few floors before David's and three fairly inebriated business men got on. When they saw the girls in their hot nurse's outfits they made a couple of jokes that turned into some lewd suggestions and then they started getting pretty aggressive. But that ended quickly when Amanda accidently nailed the fattest one squarely in the gut with an elbow. When he lurched into Luisa, she stumbled and landed with her spiked heel and all her weight on the arch of the foot of the big one standing next to her. Then there was a lot of groaning and stifled swearing before the elevator stopped at David's floor and the girls led him off.
The next thing he remembered he was sort of sitting on the bed, leaning back on his elbows with his head slumped forward on his chest. The girls were talking and when he managed to look up he saw that they were smiling down at him and Luisa was applying a coat of gleaming scarlet lip gloss to her mouth. Almost as if he were in a dream he heard her saying...."Let me see what I can do..."
And then he was sort of aware that the dark haired beauty was between his knees and her head was bobbing up and down in his crotch. He couldn't really feel what she was doing. He was more asleep than he was awake and would have nodded off if it wasn't for Amanda who laced her fingers in his hair and pulled his head up to make him watch Luisa toiling away at his groin.
So David watched but he really had no idea how long Luisa spent working on him. Finally, after what seemed like a long time, he did feel a distant stirring in his loins. He sat up as a tingling tremor seemed to pulse through his groin. But it was all very dream like. Luisa's head stopped moving and she stayed bent over him for a minute or two, apparently intent on finishing what she had started. Then her head came up and she smiled into his eyes while wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She rose up gracefully to stand between his knees and looked at Amanda.
"Barely a bubble..." he heard her say, without really knowing what she meant.
He wasn't sure what was going on but he thought maybe Luisa wanted more sex from him. So he reached out for her, pulled her face down to his and tried to kiss her. Luisa let him do it and opened her lips against his. She danced her tongue lightly into his mouth and David pulled her more roughly down towards him. Luisa managed to remove her mouth from his.
"Easy Tiger! I think you're done..." she said, softly stroking his cheek with her hand.
"Nooo!...I can...I can do it!...Just need... a little extra...extra..." David mumbled, his words slurring and his eyes slitted like he was trying to get through the last round of a heavy weight bout.
"No baby!...I think you've had it!..." Luisa purred, turning her eyes to Amanda and giving her a little nod. She leaned down and claimed David's lips once more in a juicy kiss. At the same time, Amanda reached into the pocket of her nurse's tunic and pulled out the 'Rabbit'. She watched her friend kissing with the young man for a moment longer, her tongue obviously dueling with his. Then she set the 'Rabbit' on mid, pressed it against David's neck just behind his ear and pushed the button.
David collapsed like an inflatable doll that had suddenly had all the air let out of him. The girls looked down on him for a moment, each smiling contented smiles.
They gently got David comfortable on the bed, pulled the covers over him, turned out the light and left.
When David woke up the next morning his first thought was that he must have been in an accident. His head ached so bad it felt like he must have been hit on the top of his skull with a sledgehammer. When he tried to move it was if he was in a body cast, so reluctant were his limbs to respond to his brain's command. When he did finally manage to swing his legs over onto the floor, he thought he was going to faint with the effort.
He just sat there hunched over, breathing slowly and deliberately for the longest time. The events of the past evening slowly returned to him in memory but sort of in a hazy blur. His brain was really sore.
He knew there were 'Try-Outs' going on and that he was supposed to be there. But the way he felt, that was about as likely to happen as him flying to the moon. He remembered Amanda and Luisa but the things that he thought he had done with them and that they had done with him, were so far-fetched he was sure he had to be confusing fantasy with reality.
He gave his head a little shake but that turned out to be a really bad idea. Once the nausea started to subside a little he got up and headed toward the bathroom. He was dying of thirst. On the way he noticed a bulky envelope on the dresser. Stuck to that was a note on lavender paper. David picked that up and opened it. It was from Amanda.
'Dear David...' she wrote.
'Luisa and I had a lot of fun last night. We hope you did too. I've taken the liberty of getting a doctor friend of mine at the Austin 'St. Clair' Clinic to write a little report for you. A copy of it is in the envelope. It basically says that you arrived at the clinic last night, the victim of a hit and run accident. He treated you for minor trauma and a tricky tib/fib fracture that he has immobilized. It goes on to say that he recommends that you return home immediately for follow-up and possible surgery, if needed, by your family health services group.
David...I just thought that since we did get sort of carried away last night, this might be a good fall back plan for you. If you withdraw from the Try-Outs because of injury, the school has a policy of letting you return for the next term's 'Try-Outs' without going through the whole qualification process. I'm going to fax this letter to the Athletic department at 10:00 unless I hear from you before then. I'll also get the doctor to call and confirm the whole thing with them. He's got a bit of a crush on me and besides, I have a few pictures of us together that I think he'd prefer his wife didn't see.
So sweetie... I hope you make the right choice here. And if you do come back to Austin, Luisa and I would love it if you wanted to give us a call. It was fun darlin'. Hugs & Kisses Amanda
PS Be sure to say 'Hey' to your mom for me.'
David pondered over Amanda's letter for a moment. A broken tib/fib would be a vast improvement over what he was feeling right at that moment. He fumbled for his watch on the dresser and when he found it, he saw that it was 10:30. Well, that made it easy.
As he stumbled through the bathroom to the shower and started the water running, he mulled over Amanda's letter.
'That was nice of her...' was the thought that went through his mind just before he stepped under the torrent of steaming hot water.
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Steven and Nadia Adamo were twins. When they were ten an unusual thing happened to them. Their uncle died. Now an uncle dying isn't that all that unusual. But for Steven and Nadia this death was surrounded by strange circumstances.
The twins' mother, Mirela, was from eastern Europe and had emigrated to the States in the late 60's. She had met their father at university in Chicago. Steven and Nadia had asked their mother many times to tell them about her family. But their mother had simply replied that her family had moved around a lot and beyond that she became very vague.
Some years after Mirela had moved, Uncle Luca came over from the old country with his wife Drina. They had come to Chicago because that's where Mirela lived. Mirela never said anything to Steven and Nadia about why her brother left Europe. Then, as it turned out, there wasn't much time to find out about Luca and Drina because three months after they arrived in the United States, Luca was found dead in a park not far from the apartment where he lived with Drina. The cause of his death was never revealed.
It was all very sketchy to Steven and Nadia who were still young at the time. Although they weren't allowed to go to the funeral, they were present at a wake at Luca's home the night before.
Most of the people there the children didn't know and the evening went by in a blur until at one point aunt Drina cornered them with their mother.
She had an ornate wooden box about the size of a cigar box that she handed to Steven.
"This is for you and sister..." Drina intoned gravely in her stilted English.
"It is heirlooms...Is proper word, heirlooms?...from family...for you. Has some value. Not so much. But important for you later. Keep it safe yes?..." Drina said, looking sternly at the children to impress on them the importance of her words.
Of course Steven and Nadia were spellbound and couldn't wait to see what was in the box. And they weren't disappointed.
The box was filled with coins and paper money, a few pieces of jewelry and what looked like some precious stones. It was like a treasure box and the children were awestruck to be entrusted with such a valuable gift.
Receiving that box of treasure was the one thing that Steven and Nadia both remembered about their uncle's death.
Of course it later turned out that the coins and the paper money were all from Slavic countries that had split apart or was currency from European countries that pre-dated the Euro and as such would eventually become worthless. The jewelry and the gems were all costume, pretty to look at but not really worth anything either.
Still the children regarded the box as their inheritance and kept it safe for all the years that followed. Of course it got put away in the back of various drawers but every once in a while Steven or Nadia would stumble upon it and would go through it with the same child like wonder that they had the first time they had seen it.
It was just after the twins eighteenth birthday that Steven happened to find the box again as he was reorganizing his room before he went away to college in the fall. As he idly fingered the stones and coins he noticed that there was the corner of a folded piece of paper sticking out from under the lining of the box. He worked the paper out and opened it.
There was a picture of two rings on it and just a few lines of writing. Steven recognized the rings. They were in the box and had some Cyrillic script engraved on the outside of them just like the rings pictured on the paper.
The writing in the note was in roman characters but in some foreign language that Steven didn't recognize. He went to his computer and got on 'Babel Fish', the translator. He tried a few words in Polish, in Czech, in Russian, but he got nothing.
Then he tried Romani. Bingo! He was getting a translation. He carefully typed in all the lines from the note and this is what it said.
' -The Romani Rings-' When the rightful heir of the Romani Rings comes of age, his dreams can be his reality. For the rest, their reality will be but a dream. For dreams are often more believable than the truth.'
Steven puzzled over this cryptic message for a while. 'Babel Fish' was notorious for being literal and didn't always translate the actual meaning of a word or phrase. But try as he might, he couldn't twist anything more fathomable out of the words on the note.
So Steven put the paper back in the box and figured that he might try one of the rings soon. They were kind of striking in an understated way and he was curious, if pretty skeptical, to see if wearing one was going to change his life.
The following Friday Steven fished a ring out of the box to wear. He didn't really put it on with any kind of plan in mind. He just felt like wearing it.
The only plan he did have in mind was to talk to Lindsey O'Meara. Lindsey was one of the hottest girls at school and David had a long standing crush on her. So much so that when she asked him out of the blue if she could take a look at his chemistry term paper before he handed it in, he didn't have the heart to refuse her. Being a whiz at math and sciences had branded him as pretty much a nerd and he didn't get a lot of chances to interact with the really A-list girls at school. He just asked Lindsey not to copy his work too blatantly or they'd both get in trouble. Lindsey gave him a quick peck on the cheek in thanks that made him blush mightily.
Apparently she hadn't really been paying attention to him though because not only did she turn in a nearly perfect paper, so did Danielle Spencer and Mike Monaghan, her airhead girlfriend and airhead boyfriend respectively. The likelihood of this happening was so remote that Mrs. Blain had come to question David about it, the only boy in the class who was actually capable of such excellent work.
Fortunately Steven had had a premonition that something like this might happen so he had dumbed down his own paper considerably before he turned it in. Mrs. Blain might have had her suspicions but she didn't really have any grounds to prove that there had been a conspiracy. David had gotten away with some glib remarks like "Even a broken clock is right twice a day...and...Even a blind squirrel finds an acorn once in a while, miss" but Mrs. Blain made it clear that she'd be keeping an eye on him.
So David felt that Lindsey owed him an explanation or an apology or something and he wanted to talk to her.
Oddly enough Danielle came up to him just after the lunch break with a big smile on her face. She was irrepressibly good natured and everybody loved her. She wasn't overly tall and had her dirty blonde hair swept up in a kind of a swirl on her head, presumably to look taller. She was wearing her blue and gold cheer leader outfit and her sneakers and was looking pretty cute. There was a pep rally after lunch and Danielle was on the squad. She said Lindsey wanted to talk to him. Steven looked around but didn't even see Lindsey.
"Not here..." Danielle said.
"At her place. After school. Her parents are away and we're going to hang out over there. You can come with me if you want."
"Sure. That's sounds good. I wanted to talk to her too." Steven said.
"Great. Meet me out on East Street after last period..." Danielle said turning and almost skipping away off towards the gym.
And that's what Steven did.
At 3:30 he met Danielle and they headed off to Lindsey's. It was kind of a long walk but that was O.K. It was a nice day. They chatted a little but didn't seem to have much in the way of mutual interests. Steven had heard that Danielle was going out with some guy who was making a lot of money writing video games. But no one around school had ever seen him and Danielle didn't mention him. A lot of the time they just walked along quietly.
About twenty five minutes later Danielle steered them up a long walk to an impressive Georgian greystone set well back from the street. Steven had no idea that Lindsey's parents were so well heeled.
Danielle just walked right in without ringing the bell or anything. Steven followed her. Danielle led him across a carpeted foyer towards a double doorway that looked like it probably entered a living room.
Danielle stopped suddenly in the doorway and brought her hand to her mouth like she was trying to stifle a giggle. Steven couldn't see what had caught her eye. The room looked empty to him. He stepped around Danielle and took a couple of more steps inside.
Then he realized that the room wasn't empty and in fact there were two bodies sort of sprawled on the couch. The first he recognized as Lindsey who was reclining against an oversized pillow on the end of the sofa. One of her knees was bent and resting against the back of the couch. Her other leg was stretched out straight onto the floor. She was wearing black riding boots with stacked heels and Steven's first thought, strangely, was concern for the fabric of the cushions.
Kneeling on the floor, sort of parallel to the couch was big Mike Monaghan. He was leaning forward on his knees like a bird dog, his right hand moving over the outside of Lindsey's thigh while his face was turning slowly back and forth in the crotch of her pants. Lindsey's eyes were heavily lidded. She was idly running the fingers of one hand through Mike's hair while the varsity football star moaned and groaned lustily into the apex of her loins.
"That's nice baby!.... You know I like that!...Umm Hmm!..." she murmured encouragingly. Then she glanced up and saw Steven standing there. She didn't move or say anything, just gave him a smile and a broad wink.
Lindsey looked like she might have just come back from riding. She was wearing tight white nylon stretch pants that fit her like a second skin. Above that she had on a shiny white satin shirt that was buttoned to her throat. Even stretched out as she was in her semi reclining position, those pendulous breasts of hers, that played a starring role in every senior's fantasies, still managed to thrust urgently against the taut fabric that strained to contain them. She had short black hair that was cut so that it framed her face in a spiky, euro-trash sort of way.
Steven couldn't help but feel himself getting a little stiff as he took in the lewd spectacle that was being played out in front of him. But quickly it struck him that he better get out of there before Mike realized he wasn't alone with his girl friend. He didn't think the big Irishman would be too happy to be interrupted right now.
Unfortunately, just then, Danielle stumbled against a table behind him with a noticeable thud. Mike's flush faced snapped up and he looked around, his eyes squinting like he was just coming out of a dark cave into the sunlight. Then his gaze fixed on Steven and he ponderously rose to his feet with a menacing growl.
"Hey dipshit! What are you doing here?..." the big man asked, taking half a step threateningly towards Steven.
Steven tried to keep his eyes locked on Mike's. He remembered reading somewhere that a bear won't charge you as long as you look it in the eyes. In this case he was dealing with an angry bear with a monstrous erection bulging through his khakis.
Danielle stepped up beside Steven and said..."He's with me. I asked him to come over. He wanted to talk to Lindsey."
At this point Lindsey too got off the couch and stepped over next to Mike. She put one hand calmingly on the big man's arm as she gave Steven another wink. Mike didn't look at all happy as he continued to stare at Steven with blazing eyes.
"You want to talk to me baby?..." Lindsey said. A knowing grin creased the corners of her mouth as she glanced down at the noticeable bulge in the front of Seven's pants.
"It looks like that's not all you want to do..." she quipped, aiming her smile at the nervous young man.
Lindsey was an outrageous flirt. She had a foul mouth, called all the guys 'baby' and talked to every one of them like she couldn't wait to get them into bed. The girls all thought she was rude but the guys loved it, especially Steven. He really thought he had a shot with this super sexy co-ed, as far fetched as that particular possibility might have been.
He hoped if he could spend some time with her, maybe help her with her grades, he might one day, you know, get lucky. God knows she was no rocket scientist. But first he had to get this whole 'passing around his work to her gang for them to copy' thing sorted out.
"Unnn...look Lindsey. You know I'd like to work with you on some school stuff if you want. That'd be great. But that thing where you just gave all my work to your buddies in Mrs. Blain's class, that almost got us all in a lot of trouble. I'd like to help you but I can't risk failing any courses right now."
"But they're my friends baby. My very closest friends..." Lindsey said with a cute little pout as she took a couple of steps closer to Steven. She twisted her shoulders as she moved so that her pendulous tits swung distractingly beneath her tight satin shirt.
Steven could feel the warmth of her and smell her earthy perfume when she stopped right in front of him. He faltered a little as he tried to continue..." I like Danielle too... ahh... Lindsey and... Mike...ahh... well it's none of my business who you're hooking up with but..."
"Oh Mike hasn't earned his pussy privileges yet!"
"Excuse me." Steven said, not sure that he had heard Lindsey correctly
The raven haired beauty reached out and put one hand on Seven's chest as she went on.
"No. Not yet. So far he's restricted to eating at the Y. But he can be very good at that. I love it when all I can see are his beady little eyes looking up at me while he's beavering away down there. Just the other night, he'd been going down on me forever when I heard this little voice calling...'Baby am I doing it right?' I told him just to shut the fuck up and keep licking! And of course that's what he did. What a sweetie."
"Lindsey! You bitch! The nerd doesn't have to hear all this!..." Mike squawked in embarrassment.
"I know. I'm such a cunt! I wonder why you still want to go out with me?" Lindsey purred her eyes never leaving Steven's.
"To get close to Danni! She's the one I really like." Mike blurted out.
There was a stunned silence in the room at this unexpected revelation. Lindsey turned and looked at Danielle who still had the same innocent smile on her face that she always did. Then Lindsey slowly turned to look at Mike with slitted eyes.
Everyone was pretty surprised by Mike's unexpected outburst. But the one who looked most shocked was Mike himself. He looked at Danielle with a kind of pleading expression.
"Like... I know you guys probably think that I'm just some kind of big dumb jock but I'm not such a bad guy once you get to know me."
Lindsey's look changed from one of anger to one of amusement as she took a step back towards her cringing boyfriend. She too looked at Danielle and nodded at her to come closer. Danielle did so, and the two girls closely flanked the big man.
"You really are a moron aren't you lover?.. Danni's not interested in you." Lindsey said with a chuckle. She looked down at the front of Mike's pants where the shape of his boner was considerably less defined than it had been before. She looked back up at Danni and nodded towards Mike's crotch. Danni smiled in understanding. Still casually chewing her gum, she reached out with one hand, opened her palm against the outline of Mike's tool and started rubbing it in a circular motion
"Unnnn!..." the amazed young man grunted in surprise. He bent slightly at the waist as if he was going to back away from Danni's lewd fondling, but he didn't.
"She's gay you cretin. Didn't you know?" Lindsey asked incredulously.
"Whattt?..." Mike barked, looking at the blonde cheerleader in amazement.
Danni didn't say anything, just continued to smile and pressure Mike's responsive cock through the front of his trousers.
"Of course she is. "Lindsey said, pressing herself warmly against Mike's side. She put her mouth very close to his ear as she continued...
"I found out last October. Remember the game against Franklin Roosevelt where our quarterback couldn't start because of a groin injury. Well the night before the game I was out with him, Vance the Lance. Didn't I tell you about that baby?..." Lindsey said with an ingenuous moue in response to Mike's surprised glance.
Danni slipped her free hand up into Mike's crotch from behind and gave his balls a lascivious squeeze. At the same time she increased the pressure on his responsive cock. That got his wandering attention back. Steven could see him arching his hips forward against the blonde's arousing touch.
"I don't remember much about the evening but it was late and we were back on the porch of his house. His parents were out and Vance was all over me. He must have been groping me for fifteen minutes and wanted me to go inside with him in the worst way. But I didn't feel like it. I actually felt pretty spaced out. I could hardly lift my arms to fend him off even after I'd told him a couple of times that we should call it a night. But he wasn't giving up."
"Anyway, out of nowhere, who do I see coming up the walkway but our little angel, Danni. She just walks up to Vance, even though he's still all over me, and taps him on the shoulder. 'Hey Vancey. How ya' doing? You don't know me...' she said, just as friendly as anything."
"So Vance is kind of surprised to see her standing there behind him but he turns around and says 'hi'. Danni held out her hand and Vance took it, and Danni reaches out so that she's holding his hand with both of hers.
'I'm a friend of Susie Phillips...You remember Susie?...From a couple of weeks ago?..'
"I thought Vance looked a little nervous when she said that but I didn't have much time to think about it. Danni says... 'Susie asked me to give you something...'
And with that, she yanked Vance towards her with her two handed grip. At the same time she takes a little step toward him and brings her knee up into his groin hard enough to lift him a couple of inches off the ground. You could hear the crunch of her knee slamming up into his nuts when she nailed him."
And as Lindsey said that, Danni, who was still rubbing Mike's cock in the most shameless manner, gave his testicles a sharp squeeze that made him suck in an anxious breath. She held it for a few seconds while Mike looked at her with wide eyes. Then she slowly eased her forceful grip. As if to make it up to him she closed her fingers on the clearly outlined shaft of his prick, fisting him through his pants and working him up and down in a compelling 'jack-off' motion
Lindsey continued...."Of course the big lug never saw it comin'. So he lets out this huge 'Wooof!..." like all the air has been let out of him. His face goes white and he snaps forward at the waist. He would have gone down but Danni straight armed him in the chest and held him upright.
She never stopped smiling at him as she said...' Oh and Kathy Jansen wanted me to give you something too...' as she drew her heel back and then slammed her knee up into his crotch once more. This time Vance lets out a strangled scream and hits his knees like a bag of cement. He's lookin' up at Danni and tryin' to talk but he can't say anything 'cause he can't breathe."
"Danni never even bats an eye. She just steps around him and uses her foot to roll him over onto his side. Then she crouches down beside him and starts going through his jacket pockets. I don't know what the hell is going on.''
'Danni, what are you doing?..." I said. But Danni just smiles as she turns to me holding up a little plastic baggie with some capsules in it. In her other hand she's holding a two foot length of Velcro strap.



'Roofies...' she says, nodding towards the pills. "A couple of girls I know have had some bad experiences with your friend here and when I heard you were going out with him I thought I'd just come by and check on you. Looks like my friends were right..." Danni said as she reached around Vance and fastened his wrists together with the Velcro strap. Then she grabbed his shoulder and rolled him over onto his back.
'I don't ... don't know what those girls told you...' Vance moaned...'but it's not true. Those...those pills they're... they're not mine. I was just...just holding them for a friend..." the gasping football star stammered, rocking from side to side and kicking his heels into the porch to try and ease the aching nausea sweeping through his loins...'
Danni just nodded her head like what he said made perfect sense to her as she crawled up onto his chest on both knees.
"Oh sure. And my next favorite one is...I'll still respect you in the morning..." she said as she reached back into his crotch with her right hand. Vance's knees were bent up and spread apart. He wasn't able to close his legs to prevent the little blonde from gripping his abused testicles. She split his nuts with her thumb and forefinger, and forced those two digits deep up into his scrotum.
'Boy they really swell up fast don't they?...You know what they say about playing with fire don't you Vance?...' Danni asked. Still wearing her cheer leader's smile, she started to close the rest of her fingers on Vance's left testicles.
'Danni!...No!...Nahhh!...Don'ttt!...Nahhh!...' Vance cried in a rising voice, writhing beneath her as Danni bore down harder on his spongy ball. The kneeling blonde had to use her left hand to pin his shoulder to the ground.
'If you play with fire, you might... get...Wait.. for.. ittt!...' the little cheerleader purred as her shoulder knotted up from the intensity of her pressing hand. Then she gave her wrist a short, hard twist. There was an audible pop from Vance's groin.
'Phwahhh!...' he cried, his face going ashen as his whole body twitched spastically.
'There it is!...So burned!...' Danni said triumphantly as she twisted off of Vance's chest to kneel beside him. Vance immediately rolled to his side and curled up into the fetal position. He was whimpering and twitching like a puppy having a bad dream. Danni reached around his waist, freed his hands from the Velcro strap and then stood up.
Looking down on the shuddering young man she said...'I'll bet that really hurts doesn't it Vance? If I were you I'd get some ice on that real soon and keep it coming. In a couple of days, when the swelling goes down, that dislocated nut will slip right back into place. It'll be a little tender for a while but you'll get over it. But if I catch you up to your old tricks with any of my friends again, the next time it'll be both balls and you won't like that at all!'
"Then Danni turned to me" Lindsey said.
"So then she's helping me over to her car and she brings me back to my house. She helps me open the door and get inside, and we both were kind of giggling and huggin' each other. And then, I don't know, Vance must have got me worked up more than I realized. But Danni must have smelt it or something 'cause the next thing I know I'm on my back on the couch. My pants are off and she's got my knees up around my ears and her tongue buried so deep in my twat she could probably taste what I had for dinner."
And as she said that Lindsey leaned into Mike and snaked her own tongue wetly into his ear.
The big athlete closed his eyes and kind of stiffened up on his toes when she did that.
"Yeah!...Oh Yeahh!...Come on!...Do it!...Come on!...." Danni encouraged, increasing the speed of her lewd masturbation. Lindsey's lurid story in concert with Danni's skilled fondling seemed to have really excited the big man because he was as straining up from his toes, his hands shakily resting on each of the girls' shoulders..
"Nahhh!...Noo!...Don't!..." Mike squeaked so quietly Steven could barely hear him. It looked like he was holding his breath at that moment and then he sort of started twitching and making these strangled little grunting sounds.
Steven was wondering what the hell was happening. Then he saw a big dark stain starting to blossom and spread under Mike's beltline right above Danni's jogging fist. She was making him come in his pants. The little blonde had a broad smile creasing her lips as she relentlessly stroked him through his trousers in time with his ejaculation.
"Ummm!...That's it!...Let it go!...Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!..." she purred.
Lindsey too saw what was happening. Mike was quivering and bending further and further at the waist as a searing orgasm washed over him. He clutched harder at Danielle's shoulder to steady himself as his balls convulsed again and again in violent spasms. Danni's little hand kept pumping. She seemed totally unconcerned that she was making Lindsey's boyfriend come right in front of her. Nobody seemed to care in the least that Steven was there too. But he didn't think Mike would be quite so gracious about it when he finished.
"Is she making you come in your pants baby?..." Lindsey asked with a taunting sneer.
"Is the nasty little dyke getting you off in your pants? You should be careful what you wish for lover. She eats razor blades for breakfast... Imagine what she could do to you!..." Lindsey said with a scornful laugh
And then Danni drove her little hand to the root of Mike's spewing cock while giving his balls a brutal squeeze.
"Naaah..." the big guy gasped, his eyes locking on Danni's in a silent plea. He had lurched forward on his toes and was balancing there like he was going to launch himself over a cliff.
Danni held him there like that for a few long moments. Then she puckered her lips at him in a mocking kiss and let him go. She dusted off her hands and then put them on her hips like she was ready for another cheer leading exercise.
Mike let out a gasping breath and then rocked back on his heels, still slightly bent over at the waist like an old man. Steven couldn't help but notice that the front of his pants were completely stained with his come. Steven figured that that mess was going to get cold and uncomfortable real quick. He didn't think that this was the best of times to be hanging around.
"So Lindsey, I should probably let you think about if we can work something out here, school wise I mean. If it isn't going to work out I'll be O.K with that I guess. Just let me know later will ya'?..." Steven said, starting to edge towards the door.
Lindsey turned her dancing eyes on Steven.
"Oh I think you're going to want to help get me through Mrs. Blain's class baby. And through Mrs. Kerr's Stats class. And if Danni and Mike and anybody else want to look at your work, you're going to be O.K. with that too. .." she said with a confident smile.
"Well, no...I mean...I don't think so. ..Like I was saying before...I can't afford... ahhh... Like... if we got caught...it wouldn't...you know..." Steven stammered nervously as Lindsey looked at him with a confident smile. She turned fully towards Steven and pulled her shoulders back so that her monumental breasts were pointing at him through her shirt like rebel artillery taking aim on the capital.
"Oh I think we can work something out lover. Right here. Right now. Because I've got something you want. Something you want real bad..." Lindsey said, advancing towards Steven with a predatory step.
"I've seen the way you look at these babies of mine..." she purred, swinging her shoulders so that her rounded boobs shimmied delightfully under her satin shirt. As she did so she cupped her voluptuous breasts in each hand, lifting them and sinking her fingers deep into that resilient flesh through her shirt.
Steven's eyes nearly popped out of his head as Lindsey fondled her hefty tits right in front of him. He was mesmerized as she stepped nearer, now undoing the buttons on her blouse all the way from her neck to her waist, not stopping until it was completely open.
She pulled her satin shirt back and off her shoulders. She was wearing a tiny black nylon sling bra that barely contained her pendulous boobs. Steven's mouth went dry and his cock grew to an enormous size in his pants as he ogled Lindsey's breathtakingly displayed chest.
"Go on. Take a closer look...." the raven haired beauty taunted. Reaching out and moving her hand to the back of Steven's head, she pulled his face forward towards her gently heaving mounds.
There was nothing that Steven wanted to do more at that moment than dive right into Lindsey's beckoning cleavage. But still he resisted the pull of her hand. Mike was still standing right there in his sticky pants and he didn't seem too pleased about what was going on.
"Geez Lindsey...Your boyfriend doesn't look too keen about any of this..." Steven stammered nervously.
"Oh him..." Lindsey said with a sneer.
"Don't worry about Mike. He's in 'Time Out' indefinitely since he seems to be so hot for my girlfriend. You and I can do whatever we want. So come here!..." Lindsey coaxed, rising up on her tip toes and pulling Steve's face even more firmly towards her gently heaving chest.
Those creamy orbs were just too tempting to resist. In the next moment Steven relaxed and pressed his face into the fragrant valley between Lindsey's breasts. By the time his nose was pressing into her breast bone, his ears were surrounded by the upper slopes of her tits.
"Gmmmpff..." he groaned, opening his mouth and eagerly nuzzling into Lindsey's welcoming bosom.
"Hey bozo! You keep it up you're going to get your ass kicked!..." Mike growled, taking half a step towards the embracing couple. But Danni again darted her little hand between the big man's legs from behind and got a good restraining grip on his balls.
He gave an unhappy little yelp when she did that and stopped in his tracks.
Steven's arms raised up sort of half way from his sides with his palms open as if to say...'It's not me man!'
Lindsey continued to hold Steven's face snugly to her cleavage while she reached out with her free hand to his waist. She undid the snap and the zipper of his pants with a dextrous hand and smoothly pushed them and his underwear down. Then she reached in, fisted his rigid tool and gave it a torrid squeeze.
"Ahhhhhh!...." Steven moaned when she did that. The excitement racing through his groin at all this sexual stimulation was making him weak in the knees.
Lindsey could tell how aroused Steven was getting as she teased him with her lavish tits and her experienced hand. She knew just exactly what she was going to do to rock his little world and to keep him sweet for the rest of their final year. She steered him back towards the couch using his rigid cock like some kind of joy stick.
Steven was in another world entirely as Lindsey's cushiony jugs pressed and shifted around his cheeks as they moved. He wasn't entirely sure what was going on as the back of his knees bumped into the couch and he sat down. Lindsey leaned forward as Steven sat, keeping his face surrounded by her cushiony breasts.
Once he was installed on the couch she gave her shoulders a couple of sinuous twists that made Steven's head wobble like a dashboard doll. Than she straightened up and released the young man from the confines of her sumptuous cleavage. But she stayed bent over enough to keep a steady grip on his erection.
Steven was breathless and blinking like a mole that had just emerged into the light.
Lindsey looked down at him with a calculating smile.
"So do you think we can work something out here baby?..." she purred, slowly stroking down to the root of his shaft where she squeezed him even harder.
"Nahhhh!...Goddd!...Yes Lindsey!...Whatever you want!..." Steven whimpered.
"I'll do your homework and your papers and... and all your friends too! Whatever you want. I'll drink your dirty bath water. Just don't stop what you're doing!..." Steven pleaded, putting his palms flat on the couch and hunching his cock up into Lindsey's lewdly pressing hand.
"Now that's what I like sweetheart! Enthusiasm! And that kind of passion is worth a reward. Are you paying attention here Mike?..." Lindsey said tossing a smile over her shoulder at her frustrated boyfriend.
There was a pained groan from Mike in response.
Lindsey took her hand off Steven's cock and reached for her big satchel purse that was on the end table beside the couch. She took out a tube of moisturizer and took off the top. Then she leaned down towards Steve again so that her conical mammaries dangled enticingly in her skimpy bra.
With her eyes sparkling into his, she squeezed out the translucent cream in long trails across the upper slopes of her breasts. After applying three or four streaks she must have finished the tube. The last glob of goo came out in a resounding splat against her throat and immediately started to trickle towards her opulent cleavage.
Lindsey's eyes went wide and she raised one hand to her mouth in mock surprise.
"Oh my. I didn't expect that! They never seem to last as long as you think they're going to do they baby?..."
Steven just stared up at the glorious, greasy boobs on display in front of him in rapt excitement. It looked exactly like Lindseys' tits were covered in come. And the way his testicles were knotting up he wasn't sure that he wasn't about to spontaneously add to the creamy mess that was slowly slithering down the slopes of her chest.
Lindsey reached under her bra and twisted the clasp open just as the goo was about to dribble onto the delicate material.
"I just got it out of the wash..." she said to Steven by way of explanation as she popped her bra open then twisted her shoulders back and forth.
Of course with her bra now hanging uselessly from her shoulders, her big jugs were free to ripple and sway from her chest without restraint. And that was exactly what they were doing as Lindsey leaned ever closer to Steven's completely mesmerized face.
"What are you thinking about baby? Watching me put all this gooey stuff on my chest isn't giving you ideas is it?..." she purred, her eyes sparkling as she once again reached in and surrounded Steven's boner with her questing fingers. With her other hand she started smearing the moisturizer over, under and between her heaving boobs.
"They're big aren't they? And soft too. I'll bet your cock would feel really good if I let you put it right here..." she taunted, slowly sliding her greasy hand up and down through her cleavage.
"You'd like that baby! You'd like that a lot wouldn't you?..." Lindsey teased Steven while starting a firm, twisting stroke on his erection.
Steven's mouth hung open and he started to pant when she did that.
"Oh God yesss! That would be incredible..." he moaned, helplessly hunching up from the couch in response to Lindsey's lewd fondling.
Lindsey used her foot to spread Steven's legs as she dropped down on her knees. She would only have to lean the slightest bit forward to surround his cock with her billowing tits.
"So do we have a deal then Stevie? I let you slip your nasty cock between these big, beautiful tits of mine..." Lindsey purred with a seductive pout...."and you get to...you know... and in return, you provide any academic services that I might need for the rest of the term. Let's see if I can't help you decide!..." the smiling young beauty purred. She leaned forward and dragged one diamond hard nipple up the big, pulsing vein on the underside of Steven's erection.
"Oh shit!.. Oh God!...Yess!...Of Course!...I will!...I do!...Whatever... you say...just..." Steve whimpered, his hands fluttering towards Lindsey's breasts and then stopping like there was a force field surrounding them.
The teasing little temptress could barely contain her giggles to see how hesitant and shy Steven was despite his obvious excitement.
"Lindsey I don't understand why you're doing this with that geek! Please..." Mike implored in a choking voice.
"You be quiet! Just think of this as an investment in our education!..." Lindsey snapped.
And then with her eyes burning up into Steven's, she shuffled forward the last few inches between his knees. Shoulders back, she leaned in until her rigid nipples were stabbing into Steven's stomach. Then she moved her open palms to the sides of her tits and squashed them together, enveloping Steven's cock in the press of her steamy bosom.
"Ahhhh!....God!...Ohhh Godd!..." Steven groaned, writhing with arousal as his cock was surrounded by the warm, creamy flesh of Lindsey's boobs.
"There baby!...Just for you!...Does that feel good?...Do you like it?..." she purred, beginning to rock her shoulders up and down a little and starting a little fucking motion on Steven's tool.
"Jesus Lindsey!...You have no idea!..." Steven groaned. He responded to her coaxing with eager little thrusts of his hips, sliding himself between Lindsey's supple breasts. As his sensitive knob began to glide up and down against her breast bone, he almost lost it.
He turned his eyes pleadingly towards the kneeling seductress, biting his lip as he concentrated on trying not to come. He happened to glance quickly towards Mike and Danni. Those two were both watching his lewd seduction with vastly different expressions on their faces.
Lindsey could see how quickly his excitement was building and there were still a couple of other little tricks she wanted to try before he blew his load.
"Here! You take them!..." she murmured, reaching out for Steven's hands and placing them on the sides of her breasts.
"Squeeze them! Go on! Do what you want!..." she encouraged as her own hands drifted down into the wide eyed young man's groin. She gently closed one hand on his drum taut testicles. With the outstretched index finger of her other hand she started to trace a line along the strip of flesh behind his balls towards his asshole.
"Ummm!...Ummm!...Oh shittt!..." Steven moaned, eagerly compressing Lindsey's resilient tit flesh around his rampant tool. The sensations rocketing through his groin were so intense that he couldn't keep a steady rhythm with his tit fucking. He could only do two or three feverish thrusts inside that greasy channel and then he had to stop himself to keep control. On one of these pauses he stopped with his purple cock head straining frantically through the top of Lindsey's cleavage.
"It looks like you're about ready to pop!..." the kneeling beauty laughed as she watched the clear pre-come streaming from Steven's pee slit.
"Unn!...Lindsey!....I...I...can't help....I mean...it's...so close...Ahhhh!...." Steven moaned, not even able to form a coherent sentence. He clung feverishly to Lindsey's fleshy melons and held rigidly still to try and stop the tidal wave of come that was threatening to explode form his balls.
But Lindsey wasn't going to let him hold back any longer.
"So close?....You mean you're ready?...And if I do this?..." she asked in an innocent murmur.
And as she said that Lindsey slid her sharp nailed finger up against Steven's sphincter. Without any hesitation she wiggled her fingertip through that puckered little opening and shoved it smoothly up into his bowels.
"Whaaaa!....Naahhhh!...Don't!..." Steven gasped in surprise, jackknifing forward at the waist in response to Lindsey's unexpected anal assault. He tried to lurch to his feet but Lindsey leaned heavily into his lap and kept him impaled on her delving finger
"Don't what baby?...Don't stick my finger up your ass?...Afraid you're going to come if I do?..." the kneeling co-ed purred, jabbing her finger quickly in and out of his virgin asshole.
"Nahhh!...No!...Yes!...Lindsey!..." he yelped. He strained upward as if he was trying to lift the dark haired girl off the floor by her boobs with the frantic thrust of his loins.



"How about if I twist it around like this?..." Lindsey asked as she corkscrewed her finger around inside his ass in a way that made Steven whimper in amazed excitement.
"I'll bet you won't be able to hold it if I do this! Let's see!..."
And without waiting for his response Lindsey bobbed her head down and siphoned Steven's crimson knob into her mouth. At the same time she squeezed his balls and pressed up even deeper into the depths of his anus with her lewdly invading finger.
It was more stimulation than poor Steven could handle. His nuts gave a violent twitch in Lindsey's hand and he started spewing come in wrenching spasms.
"Ahhh!...Nahhhh!....Unnnn!...' he cried, almost passing out at the intensity of his orgasm. He couldn't take his eyes off Lindsey's as he arched his back and the come streamed from his cock into her leeching mouth.
Lindsey's own eyes went wide with surprise at the sheer volume of boy juice that was pouring down her throat. Steven's lurching balls pounded frantically against the underside of her tits as his come erupted in a fountain of fiery goo.
"Ummmm!...Ummm!...Ummmm Hmmm!..." Lindsey moaned. She hadn't been planning to swallow it but Steven started coming so fast and so hard that she never had a chance to get her mouth off him. She had no choice but to swallow or choke on it. And even swallowing as fast as she could, there was still a steady overflow of viscous cream oozing from the corner of her mouth and spilling out onto the upper slopes of her breasts.
"Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!..." she encouraged as the torrent of sperm persisted. She continued to work her finger in and out of Steven's loosening rectum by way of further encouragement.
"Unn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." Steven grunted as his orgasm went on and on.
Lindsey continued to look up into Steven's eyes the whole time that he was coming in her mouth.
"Oh God!...Lindsey!...No more!...I can't..." Steven gasped as the continuing spasms that wracked his genitals started getting downright painful.
Lindsey ignored him and when the scalding flow did start to ease, she snapped her wrist three of four times under his ass. That made her prodding finger wiggle around inside him in a very rude way and provoked another brief, but satisfying, flurry of spurts from his now cringing testicles.
"Nahhh!...Goddd!...Nooo!.." he groaned as the room started to spin around him.
Lindsey waited until she was sure that he was done before she removed her lips from his purple knob with a lewd slurp.
"Just wanted to make sure I got it all!..." she said with a smile, wiping her mouth and her chin with the back of her hand.
Steven collapsed back onto the couch gasping for breath. He had never come so hard in his life. He was barely aware of what was happening as Lindsey gracefully rose to her feet, keeping a watchful eye on him as she did so. Calmly she re-buttoned her shirt and then turned to Danni and Mike.
"Well I think that should take care of our little chemistry problem. Oh Mike. Don't look so pissy. I didn't hear you complaining when Danni was getting you off. So why don't we just go see what there is to eat in the kitchen."
She turned and looked back at Steven who was sprawled on the couch, his hard-on still startling erect at his groin despite the wracking orgasm he had just experienced.
"I'm sure my new study buddy has got some homework to catch up on back at his house. He'll be able to find his own way out won't you baby?..." she said with a teasing moue.
"Come on mister. You've got some explaining to do!..." Lindsey said, grabbing Mike by the arm and sort of half dragging him towards the kitchen.
That didn't stop Mike from giving Steven a ferocious scowl as he followed after his girlfriend.
Danni hesitated though. As she walked by the couch she stopped and looked down at Steven with a thoughtful expression.
Steven was just finally starting to focus on his surroundings once more. His cock was just beginning to loose some of its hearty stiffness. He looked at Danni staring down at him and wondered what she must be thinking.
"Aren't you coming?..." Lindsey asked Danni from the doorway leading to the kitchen.
"Ahhhh!...No!...In a minute. I want to ask Steven about his...about his sister. Just...just give us a minute. ..." Danni replied.
"Yeah sure! But don't keep him too long! He's still got to get us through Mrs. Blair's class O.K.? ..." Lindsey snorted.
"Whatever!...I'll be right there..." Danni said, fixing her eyes on Steven's exposed groin.
Distractedly, she reached under her skirt and worked her little panties off. Then she gathered the edge of her skirt in one hand and planted that fist on her hip, baring her naked loins to the totally amazed young man in front of her. Tipping her pelvis up, she used the thumb and forefinger of her other hand to spread apart her juicy labia. Steven suddenly had an unobstructed view of Danni's glistening pink vagina.
Despite the fact that Lindsey had just given him the first and most amazing tit / blow job that he had ever had, his penis did give a little twitch and start to re-stiffen noticeably as Danni gave him her wanton little up-skirt display.
"Don't you guys ever get tired of being led around by your dicks?..." the smiling young cheerleader asked Steven, clenching and unclenching her interior muscles so that her glistening pink channel pulsed invitingly in front of his transfixed gaze.
"I...I'm not sure what you...I mean...I'm not usually...not like...I mean never really... But I could see...I mean...what...what was the question?..." Steven mumbled in utter confusion. His cock had returned to maximum rigidity in response to Danielle's lewd display. He had had no idea when he decided to talk to Lindsey after to school that it would lead to anything like this.
"Never mind..." Danni replied.
"Now slide off that couch. On the floor. On your back. Go on! Do it!...That's it! ..." Danni instructed as Steven awkwardly moved off the couch and onto the floor. He had no idea what she wanted from him. Lindsey had been very clear when she said that Danni was a lesbian.
"Oh my! Look at you..." Danni said with a smile as Steven's cock strained upwards from his loins, not quite touching his stomach. She let go of her little skirt and stepped around so that she was straddling his head with her ass pointed towards his feet. She smiled down at him over the swell of her breasts, shifted her feet a little further apart and gave her ass a little shake. Steven sucked in an excited breath when she did that, his eyes riveted on the naked apex of her loins.
"Now let me show you one of the routines we were working on at school just yesterday."
And with that the blonde put her little hands on her hips and started doing some high kicks. Steven stared open mouthed at the way her fleshy labia twisted and turned as her legs scissored up and down. After a few of these Danni finished by resuming her stance above Steve's face but now with her feet planted about a foot outside of each of his shoulders. She swung her hips in a few wide orbits and then stopped and spread her feet even further apart. In this pose her meaty lips were spread wide apart and her juicy pink interior was wide open above Steven's captivated gaze
"And now for the big finish.." she purred as she slowly and deliberately did the splits, stopping when her molten center was poised only a hair's breath above Steven's incredulous face. She held that position, her eyes burning down into his, practically daring him to kiss it.
But Steven was too awestruck by Danni's wanton posing to do anything other than stare. Finally she said to him in a throaty murmur... "Can you touch your nose with your tongue?..."
"What?..." Steven croaked uncomprehendingly.
"Can you?..." she asked sweetly.
Steven hesitantly tried to do it but came up a little short.
"Not bad for a first try. Maybe after a little workout you'll do better..." the blonde teased.
"Now don't move!..."
With her eyes still smoldering down into his she extended her left foot out even further. She lowered herself until her little skirt surrounded Steven's head and she had covered his nose and his mouth with her gaping pussy.
She sighed with satisfaction as she settled herself more heavily on the young man's disbelieving face.
"Four years of ballet!..." she said triumphantly.
"Now lick it!..." she purred. She couldn't see his face since it was now hidden beneath her skirt so she gave her hips a little shimmy to encourage the thunderstruck young man laying beneath her.
Steven was too flustered and excited to do anything other than obey. He placed his shaking hands on her thighs and turned his face under Danni's loins. He started to nod his head and work his tongue through her greasy channel with an enthusiasm that was fueled by an incredible arousal.
"Ummm!...That's it!...Eat that pussy!..." Danni enthused, leaning slightly forward to open herself even further to Steven's oral attentions.
"Unn!..Unn umm!...Umm!..." Steven groaned gutturally as Danni's seething juices began to bathe his cheeks.
It didn't take long before the little blonde had both her palms pressing his forehead through her rucked up skirt. She held his head still and shifted on his face until she had his tongue buried deep in her throbbing center. Then she tipped even further forward so that she could scrub her clit back and forth across the bridge of Steven's nose.
"Yeah!...Shit yeah!...Like that!...Just like that!...Oh Goddd!..." Danni moaned as her loins began to stiffen. She was going to orgasm soon and she could tell it was going to be a big one. But she didn't want to come like this. She let Steven toil away beneath her greasy thighs for a little while longer.
Then suddenly she panted..." You bastard!..." as she swiveled her hips and drew her scissored legs beneath her. Ultimately she ended up squatting over Steven's face. She shifted around until she was straddling him with her knees shoved up under his armpits.
Steven blinked up anxiously at the panting cheerleader glaring down at him. His face was red and gleaming with a generous coating of her girl juices.
"What?...What is it?..." he stammered in confusion.
Danni grabbed his hands, pulled them up above his ears and pinned them to the floor.
"I know what you're doing..." she rasped planting her loins on Steven's breast bone and starting to edge her way back down his body.
"You think that if you get me really hot I'll let you fuck me. That's what you're trying to do isn't it?..." Danni said with flashing eyes.
"What?...No!...I didn't ever...I mean...I thought you were...like...you know...what Lindsey said ...gay... " Steven stammered. But even as he was denying Danni's accusation, he was acutely aware of her pussy sliding wetly across his chest and onto his stomach. Her fluttering lower lips were leaving a greasy smear behind them as Danni inched backwards towards his loins. His cock strained up towards that approaching beacon like a heat seeking missile locking on a target.
"No?..." Danni queried releasing one of Steven's hands and reaching down between her legs.
"Because there's absolutely no way I'd ever let you fuck me with...this..." she hissed, clenching her little fist tight around the root of Steven's rigid erection and yanking down on it.
"You know that right?..." she asked again. She pushed back further, sliding her ass across Steven's tummy. She changed her grip on his cock, holding it by the tip and laying it flat on his stomach. Then she straightened her back and sat on it, planting her pussy on his rigid shaft.
He whimpered with excitement at the feel of the cheer leader's meaty labia enfolding his length like a hot dog bun surrounding a sausage.
"Yeahhh!...Uhhh...sss...ssure..." Steven barely managed to croak. Danni started sliding back and forth on his eager cock, shamelessly dry humping him in her girlfriend's living room. Then she leaned forward so that she could drag her clit back and forth across Steven's knob as she hunched over his pulsing erection.
"Ummm!...That's good that...that you know that...Ohhh!...that you can't...can't fuck...Oh shit! ...fff...fuck me!..." Danni groaned in her own excitement.
As she was saying this, the little blonde tipped her pelvis down and pushed back, impaling herself firmly on the end of Steven's prick.
"Oh Goddd!..." Steven groaned as Danni's silky sheath surrounded him.
"No!...You can't!...You're not going to fuck me!...Not going to...to fuck me!...Not...fucking me!...Not!...No!...You're not!...Fucking me!...Fucking me!..." Danni chanted ever more faintly as she slowly straightened up over the saddle of Steven's loins. And even as she repeated her litany of denial, she was riding up and down on the top half of his responsive tool in a slow but steamy rhythm.
Steven didn't know what to think. He wouldn't force himself on Danni or any girl but he hadn't had to do anything. She had taken all the initiative and despite what she was saying she was the one doing the fucking. Steven didn't know what she really wanted but he was more than happy to just lay there and take it as she hoisted herself up and down on his steely cock.
The truth was that the sensation of her tight, silky pussy working on his eager tool was already pushing him towards another orgasm. Unconsciously he was digging his fingernails into the carpet beneath him to try and keep himself from letting go too soon.
"Nahhh!...Danni!...That feels so good!...Ahhh!...I don't know...Unn...how much...how much...Ahhh!..."
"Shhh!..." Danni hissed biting her lip in concentration as she continued to post up and down on his throbbing length.
"Danni! Are you coming?..."
It was Lindsey talking as her quick little steps could be heard approaching the doorway. The footsteps stopped and there was a quick intake of breath. Steven turned to look but the couch blocked his view of the doorway.
"Are you fucking him?..." Lindsey whispered, staring over the couch at the entwined pair in disbelief.
"No I'm not!..."
"Well it sure looks like you are!..." although with Danni's little cheer leader's skirt spilling over their coupled loins Lindsey couldn't really see for sure.
"Well I'm not! Now go away!.." Danni ordered, sinking down even further to take in a little more of Steven's erection. She had gone back to ringing the base of his shaft with her thumb and her forefinger. And now she fanned out her other three fingers and closed them warmly on his quivering testicles.
"Well when you're done not fucking him we're in the kitchen!..." Lindsey said with a laugh, her voice fading as she headed back to join her boyfriend.
"Nahhh!...Danni!...Waitt!...Goddd!...I'm so close!...Don't!...I'm gonna' lose it if you don't stop!...Don't!...." Steven stammered in a low voice that he hoped Lindsey wouldn't hear. But with Danni's fingers teasing his balls and the way she was working him over with her greedy pussy, he knew he wouldn't be able to hold it much longer.
"Am I getting to you baby? You feel like you're gonna' come? Well you better not! Don't you dare! Don't even think about coming inside me you bastard!..."
But even as she said it Danni stopped in mid slide and held herself completely still on the upper half of Steven's cock.
He thought she was going to let him try and get himself under control. But he was wrong.
Even as he was about to say...'Oh yeah!...Just hold still for a minute!...', her shoulder began pumping and she started racing the ring of her thumb and her forefinger up and down the exposed portion of his shaft. Her eyes burned down into his, her nubile little breasts jiggling beneath her tank top in time with her insistent 'jack-off' strokes.
"Danni!...Don't!...Nahhh!...I can't!...I'm gonna...gonna!...Please!..." Steven whimpered, squirming frantically beneath the little blonde kneeling over him. He was trying desperately to stop from coming. But Danni seemed intent on forcing it out of him even as she told him not to.
She leaned forward a little so that her face was right in his as she sneered...
"What's the matter baby? Are those big balls of yours getting kind of blue? But you can't come inside me! Oh you'd love to do that wouldn't you lover? To shoot all that hot baby batter up inside me and knock me up! You'd do that in a heartbeat wouldn't you Stevie? But you can't! Shoot your hot load up into me and make me pregnant! Is that what you want? To make a mommy out of me. A mommy with a big round belly and swollen breasts that leak all over my shirts? You could make a baby inside me right now if you come! So don't you dare! Don't even think about it!..." Danni intoned. And all the while she was planting these lurid images in Steven's mind her little hand was pistoning up and down on the base of his cock.
Incredibly, instead of cooling his arousal, Steven was finding Danni's lewd suggestions about making a baby were in fact making him more excited. He tried as hard as he could to hold it but he just couldn't!
"Ahhh!...Get offff!...It's!...I'm!....Nahhh!..." he cried as a molten comet of sperm fired up inside Danni's leeching pussy.
The little blonde's eyes went wide as she felt that first bolt of sperm jet up inside her.
She instantly stopped her little hand's swift shuttling up and down. Her fingers snapped into a vice like clamp around the root of Steven's cock, checking the rush of come inside her.
"You bastard!..." she hissed.
Steven twisted and squeezed his buttocks tight still trying to stop his ejaculation. But it was too late. He looked up into Danni's flashing eyes in fearful apprehension. But it wasn't his fault. She had made him come. How could he not with the lewd things she was saying and the shameless way she fucked him. But right now the sperm was backing up excruciatingly in his balls. She had to let him go, let him come! She had to!
"Please!...Nahhh!...I'm sss...so sorry! I couldn't hold it!...Goddd!...Please!...You've got to let me come Danni!...Please!...You're killing me here!..." Steven gasped, twisting and bucking and pushing at Danni's knees with his hands, trying to squirm himself free from the ruthless squeeze of her fingers around his cock.
Danni knew the pain that was growing inside Steven's testicles as she held back his flow. She could feel the seething sperm pulsing for release beneath her pressing hand. But she knew what she was doing. She held him like that until the tears of frustration were welling up in his eyes.
Steven was praying that she would just slide off him and then let go of his cock and let him come. But what Danni actually did amazed him.
"You little shit! If that's what you want then do it!..." she hissed at him as she released the brutal grip she had on the base of his cock and dropped down on him like a stone.
To his complete amazement Steven found himself with his prick buried in Danni's juicy snatch right up to his balls. He opened his mouth to say something but all that came out was a gasping..."Bahhhh..."
Danni continued to stare down at him with a stern look of both displeasure and anticipation.
There was a long moment when absolutely nothing happened and the young couple both held their breaths. And then another burst of searing come tore through his length, exploding inside her and the torrent resumed. Steven was suddenly spewing a white hot river of sperm directly into Danni's uterus.
"Unnn!...Unn!..Oh God!...Unn!..." he cried in excitement and relief. With his hands planted in the carpet he drove up with his hips. He held Danni aloft, impaled on his spewing cock like a bug on a pin as his fiery orgasm wracked his loins.
Danni looked down on him with a knowing smile, reveling at the feel of each spurt of come that was jetting straight into her womb.



"Un Hnn!...I can...Ohh!...feel...you...Unn!...coming...Unn!.. Inside me!...Unn!... You... Unn!...bastard!"
And as she gasped this out, Danni straight armed Steven in the chest and bore down on him with her loins. She was a strong girl and in a moment she had him flattened back out on the floor with his pulsing cock still spewing away inside her.
Her back arched and Steven watched in amazement as Danni's whole body tensed over him like a clock spring coiled tight and ready to unwind. Her eyes slowly fluttered closed and then, as the repeated splash of his hot come deep inside her triggered her own orgasm, they popped open.
"Ahhh!...Ahh shit!...Nahh!...Ahh!...Oh Goddd!..." she squealed. She leaned on Steven's chest with both hands, her arms stiff as her loins started to spasm with an intensity that made her whole body quiver in wracking spasms.
Her little pussy gripped Steven's spewing cock with a power that once again stopped his rush of sperm inside her.
"Oh shit!...No!...Not now!...Steven wailed as that searing ache started to build quickly again in his knotted testicles.
But then Danni's insides were clenching and releasing, clenching and releasing, over and over in powerful spasms that sent massive shudders rippling throughout her tiny frame. And now her silky cunt was feverishly milking Steven's cock, encouraging his waning flow and soon drawing up reserves of come that he didn't even know he had.
She dropped down on him so that she was laying on his chest and Steven threw his arms around her. The two young people clung to each other like shipwreck survivors, their bodies bucking and twitching as their separate orgasms pulsed trough their loins.
Steven later figured he might even have passed out there for a while because the next thing he was aware of was Danni, with her hands on her thighs, as she dismounted his now ropey length and stood up above him.
Even when she was standing above him, straddling his loins, she was distractedly straightening her skirt and patting her hair into some kind of order. She wasn't even looking down at Steven but staring off at some unseen spot in the distance.
Steven couldn't help but stare at the slow cascade of creamy sperm that was creeping down the inside of both her thighs and which the little blonde seemed totally unaware of.
"Ahhh!...Danni!...Geez! That was great! I really mean it! Thanks, I mean...like can I call you?..." Steven stammered hopefully.
Danni looked down at him like she was just waking up.
"I don't know what you're talking about. Nothing happened here. Absolutely nothing. You won't tell anything to anyone. Because there's nothing to tell. Do you understand me? And besides no one would believe you anyways. Now I'm going to see what they're doing in the kitchen. I'll see ya'."
And without waiting to see what if anything Steven had to say to that, Danni turned and walked off towards the kitchen.
Steven just lay there for a moment wondering if he had missed something here. He had just had an afternoon of the most awesome sex he had ever imagined and that was pretty unexpected. And he hadn't gotten killed by Lindsey's boyfriend and that was even more unexpected. And now Danni was babbling about it had all never happened like he was dreaming it or something.
And then it struck Steven like a bolt of lightning. It was the rings! Something about his dreams being a reality which would seem like a dream to anyone else. Holy shit! Was it possible? It seemed like the only explanation for what had happened in the last hour. It certainly hadn't been his irresistible boyish charm.
There were a couple of things he really had to do as he got to his feet and started getting dressed and dusted off. First he had to tell his sister and see what her reaction was. She wasn't the nerd that Steven was but still he bet she'd be pretty curious about the rings after this.
And then he had to find another opportunity to try the rings again and see what might happen. For some reason an image of the long legged, big titted Mrs. Blain popped into his mind. For a woman her age she had a really great body which she perpetually seemed to be flaunting in class with her ultra high heels and clinging skirts. But then he gave his head a shake. He probably wasn't quite ready yet to try wrestling in her weight class yet. She probably really would eat him alive if she got it in her mind to. Still, it was an intriguing thought. He'd have to survey the field for the next little while and then see.
He quietly closed the door behind him as he left Lindsey's and headed home to talk to his sister.
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Steven was so amazed at what had happened at Lindsey's house that it took him a couple of days to get his thoughts together before he spoke to his sister. But eventually he did talk to her.
He gave Nadia a bit of a sanitized version of what had gone on between him and the girls. But in the end it was pretty clear that when he left Lindsey's living room he was no longer the blushing virgin he had been when he arrived there.
Nadia listened to her brother with an amused smile as he stammered his way through his story, sometimes blushing, sometimes boasting but obviously quite pleased with himself. She was quite a bit more mature than her brother. She had lost her virginity two years earlier so that part of his story wasn't as fascinating to her as it was to him. Even to her fairly nerdy brother it had to happen sooner or later she reasoned to herself.
What did get her attention was the part of Steven's story about what he had said about Vance Rudetski, the football quarterback. She had gone out with Vance a couple of times herself. And in retrospect she found she couldn't remember very much about what they did on those two or three dates.
Of course they had had a few drinks and she did remember the mornings after as being particularly grueling. But she hadn't thought too much about it. She had quickly decided that Vance was a little too full of himself for her taste and after a couple of dates she just stopped returning his calls although, come to think about it, he hadn't really called that much. Nadia thought she might want to talk to Danielle to see what else she might have to say about Mr. Rudetski.
Steven then expounded his theory that the Rings they had inherited from their uncle were somehow responsible for his recent deflowering.
Nadia considered this and surprisingly her first reaction wasn't to call his idea idiotic. She had always found their whole little treasure trove from the old world to be kind of mystical. She wouldn't have said that Steven was never going to get laid but it was pretty weird that his first time was with two of the biggest hotties in the school. What was that about? So she said she'd reserve judgment and maybe do some experimenting of her own.
Steven was elated that his sister seemed to be taking him seriously. He told her he had something in mind himself although he didn't tell her the specifics. He just said that maybe they could both see how things worked out and later compare notes.
Nadia agreed but told him not to get too carried away. It could be that his theory about the rings was wrong and she didn't want him making a fool of himself. Steven had almost convinced himself that in fact the rings were some kind of silver bullet. His sister's warning slowed him down a little and he began to think he should be a little more careful with his plans.
A few days later Steven was in Mrs. Blain's class wearing a dress shirt, his best pants the ring and a beaming smile. Throughout the class he toyed with the ring and stared at Mrs. Blain as if every formula she repeated was like the commandments being delivered from the Mount.
Mrs. Blain was definitely the best looking teacher in the school. She wasn't the youngest, that would be Miss Johansen who was fresh out of teacher's college and pretty cute.
Mrs. Blain was probably in her mid thirties. A lot of the guys said she looked just like Teri Hatcher from 'Desperate Housewives' and Steven had to admit she did. Except maybe her tits were a little bigger than Teri Hatcher's. At least Steven thought they were. Maybe it was just the fact that she had a waspishly thin waist that made her tits look so big.
He always thought of Mrs. Blain as being elegant. She often wore a suit with a form fitting skirt, nylons and heels. She never wore pants. And sometimes she'd take the jacket of her suit off. Beneath it she favored satin blouses or sometimes light sweaters that often looked like she had spray painted them on. All the guys loved it when it was hot and she walked up and down between the desks with her high heels clacking and her conical breasts shuddering gently under her blouse in time with each step. Mrs. Blain was well aware of the effect she had on these testosterone charged young men and she didn't usually walk around without her jacket for very long. She didn't want any of them to spontaneously combust .
So on the day that Steven began his campaign to lure Mrs. Blain into his clutches by invoking the power of the ring, she couldn't help but notice how attentive he was being and a couple of times she graced him with a smile of her own. But at the end of class she dismissed everyone without a second glance at Steven as she gathered up her materials for the next study group.
Steven didn't know what he had expected but he was pretty sure he should have got some sort of sign. But there was nothing. Well maybe it was just as well he hadn't gone overboard on his first attempt. But he wasn't about to give up.
So for the next couple of weeks Steven kept up the pressure. Always well dressed, always smiling and always focused on bending Mrs. Blain's will to his own, he went to her classes with eager anticipation.
And every day the same result. Nothing. She'd ask him questions periodically, which he always knew the answer to. Nothing new there. But other than that...nada, zilch.
Oh he got sweet talked into doing a bunch of work for Lindsey and her friends, but that seemed to be expected of him all of a sudden and there were no more carrots for him for his efforts, just the stick. But that didn't bother him so much because he was really intent on his plans to seduce his voluptuous chemistry teacher.
But two whole weeks of this went by and Mrs. Blain was still showing no signs of cracking. Steven was beginning to think that his theory about the rings must be bogus. His little tryst with Lindsey and Danni must have just been some kind of aberration. And he was starting to get headaches in Mrs. Blain's class because of 'over-concentrating'.
He was glad when another weekend rolled around and he could get a couple of days off. He even let his mother brow beat him into going to one of the spring dances at the school on Friday night, an event that he would normally avoid like the plague. He just went to kill a couple of hours so he'd get home not too early and still get a good night's sleep.
So that was how he found himself propping up one of the walls in the gym around ten o'clock, looking at his watch and counting the minutes until he could reasonably get out of there.
And that's where he was when Lindsey opened one of the doors from the hallway and breathlessly stuck her head in to scan the room. She saw Steven but kept looking around for a moment. She apparently couldn't find who she was looking for so she turned back to Steven.
"Steven...Come here! Come on!..." Lindsey hissed.
Steven was wondering what might have Lindsey so excited so he was quick to join her at the door. Lindsey grabbed his hand and practically dragged him behind her as she scooted down the hall.
"You've got to see this!..." she said over her shoulder. When they got near the vice principal's office she quickly kicked off her shoes and moved towards the office door.
Steven could see that it was ajar. Lindsey put her finger to her lips to quiet him then pushed the door open and went in, pulling Steven behind her. They were in the secretary's office which was dark. But Steven could see that the door to the inner office was open and there was a light on inside. Lindsey stealthily crept towards the lighted door being sure to stay in the shadows. Steven followed.
When they got up near the door they had a good view inside. Lindsey took half a step back so that she could lean against Steven from the side and whisper in his ear... "You're not going to believe this!"
Mr. Gerard, the vice principal had Mrs. Blain backed up against the wall of his office. He had his left hand on the wall beside her ear and his other hand was gently caressing her shoulder through her shirt.
Mrs. Blain didn't look threatened. In fact she looked quite relaxed as she leaned back against the wall and listened to Mr. Gerard's earnest pleading with an amused smile on her face.
Mrs. Blain and Mr. Gerard had been two of the many chaperones at the dance but Steven now realized that he hadn't seen either of them for a while.
He had noticed earlier that Mrs. Blain was looking spectacular that evening. She was wearing a grey pin stripe pencil skirt that was molded tightly around her curvaceous bottom. There was a long slit up the side so she could move around comfortably. Her stocking clad legs in high heels looked especially attractive as they flashed through the side slit when she walked around the gym. On top of that she was wearing an elegant white blouse. Her ample breasts thrust out arrogantly through the shimmering satin that surrounded them. She had left the top three buttons of her blouse undone, allowing a generous view of her cleavage. This act of charity had been rewarded by an endless stream of seniors coming up to her all evening, asking her if they could get her anything, while their darting eyes lingered on that beckoning chasm.
Mr. Gerard had taken off his jacket and draped it over his chair. He was apparently making a play for Mrs. Blain. Although Steven couldn't hear everything he was saying because he was speaking very quietly, he could hear snatches of his sentences.
"Come on Evie..."
Mrs. Blain's first name was Evelyn.
"It's not like we....it would be even better than... how much you mean ... don't know how many opportunities like this...how crazy I am about you...." and all the time he was making his pitch, the hand stroking her arm was moving closer and closer to the swell of her right tit. And pretty soon his hand slipped off Mrs. Blain's arm and he was petting the side of her breast like a nervous teenager.
Mrs. Blain didn't try to stop him but she wasn't offering him any encouragement either as far as Steven could tell. Still it was pretty amazing to see the vice principal feeling up Steven's fantasy teacher right in front of him.
Mr. Gerard was married just like Mrs. Blain was, as evidenced by the framed portrait of his wife and two children on the desk behind him. But he didn't seem to be thinking about them as he leaned forward and tried to kiss Mrs. Blain.
But Evelyn turned her cheek slightly and planted the fingertips of one hand on his chest to keep him at bay.
"Don't!..." she said simply. But her smile never faltered. If anything it got a little broader as Mr. Gerard looked at her with pleading eyes. And all the time his hand continued to move around the arousing contour of her satin clad breast, stroking it, caressing it with an ever increasing passion.
Then Mrs. Blain apparently decided to be a little more pro-active and moved her hand to the front of Mr. Gerard's crotch. Steven could clearly see her fingers folding around the shaft of his tool through his pants, giving it a lingering squeeze.
Mr. Gerard let out an audible moan when she did that and hunched himself into her hand in growing arousal.
"Look at that! She's feeling him up. Look at the way she's got hold of his cock. She'd better be careful. Sometimes these old guys are quicker than you young guys!" Lindsey whispered in Steven's ear.
Steven wondered for a heartbeat on what basis Lindsey was making her observation. But he couldn't really focus on that right now. His eyes were glued to Mrs. Blain's diamond ringed fingers lewdly manipulating Mr. Gerard's cock through his pants.
"Geez Stevie...This is really hot!..." Lindsey murmured.
And she was right! Steven's own cock was as hard as a rock as he watched his chemistry teacher shamelessly fondling the vice principal's hard tool.
"Don't you think this is soo hot?...." Lindsey purred as she swept her open palm across the front of Steven's pants to feel his tumescent length bulging beneath his zipper.
"Umm Hmm!... I thought you would!..." she said, giving his hard-on a sensuous squeeze then moving her hand up to unfasten Steven's fly. As she deftly reached inside to grab his cock in her bare hand, she darted her tongue into his ear and purred like a contented kitten.
"Oh Goddd!..." Steven groaned when she did that, fearing even as he did so that the couple making out in the other room would hear him.
But Mr. Gerard was too caught up in pleading his case to be distracted by anything short of a nuclear bomb. Mrs. Blain's skilled fondling was definitely getting to him. He could just barely be heard saying things like...
"Anything, anything you want....She'll never know and neither will he...but we owe this to ourselves...Oh God Evie!...You're getting me so hot baby!...We have to make a night of this!..."
But Mrs. Blain's responses weren't encouraging..."We can't!...It wouldn't be right...But what about you're...If anyone found out..." and yet all the time she continued to smile that cheshire cat smile of hers while playing with Mr. Gerard's cock.
When Mr. Blain popped a couple of more buttons on her blouse and slipped his hand inside she didn't try to stop him. In fact she pulled down his zipper with her own hand, fished inside it and wrestled his crimson erection out through the opening. Then she fisted him and started pumping him up and down in a slow steady rhythm.
Mr. Gerard groaned and tried to kiss her again when she did that. But Evie held him off with the pressing fingers of her free hand.
"Not tonight baby! It's too risky. Why don't you just enjoy this..." Mrs. Blain purred, working him over with long, deliberate strokes from the root of his shaft to his crimson knob and back again. Mr. Gerard started to squirm with excitement in response to the sexy teacher's skilled masturbation.
Steven too was starting to feel that tingling sensation growing in his balls as Lindsey gave his boner the same treatment Mr. Gerard was getting. And while she was jerking him off she was whispering in his ear..."I'll bet you wish it was her doing this to you right now don't you, you little pervert? You'd love to get your hands on those big knockers of hers wouldn't you? I bet if she came over here and gave your fat knob a little tweak like this..." Lindsey said, giving his cock crown a sharp little twist..."that you'd be squirtin' all over yourself, wouldn't you?''
Steven shuddered and his balls lurched in response to Lindsey's provocative fondling. He leaned slightly forward, stiffening up every muscle in his body to try and hold back the come that was threatening to erupt at any moment.
"Waittt!...Please Godd!...You're gonna' make me come if you keep doin' that!..." Steven hissed, probably more loudly then he meant to.
Because that was when Mrs. Blain looked up and peered into the darkness of the outer office where Steven and Lindsey were hiding. Her hand stopped its torrid shuttling on Mr. Gerard's cock as did Lindsey's on Steven's.
"Uh oh!...Looks like we're busted..." Lindsey whispered as Mrs. Blain's eyes focused on them. There was a long pause as the tall brunette studied the two young people standing there holding there breaths.
Mr. Gerard seemed to sense Mrs. Blain's distraction and said..."Evie?...What?...What is it?...Why did you stop baby?...Don't stop!...I was so...so...Ohh!...You don't know how... Oh God!... Please!...Please keep going!..." he groaned disjointedly..
Mrs. Blain seemed to make up her mind and flashed a sly smile towards the shadowed entry way. Then she went back to work on her lover's cock, now jerking him with short, hard strokes near the base.
"I know what you want baby. I know. It's O.K...." Mrs. Blain purred. With her eyes sparkling up into his, she pulled Mr. Gerard's face down into the bared expanse of her chest. She figured that if he were into her boobs up to his ears he was a lot less likely to notice the two young people observing them. To complete his distraction, she raised one nylon sheathed knee and pressed it up into his balls.
Mr. Gerard gasped and started to tremble when she did that, hunching his groin back and forth against Mrs. Blain's leg like a dog in heat.
Lindsey was amazed that Mrs. Blain chose to ignore her and Steven. She knew she had seen them. But then she realized that Mrs. Blain had just as much to lose here as anyone, maybe more. So her teacher didn't want to get involved in a confrontation at that moment. And if that was the case there was nothing stopping Lindsey from finishing what she had started.
So the buxom young co-ed started imitating Mrs. Blain's hand movements, jerking the bottom of Steven's erection in her tightly clenched fist. She didn't have on her nylons but she could still reach in and give Steven's balls a tantalizing squeeze from behind. And that's just what she did.
"Unnn Goddd!...Easy Lindsey!...Please!..." Steven groaned. He too had been sure that they had been caught and were going to get it. But then Mrs. Blain had ignored them as she resumed her torrid embrace with the vice principal.
And then Lindsey had started up on him again, jacking him even harder than before. He didn't know if she realized how close he had been when Mrs. Blain spotted them. And with the way that she was briskly frictioning his length she wasn't giving him any chance to regain some control. Her lewd fondling was quickly bringing him back to the brink.
And it wasn't helping that Mrs. Blain was looking right at him as she was saying the most outrageous things to Mr. Gerard like...
"After you come on my stockings I'm gonna' make you lick it up baby! And if you get any on my panties you'll have to lick them clean too. I haven't had time to change them for a couple of days so they're probably a little crusty. But you won't mind that will you lover? Will you?..." she taunted, her thigh shifting as she rubbed her silky stocking up into Mr. Gerard's balls. At the same time her little hand was flying up and down the length of his tool.
Lindsey decided she could play that game too.
"Oh my God!... Did you hear that? What a super slut!... Look how red his cock is! It's almost as big as yours. She's got him about ready to pop!..." Lindsey said, her eyes locking on Mrs. Blain's as she continued...
" I'll bet she'd do you both if you asked her? She'd probably love that? Jacking two guys off, getting them right to the edge, then holding them off, making it burn a little, maybe make them beg for it! Just look at her! She could make him do anything she wants right now! If she asked you to beg for it, you'd beg wouldn't you baby. You'd eat her dirty panties in a heart beat wouldn't you Steven? Wouldn't you?..."
As she was making her obscene suggestions, Lindsey closed her little fist on Steve's engorged cock crown and turned it around and around on him.
And then the muffled cries emanating from Mrs. Blain's bosom rose up an octave. Mr. Gerard tried to lift his face and straighten up but Evelyn locked her fingers in his hair and held him pinned in that scented valley.
"I know baby!...I know!...Come for me!...Come on!...Come for me like this!..." Mrs. Blain urged, her eyes burning into Steven's. She drove her little fist to the base of Mr. Gerard's cock and pressed down on him like that, making him rise up on his toes into the compelling grip of her hand.
Mr. Gerard's body was completely still for a moment. His hands came up and shakily grasped her shoulders. He yelped as a stringy shot of sperm erupted from his cock and streaked in a creamy trail across Mrs. Blain's stocking top.
"Mmmff!...Nahh!...Nahhh!..." he whimpered as a series of wracking spasms seized his whole body as that first burst was flowed quickly by another and another.
Mrs. Blain resumed her vigorous masturbation in time with his pulsing eruptions. Each spasm launched another greasy burst of sperm that painted her stockings, her skirt and very likely her panties too.



"Unn!...Ahhh!...Unn!..." Mr. Gerard grunted hoarsely with every surge of come.
"Ummm!...Yesss!...Unn Hnn!...That's it!...Give it to me!...Come on!...Come baby!...Come for me!...Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!..." Mrs. Blain encouraged, stripping her hand relentlessly up and down Mr. Gerard's squirting cock.
"You heard the teacher didn't you Steven? ...She wants to see you come!... Well?... Don't keep her waiting!... Are you going to give the teacher what she wants?...Do it!...Do it now!..." Lindsey urged, working Steven's knob with consummate skill. The young woman knew just how to push his buttons. There was no way that Steven could hold it with the two gorgeous women teasing him like that.
His hand flew down to his groin to try and stop Lindsey's devilish fondling. But it was too late. Suddenly his balls lurched and the fiery come was streaming from his cock, erupting under Lindsey's twisting fist in searing pulses.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!...Ahhh!..." he moaned gutturally as his balls convulsed. He looked down helplessly as a deluge of creamy come began to surge between Lindsey's fingers. The viscous cream was dripping to the floor at his feet as well as trickling down her wrist.
"Umm hmm!...Oh yeah!...That's it!...Show her baby!...Show the teacher how you come for her!..." Lindsey purred, sliding her hand down to mid-shaft of Steven's cock and pointing it towards a smiling Mrs. Blain. Several rapid fire streams of goo arced towards the doorway and splatted wetly on the floor between the two couples.
Lindsey was really pleased to feel Steven coming in her hands. But she knew that Mrs. Blain's lewd performance had been just as responsible for making him come as her own. Even as he trembled and quaked at her touch, and the come continued to stream from his scarlet wand, the two women regarded each other across the room with hooded eyes. Each of them was considering what advantage they might ultimately make of this moment later on.
As their orgasms started to abate, the two men continued to snort and twitch like a pair of thoroughbreds at the end of a race.
An observer would have noted how Lindsey and Mrs. Blain finished off their two studs with exactly the same firm and steady hand strokes, patiently milking them to draw up every ounce of sperm they had.
Eventually, Mrs. Blain released Mr. Gerard's wilted prick and allowed him to raise his head from her sumptuous cleavage. He looked almost lost as he blinked uncertainly under her steady gaze. His cheeks were a flaming crimson as he gasped for breath.
"I...I...didn't really expect that...I mean I thought we'd...that you and I.. together... somehow... you know..." he mumbled anxiously.
Mrs. Blain ignored his stammering.
"Did you enjoy that?..." to which Mr. Gerard nodded enthusiastically.
"Well that's nice because you've got some work to do..." she said with a smile.
She had never dropped her knee and now she looked down at the lines of come that was streaking her thigh. She reached down and with one finger and started smearing one of the pearlescent trails around on her stocking top.
"Whenever you're ready..." she said, her eyes burning into Mr. Gerard's.
The vice principal swallowed uncertainly, hesitated for a long moment and then slowly began to sink to his knees in front of the shameless chemistry teacher.
Mrs. Blain smiled at this. She turned a quick glance over to Steven and Lindsey and gave them a broad wink. Then she returned her attention to her kneeling lover.
Steven had just finally been able to wriggle free of Lindsey's relentlessly pulling hand. He was completely spent and full of remorse over what his favorite teacher must think about him now. He was anxious to get the hell out of there as he stuffed his gooey member back in his pants.
"Lindsey!...Let's go!... Let's get out of here!..." he pleaded in a whisper
"What!...No way!...This just keeps getting better!..." the hot young co-ed whispered back as she watched the vice principal edging his way on his knees towards Mrs. Blain's proffered leg.
"Lindsey!...Come on!...Mrs. Blain may have let us get away with it but I don't think Mr. Gerard's going to be quite so understanding if he finds us here."
But Lindsey wasn't about to miss what was coming next.
"You go!..Go on!...But if you see Danni, tell her where I am...Tell her she's got to see this!..." Lindsey murmured, edging a little further back into the shadows just as Mr. Gerard applied his tongue to Mrs. Blain's gleaming stockings.
"Oh my God!..." Steven heard Lindsey gasp echoed by a..."Umm!...That's a good start...But there's lots more up here!...I want to see you get it all!..." from Mrs. Blain.
Steven finally managed to tear his eyes away from the kinky little show going on in front of him and crept back out into the hallway. He didn't want to go back to the gym but he couldn't just hang around in the hallways. That could lead to some awkward questions if he was found there by any of the teachers. So he decided to go outside. He tried to act nonchalant as he wandered down the hall but he didn't hesitate to punch the cross bar opener of the first exit door he came to and then stepped out into the cool night air.
But he wasn't the only one who was finding himself in a surreal sexual encounter that evening.
Vance the Lance had been keeping something of a low profile since his unexpected run-in with Danni Spencer, that little bitch! The last time he had got lucky was with Nadia Adamo. He had hooked up with her at a bar one night and she had seemed up for anything. So he had slipped her one of his 'Roofies' and soon after that he had half coaxed, half carried her back to his place where he had banged the shit out of her. He got her home while she was still in something of a daze. When he called her the next Saturday and asked her to meet him back at the same place she said sure. After they had a couple of drinks it was obvious that she didn't remember a thing from the previous weekend. So he dropped another pill into one of her drinks and waited for it to do its magic. Sure enough, about an hour later Nadia was higher than a kite and ready to agree to anything. The only hitch came as they were leaving the bar.
One of her friends came up to her and after a little chit chat asked her if she was all right. Fortunately Nadia's head seemed to clear for a moment and she said she was fine and that she was going out to a party with her friend Lance.
After that it was a repeat of the previous weekend. He took her back to his place and fucked her stupid until each of them had been a quivering mess. Later, once he had taken her home, he started worrying about the friend who had talked to her at the club. If they started comparing notes there might be some awkward questions raised and young Mr. Rudetski decided he better move on from Miss Adamo.
This was all before he had been taken to task by Danni Spencer. Fortunately Nadia's name hadn't come up when Danni was rhyming off the girls she knew who Lance had taken advantage of. That just proved that her little network of spy bitches wasn't as all seeing as she wanted him to believe. Still it was probably better to be safe than sorry. He didn't want any part of that malicious little cunt again.
He had heard about a new bar a little way out of town. Apparently it was quite a meat market on weekends. And since you needed a car to get there he wasn't likely to run into many, if any, of the kids from school who were always hanging out at the local places.
Saturday night he drove out to 'Maxine's' around 10:00 and got a seat by himself at the bar. The intel on this place had been right. It was busy with lots of young people keen to see and be seen; guys, couples, and a generous contingent of good looking young women, mostly in groups of two, three or more. These were circulating like bees in a field, looking, hovering, stopping briefly then moving on, in search of 'Mister Do-Bee'.
Lance smiled as he surveyed his options, fairly certain that he could eventually entice one of these attractive young honeys into his web. He wasn't in any hurry. But all his cool was shattered a few moments later when this goddess strutted into the place and pulled up at a seat at the bar just two down from him.
This young woman was gorgeous. She was fairly tall, about five foot eight, with blonde hair, cut straight and short so it just framed her face. She had an incredible body. She was wearing a beige, sleeveless knit dress that clung to every curve of her hourglass figure. The dress ended at mid thigh. Below that she was wearing glossy black boots with stacked heels. The boots went up almost to her knee. There was a glimpse of dark nylons between the top of her boots and the bottom of her dress. Vance tried not to stare too obviously at this vision of loveliness. But even a dead man would open his eyes to sneak a peak at those incredible knockers jutting through that form fitting little dress of hers.
Vance tried to wait patiently just to be sure that there wasn't a boy friend or a gaggle of girls following this lovely but after ten minutes he couldn't restrain himself any longer. He picked up his drink and moved over so that he was standing between the chairs at the girl's side. He noticed that she had two drinks in front of her. They looked like rum and coke. Just what he was drinking. This could mean he'd been too hasty.
"Hi. I noticed you when you came in just a while ago and hoped you wouldn't mind if I said hello. But if you're expecting someone I wouldn't want to be in the way."
The blonde turned and looked at him with an amused smile for a moment. She seemed to be totally at ease. Probably used to guys hitting on her all the time.
"No. I'm not expecting anyone. Why would you ask that?..."
"Well. The two drinks. You don't look like a two fisted drinker and happy hour was over a long time ago.
"Oh these..." the blonde said looking down at the two drinks as if she hadn't even noticed they were there.
"I guess the bartender likes me...." she said, giving Vance a little wink as if to say she knew exactly why the bartender liked her. She looked at the nearly finished drink Vance was holding and said..."Rum and coke? You want this one?..." she asked nodding towards the second drink on the bar.
"Well if it's not going to spoil your evening I wouldn't mind..." Vance said leaning in closer.
"Is it O.K. if I sit down? If you wanted to tell me a little something about yourself I'd be all ears. Or I could talk about myself but sometimes I can be pretty boring. Not always, but it happens..." Vance offered, putting on his most winning smile.
The blonde smiled at this particular little inanity but didn't object as Vance sat down on the stool next to her.
She told him that her name was Karin and that she worked as a junior analyst at one of the big brokerage firms in town. She had just broken up with the latest in a long string of boyfriends and she was pretty disheartened by the whole dating thing. She was thinking about trying to go a year without a relationship and see how that worked out.
Vance was all over this line of conversation. Commitment was fine, it was a good thing, but it had to evolve slowly, naturally. You couldn't force it. If it was going to happen it would. But there were a lot of disappointments in life and until you found exactly the right person you were only setting yourself up for a fall if you started relying on someone who wasn't mature enough to understand what you really wanted.
He had a limitless supply of this happy horse shit but Karin seemed to find it riveting. What was really going through Vance's mind was how long was it going to be before she had to go to the bathroom and he could drop the little brown 'Roofie' he was fingering in his pocket into her drink. He had been out of service for too long now and the prospect of getting this little hottie into his bed had his pulse racing.
Or he assumed that's what it was. He kept on waiting for Karin to put her drink down. It would only take an instant. But she seemed quite content to keep it constantly in her hand. Even as the conversation got more animated and more intimate and they ordered another round, she always had her drink in front of her as she gazed over its rim into his increasingly blurry eyes.
He found himself losing track of the conversation even as Karin leaned closer to him and started whispering little suggestions into his ear. Oh this was going to be so sweet.
Finally she said something about going to a party and was he interested.
'Hell yes!..." Vance replied, but found himself staggering a little as he got up off his bar stool. What the hell was this? He hadn't had that much to drink. But then Karin had him by the elbow and was snuggling those pneumatic tits of hers into his arm as she led him out of the club. He would have gone anywhere with her at that point.
Then they were in a car. It wasn't his car. They were in the back. It must have been a taxi. Vance tried to make a move but Karin held him back with a stiff arm and murmured promises that they'd be there soon. Something about a party he wouldn't forget. She was pretty sure there would be some people he knew there. He wasn't really taking it all in. His head was swimming and he was losing track completely of what was going on.
Some time later Vance found himself shaking his head like he was trying to wake up. Then a flash bulb popped in his brain and he shook his head some more to try and clear it. The flash bulb went off again and this time it stayed on in his brain. Vance couldn't breathe and he shook his head so hard he could feel his brain wobbling in his skull. He gasped and coughed and twisted around as he tried to register where he was.
Around him he could see shapes that were all blurry but slowly coming into focus. He could feel the warmth of a body beside him and another body on his other side as well. Then the flashbulb popped again and he started coughing.
His vision started to clear much more quickly and he looked around himself in confusion. He tried to move but it was like he was trapped inside a giant snowball. He had somehow lost the ability to move. And he was naked. It didn't take long to figure that out. He was on the floor on his ass, leaning against a couch wearing nothing but a frown. When you're naked, you're naked and some times that was a good thing but he didn't think this was one of those times.
And then the flashbulb went off again and he started to twist and gasp... "Don't... Whatever you're doing!...Don't!..."
"O.K Nadia. That's enough!...I think he's awake now!..."
Vance shook his head one final time as someone's hands moved in front of his face. He followed them until he was looking at Nadia Adamo who was sitting next to him on the floor. She wasn't naked like he was but she was wearing a very tight spandex top that showed off her perky little breasts nicely. She had the word 'Double' emblazoned across her chest in sequined letters. Beneath that she was wearing a short skirt and sneakers.
She was in the process of discarding a little broken capsule that she had apparently been holding up under his nose. It was ammonia smelling salts which must have been the cause of the flash bulbs popping in his brain.
"Welcome back baby! We were afraid we were going to have to start the party without you."
Vance turned to his other side to see who was speaking. At first he thought he must be imagining things. But after a moment he realized it really was Danni Spencer sitting there next to him on the floor, a very amused smile creasing her face. She was wearing the same outfit as Nadia. Sneakers, short skirt and the tight black spandex top clinging to her nubile young breasts. Only this one had the word 'Trouble' sequined across it.
Vance did the association quickly. 'Double Trouble'! Well it could be some punk band maybe. But he didn't think so. He wasn't happy at all to see her and Nadia Adamo together, especially after the way Danni had busted his balls the last time. He tried to get up again but found that all he could do was sort of rock around on his ass.
"What the hell is going on here? What is this? Why have you got me tied up like this? Where are my clothes?..." Vance demanded, opting for the old reliable 'a good offense is the best defense' strategy. But his aggressive posturing was somewhat undermined by his lack of mobility.
His elbows were lashed together behind his back by a twelve inch Velcro strap. His hands were free but effectively pinned at his sides. His ankles were fastened to either end of a three foot spreader bar. As he struggled clumsily to move he looked like an open umbrella rolling around in the street on a windy day. He noticed that the two girls were sitting just far enough away from his sides that he couldn't get a hand on them.
"What the fuck are you doing?..." Vance groaned unhappily as he began to realize his helplessness.
"Why nothing baby. Just getting you ready for the party..." Danni said with her perpetual smile.
And it was then that Vance noticed that she was doing something at his crotch. 'Oh my God! Please not again!" he groaned to himself.
He actually found that he was holding his breath as he looked down into his exposed groin. Danny had tied a noose of red ribbon just behind his cock crown and was just then feeding the free end of it through a little grey tube. It was a piece of rigid 1-1/2" PVC pipe, a 60 degree elbow, only about 3" long. It was a common enough plumbing fitting.
As he watched spellbound, Danni slid the plastic tube down the ribbon until it stopped against his knob. Then she pulled up on the ribbon and pushed down on the little tube, twisting it back and forth. She was biting her lip in concentration as she worked Vance's cock into and then through the snug little sleeve like she were coaxing a mouse out of its hole.
"There! That's just right don't you think?..." Danni asked, once she had pulled his cock through the wickedly curved little device. She only pushed it far enough down his shaft so that his helmet shaped knob bulged out over the top of the cylinder.
Vance wasn't sure what to say to this. It was a little uncomfortable but not too bad. It did look pretty unnatural the way the top third of his prick was bent out almost horizontally from the rest of his shaft. He decided his best move was to convince these girls that he had learned his lesson.
"Nahhh!...Oh God!...Don't!...Geez!...It hurts!...It hurts so much!...Please take it off!...I'll do whatever...whatever you say...whatever you want...please!..." he pleaded, trying to force a little tear from the corner of his eye, but without any success.
Danni looked at him appraisingly for a moment.
"Oh don't be such a baby! I don't think it hurts that much... yet...but it will! Now don't be unpleasant! Besides, you haven't said hello to your latest conquest. I think you've met my friend Karin. Karin...don't be shy. You can't stand in the shadows all night long."
Vance looked up when Danni said that just as Karin stepped forward from a little kitchenette in the corner. It was then that he realized they were probably in some sort of motel room.
He had virtually forgotten Karin but as she stood there smiling down on him in her little knitted dress and black boots it all started coming back to him.
"You bitch!..." he murmured almost under his breath.
"Yeah.." Danni said sympathetically.
"Now you're starting to get it. I guess it wasn't true love after all. You see Nadia approached me just recently and told me about her dates with you. Now this was after the last time you and I had a little chat so I realized that, sadly, you hadn't kept your promise to be a good boy. So I asked my friend Karin to help us. It was easy enough to slip that 'Roofie' I confiscated from you at Lindsey's house into your drink at the bar. And after that it was even easier to get you back here. All Karin had to do was promise you a little party and you were totally hers. You know how that goes. And so here we are."



"But it wasn't all a lie. Karin promised you a party and I think it's time we got the party going, don't you big boy?" Danni teased as she dropped her little hand into Vance's lap and ringed the base of his cock with her thumb and forefinger. Gently she began to stroke him, watching him eagerly for his response.
"Don't forget about me baby!..." Nadia purred as she reached in from her side and cupped her little fingers around Vance's balls and gave them an encouraging squeeze.
"Oh shit!..." Vance gasped as his prick began to respond with an eager stiffening. But that rush of blood into his wickedly bowed cock turned the mild distress of a moment ago into a much more intense ache.
"Wait!...Don't!...Easy Danni!...God!...That really does hurt!..." he gasped, squirming in discomfort as he was unable to control his normal sexual response to the girls' cruel fondling. But Nadia and Danni were only just starting on him.
"Oh it's not us you have to worry about lover. It's Karin. She can be such a slut when she wants to be. Karin why don't you show him that little trick of yours..." Danni said with an encouraging nod to her friend.
Karin smiled and then advanced a little closer to the trio sprawled out on the floor in front of the couch. With her eyes fixed on Vance's she reached behind her for the zipper of her dress and lowered it. Then she reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it up and over her head. As the material came free she shook her head to straighten her hair, then dropped the dress on the floor behind her. She stood there regally in front of them in nothing but her high boots and some very flimsy black underwear.
Her panties were of the sheerest material Vance had ever seen. Every hair on her pudenda, every fold of her puffy labia was clearly visible through the miniscule triangle that barely covered her mons.
The bra was a little more substantial as it would have to be to support those voluptuous mounds of hers. But Vance didn't have long to make a style assessment as Karin reached up and stretched both satiny cups down and under her boobs. She pulled her shoulders back so that those creamy orbs thrust out arrogantly above the bunched fabric that was stretched taut beneath them.
Then she reached up and lifted one of those pendulous breasts up to her mouth. Slowly her lips parted around her crimson nipple and then parted further as she greedily started suckling the end of her tit. After a moment of this she released her avid lip lock with a juicy smack but still she held her glistening breast out in front of her. Only now that breast was adorned with an incredibly swollen nipple. That engorged bud was jutting out at least an inch from her swollen aureole and was as fat around as a baby's finger. Vance had never seen anything so tantalizing in all his life. He would have given anything at that moment to be able to have that nipple and that breast in his mouth.
But that thought flitted through his mind for only the briefest nano-second. What was really pre-occupying him then was the agony that was ripping through his groin. Now the blood was pounding fiercely at the base of his cock. The way his shaft was bent so cruelly had made his knob swell up over the PVC elbow like a plum tomato. And that little tube was imbedded so deeply in his taut flesh that it was squeezing him with vice like ferocity. Danni seemed completely oblivious to his anguish as she rhythmically stroked the ring of her encircling thumb and forefinger up and down the lower portion of his dick.
"Nahhh!...Nooo!...Don't...Ahhhh!...Danni!...Please!...." Vance wailed, squirming like his ass was on fire. This time there were real tears, not pretend, starting to leak from the corner of his eyes.
"Nadia. Do you have that ball gag I asked you to bring? We don't want to disturb the neighbors." Danni said.
Nadia reached back onto the couch and into her purse with her free hand. She pulled out a ball gag and dangled it in front of Vance's swaying head.
"Here it is..." the smiling young girl said holding up the bizarre device. It was a bright red rubber ball with two leather straps to hold it in place.
Nadia took the ends of the straps in both hands, pulled the ball up against Vance's mouth and went to tie it into place behind his head. But Vance pursed his lips tight like a child and muttered..."Unn Unn!...Unn unn!...Nohh!.."
"Oh for God sake!..." Danni said, reaching up with her free hand and pinching Vance's nose closed between her thumb and forefinger. She waited for a few moments until his breathing through his pursed lips became more labored. Then she released the base of his cock and slapped his balls sharply with the palm of her hand.
There was an audible 'SMACK!' from the apex of Vance's groin, a distinct whooshing gasp as his mouth popped open in a strangled cry and a delighted.."There!" from Nadia as she snapped the ball gag into place and fastened it swiftly at the back of his head.
Danni conscientiously went back to work on the exposed portion of Vance's cock with her encircling fingers and Nadia went back to plying his balls with her provocative little fingers.
Vance's eyes were swimming with tears now as the agony radiated from his cruelly distorted tool. But still he couldn't tear his eyes away from Karin's obscene breast play. By now the tall blonde had sucked both nipples into quivering hardness and she was teasing herself by strumming them back and forth with her extended fingers. Sometimes she stopped and stretched one of those engorged nubs rudely away from her breast, moaning through slitted eyes with her own excitement when she did that.
"Ummmf!...Ummmff!...Mwahhhh!...Unnn!..." Vance moaned gutturally as the pain and excitement vied for supremacy at the center of his aching loins.
Danni was well aware of how painful her little cock cage was for Vance but she felt he had earned it. She was completely at ease with what she was doing. And then she saw that the pre-come was starting to ooze from his gaping pee slit and she knew he was getting close. She speeded up her lurid masturbation as she smiled at her friend...
"You really can be such a slut can't you Karin? Now why don't you come over here and get ready to do that thing we talked about. I think he's getting close."
Karin saw the clear goo trickling down the PVC tube clenched around Vance's cock and knew Danni was right.
She edged closer to the young man staring up at her with feverish eyes and sat down in front of him. She scooched ahead between his legs until she was sitting on the spreader bar with her ass. Her legs were bent at the knees and she draped her left leg over his right one so that she was straddling it. Then she sort of semi reclined on her elbows, reached around and resumed fondling her gleaming breasts with both hands.
Vance's eyes stared at the enticing display to the apex of Karin's loins. He could clearly see through her sheer panties that her crimson labia were swollen and dripping with her own juices.
This lewd sight send another excruciating lance of pain and excitement darting through his groin.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!...Unnnn!..." he gasped, helplessly bucking his loins up into Danni's tirelessly pumping fingers.
Danni looked up at Karin and said..."He's almost there. Now remember what we said. Do it just like that."
"So you don't want me to hurt him?" Karin asked. Wanting to be sure she understood what Danni was saying.
Danni turned her smiling face to Vance as she answered her friend..." Oh we want you to hurt him! Just don't ....damage him!" she said thoughtfully.
And although Vance wasn't thinking clearly at that point as the tension in his loins was becoming unbearable, he did notice when Nadia removed her hand from his balls. Karin stretched her right leg out if front of her, not all the way but just far enough so that the gritty sole of her stacked heel was resting against the underside of his nuts.
But then Vance's world began to implode as his balls gave a mighty lurch and the come surged forth in a fiery orgasm. But because of the excruciating bend in his cock, his urethera was dramatically restricted. Instead of bursting out in vigorous spurts, the semen could only stream out of the end of his cock in sluggish little oozings. And that was creating an agonizing pressure in his loins as his balls furiously generated more output than his distorted cock could release.
"Ahhh!...Nahhh!...Unghhh!..." Vance cried in a howl that would have indeed brought the neighbors running if it hadn't been for the ball gag. And if it wasn't for Karin sitting on the spreader bar between his legs he probably would have been doing horizontal cartwheels around the room as his genitals screamed in pain. As it was it took all of Nadia's strength to keep him pinned against the couch as his orgasm raged through his shuddering loins.
All three girls exchanged knowing smiles as they watched Vance's frantic bucking and writhing. Danni jacked his cock with short hard strokes in a way that she knew would have him coming in body wrenching spasms. And even so, at the first sign that the agonizing pressure might be easing off just the slightest, she raised her eyes to Karin and nodded her head.
"Now!..." she purred
Karin's upper thigh twitched hard as she kicked her stacked heel into Vance's balls, driving them up into his bony pelvis and making his head snap back on his shoulders.
Vance's eyes went wide in amazement and distress. A lightning bolt of agony lanced through his groin as Karin deliberately twisted her heel up into his balls.
"Phwahhhh!...." the helpless young man cried in a keening wail, literally bouncing on his ass as Karin punished his vulnerable testicles. Beads of sweat were dotting his forehead and his shoulders strained against the strap restraining them as he struggled to escape. But the girls had him effectively bound.
Karin smiled at his frantic response as she jammed his nuts brutally up into his groin. She continued to do it for a long moment longer before she slowly relaxed her punishing leg.
When she did that Vance stopped his panicked writhing. His shoulders slumped as he concentrated on simply trying to breathe. It was as if all the wind had been knocked out of him and he was focusing his energy on just maintaining consciousness.
And that was when Danni went back to work on his still rigid cock. She was really curious to see if she could 'jump-start' his aborted orgasm. She knew that he was in shock just then. But she also knew that he had a powerful sex drive and she wondered if she could get him to come again despite his aching genitals.
"Nadia! Rub that little spot under his knob with your thumb! Karin! Tell him you didn't mean it!..." Danni instructed as she resumed a firm masturbation of the root of Vance's shaft, slow up strokes and short, hard strokes down.
Nadia did what Danni told her, using Vance's come to lubricate her deftly cruising thumb.
Karin gracefully rose to her feet and stood on the cross bar tethering his legs together. With her legs slightly parted she put her hands on her hips and bent forward at the waist. She turned her shoulders back and forth so that her pendulous breasts swung erotically from her chest.
"I'm sorry baby! I guess I just got a little excited! But I'll make it up to you! You'll see!..." Karin purred in a voice that was dripping with promise.
Vance seemed totally oblivious as he sat there slumped with his eyes unfocused. His balls were already swollen up half again beyond their normal size but they were more numb and throbbing than actually painful at that moment.
And then he seemed to notice that Nadia and Danni were determinedly manipulating his cock once more. His eyes flashed from theirs to Karin's and he realized that they were all watching him expectantly.
Danni was the first to feel it. A little helpless hunching of his loins up into her hand in time with her persuasive fondling. Her smile grew broader at that. She knew she had him.
"Don't stop!..." she instructed Nadia as she persisted in jacking Vance off with a steady hand.
Nadia continued to polish the end of Vance's prick with her little thumb, now sweeping it around and around the entire circumference of his shiny dome.
"Nahhh!..Unnn!...Ahhhh!..." Vance started to groan gutturally as that other tension started to build once more in his abused groin.
And then, without any warning, his ball lurched once more and the come began to burn through his gaping pee slit under Nadia's coaxing thumb.
"Oh yeah!..." Danni enthused.
"Wahhhh!...Aghhhh!...Naaaa!...." Vance cried through the ball gag as an excruciating combination of pleasure and pain tore through his loins. It was harder to choose which was more painful, the agonizing throb of his grossly distorted cock or the anguished convulsing of his bruised testicles.
In any case there was nothing he could do about it as his body trembled and shook and his greasy come pulsed once more from his tortured loins.
Danni watched Vance's tormented squirming with quiet satisfaction. She jerked him with practiced skill to keep him coming. And as soon as she felt that tension begin to ease again she glanced up at Karin and said..."O.K.! Do him again!..."
Vance wondered what she meant by that. But as he glanced up into Karin's smiling eyes he was in time to see her leather clad leg flashing forward just before her square toed boot connected squarely with his balls.
"Mmmfff!..." he yelped, his eyes growing big as saucers as the pain exploded once more in his groin. His head started to swim as a swirling mist obscured his vision. He was vaguely aware that Danni was still pumping him but his balls were suddenly so traumatized that they ceased to function. He turned his eyes back to Karin in a silent plea. The statuesque blonde was smiling down on him. Even as her face began to go out of focus he saw her pucker her lips at him in a mocking little kiss as she drew her leg back and unleashed another casual kick at his groin.
The ball crunching contact that followed made that flash bulb pop thing happen again in his head as Vance lost consciousness. He simply slumped back against the couch with a defeated hiss like an inflated doll that had just had all the air let out of him.
The girls stared at his recumbent form with amusement for a moment. Then Danni gave one of his shoulders a push and he toppled over awkwardly onto his side. It was only when Karin stepped off the spreader bar tying his legs together that he was able to fall over completely, one leg raised off the floor at a 45 degree angle.
"Well it looks like he's done for now. Why don't we get something to drink and see what's on TV..." Danni said.
The two other girls nodded their heads. Nadia and Danni got up and threw Karin a light sweater. Then they all went into the bathroom to see what was on ice in the bathroom sink. As an afterthought Nadia brought a plastic bag full of cubes back to the living room and sort of blanketed Vance's distended testicles with them.
Vance just lay there, periodically twitching and whimpering as if he was still getting his balls busted in his dreams.
Steven was practically a basket case when he went into Mrs. Blain's class on Monday. He and Lindsey had caught Mrs. Blain and Mr. Gerard, the vice principle, making out in his office after the dance on Friday. And then Mrs. Blain in turn had discovered her two students spying on them. Lindsey had had Steven's cock out and was giving him a hand job at the time. Afterwards Steven realized that that had probably been a really bad idea. So which way was the shit going to fly?
Steven had no idea. He imagined that Mrs. Blain might have turned in her resignation in disgrace or alternatively might have him suspended for an invasion of her privacy and/or indecent behavior. And there were a hundred other possibilities that had occurred to him, many of which involved him losing the opportunity to go on to college because he had let Lindsey jack him off in front of his favorite teacher.
The one outcome that he hadn't considered was that nothing at all would happen after the events of Friday night. Mrs. Blain was there on Monday of course, looking as glamorous as ever. And she was no more or less approachable in her class than she had been throughout the rest of the year. She didn't dart any withering glances his way or fail to ask him an occasional question. In a short while Steven let out a great sigh of relief as the possibility dawned on him that everybody was going to pretend that nothing had happened in the vice principle's office after the dance. And that was perfectly alright with him.
He was happy to fall back into the role of worshipful geek which is what he was. About mid week he approached Lindsey to ask about what happened after he left on Friday night. He found her response very strange. She looked at him like the cat who ate the canary and just said that she didn't no what he was talking about. When he pressed her further all she said was that as far as she was concerned nothing unusual had happened on Friday night. That and if he knew what was good for him he better not say anything to anyone either.
This wasn't like the brash and careless Lindsey that he knew and Steven was considerably puzzled by her behavior.
Which was probably part of the reason why, when Mrs. Blain kept him behind after class on Thursday, he was more than a little anxious.
After all the other students had filed out, Mrs. Blain came back to Steven's desk and stood over him.
"Steven. I've been thinking we should have a little talk about what happened last week."
"Ahhh...Well...We could...I guess, but it isn't...I mean...I wouldn't...I mean really I didn't..." Steven stammered awkwardly.
"Actually Steven, I didn't think it would be appropriate to have a discussion here since there is a 'personal' element to the matter. Why don't you come over to my house on Saturday...around 4:00..." Mrs. Blain said as she scribbled her address on the corner of his copy book...'E.B. 85 Somerset Street Sat. 4:00' .
For some reason the suggestion that he go to Mrs. Blain's house made Steven really nervous.
"Ummm...Well...I don't know Mrs. Blain. Wouldn't it be better if we met at your office or the canteen or somewhere..." he asked hopefully.
Mrs. Blain looked at him like he was sorely vexing her.
"Don't be silly Steven. The walls have ears around here, you know that..." Mrs. Blain said glancing towards the door.
When Steven looked that way he saw Lindsey stopped in the doorway watching them. But when Mrs. Blain and Steven both looked at her she quickly turned and walked away down the hall.
"Besides, my husband will be there. You'll be perfectly safe. So Saturday at 4:00? You know where it is?"
Steven couldn't think of any other way to avoid the visit so he said..."Sure. That's fine. I'll be there."
"Good. I'll look forward to it..." Mrs. Blain said with sparkling eyes. She reached out with one hand and briefly touched the side of Steven's face. Then she turned on her heel to go back to her desk. Steven knew he had been dismissed. But the feel of her warm palm against his cheek stayed with him as he left the classroom.
On Saturday, Steven was parking in the driveway of Mrs. Blain's suburban home at 3:55. With butterflies in his stomach he walked up and rang the bell then waited.
After what seemed like ages the door opened. Mr. Blain, presumably, was tall, fit, dark haired and looked to be a few years younger than Mrs. Blain. He was wearing dirty jeans and a work worn T-shirt that said 'UNC - Go Tar Heels!'
"Hi! You must be Steven! I'm Tom. Evie told me you were coming by. Come on in. We're in the kitchen. It's through there..." Tom said, standing aside and pointing down the hall.
"Nice to meet you. I hope this isn't too inconvenient..." Steven said as he headed towards the kitchen.



"No problem. We've got time. I hope you haven't pissed off the teacher have you? That's not a place you want to be. Trust me, I know." Tom said with a broad smile.
"No...No...Nothing like that!..." Steven said, hoping that he wasn't wrong in his assumption.
"Ah Evie! There you are! Steven's here..." Tom said as they entered the kitchen.
Mrs. Blain was standing on the far side of the kitchen island, moving a cake from a cooling rack onto a cake stand. There was a large bowl on the counter which Steven figured was probably icing.
Mrs. Blain looked like she was ready for a party. Her hair was slightly disheveled in a very artful way and her make up was all in place. She was wearing a black satin shirt and a necklace of large white beads. Beyond that Steven couldn't see much because she was also wearing an apron with a pattern of multi-colored balloons.
"Oh good. Right on time too. Just let me finish this. It will only take a minute. Why don't you sit down at the table. Would you like a coffee? Tom would you get Steven a cup."
"Ahhh... That's be great..." Steven said, sitting down
"Sure babe. What are you making?..." Tom said, stepping around the island towards the stove. Eve stepped back against the fridge so he could pour the coffee and then get by her to take it over to the table.
"Reverse Boston cream pie, chocolate cake with white icing Meaghan asked me to bring dessert."
"My favorite. But for now I've got some mowing I want to finish. What time do we have to leave for the party?"
"6:15. And it looks like you've got a lot of cleaning up to do."
"Don't worry about it. I'll be ready. Now how about a little kiss..." he asked, advancing around the island towards his wife with a lecherous grin.
Mrs. Blain backed up towards the stove, waving him off with a wrinkled nose as she said..."Ewww! Not 'til you take a shower. Now go!..."
"What a tease!..." Tom said with a wink at Steven as he headed for the back porch and the yard. A moment later a screen door slammed. And a moment after that a small gas engine chugged to life
At this point Mrs. Blain had returned to her cake and was deftly applying a covering of white icing with a spatula.
"Steven. I think you know why I asked you here. It's about last Friday night. Now I won't pretend to be blameless in all this but your behavior and Lindsey's last Friday was totally unacceptable. Quite frankly with some of the boys I wouldn't have been so shocked, but the fact that it was you doing what it was you were doing took me completely by surprise."
As she was talking, Mrs. Blain had picked up the finished cake on the stand and had brought it over to the kitchen table. She put it down near Steven with one hand while standing in front of him, never taking her eyes from his.
The young man couldn't help his eyes from wandering as he noticed how long her legs looked as she stood there in her high heels and her smoky grey nylons. He wondered which skirt she had on because it was still hidden behind her apron. He hoped it was the tight, black leather one she sometimes wore to class and that clung like a second skin to her ass.
Mrs. Blain smiled down at the obviously distracted student sitting in front of her.
"Well Steven. Don't you have something to say to me?.." she asked sharply, snapping him out of his reverie.
"Oh sorry..." Steven blurted, obviously embarrassed at being caught staring at his teacher's legs.
"I mean I'm sorry about everything that happened last Friday. I don't know how it all got so crazy! I guess we just got caught up, I mean Lindsey and I got caught up, not you and..." Steven couldn't help but notice Mrs. Blain's brows darkening as he started down this treacherous pathway..."and...and... so I'm... so sorry about...about it all..." he finished lamely.
Mrs. Blain considered his stuttering apology for a long moment. Finally she said to him..."That's all well and good as far as it goes young man. But I wonder if you mean it. I'd like you to convince me. I'll even make it easy for you..." and with that Mrs. Blain took two steps back, moved in front of Steven and turned her back on him. She didn't look at him over her shoulder. She just spread her feet apart and stood there in front of him.
But what Steven saw was enough to make his youthful prick jump to immediate attention. His breathing stopped and his eyes popped open wide in amazement. Mrs. Blain was wearing neither a skirt nor panties behind her little apron.
Her gum dropped shaped ass was bare and glowing a healthy pink above her smoky nylons. Her satin shirt was tucked into a garter belt that cinched her narrow waist. There were black satin garters stretching to the tops of her nylons, one of which bisected each ass cheek in a most erotic fashion.
After standing there like a statue for the longest time, Evelyn slowly turned her head and looked at Steven with a confident smile.
"Get on your knees..." she instructed.
Steven was too incredulous to even think to refuse. He quickly slid off the kitchen chair and on to his knees. Mrs. Blain bent over slightly at the waist so that her creamy ass jutted back towards him.
"Come closer..." she purred.
Steven shuffled forward clumsily on his knees.
Still looking back at the wide eyed young man, Mrs. Blain reached behind her, pulled one stretchy nylon garter out and let it snap back with a sharp 'Snick' against her butt. That silky mound wobbled spellbindingly in response.
"Ohhh!..." Mrs. Blain gasped as if in surprise. She reached back and pressed her outstretched index finger against the white line on her cheek where she had snapped it.
"Kiss it!...Kiss my ass!..." she said, her eyes burning into Steven's.
Steven looked up at his teacher in amazement. Did she really mean it? Her lewdly displayed backside was so captivating that he couldn't maintain eye contact with her for more than a couple of seconds. Then he turned back to her spectacular butt. He leaned forward and pasted his lips against it. Mrs. Blain continued to look back at him with a wicked smile.
"And here..." she said, moving her finger to her other cheek.
Steven followed her finger like his face was on a string.
"And here..." Mrs. Blain instructed, moving her finger up to the top of her crack.
Steven did as he was told, burrowing his chin in the soft crevice between her cheeks.
"Umm!...That's good!...Now lick it!...Lick me there!..." the teacher purred, beginning to shift on her feet as her own excitement mounted.
"Mmm!...Umm Hmm!..." Steven groaned as he traced the Y at the top of Mrs. Blain's ass with his outstretched tongue.
"Ohhh!...Yess!...Very good!..." Evelyn purred in a breathy whisper. Then she leaned forward a little, away from Steven's delving tongue. She reached back and put the tip of her index finger against her puckered little anus.
"And here..." she murmured, keeping her eyes fixed on Steven's.
Steven couldn't believe she really wanted him to kiss her asshole. He had never done anything like that.
"But...I!...I!...Ahhh..." he stammered. He was afraid of what it might taste like. And yet there was something lewdly enticing about that crinkled little star on display in front of him. He sort of nodded towards it then back as his emotions raged back and forth.
Mrs. Blain watched his indecision with amusement. She knew how to convince him. She leaned over to the kitchen table and swiped her finger through the frosting on the cake. Then she reached back and pulled one ass cheek to the side, stretching her crinkled brownie into an inviting oval. She slipped her icing covered finger into that little hole up to her first knuckle. With her eyes still burning into Steven's, she twisted and turned her intruding finger around in that little hole in the most outrageous manner. Then she pulled it out. Now her twitching anus was surrounded by a halo of glistening frosting.
"There!...Doesn't that look delicious?...Now kiss it!...You know you want to!"
Steven couldn't refuse such a wanton offering. He dove right in and pursed his lips around the circle of icing. Tentatively he moved his tongue to lick it up.
"Ooohh!...Yessss!...Get your tongue in there!... Ummm!..." Mrs. Blain hissed.
And then, although Steven still wasn't convinced he really wanted to, he let his tongue tip linger at the opening of Mrs. Blain's anus. The next thing he knew that little aperture puckered around it then pulled his tongue in like a snake swallowing a field mouse.
"Unnph!..." he gulped as his nose was suddenly lodged deep in Evelyn's butt crack. He tried to pull his tongue out even as her leeching little hole was drawing it in ever deeper. After a few more moments of futile effort he decided to go with the flow.
Mrs. Blain's ass had a wonderfully exotic smell and there was no horrible flavor to it. He gave an excited groan and started darting his tongue around in her clinging butt hole with a real enthusiasm.
"Ummm!...Umm Hmm!...That's right!...Give it to me!...Like that!...Oh yesss!...That's gooodd!..." Mrs. Blain enthused.
She bent her knees and leaned back into Steven's twisting face.
But after only a few moments of that she seemed to catch herself. She stopped her writhing, reached back and planted her open palm on Steven's forehead. The eager young man hadn't even noticed and was still tonguing her ass like a woodpecker gone berserk. When she pushed his face out of her butt crack, his tongue popped out of her rectum with an audible slurp.
"Ummm?...What?...What is it?...Is something wrong?..." Steven panted in confusion.
Mrs. Blain turned on the bewildered young man then. She was pleased to see that his erection was making an incredible bulge at his loins as he swayed on the floor in front of her.
"Nothing's wrong baby! I love the way you kiss ass! But your apology still needs a little work..." she said, pulling her apron aside and advancing on the kneeling young man.
Now Steven was mesmerized by the sight of Mrs. Blain's totally bared groin. Her heart shaped pudenda was shaved as smooth as a baby's bottom and gleamed pinkly at the apex of her loins. It was framed seductively by her stocking tops and satin garters.
Steven shifted backwards off his knees and onto his butt as Mrs. Blain confidently stepped towards him. She backed him up, timing her advance so that her mons were just pressing into his face as the back of his neck hit the edge of the kitchen chair behind him.
She inched a little further forward, forcing Steven to reach his hands down to the floor behind him for support as he lay his head on the seat. Then she opened her stance, straddling both the chair and his face.
Steven had a stunning view of her parted vaginal lips as well as the throbbing tunnel behind them.
"Oh my Goddd!..." he muttered just audibly. He glanced up. Mrs. Blain's voluptuous breasts were rising and falling hypnotically beneath her satin shirt as they loomed over him. His gaze finally mover higher to see his teacher smiling down at him with flashing eyes.
"Do you like my cream pie baby?..."
Steven wasn't totally sure if she was referring to her baking or her pussy but he could answer a heartfelt..."It's awesome!"...to both.
"That's the right answer. Would you like some more?..."
Without waiting for his answer Mrs. Blain reached towards the cake again. This time she swiped two fingers across it, collecting a large dollop of icing on her fingertips. She then tipped her pelvis up, reached down and deftly inserted those fingers into her tempting gash.
"Ohhh!..." she groaned quietly as she twisted her fingers around inside herself for an extra moment before sliding them back out. The icing was gone and there was only a very small smear of it at the lower juncture of her labia.
"Ohhh!..." Steven moaned in lusty agreement.
"Put your hands on me..." the shameless teacher instructed as she slowly squatted lower over Steven's face.
Steven reached up for Mrs. Blain's hips. He eagerly moved his hands up and down, over her stocking tops and her tautly stretched garters, half caressing, half clinging to her exposed flesh.
"Now show me how much you like my pie..." the dark haired vixen murmured as she pressed her pussy against Steven's panting lips.
"Ummmf!..." the prone young man moaned as Mrs. Blain's steamy trench enveloped his nose and mouth. Reflexively his tongue swept out into that inviting channel. He was rewarded with a generous sample of her gooey excitement.
"Oh yesss!... Unn Hnn.!...That's it! You saw where I put the cream didn't you lover? Now go get it!..." Mrs. Blain enthused.
And Steven answered with a feverish enthusiasm, starting at the bottom of her opening with his stiffened tongue and following the trail of frosting far up into her center.
"Ummff!...Ummf!...Umm!..." he moaned. The deeper he went the sweeter the taste got and that seemed to drive him crazy. He twisted his face back and forth and strained upwards between her curvaceous thighs to try and capture more of the elusive icing.
"Oh shit! That's good!..." Mrs. Blain moaned, edging her heels outward so that she could sit more heavily on Steven's now juice soaked face. She could feel an orgasm growing inside her and she could tell it was going to be a big one. She arched her back and leaned back to savor the incredible heat growing in her loins.
She reached behind her to steady herself and when she did that she placed both hands squarely over Steven's crotch. For a nano-second she wondered what it was she was leaning on but then realized that the iron bar under her hands was Steven's cock jutting through his trousers.
"Ohhhh!...' she purred, shifting her grip and closing one hand firmly on his steely prick and the other on his balls.
"Wahhhh!...." Steven cried when she did that. He thought he was going to come for sure. His hips slammed up so hard into her pressing hands that he almost threw Mrs. Blain off him.
The squirming teacher had to catch the back of the chair to maintain her position on Steven's face.
"Ummm! Excited aren't we! Well why don't you...Umm Hmm!... just make me come and then... Ahhh!...and then we'll see what we can do for you! ...Shittt!...I'm ...I'm very close! Just let me...Unnf!..." Evelyn panted as she leaned forward a little and began to ride her clit up and down on the bridge of Steven's nose.
The young man nursing at her loins had barely heard her. He was practically drowning in the deluge of juice that was pouring from Mrs. Blain's pussy. And still he continued to skewer her interior with his stabbing tongue.
"Mmm Hmm!...Mmm Hmm!...Mmm Hmm!..." he moaned gutturally.
"Nahhh!....Ahhh!...It's...I'm!...I'm....Ahhhh!..." Evelyn cried, dropping down heavily on Steven's face and onto his tirelessly twisting tongue. She held herself stock still as her groin began to quiver.
Steven could feel her cunt clench around his tongue and start to pulse. The first contraction was minimal but it was followed by another and another, each one harder than the last. Evelyn's whole body began to shudder more and more violently as the spasms wracked her loins.
"Coming!...Oh Goddd!...Ahhhh!...Ahhh!...Ohhh...Shitttt!..." she whimpered breathlessly.
And if Steven thought she was wet before, now there was a deluge of girl goo pouring from her loins. The remaining Boston cream re-emerged and that was followed by a surge of frothy fluids. Her slit was awash with moisture that made an effective seal around his nose and mouth.
Steven was suffocating and when he did manage a gasping breath what he got was another mouthful of Evelyn's girl juice. But gamely he continued to swirl his tongue around inside her, relishing her heated response even as his head began to swim.
"Ahhhh!...Nahhhh!...Oh my Goddd!..." Evelyn moaned as her steamy convulsions finally started to abate. She thought to look down just then and was thrilled to see Steven's eyes, just visible below her still twitching cunt, staring up at her in mute appeal.
With considerable effort she gathered her legs beneath her and straightened up off of the young man's face.
She backed up a little then gracefully swung one leg over him and stood to the side.
Steven collapsed on his ass and lay there gasping for breath. Idly he swiped one hand across his face which came away smeared with Evelyn's oily come.
Mrs. Blain stood there for a moment, her head cocked to the side, listening. Steven wondered what it was she was listening for but then he too heard the drone of the lawn mower going back and forth, but much further from the house than it had been originally.
Evelyn smiled when she too had heard the mower. Then she turned her eyes back to Steven with a predatory glare. She looked down at his crotch and her lips curled into a smile as she confirmed that he was still sporting some major wood.
She stepped over towards him, bent down, grabbed him by the front of his shirt and literally hauled him to his feet. Steven was feeling pretty shaky and made a mental note to remember that Mrs. Blain was a lot stronger than she looked.
She didn't say anything to him then. She simply reached down for the top of his pants, undid them and his belt and zipper and pushed them with his underwear down to his knees.
She turned him around by his shoulder towards the kitchen table. Then she leaned in against him from behind, making sure to mush her pneumatic tits hotly between his shoulder blades.
"Look at my poor cake. It's ruined. I can't take it over to our friends like that. I'm going to have to fix it. And you're going to help me fix it!..." Evelyn crooned into Steven's ear as she snaked her arm around his waist and closed her little fist on his erection.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!...Oh Goddd!..." Steven gasped, looking down in awe at his teacher's hand as she started stroking up and down the shaft of his tool.
He had become more aroused eating Mrs. Blain out than he had ever been before. And now this, getting fondled like this in her kitchen while her husband worked out in the yard was unbelievable. His balls were already drum taut in his loins and tingling with excitement.
"My husband could come in any time now so I'm going to make you come real quick. Is that O.K. sweetie?..." Evelyn purred, jacking the root of his cock hard and fast to illustrate her intentions. Her other hand was drifting idly through the crack of his ass.
"Ahhh!....I would...Nahhh!...O.K.!...I!...Ummm!...Whatever...whatever you think!..." Steven groaned. He was embarrassed to tell her how close he was already. He was biting his lip and clenching his loins trying to hold it back just a little longer. But his pre-come was streaming from his pee slit and pouring over the back of his teacher's jogging hand. Mrs. Blain smiled behind him, knowing exactly how excited he was.
She slipped her hand up his length and smeared her palm with his pre-come to lubricate it. When she went back to stroking him her hand made a juicy squishing noise as she raced it up and down his length. She leaned closer to him from behind, her breath gusting warmly in his ear.
"I want a big load from you all over my cake! I want to be able to taste your come later when I serve dessert to our friends. I'll be thinking about your cock throbbing in my hand while you were coming. I'm gonna' make you come so hard!. Ummm! I can hardly wait! Are you almost there honey? Are you?..." Evelyn purred.
But she knew that he was just barely hanging on. She drove her stroking fist to the root of his shaft and stopped it there, pressing down on him firmly. She turned her free hand over behind him, pressed her sharp nailed index finger against his anus, dropped her shoulder and jammed her finger up into the depths of his ass.
"Wahhhh!?...Mrs....Nahhh!...Blain!...That's soo...Ahhh...dirty!..." Steven wailed, lunging up on his tiptoes to try and evade his teacher's impaling digit. In doing so he strained upwards frantically into her clenched hand



Yet even as he protested her lewd anal assault Steven was amazed to discover that there was something incredibly erotic about the feeling of that outstretched digit poking around inside him. He put his hands down on the table in front of him and bent forward at the waist, conceding his quivering asshole to Mrs. Blain's obscene abuse.
"You mean... this... baby?.." Evelyn asked innocently as she twisted her finger around inside Steven's rectum.
"Or... this?..." she purred as she stabbed her delving fingertip into his prostate.
"Phwahhh!..." Steven yelped, his knees turning to water when she did that. Her lewdly pressing finger was more than he could take! His balls kicked convulsively and an enormous comet of sperm erupted from the end of his prick.
Mrs. Blain had judged the trajectory perfectly because the first greasy rope of sperm, followed quickly by several more staccato bursts, sailed up past his nose then rained back down on the Boston cream pie on the table.
"Naaahh!...Ahhh!...Ahhh!..." Steven barked with each successive spasm that wracked his loins.
Mrs. Blain smiled to feel Steven's whole body shuddering as his orgasm consumed him. His anus was clenched so tight around her plundering finger that she couldn't budge it. And you could have driven nails with his cock, it was so hard, as it continued to erupt under her encouraging hand.
"Yeah baby!...Come for me!...That's it!...Umm Hmm!...Come!...Come all over my cake!..."
"Ahhh!...Nahhh!...Unnn!..." Steven groaned as his balls pounded feverishly.
As the first series of spurts started to wane, Mrs. Blain had to unwind herself from behind Steven. She gave his prostate one more hearty jab that made him sway on trembling legs like he was going to faint. Then she snapped her intruding digit out of his ass with a quick flick of her wrist. Steven barked like a dog when she did that. She moved to his side and quickly changed hands on his cock so she could reach across the table and bring the cake closer to his fountaining dick.
As the come erupted more and more feebly, Evelyn levered Steven's cock downwards so that she could milk the last of the sperm out of him and directly onto the cake. Patiently she kept working him with her practiced hand, extracting an enormous amount of cream from his now cringing testicles. She didn't stop until the only thing emerging from his gaping pee slit were some frothy bubbles.
"There. I think that will be plenty to repair the damage don't you?..." Mrs. Blain said as she released Steven's softening prick. She had turned to him with a warm smile and reached out towards his face. But then she stopped with her hand in mid air. She listened for a moment then reached down for a napkin that was on the table.
She flipped it to Steven as she picked up the cake and moved back towards the island.
"Wipe your face and do up your pants..." she said brusquely as she adjusted her apron and her hair with her free hand.
Steven wondered why she was suddenly acting so strangely and then he heard the back door opening.
Mrs. Blain picked up the spatula and went to work refinishing the top of the cake.
Steven had only just managed to wipe his face. He yanked his shorts and pants up and just put himself away but he didn't have time to fasten his belt or his zipper or anything. He was holding his pants closed with the napkin sort of covering up his open fly, he hoped, when Tom came into the kitchen. He didn't immediately look at Steven.
"Hi hon. Still working on that cake? You've been at that for a while. Is everything O.K.?
"I wasn't happy with the icing. It didn't have much flavor. So I made a new batch. Steven helped. As a matter of fact you might say he came up with the secret ingredient. Want a lick?..." Evelyn asked holding up the spatula and offering it to her husband.
Steven held his breath as he watched Tom reach for the wooden implement. Even across the room he could clearly see the blobs of come streaked across the white icing. Tom took a healthy lick from the spatula and made a show of tasting it.
"Ummm...That's interesting. A little different. Not as sweet as the last time you made it. But interesting. There's definitely an unusual flavor to it. What is it?..." he asked, turning his eyes back and forth from Steven to his wife.
"Ahhhh...Nutmeg!..." Steven blurted out.
"Sour Cream!..." Mrs. Blain replied at the same time.
They looked at each other with a quick 'Damn it!' look on both their faces before Mrs. Blain said..."And a couple of other things. So are you done mowing?'
"Ahhh! I was almost done and I ran out of gas. I just came in to get my car keys."
"It's getting late hon and you know how pissy Meghan gets if we're late."
"Don't worry. I won't be more than twenty minutes. And if I get the gas now I can finish mowing in the morning without having to deal with all that 'Sunday morning going to church' traffic. Honest. I won't be long..." Tom said as he scooped up the keys from the counter and turned to leave. As his eyes turned to Steven he noticed that the young man looked very awkward the way he was standing there with his two hands clasped in front of him holding his napkin.
"Is everything going O.K. Steve. She's not being too hard on you I hope. Her bark is actually worse than her bite. Well not really but hopefully you're not in that much trouble. Say which ingredient did you come up with for that icing?"
"Ahhh...it was the nutmeg..." Steven said, blushing furiously.
"Oh yeah...the nutmeg. I'll have to remember that. O.K. Well I'm on my way. Back in a flash..." Tom said with a jaunty wave as he strode out of the kitchen.
Mrs. Blain watched him go with an ever increasing smile. Once they saw the roofline of the bright red mustang go by the kitchen window she turned back to Steven. She undid her apron, pulled it over her head and laid it on the counter. She came around the island, kicking off her heels and unbuttoning her satin blouse as she did so.
"I'd say we've got time for a quickie if you can get it up, wouldn't you?..." she purred as she stopped in front of Steven. She stripped her shirt off and draped it over one of the chairs. Under her blouse she was wearing a deeply cut black satin bra that was barely able to contain her bulging breasts. She reached out for the napkin Steven was holding and took it from his hands. She smiled to see that his pants were still open.
"Take them off.." she said nodding at his trousers.
As she said it she was backing towards the kitchen table. When she bumped it with her ass she put her hands behind her and shimmied onto it. She only backed onto the table about a foot, just far enough so that she could bring her feet up. She placed her feet so that she could hook the edge of the table with her toes. Her knees were bent almost in half and spread wide forming a dramatic vee. At the base of that delta her brazenly displayed pussy beckoned invitingly.
Steven was stumbling as he tried to take off his pants, obviously transfixed by the lewd vision in front of him.
"Can you baby?...Can you get it up for me?..." she asked, reaching into her groin and spreading her puffy labia with both hands. Her interior was a gleaming, deep crimson color that was visibly pulsing as if it had a life of its own.
The spectacle that Mrs. Blain presented as she leaned forward over her own loins, her big tits squashed together by her upper arms as she opened herself to Steven's gaze, would have given a dead man a hard-on.
"Cause if you can, get it up for me I mean, I've got someplace wet and warm you can put it! Would you like that lover?..." Evelyn said, letting one index finger roam upwards towards her clit while the other one edged towards her juicy center.
There was no way that Steven could resist such a lewd proposal. By the time his pants hit the floor his erection was as hard as a wooden post and waving stiffly at his groin. His natural inclination was to cover it up with his hands, but he knew that Mrs. Blain wanted to see it. So he steeled himself to stand there and endure her lusty scrutiny.
"Ohh my! That's a beauty! A 'Goldilocks cock'... " Mrs. Blain cooed, her eyes locked on Steven's resurgent tool.
When Steven gave her a quizzical look she explained..."A "Goldilocks cock', not too big, not too small. It's just right! Now why don't you bring that pretty thing over here and we'll put it to some good use...." Mrs. Blain urged, crooking one finger invitingly at him from between her splayed loins.
Steven edged toward the table, his cock in the lead as if it we're being pulled towards his teacher's pussy on an invisible thread.
"Unnn...Mrs. Blain I don't have a condom or anything like that..." he whispered, his eyes locked on the prize before him.
As he moved into position in front of Mrs. Blain's open loins, she snaked out her hand and closed it on his throbbing boner. Thankfully he had just come or else he might have been spraying the inside of her thighs when her little hand closed around him.
Mrs. Blain was touched by his gentlemanly concern but she wasn't worried about a condom. She managed to tear her eyes away from Steven's cock long enough to look him in the eyes and say..."My husband is the only one who fucks me bare back!..."
She levered his cock downwards and began to drag his inflamed up and down through her seething slit.
"But when we're eating our cream cake tonight I want to feel you dripping down my leg. I want you to come so deep up inside me that you'll be leaking out of me for a week. And tonight, if anybody says to me there's something running down your stockings I'll tell them I know. So do me just like this baby. Do me raw!..." Evelyn encouraged as she lined up the tip of Steven's cock with her steamy center.
Steven couldn't believe how excited Mrs. Blain's dirty talk was making him. He groaned, closed his eyes and thrust his hips forward toward her tempting slit.
Mrs. Blain kept her fist closed tightly on him, refusing to allow him entry. But when Steven gave another frustrated little lunge, she released him. His engorged tool drove all the way up inside her in one smooth thrust. He only stopped when his eager balls slapped into the crack of her ass.
"Oh my Goddd!...." Steven moaned as Mrs. Blain's pussy surrounded his entire length. She was hot and wet as promised. Not only did her molten sheath grip him like a satin glove, but it rippled and pressed around him, sending lightning bolts of arousal flashing through his groin.
Mrs. Blain's eyes opened wide at the feeling of Steven's big cock stretching her insides.
"You've got a nice one baby! I'm going to really enjoy this..." the older woman enthused. With her eyes still locked on Steven's, she reached down for his hips with both hands. She pushed him back until his cock was almost out and then she pulled him back to her, hard.
"Oh shit!..." he gasped as he glided up inside her juicy interior. Steven could actually feel a little spurt of her juice spray against his balls when his knob bottomed out against her cervix.
Mrs. Blain's eyes never left his as she moved his hips with her hands, jamming him in and out of her clinging depths in a relentless rhythm.
Reflexively Steven's hands shot out, clutching at her bra covered boobs like a drowning man reaching for a life ring. At the same time he planted his feet and took over the pleasurable task of driving himself in and out of his teacher's receptive pussy
"Yesss damn it! Fuck me like that! Squeeze my tits while you pound my cunt!...Unn Hnn!... That's it!...Un Hnn!..." Mrs. Blain moaned. She gripped the edge of the table with her hands to steady herself ahead of Steven's increasingly frenzied attack.
The panting young man had never felt anything as exciting as his teacher's silky quim gripping him with every thrust he made inside her. He twisted her breasts like they were doorknobs as his arousal consumed him. His balls drew up painfully tight in his groin and that big tingle in his loins became almost unbearable.
"Nahhhh!...Mrs. Blain I...I...I can't ...can't help it...I'm going to...co...co...come soon!..." Steven gasped, his loins slapping loudly against Evelyn's with every jarring lunge he made up inside her.
"Yesss baby!...Come!...Come inside me!...I want to feel you do it!...Have you got a big load for me baby?...I'll bet you do don't you?...Show me how much come you've got for me Stevie!...Fill me with it!..." she panted as her own excitement mounted.
"Don't make me wait for it!...Give it to me!...Come for me!...Come on!...Commme!..." Mrs. Blain encouraged, wrapping her legs around Steven's waist and holding him tight against her writhing loins. Her eyes were flashing as she bore down on him with her inner muscles.
Steven could feel her grinding her hard edged uterus against the underside of his knob when she did that. That was where he was most sensitive. His breath stopped and his head began to swim. His whole body stiffened up as Mrs. Blain tightened her leg lock on him.
And then a wracking spasm seized his testicles and his come began to jet up from his balls in a thundering cascade of sperm.
Mrs. Blain's eyes went wide when she felt that first jet of hot come burst inside her. And it was quickly followed by more as Steven helplessly ejaculated into her clutching womb.
"Nahhhhh!...Phwahhhh!..Ahhhh!..." he whimpered, feeling like he might actually pass out, so intense were the contractions shuddering through his loins.
"Oh yeahhh!...Umm Hmm!...There!...Umm Hmmm!..I can feel it lover!...There!...Every time you come!... Ohhhh!...That's so...Unn!...good!...Give it to me!...Give me... every... drop..." Mrs. Blain urged, reaching down under the juncture of her pussy and Steven's cock. She closed her cupped palm on his balls and started milking them firmly
"Ohhhhh!...Oh Jeez!...Easy!...Ahhh! Goddd!...Easy!..." he moaned when she did that. Her knowing touch started a new tide of sperm from his now aching testicles.
Eventually Steven had to put his hands on her shoulders for support as his wrenching spasms went on and on and his knees began to turn to jelly.
Mrs. Blain was clearly very pleased with him.
"So much come lover!...Mmmm!...I'm just full of it!...Mmm Hmmm!...It's going to be leaking out of me for days. I hope Tom likes the taste of your nutmeg..." she teased as she gave his balls a quick little twist. Steven sucked in a gasping little cry when she did that and his cock lurched hard inside her.
She continued pumping his balls and milking him with her twisting vagina until his fiery flow finally started to ease.
She waited a little longer still and then transferred the hand she had on his nuts to the base of his cock. She ringed him there with the circle of her thumb and forefinger and squeezed him tight as she slowly eased him out of her sodden tunnel.
Steven had no idea whether or not Mrs. Blain was trying to hold his come inside her. But regardless, when she pulled his cock out a river of creamy goo surged out of her pussy and started trickling over the edge of the table where it puddled on the floor between his feet.
Mrs. Blain ignored that but kept her smiling eyes locked on Steven's.
"Did you enjoy that baby? Am I a good fuck?..." she asked naughtily.
"Oh God Mrs. Blain!...That was incredible!...I mean I've...I've never...ahhh...made love like that before..." Steven panted as his teacher kept him hard with the firm grip she had on his erection.
Mrs. Blain slipped down off the table and moved close to Steven so she could whisper in his ear...."I'm glad you liked it baby! But tell me, why settle for one hole when you can have two?..."
Steven had no idea what she was asking.
"What do you mean?..." he asked.
But rather than answering his question directly Mrs. Blain replied..."Do your little girl friends at school take it up the ass for you baby? I'll bet they don't do they?..." the sultry vixen asked. She felt Steven's hard cock twitch in her hand in response to her obscene enquiry. She guessed he was starting to figure it out. And Mrs. Blain went on..."Not many women like to take it up the ass sweetie....But I do!...I love it up the ass!...Do you want to try me?..."
She definitely felt the blood pulse through Steven's shaft as he realized what she was suggesting.
"Ahhh...Geeez Mrs. Blain...I've never...I mean I haven't...you know...really thought about it..." Steven stammered lamely. He couldn't believe she was really offering him her ass. He had never in his wildest dreams imagined anything like this happening. He didn't think it was right but there was something rudely exciting about the vision he had in his mind of his cock half buried up her clinging nether hole. He really hoped she wasn't kidding about this.
Mrs. Blain knew Steven had probably never had the chance to try any anal sex. He probably found the whole idea of it kind of dirty and obscene. It was a little game she was playing with him and she was thrilled to see that she was getting him excited again, although he probably wouldn't admit it. But his cock was looking pretty interested
She didn't care which hole of hers he wanted to fuck. Her pussy, her ass, her mouth. It was all the same to her. She had probably had more cocks up her ass than he had had hot lunches. But what she wanted was to tempt him out of his comfort zone and then afterwards play on his guilt and remorse to make sure he didn't give her any trouble about catching her with Mr. Gerard..
"Come here baby. Come over here..." Mrs. Blain instructed, backing towards the sink and the window looking out into the yard and pulling Steven along with her by his recharged tool.
When she reached the counter by the sink she turned around to face it. She spread her legs into an inverted vee and rested one elbow on the counter. Her ass jutted back towards Steven, her glistening cunt and rosebud anus both on lewd display.
With her head turned over her shoulder so she could watch him she pulled his cock towards her, steering it towards her puckering sphincter. With her free hand she reached out toward the baking supplies. There was a stick of butter there. She swiped her finger through it then reached back and smeared it over her lewdly exposed bung hole.
"Hot buttered asshole! I'd love to have you lick it for me but right now I want you to fuck it!..."
"Ahhh...But...Mrs. Blain...What about your husband? He might be back any time. What if he catches us? What would we do?..." Steven stammered uneasily.
"We've got time. Besides we'd see him pulling up. That's why I came over here by the window. Anyway, Tom adores me. He'd believe we were rehearsing for the school play if I told him that's what we were doing. I find husbands are remarkably understanding when you've got one hand on their balls and their cock half way down your throat. Now put it in!..." Mrs. Blain instructed, reaching back with her free hand and pulling one of her creamy cheeks to the side. This made her well oiled brownie stretch open in an inviting fashion.
Steven stared uncertainly at that crinkled little orifice until Mrs. Blain tugged his crimson knob right up against it.
"Push it in!..." she instructed with a wicked smile.
Steven gave a hesitant little push but nothing happened. She wasn't going to make it that easy for him.
"Come on baby! On Monday I'm going to wear my black leather skirt to class. The one you like so much. And when I walk past your desk, and you're ogling my ass like you always do, you don't want to be thinking...'I could have had that, if only...if only...' Put it in sweetie! Really push!..."
"I'm...I'm trying!...Oh Godddd!..." he moaned as Mrs. Blain's tantalizing asshole resisted his thrust. His cock crown bounced off her unyielding rectum like it was surrounded by a force field.
She smiled at his frustrated squirming as she kept her rear hole tightly clenched against him. You didn't give it all up at once!



She tightened her grip on his shaft and once more pressed him against her defiant little star.
"Sometimes you have to take what you want baby! Especially when it's right there in front of you! If you had seen what Mr. Gerard did to your little friend Lindsey, you'd know what I'm talking about!..." Mrs. Blain purred, watching a whole range of confused emotions flicker behind Steven's eyes when she said that.
"When we're back in school and you see me touch myself like this..." she said, moving one hand just behind her hip and smoothing it up and down from her waist to the bottom of her ass..."When I do that you'll know I'll be thinking about how it felt when you forced your big cock up my little butt and then gave me a good reaming before you filled my ass with your hot come. Can you do that for me baby? Drill my ass for me? I really want it!..."
Steven couldn't refuse his sexy teacher. He grasped her hips with both hands, bent his knees and leaned more and more heavily into the parted crevice of her ass. Suddenly her sphincter relaxed and the blunt nose of his cock breached that resisting channel. He drove two or three inches of his cock into her constricted back passage before she clamped down on him again and held him locked in place where he was.
"Ohhhh!..." Mrs. Blain gasped, her eyes going round as saucers and her lips parted in a shocked O. She was only faking it but wanted Steven to think she was startled by the size of his cock. She staggered on her wide spread feet but quickly recovered herself.
"Wait baby!...Ummm!..." she whimpered.
"You're so big! Let me just get used to you..." she simpered. In reality she would have been happy to just let him start plowing her. But she wanted to excite him a little more first by making him wait for it. She reached down into her groin and started drawing quick circles around her clit with her index finger. Every so often she'd stroke her finger lightly across it, making herself quiver with excitement.
Steven couldn't believe that his cock was actually inserted in the searing confines of his chemistry teacher's butt. Her little rear hole was incredibly tight. It felt like he must be all the way up her even though he could see he had only half his throbbing prick in. He tried nudging more into her juicy sheath but he couldn't get anywhere.
"Just hold still!..." Mrs. Blain said in a breathy murmur.
Still looking over her shoulder into Steven's eyes, she rocked back onto his throbbing fuck stick. Incredibly she impaled herself on his length all the way to his balls before she stopped.
"There! How's thatl?..." she asked innocently, giving her ass a lewd little shake that twisted Steven's cock excruciatingly around inside her.
"Oh my Godd!..." he groaned in response.
"I thought you'd like that. Now just hold still and let me do you for a minute."
And with that Mrs. Blain started pumping back and forth on Steven's pole. Long, deliberate slides that went from the bulging tip of his knob, all the way back to his balls. A couple of times she really banged herself back on him, frictioning his cock in a way that soon had his come churning in his balls.. And at the same time she continued to toy with her eagerly swelling clit.
Steven glided in and out of her nether hole as smoothly as if her were running on a rail. Except when she settled on the root of his shaft and bore down on him with her greasy rectum. He yelped in surprised excitement when she did that, his loins tensing with arousal.
The eager young man grabbed her hips with both hands and yanked her back onto his pole like he was pulling on an old boot.
"Shit yesss!...That's it!..." Mrs. Blain gasped as Steven's cock lunged deep up into her bowels.
"Ummmm Goddd!..." he moaned with his own arousal. He started to work his hands and his hips in concert, pulling her back hard while he pumped into her, smacking her ass with his hips as he drove himself in and out of her. The friction was really starting to burn, inciting Steven to thrust in and out of Mrs. Blain's clinging asshole ever faster.
"That's it!...Unn Hnn!...Oh yeah!...Fuck that ass!...Really give it to me!...Tear it up and then fill it with your come!..." Evelyn cried.
"Yess!...Yess!...Yess!..." Steven moaned in time with his feverish fuck strokes. It wasn't going to be long before he blasted a monster load up into his teacher's tight little heinie.
That's when the red mustang crunched up the gravel driveway and stopped in front of the garage.
"Oh shit! He's back! Quick! Before he catches us!..." Steven cried, fumbling at Mrs. Blain's hips to try and pull himself out.
But the dark haired beauty reached back and sank the nails of her hand deep into Steven's hip. At the same time she clenched her butt so tight on him that he couldn't dislodge his engorged prick from her ass's vice like grip.
"No! Finish it! He won't come in yet! We've still got time! Just hold still..." Mrs. Blain instructed, straightening so that she was standing upright in front of Steven. In this new position her ass hugged every inch of his pulsing erection. Steven noticed her shoulder drop as she started to lightly slap her clit with her fingertips.
"But!...but...he's right there!...He could come in any time!..." Steven groaned, not sure what to do. Mr. Blain was moving gas cans from the trunk of his car to somewhere out of sight in the garage. But Steven couldn't ignore the way that Mrs. Blain's ass was rippling irresistibly around his cock as she shimmied back against him and played with herself.
"Shut up and shove it in! As deep as you can!..." she hissed as she pinched her puffy little clit between her thumb and her forefinger. She rubbed it and squeezed it and started twisting it back and forth
Steven did as he was told, straining upwards from his toes. He could feel himself displacing her internal organs as he impaled his shameless teacher on his engorged tool.
"Nahhh!...Yes!...Ahhh!..Godddd!...Here...it... comes!..." the gasping beauty moaned as a feverish tension gripped her loins. She slipped her other hand off Steven's hip, reached back under her parted thighs and firmly gripped his balls.
Tom was closing the trunk of his car now. But he was texting someone on his cell phone and didn't seem to be quite ready to come in yet.
"Unnnnn!....Ahhhhh!....Yessss!...Yesss!...Yesss!..." Evelyn cried ever louder, as a series of shuddering contractions swept through her loins. She was coming magnificently on Steven's plundering cock and pressing his balls in time with the spasms pulsing through her.
"Ahhhhh!....Shittt!...." Steven gasped as Mrs. Blain's asshole started milking his cock. At the same time her hand was working his testicles, clenching and unclenching them in a hard, demanding rhythm. There was no way he could hold it when she did that.
He wrapped his arms around her waist, lifted her feet off the ground as he lunged upwards and unleashed a searing fountain of sperm into her butt.
"Wahhh!....Ahhhh!...Nahhhh!..." he cried as his own wracking orgasm overwhelmed him.
"Oh shit yes!...That's it!...Come in my ass!...Oh my Goddd!...It's so hot!...Yes!... Again!... Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!..." the wanton older woman encouraged.
Steven hung onto Mrs. Blain for dear life as his cock spat one burst of come after another into her receptive bowels. He couldn't have disengaged himself from her then if her husband walked through the door with his whole bowling team.
And Evelyn wasn't in much better shape. With her feet dangling in the air, she shuddered like a rag doll with every spurt of come that jetted up into her. If it wasn't for the way she was impaled on Steven's cock, like a butterfly on a pin, she would have slid to the floor like a quivering wreck. She had little choice but to lay back and enjoy all the heat and excitement that was thundering through her loins.
"Unnn!....Umm!...Unnn!..." Steven groaned. His knees were starting to tremble from the effort of holding his teacher hoisted up on his lap. His cock was loosing all sensitivity and his testicles were starting to ache. He was amazed that he was still coming.
And that was largely because Evelyn had managed to hold onto his quaking balls through all this and she was reflexively pumping them in time with his ejaculation. She wanted to make sure she extracted every drop he had. There was such a torrent of goo accumulating under her ass that it was trickling in greasy trails down Steven's legs.
"Nahhh!...Godd!...Please Mrs. Blain!...Easy!...Please!..." Steven moaned as his teacher relentlessly milked his excruciating nuts. She could feel that his come had stopped flowing inside her but still she squeezed another and another dry spasm out of him.
Steven looked out and saw that Mr. Blain was closing up his cell phone. He looked uncertainly at it like he was half expecting another message. He started walking slowly towards the kitchen.
"Shit!...Oh shit!..." Steven gasped as he unceremoniously dropped Mrs. Blain onto her feet in front of him. His cock had softened to the point that even Evelyn's snapping asshole couldn't hold him inside any longer. She let out a low mournful moan as his tumid flesh slipped out of her. She and Steven both watched as a surge of creamy sperm followed his exiting cock and ran in a viscous stream down her nylon hose.
Then she raised her head to see her husband approaching the back steps.
"Grab your pants and go sit on the other side of the table..." she instructed. As she was saying this she was calmly walking back around to the other side of the kitchen island, picking up her blouse and apron along the way. Steven did as he was told but he was panting and shivering uncontrollably, certain that they were about to be discovered.
Mrs. Blain smoothly slipped her shirt on without bothering to try and button it. She put her apron on over her head and that pretty much concealed her near nudity underneath. Then she started talking to him in mid sentence....
"...if you do that I'm sure you'll be able to keep the grade point average you need to get into Brown. And if you want any suggestions as to other schools you could apply to as a kind of 'fall back' plan, schools that have well reputed...oh hi hon! I didn't hear you drive up..." Mrs. Blain said, turning a cheery smile towards her husband who had just stuck his head in the kitchen doorway.
"You two are still at it I see. At this rate we'll be taking Steven out to dinner with us. What do you say Steve? Do you have plans?..."
Steven was so petrified, sitting there with no pants on that, he could only stare at Mrs. Blain's husband like he was the headless horseman. It seemed to him that the kitchen reeked of sex. It was all he could do not to let his eyes drift to the huge smears of come that were clearly visible on the floor tiles in front of the sink and in front of the kitchen table. He couldn't utter a sound.
"We're just wrapping it up sweetie. Now you need to get ready. If you jump in the shower now I might come up and wash your back."
"Please Captain. Not in front of the Klingons!..." Tom said with a corny Mister Spock accent and a nod at Steven.
"Right. No dinner for you then sir. Fine! All the more for me. I'm for the shower then where I'll be waiting for you with a big...smile. Steven. Nice to have met you. Take care..." Tom said just before he turned and disappeared down the hall.
Mrs. Blain watched him go and then turned her beaming face back to Steven.
"I'd ask you to join us but I don't think Tom would like it."
Steven opened his mouth to say something but all that came out was a strangled... "Eeep!" He felt himself slump down in his seat like a deflated balloon.
"What are you doing! You better get your pants on and get out of here. I wouldn't push my luck if I were you..." Mrs. Blain said as she strolled around the counter and walked over to the extremely red faced young man sitting at her table.
"And just to be clear. I expect you will be completely discreet about...everything. If I can trust you for that I think there's every possibility that we can have some more fun...soon! I hope I can count on you baby..." Mrs. Blain murmured, reaching out and laying her warm palm against Steven's cheek. With her other hand she reached back under her butt and swiped a big blob of his come off her stocking top. She brought her gooey finger to her mouth, pressed it through her puckered lips and then pulled it out clean.
"Mmmm!...Tastes like more!..." she purred with a lewd wink.
"Now go. I'll let you see yourself out!"
"Naa Huh!..." was Steven's response as he struggled to pull on his pants without standing up and exposing himself. Mrs. Blain gave him a pouty little air kiss and then she turned to follow her husband up to the shower. Steven had no idea how she was going to make herself presentable but then it struck him that Tom looked like he was quite eager to see her more undressed that dressed just then.
The young man's head was swimming as he stumbled out the front door and lurched over to his car. He sat behind the wheel for probably longer than he should before he finally gave his head a shake, turned the key and got going. It had to be the Rings. There was no other explanation. If this sort of thing kept up he was going to have to start keeping a diary.
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"Have you ever done any riding Dan? You've grown up a lot in the last couple of years. You look like you'd be pretty comfortable in the saddle."
"Well mom did take me to a pony ride when I was eight..." Dan answered, rather cleverly he thought given how much trouble he was having keeping focused on Mrs. Robinson's casual banter.
She had asked him to come over and do some stone work on the artificial waterfall by her pool. Dan could use the extra money but that wasn't what had made him jump at the offer.
A couple of weeks earlier he had picked his mother up after she had spent the afternoon around the pool at her best friend's house. Christine Robinson had walked his mother out to the driveway wearing the most daring little swimsuit he had ever seen. It was just a tiny width of white nylon that looped around her neck, criss crossed over her voluptuous tits and then plunged down into the vee at the top of her loins. The skimpy material then reversed direction through the crack of her ass and fastened to a gold chain that cinched her waist.
She was wearing high heeled flip flops and with every step she took her pendulous jugs jiggled and heaved, threatening to spill out either side of her skimpy top.
Mrs. Robinson had an incredible body for a woman her age. She must have had her daughter Nikki, who was a couple of years older than Dan, when she was still a girl.
Dan would never have admitted it but he thought Christine Robinson was incredibly hot. The thought that she might be lying around the pool in that same suit or something equally revealing while he spent a couple of hours over there doing some work made the choice easy. But things weren't working out exactly the way he had hoped.
After getting him started on the job Christine had disappeared for a little while. When she came back she wasn't dressed for the pool which was a big disappointment. Her lustrous dark hair was pulled back and braided tightly behind her head. She had on high black boots and skin tight, wine colored riding breeches. Her melon sized breasts were thrusting boldly our above her waspishly thin waist through the white nylon jersey that she was wearing. She had a little black riding helmet clutched under her arm against her side. She was also holding a riding crop across her chest with both hands, idly playing with the leather square on the business end of it while she talked to Dan. Although he was transfixed by Mrs. Robinson's massive mammaries, he couldn't help but notice the nasty looking studded brass ferrule that she was toying with on the end of the whip.
'That would leave a mark' he couldn't help but think.
Mrs. Robinson smiled indulgently at Dan's rather feeble joke.
"The feeling of all that power coiled up beneath you. The acceleration as you approach the hurdle. A well timed stroke of encouragement with the whip. Then the shuddering impact on the other side before your mount lunges forward again. It really is quite exhilarating..." Mrs. Robinson enthused, her eyes smoldering into Dan's.
"I can only...ahhh... imagine..." Dan stuttered, struggling mightily to maintain eye contact with the statuesque equestrienne. Then shaking his head as if to clear it he added...
"But if you're not going to be here, what if I have a question about the stone work? What should I do?"
"Oh not to worry. Nikki is here with a friend of hers. She can tell you what to do. Now don't you let those college girls distract you. You've got work to do. I'll see you later..." Mrs. Robinson said, slapping Dan's chest playfully with her little whip. Even though it was just the merest tap Dan could feel those little studs nipping at his flesh. Then she turned on her heel and headed for the gate at the end of the yard.
Dan was truly sad to see her go. And he also wasn't wildly enthusiastic to be left to be supervised by Mrs. Robinson's snotty daughter Nikki. Although this younger version of her mother was very pretty, Nikki was all caught up in the dumb sorority she belonged to at college. If you weren't on the football team or in some stuck up fraternity there, you weren't going to get the time of day from her.
Well with any luck she'd stay inside and he wouldn't have to see her. He could handle any difficulties with the stone work. That would be no problem.
But the gods weren't smiling on Dan Brown that day. He had barely begun to mix the first batch of mortar when who came giggling out of the rec room door towards the pool but Nicky and her friend.
Rather than be totally rude Dan tried a friendly..."Hi!..." as the girls pulled a couple of lounge chairs nearer to the water.
They looked in his direction. Nikki managed the faintest smile and a half hearted little wave before returning to her conversation with her friend. Well at least she hadn't ignored him totally. Dan went back to mixing his mortar. It was hot work and he had soon taken his shirt off and was working in just his jeans.
He couldn't help but notice out of the corner of his eye that the girls were taking off their shorts and sloppy blouses. They were obviously planning on enjoying the sun, maybe even go for a swim. Well it was their pool.
But as the outer wear was removed and more girlish flesh was revealed, Dan was finding it more and more difficult to keep his mind on his work.
Both girls were wearing powder blue swimsuits. Nikki's was a fairly minimal bikini. She had darkish hair like her mother and a great figure. Not the oversized chest that her mother had but a nice curvaceous body nonetheless. Her friend however was the one that had really got Dan's attention. She was a big girl, half a head taller that Nikki with the broad shoulders of a competitive swimmer. But swimmers didn't usually have the breast work that this young lady had been blessed with. She was like an amazon goddess. Her generous cleavage was clearly visible even from a distance beneath the plunging neckline of her one piece swimsuit. She had short cropped blonde hair, long muscular legs and a narrow waist. Amazing!
Dan had to give his head a shake and tried to focus once more on the huge pile of odd sized stones awaiting his attention. He went back to it and had been at it for a while when he heard the girls splashing around in the pool. This time when he turned to look he found that they were both staring back at him. Nikki sidled over closer to her friend and draped an arm around her back. It looked to Dan like she was deliberately rubbing her tits against her friend's. He must be imagining things. Nikki was holding his gaze, smiling at him while at the same time speaking at some length to her friend. The blonde was also looking directly at Dan as she listened to Nikki.
Then Dan was almost positive that he saw Nikki's hand edge around the blonde's back and caress the side of her boob. The other girl's smile got a little broader as she held Dan's gaze. Then Nikki nodded towards Dan and gave her friend a quick kiss on the cheek.
Both girls turned to step out of the pool. Nikki slid into the nearest lounge chair but her friend started walking towards Dan.
He really didn't want to stare. He should be paying attention to his work. But the tall blonde walked towards him with the hypnotic gait of a runway model. Her arms swung at her sides and her shoulders twisted, making her pendulous tits sway rhythmically as she stalked towards him. Dan couldn't take his eyes off her. It was all he could do to keep his jaw from dropping down on his chest.
The blonde stopped in front of him. She stuck out her hand towards him and said..."Hi. I'm Karla. Nikki wants you to come..."
Dan put his hand in Karla's and began to shake. "Pardon me..." he said, not sure he was hearing correctly.
Karla didn't release his hand. She half turned and pulled him after her like she was leading a small child..."Nikki wants you to come...Please..." she said again, pulling Dan after her.
It was only then that he realized that Karla had a European accent and that she wasn't suggesting any sexual inclination on Nikki's part. He relaxed a little and was happy to follow Karla. The view from the rear was almost as awesome as the one from the front. As she walked ahead of him her gum dropped shaped ass cheeks looked like two cats wrestling in a bag beneath her form fitting swim suit.
They stopped when they reached Nikki in her chair. Karla remained standing next to Dan.
"Hello Dan. Mother said she had you doing some odd jobs around the house. I was wondering if you would mind helping us. This Friday is Delta Nu's annual Blues Night. Karla and I are involved in a little contest that is sort of the finale of the evening. Karla's from Germany by the way. She's here on a hockey scholarship. Anyway, she's pledging for my sorority. She's my little sister and partner for the contest. So do you think you could help us?"
Karla was lightly running her fingertip up and down Dan's shoulder while Nikki talked to him. Dan found her touch very distracting.
"Well I don't really know much about the blues Nikki. I more of a Rock and Roll guy myself. But do you need some help with decorations or what?..." he asked.
Nikki smiled as if Dan had said something humorous.
"It's not that kind of blues Dan. But if it's alright with you we'll show you exactly what we need."
"Sure. I guess." Dan said, wondering what he was letting himself in for.
"Great. Now Karla's going to open your pants and get your cock out. Don't freak out. It's all part of the contest. Just think of us like we're your doctors. And don't worry. It's not like we haven't seen one before."
"What?...No!...You're not serious..." Dan protested, just standing there, not believing what he was hearing.
Nikki looked at her friend and nodded towards the front of Dan's pants.
"Go on..." she said.
Karla never hesitated. She reached out with both hands and had Dan's belt and pants open in a heartbeat. Her pneumatic tits brushed his chest thrillingly as she slid to her knees in front of him. As she descended she pulled his pants and his shorts to his knees, baring his surprised tool to the girls' eager gaze.
Before Dan fully realized that Nikki wasn't kidding, Karla had reached out and closed her hand around the middle of his prick. Dan could feel himself stiffening quickly under her soft touch.
"Oh my! You do have a nice one! It's exactly what we need. Now hold still. Karla's just going to get you hard. ..Mmm Hmm!... Wow!... Just like that!..." Nikki snickered.
It took Dan a moment to get over his initial shock but when he finally did he tried to free himself from Karla's sensuously caressing hand. But as he went to take a step backwards Nikki sat up straight in her chair. Her hand flashed out and she sank her sharp nails deep into the back of Dan's thigh.
"Now don't be like that baby. You said you'd help and we'd really, really appreciate it wouldn't we Karla?..."
"Oh yahh! Nikki and I, we think we will make your cock happy to help us Dan. Wouldn't that be very good?..." Karla asked as she continued to work the blushing young man over with her practiced hand.
Dan stopped trying to writhe away as Nikki's nails dug painfully into the back of his leg.
"Ahh Ahh!...Alright! Alright!...Easy Nikki!...But what's this got to do with your party?..."
Nikki smiled brightly when Dan stepped forward again, seemingly resigned to Karla's shameless fondling.
"Well our 'Blues' contest pits seven teams against each other. Each team is made up of one senior and her pledge sister or brother, from Delta Nu on the girls side and Phi Tau on the boys side. Karla and I will be paired with two boys from Phi Tau. All seven foursomes start together. The girls must be sexually stimulating one of the boys at all times, without letting them come. The boys will have all sworn to have gone without any sex, including jerking off, for at least seven days. That's what makes it so interesting. I don't suppose you've had any sex in the last seven days have you Dan?"
"Unn!...Unn!...Nooo!..." Dan grunted. But whether this was acknowledging Nikki's rude question or in response to Karla's rhythmically stroking hand was not clear. What was obvious was his growing arousal. He was now rock hard and his balls were starting to tighten up in his groin. The first clear drop of pre-come was just starting to trickle from his pee slit.
"I didn't think so. Oh, by the way. Tell us before you come O.K.? That's important. That's where we need your help. 'Cause I won this contest two years ago. Last year that bitch Cindy Crawford and her pledge sister won but that was only because my pledge sister was so inexperienced. She had those boys popping like fireworks on the fourth of July before we'd barely got started. She never did make it into Delta Nu by the way. I saw to that. Anyway, I'm going to make sure that Karla knows what she's doing on Friday night. We're going to win this year if we have to keep you up all night."
"How are you doing by the way? Your knob is getting pretty purple. Karla, what do you think? Is he getting close?..."
"Oh yahh!...He is very hard and is getting, how you say, sticky? Is that right? I think it won't be long now..." the kneeling blonde said, never taking her eyes off the livid tool gleaming under her continuously shuttling hand.
And Dan couldn't argue with Karla's assessment of the matter. The tickly tingling sensation searing his cock was reaching critical mass. He knew he couldn't last much longer.
"I'm... Ahhh...pretty close Nikki!...Ahhh.... Real close!...Unnn!...In Fact...I think..I'm gonna'...gonna..."
"Stop Karla!...Take your hand off!...Now!..." Nikki hissed.
Karla reacted immediately and snatched her hand away from Dan's prick like it was on fire.
"Nahhh!...Wait!...Ahhh!...Don't stop!..." Dan whimpered.
But the two girls ignored his pitiful cry and just stared at his quivering erection.
"Now look for the tell tale signs..." Nikki instructed.
"See how his thighs are all knotted up and he's tipped forward at the waist. Those are signs of how close he is. Also, did you notice how he was holding his breath just before he said he was going to shoot. And look at the way his cock is twitching and how his pee slit is fluttering open and closed. If you watch for the signs you can always stop just before he loses it, understand?..."
"Yah Nikki. Of course. I have made many hand jobs with the boys back in Munchen. But it was always quick in my parent's basement or in their car. This is more fun. Much!.." Karla enthused, her eyes dancing merrily as she looked up at Dan.
"But!...But!...No!..You can't just stop like that..." Dan stammered as he unconsciously started reaching for his aching boner with his right hand.
Again Nikki's hand darted out and she laced her fingers into Dan's and forced his hand back towards his wrist. A sharp pain darted up all the way to his shoulder. He had to flex his knees to ease the excruciating tension in his arm.
"Don't even think about it sweetheart. You'll get to come when we're done with you but not until we're ready, understand?..."
"Yeah!... Unn Hnn!...O.K.! ...I get it!..." Dan whimpered, looking at Nikki with pleading eyes until she gradually relaxed her punishing grip on his hand.
"Good. I knew we could count on you Danny. Now at this point Karla and I would switch to the other Phi Tau boy and get to work on him until he's ready to shoot. Give our first victim a little breather. In this case we'll just wait for you to settle down a little bit. So take deep breaths and try not to think about how blue you're balls are getting. Believe me, we're just getting started."
And with that Nikki nodded to Karla and the two girls stepped over towards the house to give Dan a little space to cool down. Even so Nikki kept one eye on Dan's crotch, waiting for him to start to wilt a little bit. Judging by the way that Dan was shifting his weight from foot to foot in discomfort, she knew it was going to be a couple of minutes. When they were out of earshot of the young man she said to Karla...
"Now this next time we're going to have to be even more careful. When you've brought them to the edge once and then left them hanging, they get excited even more quickly when you start up on them again. I'll do him this time but I want you to look for the warning signals that he's ready to shoot like we talked about. Understand?.."
"Oh yahhh. I see now how it is. I think I like this game..." Karla said, stealing a calculating glance at Dan as well. The two girls talked over their strategy for a couple of more minutes and then, when Nikki thought that Dan looked ready they went back over to him.
This time it was the bikini clad girl who went to her knees in front of him while Karla perched on the edge of the sun lounger.
"You look like you're ready for round two..." said Nikki with a sassy smile as she closed her outstretched fingers around Dan's now semi rigid prick. But she only had to start a gentle up and down motion with her tiny hand to make the blood surge hotly back into his tool.
"Oh God I'm ready alright. You don't know how ready..." Dan gasped looking down hungrily at Nikki's little fist stroking him.
"Well that's good lover. And this time you don't have to tell me when you're going to come! We're going to continue our little practice session under real game day conditions. So you just go for it when you're ready O.K.?..." Nikki instructed, turning to give a startled looking Karla a confident wink.
"Sure Nikki. Whatever you want..." Dan said happily. He was pretty sure he could control himself enough that Nikki would never know when he was about to lose it. He could hardly wait to see her surprised look when he unleashed a gooey stream of come all over her face. This was going to be sweet. He tried to relax as much as was humanly possible. The way this little sorority bitch and her friend were teasing him he knew he was going to shoot a really big load.
Nikki had a pretty good idea what Dan was thinking but she wasn't worried about it. He had no idea what a master prick tease he was dealing with. But he was about to find out. She slid her hand up to the top of his hard-on and started swirling the pad of her thumb around and around against that little knot of nerves just under his cock crown. A fresh dribble of pre-come was just emerging which she used to lubricate her devilishly cruising thumb. She smiled up into his eyes.
"You know when I won this contest two years ago..." she said, without slowing the motion of her endlessly roving fingertip..."my pledge sister and I had these two great big football players. I think they were linemen or something. Really big. Anyway my little sister she got the one guy crying, literally sobbing like a baby, he was so desperate for it. And my guy got so excited he started hyperventilating. But I knew exactly how close he was. I was working on the tip of his prick just like this. How you doin' by the way Dan? You getting close?..."
"Unnn...Jeez Nikki!...That feels so good...Ahh...but I think I can...nahhh...hold it a bit... Ummm..." Dan said, trying to speak as clearly as he could through his gritted teeth. In fact his balls were starting to knot up pretty tight and he didn't really think he could take too much more of her skilled fondling. But she said just to let it go and that was what he was going to do!
"Oh that's good baby. So let's really have some fun. Does it feel good when I do this?..." Nikki asked casually as she brought her free hand in and placed the tip of her index and middle finger over Dan's pee slit. She started tracing circles from there, around and around over his knob. She fractioned every millimeter of his drum taut flesh from the apex of his cock crown and down to the swollen ridge just above his shaft. And at the same time she continued to massage the underside of his glistening helmet with her thumb.



"Mmmmm...Yeahhh!...Goood!..." Dan gasped, trying not to stiffen up as lightening bolts of excitement lanced his groin.
"So anyway this big guy is moaning and groaning and sucking in breath like he's dying. Then he passes out. Luckily Patricia Watt, who was running the contest and who's in pre-med brought him around. So anyway he wakes up and he starts getting belligerent and saying that he'd been so close and he was just getting ready to pop, and I couldn't leave him like that and I better not be that kind of tease. So I thought 'Well it's his funeral' and I went back to work on him and in about ten minutes he passes out again. So then this time when Patricia brings him to she tells him to fuck off and declares me the winner of the contest. But then she says I better be careful. 'Cause like if this had been some old guy with some kind of heart condition, I could have killed him. And so I thought 'Wow'. Maybe I could be like some kind of spy or something and lure all these old Russian diplomats into bed and get all their secrets and then kill them with hand jobs and nobody would ever know that they had been eliminated on purpose. What do you think Dan?..."
But Dan wasn't really listening. He was going to come. His balls were just on the verge... He was trying so hard to keep his eyes open and his breathing regular. He was going to come...come... right...right...
And that was when Nikki's right hand flew down to the base of his cock which she encircled with the ring of her thumb and her forefinger.
"Nahhhh!...." Dan wailed as the kneeling little bitch squeezed his throbbing flesh, roughly choking off his imminent explosion with her tightly constricting digits.
"Noo!...Goddd!..Oh pleasee!..." Dan moaned, bucking his hips futilely into Nikki's pitilessly gripping fingers
But Nikki just smiled back at him with dancing eyes.
"I said you didn't have to tell me when you were going to come lover boy. I didn't say that you could come. That won't be for a while yet. Now Karla, this is what we call a 'squeeze back'. You circle the root of the guy's cock at the base just before he explodes and you squeeze him there really, really hard. You're allowed two 'squeeze backs' per boy and you can't hold it for more than twenty seconds. But that's usually enough especially if you squeeze him hard enough to make it a little uncomfortable."
And that was exactly what Nikki was doing, squeezing Dan's cock so hard her knuckles had turned white. The come was churning ferociously in his balls and his erection was hugely engorged without any chance of going down as long as she was squeezing him like that. The result of this relentless pressure was that a nauseous ache was beginning to sweep through his loins.
"Oh Godd Nikki!...It hurts!...Just let me go!..." Dan pleaded, starting to hop from foot to foot like he was standing on hot coals.
"Just a few more seconds baby...seventeen...eighteen...nineteen...twenty..." Nikki counted then let go her crushing squeeze like a rodeo cowboy tying up a calf.
"There! That should hold you for a little while. Now Karla why don't we go back and talk in my office..." Nikki said, getting up and puckering a mocking kiss at Dan. They stepped back towards the house where they had talked earlier and began to whisper together with huge smiles on their faces.
Dan just stood there literally trembling. His groin felt almost numb. Oh there was still a little tickling buzz at the base of his cock. But Nikki had done an expert job of suppressing what Dan was sure would have been a devastating orgasm. His cock was still ferociously erect but the urge to come was only a faint spark in his loins. He didn't know how much more of this he could take.
He was watching the girls discuss their next move when he noticed the smile leave their faces. Their eyes seemed to get bigger as they stared over his shoulder.
Dan didn't have any time to fathom what was distracting them before he heard a soft hiss followed by a snap. A sharp pain stabbed his left buttock like he had just been stung by a huge hornet.
Reflexively he grabbed his butt with one hand and whirled around. When he stopped on his heel, his erection waved around in front of him like a flag in a hurricane wind. He was stunned to see Christine Robinson standing behind him, her little whip raised up over her shoulder and her eyes flashing in anger. Her voluptuous chest was heaving under her raised arm.
"Just what the hell are you up to Mr. Brown. What are you thinking? You can't possibly imagine that this kind of nonsense is acceptable in front of my daughter and her friend. How could you behave like this?..."
And as she spoke Mrs. Robinson was stepping sideways to Dan. The young man was too surprised by Nikki's mother's unexpected arrival to say anything. His jaws moved but nothing came out.
"Well?...Answer me?..." Mrs. Robinson barked, underlining her demand with another sharp slash of her riding crop. This time the leather tab with its little barb caught him in his low back just above his ass crack.
"Owww!..." Dan yelped as he turned, trying to keep the angry older woman in front of him where she couldn't get another shot at his naked posterior.
"Mrs. Robinson!...Listen!...I can imagine what it looks like!...But it isn't...!...I mean I wouldn't... I don't want you to... to think that I would... that I was...." Dan stammered, clearly having trouble trying to explain the situation that Mrs. Robinson had walked in on.
"Oh no?...That's not a naked erection you're flaunting in front of me and the girls. Because that's certainly what it looks like to me. Have you no respect whatsoever. I can see what you want young man. But that's not what you're going to get, believe me. What you're going to get is a lesson in manners . That's what you're going to get. Now stop dancing around and waving that big thing at me..." Christine said threateningly as she tried to get behind him.
But Dan wasn't eager to experience any more of that vicious little riding crop. He kept turning in front of Mrs. Robinson.
Finally in exasperation Barbara turned and spoke over her shoulder to the girls.
"Will one of you come hold him still!..."
Dan threw a pleading look at the girls. But they just returned his glance with amused grins.
"Yes certainly..." Karla said as she walked around Mrs. Robinson and stopped face to face with Dan. In her designer sandals she was just as tall as he was. She put her arms around his waist, locked her right hand on her left wrist and pulled him tight against her. Holding him like that she had his arms pinned effectively at his sides.
Dan noticed three things immediately. One was that Karla was very strong. Her arms felt like steel bands around him. Second he was thrilled at the sensation of her pneumatic tits pancaking against him. He could distinctly feel the impression of her bullet shaped nipples gouging his chest. And lastly the sultry scent of her perfume clouded his brain even more than it already was.
Dan was so struck by these impressions that he had almost forgotten about Mrs. Robinson, but not for long.
Christine had stepped around the young man and settled herself into a comfortable stance behind him.
"You need something to think about to get your mind out of the gutter. Something like this!..." she declared, lashing out with her crop and snapping Dan's ass right in the center of his left cheek.
"Ahhhh!..." Dan yelped, bucking forward with his hips. His cock rammed into the cushion of Karla's well toned stomach. The sensation of thrusting his exposed tool into her resilient flesh through her swimsuit was incredibly exciting.
And all of a sudden all of the feeling returned to Dan's prick in a rush. His erection was once again jutting urgently from his loins and as hard as a steel bar.
Karla could feel it and smiled into his eyes.
Christine took her time as she walked behind Dan to his other side. Then there was the hissing sound again and another pop as she struck him again, this time raising a welt on his right cheek that perfectly matched the one on the left.
"Naahhh!..." Dan squeaked again, burying his face in Karla's scented neck as he thrust his loins fiercely into hers.
Karla tilted her hips up so that her body fit more snugly against Dan's and pulled him even tighter to her. She could feel the straining spire of his erection pulsing against her.
"Now I want you to say 'Thank you Mrs. Robinson. Thank you for reminding me to be a gentlemen'...Say it!..." Christine hissed lashing out again and laying her whip across the top of Dan's legs. The brass studded tip marked his outer thigh while the crop itself nipped the underside of his tightly knotted balls.
"Ohhhh..." Dan gasped as he hunched into Karla's stomach and a searing drop of pre-come burned from his pee slit. Suddenly he realized he was on the verge of coming. "Thank you...Mrs. Robinson!...Thank you for...."
"Louder!..." Christine demanded, hitting him again in exactly the same spot.
"Ahhhhh!...." Dan panted, trying to hold it back as he realized he was teetering on the brink of a violent orgasm.
Karla too could tell how close he was. She watched his face with a knowing smile to see what would happen.
"Thank you Mrs. Robinson for reminding me to be a gentleman" he barked out desperately.
"Well Daniel. That's better. Now I hope we can put this whole matter behind us. I know you're a better man than this."
Dan let out a sigh of relief as he stood there in Karla's clutching arms. Just the thought of coming against her like this made him cringe with embarrassment. And then the blonde said...
"Mrs. Robinson you are being too soft I think. My little brother gets more spanks than this for being late to school. Two more I think are needed for good measure."
"What!...No!..You can't!..." Dan whimpered. He couldn't believe that Karla would give him up like this. She knew perfectly well that he didn't deserve the punishment he was getting. It was girls who had dropped his drawers and put him on display by the pool. It wasn't fair!
Dan turned his head as much as he was able and, looking into Christine's flashing eyes he said..."Don't listen to her Mrs. Robinson. Trust me. I've learned my lesson!"
But Mrs. Robinson evidently was more inclined to Karla's suggestion.
"You have a point dear... " she said to Karla, ignoring Dan's plaintive appeal.
"Daniel...remember this the next time you think of exposing yourself in the company of innocent young ladies."
Karla at that moment insinuated her leg between Dan's, raised her knee and pressed it encouragingly up into his balls.
Dan caught his breath with excitement when she did that. What she had also done was open Dan's stance slightly, exposing some interesting new targets to Mrs. Robinson's wicked whip.
Christine let loose another vicious swipe, a little higher this time, catching that tender strip of skin between his balls and his anus with the metal tipped end of her little lash.
"Naahhh..." Dan cried, wondering how he had come to be the victim of these vicious women. He reflexively heaved himself against Karla's unyielding frame. His boner thrust frenziedly against her tummy and suddenly his balls kicked and a fiery deluge of sperm erupted from his balls.
Karla could immediately feel the heat of his discharge blossoming against her stomach.
"Oh Yahhh! Das is soo gut!..." she murmured into Dan's ear, subtly shifting her loins against his to encourage his frantic release.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!...Unnn!..." Dan grunted into the crook of Karla's neck. He shuddered helplessly in time with his wracking ejaculation and it was only the blonde's strong arms holding him still that kept Mrs. Robinson from seeing what was happening.
His legs were turning to rubber and he probably would have fallen but Karla easily held him upright. She thrilled at the feel of his sperm spewing against her in fiery little jets. His come was drenching her from her waist to the undersides of her breasts.
She saw Mrs. Robinson raising her arm for her final stroke and she purred... "Wait!..."
Christine was surprised at Karla's command but she held back.
Dan continued to gasp and shudder in the blonde's encompassing arms. When she felt his feverish eruptions beginning to abate she lifted him by the waist until he was just barely touching the ground with his tip toes.
"Now!..." she said, nodding at Mrs. Robinson.
Christine noticed that Dan's balls were now fully exposed to her and she didn't hesitate.
"Hahh!..." she cried as she delivered a vicious back hand swipe across his butt. With a deft twitch of her wrist, she caught the exposed underside of his nut bag with the barbed leather switch.
"Phwahhh!..." Dan wailed in a strangled cry. Tears sprang from his tightly closed eyes as he burrowed his grimacing face even deeper into Karla's shoulder.
His loins completely seized up for a moment and then the final outpouring of his sperm continued in jolting little spasms.
"Unn!...Unn!...Unn!..." he grunted quietly.
"Ummm!...Ummm Hmmm!...That is so much better!..." Karla murmured to Mrs. Robinson as all the tension finally started to ease from Daniel's body and he slumped against her.
"No doubt you are right dear. I'm sure Daniel has no more difficulty learning from his mistakes than your little brother, do you Daniel?"
Dan was barely aware of what was going on around him there was so much adrenalin running through his system. But he knew that Mrs. Robinson expected an answer and he didn't want to provoke her any further.
"No ma'm...I mean yes...ahh...I mean...ahhh...I'll try to do better..." he stammered. He was trying to recover himself as Karla slowly eased the pressure of her arms around him. At first it seemed like he was going to fall and she had to bump him on his feet to stabilize him. But in another moment he gathered himself.
And then, as Karla stepped back from him he realized that her swimsuit was completely stained with his come. The material covering her stomach was darkly saturated and there were creamy white trails of sperm running up the undersides of her gently heaving breasts.
Dan's heart began to race again as he imagined Mrs. Robinson's reaction when she saw what he had just done.
But Karla seemed unfazed. Cooly she reached out one hand and swiped it down Dan's chest gathering his come with her palm. Then she fisted his cock and gave it a swift yank, cleaning up the excess goo that was there as well. Daniel sucked in a sharp breath when she pulled his tender prick.
Karla did that while Mrs. Robinson was standing directly behind him and couldn't see what she was doing.
Then as Christine stepped around to Dan's side, Karla calmly turned away and stepped into the pool, descending the steps until the water was well over her waist. She turned to smile at Dan.
Mrs. Robinson in the mean time stood in front of the cringing youth and looked directly at his much diminished penis.
"Put away your tool and your tools Daniel. I think you've done enough around here for one day. I'll call your mother when we want you to finish up the stone work. And Daniel, next time I see you I'll expect a sincere apology."
And with that the dark haired beauty turned to her daughter.
"Nikki, Karla, come inside please. I want to talk to you."
The girls looked at each other, a little apprehensively Dan thought. But that didn't stop Nikki from puckering a mocking kiss at him and making a rude 'jack-off' gesture behind her mother's back. Karla joined her from the pool, picked up a towel and they headed off into the house.
Dan stood there momentarily wondering what had just happened. His loins were numb and there was a fiery ache inflaming his whole backside. Gingerly he pulled up his pants and started getting his stuff together to head home. Ultimately he let himself out through the back gate. He didn't think it would be a good idea to go through the house.
It was two weeks before Dan heard from Mrs. Robinson again. And then his mother said that her friend had called and asked if he could go over after school on Friday to do some more of the stone work. They were having a party on Saturday and hoped the waterfall would be finished.
Dan thought about making some excuses. He was really embarrassed to have to meet up with Mrs. Robinson again. But in the end he figured if he didn't go his mother might start asking her friend some questions and that could lead to her hearing about what had happened and he didn't want that to happen. So in the end he went.
He rang the doorbell at Mrs. Robinson's house at 5:00 that Friday. He waited for a moment and then the door opened slowly. Mrs. Robinson was wearing a man's dress shirt, open at the neck and tied in a knot below her formidable breasts. Her waist was bare and she was wearing a pair of cut off jeans and sandals below that. She was talking on her cell phone as she opened the door and held her finger up for Dan to be quiet. She was having a very intense conversation with someone.
"No....No really!.... Well of course it's a shock! ....No I don't blame you and you shouldn't blame yourself either!... Honestly, it's not your fault...There's only one person who's at fault!... What an asshole!....Yes!...Yes of course I will...No!...Oh I promise alright!...He won't!... Not when I'm finished with him!...You can count on that!..."
And while she was engaging in this one sided dialogue she was leading Dan through the house. Finally she pointed him out the back door towards the half finished waterfall without a word and barely a glance.
Dan hadn't expected to get off so lightly and was almost disappointed he hadn't gotten to make his apology speech. But as the saying goes he thought...'Don't look a gift horse in the mouth'... whatever that means. He rolled up his sleeves, got out the mortar and the tools and went to work.
Just before 6:00 Mr. Robinson drove up in his big Lexus and then came in through the back gate. He stopped and said a couple of complimentary things about Dan's work. Dan thanked him and they bantered for a moment and then Mr. Robinson went into the house.
It wasn't long after that that Dan could hear the couple's voices in the kitchen rising. Mr. Robinson would get in a couple of loud words and then Mrs. Robinson was right back at him in a screeching tirade. Dan couldn't actually hear what they were yelling at each other but there was no mistaking the tone. All was not well at castle Robinson. Eventually the argument moved from the kitchen to the upstairs bedroom.
The hollering went on for quite a while and then stopped. Dan assumed that Mr. Robinson had probably stormed out through the front.
Dan continued working the whole while, glad that he wasn't on the receiving end of Mrs. Robinson's ire this time. He had been at it for some time and was just getting to the final small pieces when the woman of the house appeared at the back door.
"Dan. Go take a shower in the pool house and then get in here. We need to have a talk."
"I just have the last pieces to finish Mrs. Robinson. It'll only take about fifteen minutes."
"Now Daniel! Get cleaned up and get in here!..." Mrs. Robinson commanded in a tone that told Dan it wouldn't be smart to argue. He could see that she was pissed and he did not want to be the beneficiary of the fall out from her fight with her husband.
"Sure Mrs. Robinson. I'll be just a jiff..." Dan said as he piled his tools along side the almost finished waterfall and headed for the pool house.
Some few minutes later he made his way into the house. It was dark and there was a dim light over the bar in the rec. room. He stood there waiting and then Mrs. Robinson appeared at the head of the stairs.
She had changed into a clingy grey knit dress that ended just above her knees and fit her like a second skin. The little dress had a deeply scooped neckline that offered a mesmerizing display of the tops of her breasts. The way those magnificent hemispheres jiggled like two mounds of jello as she gracefully descended the stairs suggested she wasn't wearing a bra. Surrounding her narrow waist was a broad black leather belt. Smoky grey nylons and black high heels completed her ensemble. She used measured steps as she came down, probably because she didn't want to spill the cocktail she was holding in her hand.



"There you are Daniel..." she said, smiling into the young man's eyes as she reached the bottom of the stairs. Her heady perfume preceded her across the room. Her lustrous black hair was hanging loose, tapered in a way that framed her face in an oval. She was wearing her wedding ring, a gold necklace and matching bracelet. She must have spent some time on her make-up because her eyes were skillfully outlined with mascara and her lips with a gleaming crimson lip gloss.
Dan guessed that she and her husband had reached some kind of a truce and were heading out to a party. He thought Mrs. Robinson looked very glamorous.
"I was just going to refill my drink. I'm having scotch. Won't you join me?..." Christine asked as she stepped up to the bar, grabbed the scotch bottle and another glass.
"Ahhh... thanks Mrs. Robinson but I don't usually drink scotch. I'd enjoy a beer though if you've got one."
Christine appeared not to have heard him as she walked over to Daniel with two scotches and handed him one.
"Here you are sir. The cure for what ails you. Cheers!..." she said, raising her glass, clinking his and taking a healthy swig.
Daniel didn't want to make a fuss so he raised his glass, said..."Cheers!..." and took a healthy swig as well.
His eyes immediately teared up and he only just managed not to choke on the fiery liquid. He really wasn't used to hard alcohol.
Mrs. Robinson smiled as his cheeks became a flaming crimson.
"Why don't we sit at the bar for our little talk,,," she said with a smile, taking Dan's arm and hugging it tightly against the side of one pneumatic tit. Dan was acutely aware of her curvaceous body pressing against his as she walked him over to the bar. They sat down on the high stools facing each other with their knees touching.
'Oh Oh...' Dan thought...'I guess she's gonna' want the grand apology now.'
"Mrs. Robinson. If it's about what happened two weeks ago, I really do want to..."
But at that point Christine reached out and put two fingers to Dan's lips to stop his words.
Dan couldn't help but notice the way one of her creamy tits lifted almost out of her dress when she did that.
"It appears I may have misjudged matters somewhat at our last meeting. I talked to Nikki and Karla after you left and they admitted that you weren't totally to blame for what I saw when I got home from the stables. They told me about their little sorority party and the...the... ahh...contest. After having been so hard on you I guess I should have been more upset with the girls. But really I couldn't help but laugh about it when they told me what they were doing to you. It reminded me so much of my own college days. So I guess if anyone should be making an apology it would be me. I beg your pardon young man..." Mrs. Robinson said holding her glass towards him and bending from the waist in a kind of seated bow.
As she did so her dress slipped down precariously. Dan had an unobstructed view of both her conical tits all the way down to her swollen red nipples. Those gently heaving orbs swayed provocatively under her little dress as she leaned towards him.
Dan could feel himself hardening in response to this enticing display and he squirmed on his stool to try to ease the growing tension in his pants.
"Cheers!..." Mrs. Robinson toasted again, her eyes dancing wickedly.
"Cheers!..." responded Dan while struggling to tear his eyes away from Christine's captivating boobs. He took another drink of the fiery scotch and felt it burn its way all the way down to the pit of his stomach.
He was quite relieved that he seemed to be out of the dog house with the voluptuous older woman sitting beside him. She was so attractive, so sexy he thought he might be in love. He was happy just to sit there next to her and wanted to keep her talking.
"You and my mom went to college together didn't you? What kind of trouble did you two get into. My mother never told me anything like that about those days."
"Well handsome, a mother isn't going to tell her son everything. But I don't mind telling you a couple of stories. Candy, your mother called herself Candy back then, Candy and I got pledged by a sorority that prided itself on its high academic levels. I don't know how they ever picked us."
Anyway, by the end of the first semester it was obvious that we were no rocket scientists. And your mother and I didn't want to get kicked out of this sorority so we came up with a plan."
"Did you sign up for some tutoring?"
"No we decided we'd do blowjobs."
"Excuse me?..." Dan asked, choking on his sip of scotch. He was sure he must have misheard Mrs. Robinson.
"Blowjobs...you know. Sex for grades. It's a simple system but your mother and I refined it to an art form. She or I would alternate hanging around the teacher's lounge in the evenings.
My plan was, when one of our profs came out I'd pretend to bump into him and ask if he'd mind dropping me at a girlfriend's on his way home."
Dan couldn't believe she was telling him this.
"I don't think any of them ever said no to me. And then I'd be real friendly with them in the car and ultimately point out a church parking lot or a park entrance and say my friend lived just across the street. Once we got stopped I'd say...'By the way Professor Brown. I'm sure you've noticed I'm not doing real well in your course. That's starting to worry me a little. Now I think you should know that I don't do well on written exams. But I do have excellent oral skills. Perhaps you'd like me to demonstrate...'While I was saying that I'd be reaching over and slowly sliding my hand up their thigh."
Which is exactly what she was doing to Dan as she related her story. The young man was terrified that she wouldn't stop her hand until she discovered just how hard she was making him with her raunchy tale.
"Now you've got to remember that your mother and I went to that little rinky dink college out in Boise. Most of the teachers there were these uptight Methodists, young guys who had married their college sweethearts seven or eight years earlier and who hadn't been getting any regular sex since the babies started to come."
"Oh they might start out by saying...'No Miss Cassidy. You can't! How would I ever face my wife?.'...But once I got my head in their laps and their nuts in my hands they weren't thinking about the little woman any more. All they were thinking about was trying not to come too soon. Once you get a guy by the balls you can make him do anything you want. Did you know that baby?..."
"Ahhh...Whaaa!...Unnn...I guess I never thought about it..." Dan stammered, sure that Mrs. Robinson must have noticed by now the way his erection was tenting the front of his pants, just above her caressing hand.
"Anyway, there'd I'd be, going down on these guys in the front seat of their cars and they'd be moaning and squirming around. Your mother and I learned a few tricks and we became quite an amazing pair of little sluts back then. So I'd be working them over real slow and sloppy and just when they were about to pop I'd slide off them for a moment and look them in the eye. In my sexiest voice I'd say...'Does your wife swallow baby? Because for a 3.7 on my mid- term, I will!'...And then, still keeping my eyes on theirs, I'd suck them all the way back to the opening of my throat and start humming, you know going...'Umm Hmm...Umm Hmm... Umm...Ummm....Ummmm...'."
"They'd always come when I did that. They probably never even got blown at home let alone see their frumpy little wives swallow it. They'd usually shoot these really enormous loads like they were trying to drown me in it. Fortunately I learned to love the taste of come so I never minded. In fact I really enjoyed being able to control them like that, hold them off or make them come whenever I wanted to. Really it was all over from the moment I got into their pants. And your mother was even worse. She loved doin' the guys but if we were having a problem in a class with a female teacher she'd approach her the same way. She always said those over-educated bitches were all latent lesbians and that once you got your tongue up their twat you could make them sing an opera while they were coming on your face. We finished our first year with a 3.6 and a 3.7 grade point average. We had the highest marks of anyone in our sorority and we learned some really important life skills. Would you like me to show you?"
Dan's mind was racing as he pictured all the lurid images that Christine's story had planted in his brain. He barely heard the last thing she said and had to ask..."I'm sorry, would I like to what?..."
"Would you like me to give you a blow job?..."
Dan just looked back at the voluptuous older woman, totally speechless. She must have said something else that he missed. She couldn't actually be offering to blow him. He was sure if he said anything at all she would know what he was thinking and a) she would be outraged at his lewd ideas or b) she would simply laugh at him for having such a perverted imagination.
It was better to just say nothing and see what happened next.
"Come on sweetheart. I know I was kind of rough on you out by the pool last time but I want to make it up to you. I've seen the way you've been sneaking peeks at these big old titties of mine..." Christine purred, idly drifting the index finger of her left hand through her beckoning cleavage. At the same time she moved her right hand up even higher on the inside of Dan's thigh so that the edge of her palm was gently nudging his balls.
Dan sucked back a moan of arousal when she did that.
"You'd love to get your hands on these big babies wouldn't you sweetheart? I might let you play with them if you ask me nicely. I might let you do a lot more than that..." she said her eyes sparkling wickedly. Then she leaned forward so that her moist lips were just brushing Dan's ear and she whispered..."Why don't you come upstairs with me and we'll have some fun?"
Finally Dan came to the amazing realization that Mrs. Robinson, his fantasy older woman, was really offering herself to him. He knew he'd better get off his ass before she changed her mind. Clumsily he slid off his stool, putting his empty scotch glass on the bar.
"Mrs. Robinson it would be my pleasure to accompany you to the ends of the earth."
Dan cringed to hear himself say something so doofus. He blamed it on the scotch and offered up a blushing smile.
Christine smiled at his awkwardness while she finished her own drink. Then she put her glass down, got up, took his hand and turned toward the stairs.
"Just imagine all the things I'm going to do to you!..." she murmured over her shoulder as she led him up to her room.
Dan was practically trembling with excitement as Mrs. Robinson led him into her bedroom. His eyes had been locked on the taut globes of her ass as they were going up the stairs and into her room. The way those two sculpted spheres swayed up and down beneath her clingy little knit skirt as she moved was truly amazing.
Mrs. Robinson drew him right up to the bed and then turned to stand in front of him.
"Take off your clothes,,," she purred as she started to undo the wide leather belt that cinched her waist.
Dan was hastily obeying her request and had just gotten his pants fully unzipped when a plaintive voice whined...
"Please Chrissy. You're not going to do this are you?..."
"Oh my God!..." Dan gasped, freezing where he stood. Following the sound of the voice he looked over Mrs. Robinson's shoulder.
Behind her, next to the dressing table, sitting in a hard chair in just his boxer shorts was Mr. Robinson. He was looking anxiously at his wife's back and seemed to be about to get up from his chair and yet he didn't. Then Dan realized that he wasn't just sitting in the chair. His hands and his ankles were tied to the chair legs with some kind of Velcro straps. He wasn't going anywhere tied up like that.
"What's he doing here?..." Dan asked in utter confusion.
"He? You mean John? My husband? Well actually that's an interesting story..." Christine began, turning her head to glare angrily at her husband.
"Earlier today I got a phone call from one of John's little friends. It turns out he's been banging the new intern at the office for over a month now. Tiffany or Stephanie or something like that."
"Kimberly..." her husband said quietly.
"Kimberly! Of course it would be a Kimberly..."
"Anyway Kimberly wasn't very happy with the situation and decided to call me to confess all, the little slut. So the short version is that John is now officially cut off for the foreseeable future. His pussy privileges are officially revoked around here. And I've decided that I want him to see exactly what it is that he won't be getting for a long, long time. That's why we're going to do it right now. Right here! You and me! In front of him!...." Mrs. Robinson purred, turning her fiery gaze back on Daniel.
John just groaned and squirmed in his chair. It hadn't really been like that. That little witch Kimberly had been all over him at the office. She was always leaning over him from behind, shoving those little apple tits of hers into the back of his neck, sitting on his desk in front of him and rubbing his leg with hers. He was only human for God's sake. He had told Christine that it had just been a little fling, that the girl didn't mean anything to him.
But Christine had been really building up a head of steam after she got that phone call. She seemed reasonable at first. Said that if he let her tie him up and have her way with him, which was a little game they played sometimes, that she might forgive him. But once she got him tied up she really raised the roof. She called him every name under the sun and told him he was going to be really, really sorry. Then she had got dolled up and headed down stairs. He didn't know what she had in mind but he never expected anything like this.
"Please sweetheart. I'll make it up to you. Please don't do this..." he pleaded.
"Shut up!..." Christine snarled over her shoulder, then turned her eyes back to Dan's.
"Mrs. Robinson. I don't think I can do this. Not with him right there..." Dan said, his eyes shifting back and forth apprehensively from Mr. to Mrs. Robinson.
"Dan. Look at me baby! Look at me! Ignore dickhead over there..."
As Dan refocused his gaze, Christine stepped a little sideways to block his view of her husband. Then she reached down for the hem of her dress and calmly pulled it up over her head. When she had it off she held it out to her side for a moment as she shook out her mane of lustrous black hair. She coolly dropped the grey fabric on the floor, pulled her shoulders back and the put her hands on her waist.
"You've really hit the jackpot tonight lover..." she purred, standing in a totally shameless pose in front of the gaping young man
Christine's creamy bare tits were thrusting arrogantly towards him. They had an incredible fulsome weight to them but the conical ends of them still tilted up with youthful energy. Her puffy aureole were a dusky maroon color capped with crimson nipples. She was wearing nothing more than her high heels and a garter belt with taut nylon straps attached to the tops of her smoky nylons. For panties she wore black cami knickers, lacy and loose around her hips but so tight between her loins that Dan could clearly see the outline of her fleshy labia through the material. She looked incredibly hot and she knew it.
As Dan stood there staring, nervously stammering..." I...Ahhh... I'm not... Ahhh...I don't ..." Christine calmly walked up to him. Dan could hear her nylons swishing together as she moved.
The raven haired beauty stopped in front of him, raised one hand and cupped the side of his face. She reached her other hand into his shorts and closed it around his faltering erection. Then she leaned close so that her naked breasts were mushed into his chest and her lips were next to his ear.
"You know when I found you with your cock out in front of the girls last week I wanted you right then..." she purred, her arm moving up and down as she stroked him in his shorts.
"While you were squirming in Karla's arms I couldn't help imagining myself in her place, that huge boner of yours rubbing against my pussy the whole time. When we were done I was so wet I had to come up here and get myself off right on this bed."
"Ohh Goddd!..." Dan groaned in response to Mrs. Robinson's skilled touch and her provocative story.
The wanton older woman smiled to feel Dan's cock turning steel hard once more under her insistently shuttling hand.
"I could just feel this big tool of yours sliding in and out of me, faster and faster. You were trying to hold it back so I clenched myself around your cock so that you had to really pound me to get it all the way in. I pictured myself grabbing you with my arms and my legs and pulling you as deep inside me as I could, deeper than anyone has ever been in me before and that's when you lost it. Of course you couldn't hold it when I did that. You stiffened up and blew an enormous load deep inside me. It was so hot and gushing so deep in me and that's when I came too. There was so much goo that it was just rushing out of me, dripping onto the bed. And it was sooo good!..." Christine enthused.
"Ahhhh!..." Dan moaned. Helplessly he wrapped his arms around Mrs. Robinson's waist as he ducked his head down and buried his face in the scented valley between her tits.
"You want to fuck me like that lover. Your cock wants to fuck me like that. I can feel it!..." Mrs. Robinson purred, giving his resurgent tool a hard squeeze that made him weak in the knees.
"Mmmmm!... he groaned into the sultry press of her boobs.
"I'm going to do things to you that you never even imagined. When I'm done with you, you won't be able to get it up for a week. Now let's get you out of these clothes."
And with that she took her hand out of his underwear and wrestled his pants and shorts to the floor. While Dan fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, Mrs. Robinson reached out for a gold lipstick tube on the bedside table. She took off the top and started to apply a vivid scarlet red sheen to her pursed lips.
When she had finished with the lipstick she smacked her lips together moistly a couple of times and then did a slow cruise around the oval of her parted lips with the tip of her tongue.
Dan watched her hungrily.
With her lips still parted she took Dan's arm and stood him sideways next to the bed. This way John would be able to see everything.
When Dan's eyes started to drift over to her husband she said sharply..." Look at me Dan. Look at my mouth!"
And with that Barbara sank to her knees in front of the wide eyed young man. She pulled his quivering shaft away from his belly and held it out towards her. Then without ever taking her eyes from his, she leaned forward and slipped her scarlet lips around his knob.
"Mmmm!..." she purred as she siphoned the head of his cock into her mouth and went to work on its sensitive underside with her tongue.
"Ohh Godddd!..." Dan moaned in excitement. The humid heat of her mouth surrounding him, her gleaming red lips shaped into a perfect O around his shaft, her tongue twisting around and around his cock crown, all these things were sending him into a sensory overload. The way his balls were tensing up already he knew he wasn't going to be able to hold it very long. His hands were sort of hovering at his side, afraid to reach out and grab Mrs. Robinson's mane of dark hair and slam her face into his crotch which is what he really wanted to do.
"Unn!...Unnn!..." he groaned as the tension in his groin grew rapidly. He was barely aware of Christine's left hand sliding up between his parted thighs. She moved her hand up until she was lightly prodding his unsuspecting sphincter with her sharp nailed fingertip. She could tell he was going to loose it quickly and she wanted to have a little more fun with him before he did. With a loud slurp she slid off his throbbing meat.



She smiled up at him, gripping the base of his cock tightly with her little hand as his glistening erection strained frantically towards the ceiling.
"Would you like me to put my finger up your ass?..." she asked Dan sweetly.
"Ahhh!?...I...I don't...I mean I never really...you know...no one ever..." Dan stammered in bewilderment.
"Ahhh! Listen to that John. He's a cherry! Isn't that sweet?...Oops!... Well...He was a cherry!..." Barbara giggled as she augured her extended digit up into the depths of Dan's virgin nether hole.
"Wahhhh!..." the young man yelped at the unexpected intrusion. He lunged his hips forward into Christine's restraining hand. She twisted her delving finger around inside him, slid it out a little then jammed it back in there. In no time she had Dan fucking her hand in time with her lewdly thrusting digit.
"That's it baby. I knew you'd like it! My husband does too don't you John? Did you ask your little Tammy to put her finger up your ass? I'll bet you did, didn't you? And I bet she wouldn't. She probably called you a pervert. Which is what you are! You're so pathetic! Maybe if you ask her again...really beg for it. I think Dan likes it, don't you baby? Don't you?..." Barbara teased as the younger man helplessly hunched himself in and out of her clutching hand in time with her rude finger play.
"Ahhh Goddd Mrs. Robinson!... It just so...nahhhh!...dirty!..." Dan groaned. The feeling of her finger penetrating him had been uncomfortable at first but that feeling quickly changed to one of lewd pleasure.
"For God's sakes Chissy! You've made your point! I'll make it up to you I promise! Now just stop all this. Please!..." John cried, squirming in his chair.
"Stop! I'm just getting started dickhead! Now stop distracting me. I think poor Danny here is getting close. You are, aren't you baby? Getting close? I don't think you can hold it much longer, do you?... Especially if I do... this!..." Barbara purred, thrusting her digit in deep, finding Dan's prostate and stabbing it with her sharp nailed finger. She only rubbed him like that for a second or two and then she eased off.
Dan's insides turned to water when she did that and his knees started to buckle. A fiery rush of sensation washed though his loins and he thought he was coming but he wasn't.
"Nahhhh!...Nooo!...Yess!......" he cried as his loins stiffened up unbearably. He wasn't quite coming yet but he wasn't going to be able to take much more.
"That's what I thought!..."
Christine's face darted back into Dan's loins, her ovaled lips parting around his knob and then sliding down his shaft all the way to his balls. When she had his pulsing cock lodged at the entrance to her throat she started sucking so hard that her cheeks inverted around it. At the same time she found his tender prostate again and started pressing it like she was ringing a door bell. It was way more than the trembling young man could stand.
Dan rose up on his toes and gripped Mrs. Robinson's head in his hands.
"Gahhhh!..." he cried as is testicles convulsed and a huge steamy bolt of come erupted from his cock, shooting straight into Christine's stomach. There was long, tense hesitation after that and then his balls started shooting a continuous barrage of come, his nuts pounding frantically in a frenzied rhythm.
"Ahhhh!...Ahhh!...Unnnn!..." he whimpered.
"Mmm!...Mmmm!...Mmm!...Umm Hmmm!...Umm Hmm!.." Christine encouraged, swallowing frantically to keep up with the deluge of sperm.
And then, while Dan was still coming in shuddering spasms, she pulled his cock out of her mouth and held it in front of her face.
"That's it!...Come for me!...Come on my face!...Cover me in your come!..." the dark haired beauty enthused. And Dan was doing just that, coming all over her smiling, upturned face.
"Ohh my Goddd!..." he groaned at the sight of long creamy trails of come spurting across Mrs. Robinson's cheeks, her nose and even up into her hair. It was the most erotic thing he had even seen.
Christine jacked him off like that, pumping him for several more fiery spurts before she guided him back to her parted lips and continued to stroke him off into her mouth.
"Mmmmm!...Mmmm!...Mmmm!..." she continued, prolonging his wracking orgasm by pressuring his prostate whenever his fiery flow seemed to be easing.
"Ahhh!...Ahh!...Ahhh!..." Dan moaned starting to sag weakly at the knees. He had never come so much in his life. And still the hot goo continued to surge out of him every time Christine wrenched her impaling finger around in his rudely stretched anus.
Finally it got to a point that, even though his balls were still spasming, no more juice was coming out. She had drained him dry, for the moment. Dan dropped one hand to the bed and had to lean on it for support. It was only then that Christine raised her head and smiled up at her young conquest.
"I think you enjoyed that.." she said with a sly wink.
Then she turned towards her husband and smiled at him as well. She got up off her knees, took Dan by the shoulders and had him sit on the edge of the bed.
"I'll be right back..." she said as she then turned and walked over to John. She didn't bother to try and wipe the come off her face. She wanted him to see it.
"He comes like a race horse doesn't he lover? And did you see how big his cock is? He's a lot bigger than you are. He's probably going to stretch me out a lot when he puts it in me..."
In truth Daniel wasn't that much bigger than her husband but Christine knew that emotionally John was very insecure. She had decided that the best way to punish him was to plant the seed that he'd never be able to satisfy her after she'd fucked Daniel. And her plan seemed to be working.
"Oh God Chrissy! Don't do this! Please. I'm so sorry!..."
But the scheming vixen didn't pay any attention to her husband's pleading. She stopped in front of him and gracefully stripped off her satin panties. She didn't drop them on the floor but held them dangling from her hand.
"Look at my pussy baby. I just shaved it. It's as smooth as a baby's bottom. Pretty sexy don't you think?..." Christine purred idly tracing one finger around and around on top of her pinkly gleaming mons.
"It was the first thing I did after I got that call from your little Bethany. I decided right then that there was going to be some changes around here. It's pretty ironic don't you think? I know you always wanted me to shave it for you and now that I have you can't have it. But I think Danny boy's going to enjoy it."
"Chrissy. I don't know what else to say. I know you're angry but it's not fair to do this. You know I really love you. I can do better, be a better husband. Let me show you I can. Please!"
"Ummm. I love the sincerity sweetheart. And I want you to show me what a great husband you can be. Right after I finish fucking Danny's brains out."
As she was saying this, Mrs. Robinson was using her panties to wipe Dan's come from her smiling face.
"But while I'm doing that I don't think we want to listen to your whining. So why don't you chew on these for a while..." Mrs. Robinson asked, holding out the now come stained string of satin in front of her husband's face.
"No honey. No thanks!..." John answered bitterly, turning his face to avoid the proferred panties.
"No?...Are you sure?..." Chistine asked sweetly, reaching down into her husband's crotch and cupping his balls through his shorts.
"Umm Umm!..." John muttered through pursed lips like a petulant child.
"Sure?..." she asked once more. She waited and when John refused to answer her she squeezed his defenseless nuts fiercely in her gripping hand.
"Nahhhh!...." the helpless husband wailed in distress, his mouth popping open.
His wife calmly pressed the cummy panties into his mouth, leaving a couple of inches of material dangling from his lips.
"Mmmmph!..." he moaned unhappily. But the hogtied older man could do nothing other than sit there and grind his teeth on his wife's unwanted gift.
Christine released her husband's balls then tenderly caressed his face with her hand.
"You should do what I say John! You should always do what I say!.." she purred.
She puckered a mocking kiss down at her husband and then turned back to Dan.
Her young lover was a little shocked that Mrs. Robinson would so casually abuse her husband. That little display along with the way she looked as she so deliberately strode across the room towards him, her pendulous breasts swinging like bells from her chest with every step she took, made Dan anxiously pull himself further back on the bed in front of her.
Christine just smiled at his nervousness. When she reached the bed Dan was still supporting himself on his elbows but Christine reached out, put her fingers on his chest and pushed him down flat on the bed.
In her stockings and heels she climbed up on her knees and straddled his torso. Then she took his hands and pulled them up over his shoulders. Smiling into his eyes she moved up over him, pinning his forearms to the bed with her knees and shifting slightly higher until her hairless pussy was positioned right over his face. She pressed one nylon sheathed thigh against his face.
"Do you like the way my pussy looks Dan? I just shaved it. Do you think it looks sexy?"
Flat on his back Dan was spellbound by the view above him. Mrs. Robinson's sparkling eyes just barely visible above her looming breasts. The gleaming smooth delta between her thighs. Her crimson slit just peeking out between her puffy labia. Her cool nylon stocking brushing his cheek. The warm flesh above her nylons drawing his mouth upwards like a magnet. All these things had his heart racing with excitement.
"Oh yesss!..." he murmured as he moved his lips across her stocking tops to kiss her inner thigh.
"Ummm!...That's nice!. ..You couldn't know it but I got the idea to shave my pussy from your mom. She keeps hers shaved all the time. She says it's like a sign that says 'Open for Business.'"
Dan strained to move his mouth higher, trying to reach Christine's enticing slit. But the way she had his arms pinned to the bed he couldn't quite raise his head high enough to get there. So he contented himself with working his tongue up and down at the very top of her inner thigh.
"Mmm Hmm! Your mom says what she likes is to open herself with two fingers so the guy can start at the bottom of her pussy and then work his tongue slowly up to her clit. When he gets there she tells him to just circle his tongue around it, gently, without touching it, before going back down to the bottom of her slit."
As she spoke Christine arched her back and tilted her pelvis down. She spread her moist opening with two fingers, giving Dan access to her glistening center.
The young man didn't hesitate but followed Mrs. Robinson's instructions closely. He worked his tongue up through her silky gash until he found her clit. Then he ran his tongue around and around that little bud before moving his lips back down to the bottom of her juicy opening.
"Ohhh! That's... very... gooddd!...Keep doing that!..." Christine enthused in a husky murmur.
She had to extend her free arm behind her to keep her balance. When she did that her hand happened to fall on Dan's cock. It wasn't totally hard but it was getting there. Mrs. Robinson circled his shaft with her thumb and her index finger in a sort of back handed grip. As Dan continued to explore her greasy opening with his tongue she started to pump his cock up and down with her encircling fingers. That brought the blood rushing back into his responsive tool.
"Your mother says she can come for hours if the guy is really good... Ummm!...I can see what she means..." the older woman purred, starting to hunch herself into Dan's face in counterpoint to the movement of his tongue.
Dan too was starting to buck his hips up into Christine's encouraging hand. She really knew how to push his buttons.
"Did you ever think about doing this with your mother Dan?"
"Mmmm?..." Dan moaned in surprise. And suddenly he couldn't help but imagine that it was his mother squirming on his face and not Mrs. Robinson.
"Unn Unn!..." he moaned gutturally, closing his eyes and giving his head a quick shake. But her obscene suggestion prompted him to start nodding his head more frantically up and down between Mrs. Robinson's thighs. This elicited an excited groan from the raven haired beauty crouched over him.
"Are you sure? Most boys have some sort of sexual fantasy about their mothers at one time or other. And your mother is quite the hottie. I could set it up for you if you want. Do you want me to talk to her? She'd love to get you between her thighs for one night! Does it make you hot to think about doing your mom?..." Christine asked innocently, knowing full well how excited her lurid suggestions were making poor Dan. She could feel it in the way his hard-on throbbed beneath her shuttling fingers.
"Unn Unn!..." Dan groaned anxiously. He didn't even want to admit to himself what he was thinking as he slashed his tongue through Mrs. Robinson's cunt like a starving man. And when he got to her clit, he 'accidentally' flailed it with his tongue. She mewed like a kitten and yanked his face up tight against her in response to his oral assault.
'Two can play at this game..." she thought. She closed the rest of her fingers around Dan's erection and started jerking it with short hard strokes.
"Mwahhh!..." he groaned when she did that. Christine smiled to feel him madly trying to fuck her hand in time with her insistent tugging. She closed her eyes and started grinding on the bridge of his nose.
"Oh God baby!...I'm gonna come!...You're gonna' make me come if you keep doin' ... Nahhh!... that!...Umm Hmm!....Watch John!...Yesss!... Right there!...Umm Hmm!... That's it!... That's it!.... Ahhhh!..." Christine cried as a little tremor of pleasure darted through her groin. That was followed by a bigger spasm, then a bigger one and a bigger one. As her orgasm grew, she pulled Dan's face as tight to her groin as she could and slammed her nylon clad thighs around his ears. In a minute more she was convulsing on the young man's face like she was being electrocuted.
Dan's eyes were bulging out of his head. He couldn't breathe and there was a torrent of steamy girl goo flooding his mouth. All he could see above him was the quaking pink curve of Christine's bald pussy and above that her conical tits thrusting skywards, heaving and shaking as her loins shuddered with passion.
He tried to struggle free but with his arms pinned to the bed he couldn't get any leverage. And Mrs. Robinson was completely oblivious to his plight as her orgasm consumed her.
Finally she sort of collapsed forward on to an outstretched arm and eased herself off of Dan's gasping face.
The barely conscious young man lay there, sucking in air with all his might as Mrs. Robinson recovered herself.
After several long moments she lay down beside him on her back. She started pressuring him sideways with her hip. Dan wondered what she was doing. It seemed like she was trying to push him off the bed.
But then she was reaching for his hands and pulling him towards her.
He wasn't sure actually how she managed it but in a moment more she had Dan on his knees between her spread thighs. Her right hand was back on his hard-on and pulling it towards her pussy.
"Are you going to fuck me now Dan? I'm ready for you. Sooo ready!..." Christine hissed, pulling Dan's cock firmly toward the center of her loins.
"Oh God!...Me too Mrs. Robinson!....I want it so bad!..."
Dan was holding himself above Mrs. Robinson on stiff arms, squirming with arousal as she dragged him to her by his tool.
"I know baby! You're so big! I can hardly get my hand around it! My God John he's huge! I've never had one this big before. I hope I can take it all. Just put it in a little at a time O.K.?..." Christine said, winking slyly at Dan. The she turned her head towards her husband.
"If I do ever let you fuck me again John, I want you to know that I'll be thinking of Dan's big cock when you do it. Not that pencil dick of yours!..." she said maliciously.
This prompted a muted tirade of grunts and moans as well as the bumping of chair legs on the floor as the helpless husband struggled against his bonds. He had been remarkably quiet up to this point but Christine figured she was finally getting to him
She was thinking that he probably didn't care that much if she sucked some guy off or got someone to eat her out. But she knew he wouldn't like it if she let someone else fuck her. Well tough tittie! He should have thought about that when he started screwing the office help. She was going to enjoy making him squirm.
She moved Dan's cock up and down in her juicy slit, teasing her clit with his engorged cock crown. Then she tilted her hips up so that her swollen labia spread invitingly around his knob.
"Ahhhh Goddd!..." Dan groaned. The heat from her molten tunnel was scorching the end of his cock.
Mrs. Robinson was looking up at him with sparkling eyes. She moved her hand down under him, extending her index and middle finger until she was lightly teasing his sphincter with her sharp finger nails.
"Well baby?...We both know what happens now!...Don't keep me waiting!...Do it!..." Christine instructed, raking her sharp nails slowly from Dan's asshole and across his drum taut testicles.
"Wahhhh!..." the overexcited young man cried thrusting himself frenziedly into Christine's seething pussy. He lunged into her without restraint, burying himself in her silky tunnel right up to his balls.
"Yessss!...." Christine cried in her own excitement.
"That's it!....Fuck me baby!...Fuck me like that!..." she hissed
And Dan responded by hunching into her receptive loins.
"Unn!...Unn!...Unnn!..." he panted as he sawed his big cock in and out of Christine's cunt. Her insides were silky slick, clinging hotly to him as he hammered away at her.
Christine whimpered and mewed loudly in enjoyment. Slowly she brought her knees up, opening herself more and more to Dan's feverish onslaught.
"Nahh Goddd!..." Dan moaned at the feel of Mrs. Robinson's nylons and her high heels sliding up his legs. Her pendulous breasts were bouncing crazily on her chest in time with his eager thrusting. A fine sheen of sweat appeared on his body as he attacked her leeching pussy even more fiercely.
"Yeahhh!...Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!...Don't stop!.....Bang the shit out of me Danny!...I looove itt!..." Christine gasped, thrusting her loins up to meet her young lovers. At the same time she reached between their coupled loins until she was able to cup Dan's balls in the palm of her hand.
"Gahhhh!...Nahhh!...Don'tt!..." Dan moaned, knowing that if she squeezed him there he wouldn't be able to hold it.
And of course that's exactly what Mrs. Robinson did.
"Don't what baby?..Hmmmm?...Don't this?...." she asked innocently as she closed her fingers on Dan's nuts and gave them a slow, tortuous twist.
"Please!..." Dan cried, holding himself rigidly still on his stiffened arms. He hoped that he could get himself under control if he could just resist Christine's seductive pussy for a few moments.
But then she drew her legs up a little higher and jabbed her stiletto heels into Dan's ass.
"Nahhhh!..." he barked, lunging back into the steamy sheath of her cunt.
"Come baby!...Come for me!...I want to feel it!..." hissed Christine, keeping him pinned to her loins with her stabbing heels. At the same time she stopped twisting his balls and pushed them gently up into his groin.
"Phwahhhh!..." Dan cried, arching his back as his loins stiffened up excruciatingly. And then his testicles convulsed in frantic spasms. Suddenly he was coming and he was coming hard.



"Nahhh!..Ahh!..Unn!..Unn!.." he moaned, shuddering helplessly as bolt after bolt of searing jism erupted inside Christine's gripping tunnel.
"Ummmm!...Yesss!...I can feel you...Ahhh!...shooting!...Every spurt!...Unnn!...You're gonna' make me...Ohhhh!..." Christine cried in a rising voice. The feel of Dan's hot sperm pulsing directly into her womb was pushing her to another orgasm of her own.
And then it was on her. She raked her heels across his butt as she locked her legs around him.
"Ahhh Goddd!...Yesss!..."
And as much as he wanted to, John, the helpless husband, couldn't tear his eyes away from the writhing couple across from him. He rocked back and forth against the straps restraining him and moaned..."Noooo!..." in a muffled murmur.
It looked like Dan and his wife were locked in a mortal struggle. Their gasps and groans echoed in his ears as they hammered their groins one against the other in their frenzied fucking.
Finally it was Dan whose body started to sag towards the bed while Christine continued to hold him locked to her loins, her whole body still twitching fitfully.
Then she released the python like clasp of her legs and allowed her young lover to slip to the bed beside her. There Dan lay on his back, dazed and spent, gazing with unfocused eyes at the ceiling as he panted to regain his breath.
It was Mrs. Robinson who stirred first. She looked over to her husband, smiled then got up and walked towards him.
She was all pink and sweaty and had that freshly fucked glow about her.
"Did you enjoy that lover? Watching another man fuck me?"
"Unn Unn!..." John grunted.
"No?...Well I'm not surprised. Now you know how I felt when I found out you'd been cheating on me. I'm going to take those panties out of your mouth for now. But if you say anything to annoy me I'm going to stuff them back down your throat quicker than you can say Kimberly. You know I will don't you sweetheart?"
"Unn Hnn!..."
She snatched the panties out of her husband's mouth and he sucked in a gasping breath when she did. Christine turned on her heel, straddled one of his legs and sat down on his lap with her back to him. As she leaned back into him she wasn't surprised to feel that his cock was rock hard and jutting into one of her ass cheeks. She snuggled back against him and started to fondle her breasts.
"I can't believe how much he comes. My pussy is just swimming in it..."
And to illustrate her point, Christine relaxed her inner muscles, allowing the pool of gooey come inside her to trickle out onto her husband's leg.
John felt it and he wanted to cry with jealousy and frustration.
"Chrissie, I guess I had it coming...I know I shouldn't have done what I did... It won't happen again I promise you that. You've got what you wanted. Won't you just send Dan home and we can talk."
"Oh that's so sweet baby. I'll be happy to send Dan home, when I'm done with him. I haven't gotten everything I want from him just yet. But I will. You see I still have one more special little punishment in mind for you...."
She tilted her head back so that she could purr directly into John's ear.
"You know how many times you've begged me to take it up the ass for you. Well that's not going to happen now or ever since you've been such a bastard. But ...." she said, nodding towards the young man sprawled across the bed.
"You see where I'm going with this?..."
It took John a couple of seconds to figure it out but then he sputtered in disbelief... "You're not going to give it up for the kid are you?..."
"Unn Hnn! He's going to get my virgin heinie while you watch. Doesn't that sound like fun?"
Christine smiled to see her husband's astonishment give way to anger.
"You vindictive bitch..." he growled..." I may not be perfect but at least I'm not a malicious, scheming little..."
"Ahh ahh!..." Christine said, rising from her husband's lap. Turning she held out her saturated panties towards his face.
"You're going to spoil the mood baby. I guess it's panty time again!"
"You think you're going to get away with this? That you can do whatever you want? Well I've got news for you, you slut...Wahhh!...Nooo!...Mmmmff!...Mfffff!...." was the aborted end of John's little speech. Christine had once more reached down for his balls. Giving them an especially vicious squeeze she stuffed her frilly underwear back in his mouth, just as she had promised.
She made a mocking sad face at John, turned and bent over in front of him so that her creamy ass was jutting into his face.
"Do you want to kiss it goodbye baby?..."
"Mmm.!...Nnn!...Mmmm!..." was John's angry reply.
"Well it's your loss sweetheart. Now where was I. Oh yesss!..." Christine murmured turning her predatory eyes on her young lover sprawled on the bed. She walked back towards him with a purposeful stride. When she reached the bed she stopped, picked up her lipstick and repainted her lips.
"Are you ready for some more fun baby? I know I am!"
In fact Dan was more than a little distracted by Christine's husband who was glaring furiously at him from across the room. Although he hadn't been able to hear exactly what they had said to each other, it was pretty obvious that he wasn't likely to be on John's Christmas card list that year.
"Geez Mrs. Robinson. Couldn't we go somewhere else or something. I don't know that doing this, you know, what we're doing... like this...here... is such a... such a good idea..." Dan said in a real quiet voice like he didn't want Christine's husband to hear.
Christine smiled at his nervousness. She walked towards the foot of the bed.
"Don't worry lover. I'm going to take you someplace you've never been before. Now why don't you roll over on your tummy..." the raven haired beauty instructed.
"That's it!..." she said as Dan reluctantly did as he was told. He could feel the bed sag as Christine crawled up onto it behind him. She spread his legs apart as she moved up the bed
"Now get that candy butt of yours up in the air for me..." she purred, grabbing Dan's hips and pulling them back towards her.
He scooched his legs up under him but when he started to raise up on his hands as well Christine stretched out over him from behind, put one hand on the back of his neck and pushed his face back down.
"You just keep your head down for now baby. That'll be better."
Dan of course did exactly what she told him to, too distracted by the feel of her big, hard nippled breasts dragging over his back to do anything else. He did feel awfully vulnerable though. Kneeling there like that, his genitals were completely exposed, just hanging out there at the apex of his parted thighs.
Christine wasn't surprised that his cock was dangling downwards and his balls had slackened. It was to be expected after she had got him off twice in quick succession. And her husband, tied up in the chair by the bureau, was making him pretty nervous too. She knew that.
But he was young and she knew a dozen different ways to turn into a quivering puddle of excitement. She was enjoying herself. As she leaned over him from behind, holding his head down, she let her other hand drift down his back, searching out his puckered anus with her extended fingers.
Leaning close so that her moist breath gusted in his ear she murmured..."Tell me Danny. Did you like it before when I stuck my finger up your ass?"
To refresh his memory she entwined her index and her middle fingers together and slipped them through his cringing sphincter.
Danny immediately stiffened up, fearful that she was going to drive her fingers deep up inside him like she had done earlier, but she didn't. Instead she contented herself with tweezering those two fingers open and closed, twisting them around to stretch his little nether hole outrageously.
The feeling was so lewd and arousing that Danny could hardly speak. He started to squirm ahead of Christin'e's rudely prodding digits as he whimpered..."Nahhh!...Ahh!..It was so...Ahhh!...Yeahhh!...I liked it!...".
"Do you like what I'm doing now?...Tell me!..." Christine demanded, working her obscenely penetrating fingers ever faster inside him.
"Ahh!...Yess!...It feels...neat!.." he managed to croak.
"Because I can stop if you want me to..." she said, yanking her fingers out of Dan's greasy ass. She made sure her fingers were crooked over ever so slightly so that her fingernails sliced his tautly stretched sphincter as she snapped them out of him.
"Ahhhh!..." Dan yelped in pained surprise.
"Aww! Did I hurt you baby? I'm sorry. Do you want me to kiss it better?"
"What?..Ahhh...No...You...you don't have to do that..." Danny stammered in confusion.
"Oh but I want to!..." Christine said, releasing his neck and easing backwards until she was squatting right behind Dan's ass. She gripped his upraised cheeks in her hands and pulled them apart. His crinkled anus was stretched into a gaping oval by her pressing thumbs.
Dan peeked around his knees to see what the voluptuous older woman was going to do. She caught his eye and puckered a mocking kiss at him. Without taking her eyes from Dan she said to her husband...
"John? Are you watching this? I'm gonna' kiss his sweet ass sweetheart. I bet you'd like me to do that for you wouldn't you lover? You always said you wanted me to. But I'm very picky about whose ass I kiss and you're not even on my radar screen. So you can just watch O.K.?'..."
There was a renewed spate of muffled swearing and the scraping of chair legs but that was about as much as poor John could do about it. He had no choice but to sit there and watch his wanton wife and the young man she was entertaining on their bed.
And then Dan was no longer able to see Mrs. Robinson's face as she moved in on his exposed butt. Bur he could sure feel it when her crimson lips surrounded his crinkled little hole. And he thought he might faint with excitement when she started auguring her pointed tongue into that quivering opening.
"Oh my Goddd!..." Dan gasped loudly. His eyes were wide open now as Christine applied a leeching suck to his tense nether hole .
"Mnoo!...Nahhh!...Nnnn!!..." groaned John from across the room
Christine reached between Dan's thighs, ringed his cock with her thumb and forefinger and started milking it like she was ringing a bell.
With her moist lips twisting around in his ass crack and her little hand jacking him firmly, it was no time at all before Dan's cock became rigidly erect. Christine couldn't hold him down and in fact she didn't try too.
"Umm Hmm!..." she groaned into the crack of his ass. She just kept slavering away at his butt and stroking his cock, even as it jutted out horizontally from his loins.
By now Dan was up on straight arms on the bed, his groin starting to thrust into Christine's irresistibly shuttling hand.
That's when the older woman came up for air. She gave Dan's hard-on a couple of more sensuous pulls and then she stopped her hand at the base of his shaft. She started sliding off the bed and pulled Dan with her by his unyielding tool.
"Oh Goddd Mrs. Robinson!...I don't want to go anywhere!...This is fine!... Right...right here on the bed is fine!..." Dan moaned, his erection pulsing urgently under Christine's twisting hand.
"I thought you might change your mind. But wait. There's more!"
And with that Christine turned away from Dan and picked up a tube of lube off the bedside table. Twisting the top off she applied a liberal coating of the creamy goo to her outstretched index and middle fingers.
Holding Dan's eyes with hers she turned towards the bed, bending gracefully at the waist until her ass was pointing directly at the young man standing just behind her.
"Have any of your little girl friends ever taken it up the ass for you baby?..." Mrs. Robinson asked sweetly as she grabbed one of her creamy globes with one hand and pulled it to the side. She moved her other hand back, poising her cream laden fingers at her own puckered anus. Without hesitation she jabbed those entwined fingertips through that tiny opening, twisting them up into the depths of her unresisting asshole.
"Ahhhh!..." she crooned, her eyes turning to slits as she fingered that ovaled aperture. It must have been tight because she pushed her fingers up her ass fitfully, backing off and then shoving them back up inside, a little deeper each time. Finally her knuckles were no longer visible, buried deep between her rosy cheeks.
After a few moments more of this Mrs. Robinson pulled her thrusting digits out of her posterior. But she held her pose for a moment longer. She clenched and unclenched herself so that her crinkled little hole winked at Danny invitingly.
Dan watched this lewd display with a mixture of amazement and arousal. He couldn't believe that his mother's best friend could behave so shamelessly. He was mesmerized by the sight of her forbidden little hole twitching in front of him. That fluttering aperture was now gleaming with a greasy layer of lube
Christine straightened up and moved to the gaping young man. She stopped right in front of him and he reached out to take her in his arms. As he did she turned to snuggle up with her back to him, twisting her hips so that Dan's steely erection was slotted into the crease of her ass.
"Oh I'm so bad, playing with my ass like that right in front of you! I can feel that greasy goo leaking out of me. Did you see it Danny? Did you see all that white creamy stuff dripping out of me?"
"Oh God!...Yes Mrs. Robinson. That was so hot!..." Dan groaned. The smell of the older woman's perfume, the feel of her luscious curves pressing against him were driving him crazy with excitement.
"Did it look like come baby? Come dripping out of my ass?..."Christine purred turning her head to look into Dan's fevered eyes. She could clearly see that he was beginning to figure out what she was suggesting.
And he was although he couldn't believe it. Dan had only ever heard some crude references to anal sex. He never for an instant imagined it was something he would ever try. He wasn't even sure that people actually did that. But apparently he was about to find out. He never expected to be involved with a woman as uninhibited as Mrs. Robinson.
And the dark haired seductress knew just what she was doing. Rising up on her tip toes, she reached down and grabbed the barrel of Dan's erection. She bent slightly forward at the waist so that she could rub his knob against her greasy sphincter.
"Would you like to put some of your own cream up there? You can have my ass if you want it! I'll be a total slut for you. I'll bend over and take it up the ass for you! I wouldn't even do that for my husband but I'll do it for you! Do you want it baby?...Do you?..." Christine purred in lewd invitation.
And of course poor Dan couldn't refuse such a lurid offer. He grabbed Mrs. Robinson's hips and began to tentatively thrust himself against her swiveling butt.
"Goddd yesss Christine!...I want it so bad!..."
"Call me Mrs. Robinson lover. I want you to still respect me in the morning after all. Now come here..." Christine directed as she moved away from Dan's grasping hands and turned towards the bed. She bent over it, propping herself on one hand and making sure that her husband had a clear view of what Dan was going to do to her.
She reached between her parted thighs and crooked her fingers at the young man invitingly.
"Come her baby!...Bring it over here!..." she instructed.
Dan shuffled awkwardly up behind the wanton temptress, leading with his hips. This allowed Christine to grab his cock and pull it towards her nether opening. Dan was awestruck by the sight of her little rosebud puckering against his knob. He didn't even realize he was holding his breath as he dropped his hands to Christine's hips.
"It's right there lover!... Go on!...Take it!...Do me!...Put it in my ass!..." Christine demanded.
Obediently Dan pushed his hips forward although he was terrified he was going to hurt her.
"Come on!...Do it!..." Christine urged. Using the bed for leverage she pushed herself back and suddenly Dan's cock crown breeched her resisting anus.
"Shittt!...." she hissed as the end of Dan's prick stretched and filled her.
"Nahhhh!..." Dan cried. It felt like he had shoved his dick into a garden hose, she was that tight. He held himself still as a statue, wondering if he should pull back out.
But he wasn't the one making those decisions. Christine reached back and sank the nails of one hand into Dan's hip while grinding back onto him. She didn't stop until she had impaled herself completely on his distended shaft.
"Holy Godddd!..." she moaned, her breath coming in gasping little pants. She tried to relax enough to enjoy the sensation of Dan's steely tool stuffing her back channel.
"Goddd John!...Ahhh!...It feels like he's got a...Ohh!... baseball bat stuffed up my ass. It's...Umm!... amazing!..."
This little aside was greeted with an anguished moan from across the room.
But it was Dan who was really feeling the heat at that moment. Christine's tight butt had stripped his shaft agonizingly as she pushed back onto him. His loins were on fire and a current of buzzing excitement was quickly building at the base of his cock.
"Mrs. Robinson!...Ahhhh!...I can't believe we're...Nahh!...doing...Ahh!...this!..." he groaned, making little squirming movements in and out of her incendiary rear passage.
"You like that? You like butt fucking me? Go on! Do it! Give me a real reaming with that big cock of yours!..." Christine urged, bracing herself on her stiff arm ahead of Dan's ever more urgent hunching. She moved her feet a little further apart to open herself to his thrusting loins.
She must have been loosening up or the lube was doing its job because Dan's cock was starting to glide in and out of her magnificent ass like it was on rails. But there was still plenty of friction, enough to send fiery bolts of excitement darting through his genitals as he banged in and out of Christine's gripping channel.
"Ahhh!...Ahhhh!...Unnn!..." Dan groaned, his groin slapping loudly against her butt as he hammered her from behind.
"Oh yeahhh!...That's it!...Unn Hnn!...Fuck it!...Fuck my ass!..." Mrs. Robinson encouraged, looking back over her shoulder with blazing eyes.
Dan's arousal was rising but slowly as he pistoned his length in and out of Christine's clinging nether hole. It felt amazing but he wasn't really sure if he was going to make it this time. He was all wound up but he also felt kind of numb, like the fiery climax he wanted was somehow just not going to happen. He didn't know if he had come too much already or if it was having Mrs. Robinson's husband in the same room but he didn't think he was going to be able to come. And that made him really worried that Mrs. Robinson would take it personally and think he was some kind of wimp if he couldn't do it. He tightened his grip on the older woman's hips preparing to really pound her, hoping that would get him there.
The raven haired beauty sensed that he needed a little bit of extra encouragement and she knew just how to give it to him.
"Come on baby! I'll be your fuck puppet! Use me any way you want!..." she purred, jack -knifing her body forward and planting her hands on the floor between her feet. When she did that her asshole tightened excruciatingly around Dan's plundering tool, wrenching it away from his body and down towards the floor.
"Oh my Goddd!...Dan moaned, unable to believe that she could fold herself up like that. The sweating young man had no choice but to rise up on his toes and then bend himself over Mrs. Robinson's upraised posterior.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!..." he moaned, clumsily reaching down to embrace her from behind. Clutching the sides of her dangling breasts in his hands he frantically started fucking down into that gaping anus being so brazenly being offered to him.



"Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnnn!...That's it!...Don't stop!...Umm hmm!...Do me baby!...Use your little come slut!...Use me then fill with your come!...Do it in my ass!..." Christine panted, rocking her gum drop shaped butt under Dan's hammering tool as much as her contorted position would allow.
Dan fucked her like that for a couple of more moments then straightened up behind her. He grabbed her ass and steadied it under his plunging loins. it was like holding onto a warm pillow and fucking himself down into the silky center of it. The sight and sensations of Christine's molten rear hole clutching his cock as he plowed in and out of her was too much for him.
He pulled her up by her hips with all his might, burying his length in the depths of her bowels. And it was at that moment that Christine shot one hand up between her legs and grabbed his balls.
"Come on baby!...Give it up!..." she coaxed, enfolding those taut little spheres in her palm and squeezing them warmly.
"Phwahhh!...." Dan roared as his testicles tightened up excruciatingly for a split second. Then, with a violent shudder he unleashed a fiery burst of sperm into Mrs. Robinson's clenching anus.
"Unnn!...Unn!...Unn!..." he cried as that first jet of come was followed by a rapid fire series of blazing eruptions that sliced through his boner like a surgeon's scalpel. His hands trembled and his knuckles turned white as he held on desperately to the fleshy hemispheres that surrounded his prick.
"Yessss!...Oh Yessss!...I can feel you coming!...Umm Hmm!...He's coming in my ass John!... Coming so much!...Unn Hnn!...Yeah!...More!...That's it!...Unn Hnn!...So hot!...I can feel every...Unnn... spurt of it!..." hissed Mrs. Robinson as Dan spewed his scorching load of sperm deep up her twisting butt.
"Nahhh!..." was the despairing cry that her helpless husband issued in response to his wife's cruel taunting.
"Unnn!...Ahhh!...Ahhh!..." Dan groaned as the first rush of jolting bursts began to slow. And though the spasms that then wracked his loins were more measured, they were still as intense as the ones that had first claimed him. The poor young man was gasping so mightily that he was on the verge of passing out. As his balls continued to shudder, he sagged over Christine's upraised ass and pressed his face into the back of her neck.
"Ummm!...Yesss!...That's so good!...So much come for me baby!...Give me every drop!...I want to feel it running down my leg!..." the smiling older woman enthused, milking Dan's balls with her gripping hand.
And how could the well used young man refuse such expert enducement. He could do little more than just lie against her, shuddering as the wanton seductress milked him dry with her skilled fondling.
Eventually he had no more to give and his overworked tool began to wilt inside Mrs. Robinson's sodden rear passage. She was thrilled at the feel of his searing sperm filling her and just to be sure he was done she bore down on him with her well toned interior muscles.
"Oh Goddd!...Wait!...Don't!...Please!..." Dan moaned as Christine's rear channel clamped down excruciatingly on his now very tender meat.
But the bent over beauty ignored his anxious pleading and squeezed whatever remaining stiffness he might have had out of him. She was rewarded with a final tiny dribble of sperm before his shriveled cock slipped out of her bung hole.
"I think I got it all don't you?...You can get off me now darling!..."
Dan seemed not to hear Mrs. Robinson for a moment. And then, as if he was awakening from a dream, he snapped upright behind her. Unfortunately when he did so, the blood rushed out of his head and he dropped to his knees with a loud thud as he just about fainted.
Christine straightened herself more calmly and smiled at the young man who was swaying precariously on his knees beside her. She turned then to look at her poor husband who was slumped limply in the chair he was tied to. With her eyes fixed on John's she said to Dan...
"That was a lot of fun sweetheart. It feels like I'm going to be dripping for a week. I'll have to remember to wipe the chairs. Now I think it's time for you to gather up your things. My husband and I have a lot to talk about."
It took Dan a moment to figure out that he had just been dismissed. He wasn't sure what he had expected in this bizarre situation but he had thought he might get something like a kiss on the cheek to say good bye. But it was obvious that Mrs. Robinson had something else in mind and he quickly realized that his best move at that point was to do exactly what he'd been told.
He shakily got to his feet, picked up his clothes and struggled into them. In a moment more he was heading for the door with his sneakers in his hand.
"That was incredible Mrs. Robinson. I don't know what to say..." he mumbled.
Turning her head to pucker an exaggerated kiss at the young man Christine replied..."Aren't you sweet! I'll call you lover. Tell your mother I said hi!."
And then she turned and started towards her husband with a wicked gleam in her eye.
"Do you want to kiss it now baby?..." was the last thing that Dan heard as he closed the bedroom door behind him. He didn't hang around to hear the answer.
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"Does she like you to go down on her?"
"Not really. She says that it's too... too dirty."
"Then I suppose she doesn't...."
"No. Clare thinks that's dirty too..."
Ben was so apprehensive that Victoria was going to notice his throbbing boner jutting against her gently swaying backside that he hardly knew what he was saying.
"Oh Goddd!..." he groaned distractedly.
The young man's boss smiled to herself at his nervousness. She turned to face him while casually pulling her tight skirt up to her waist. A knowing grin creased her lips as she nimbly stepped out of her panties. She reached out and laid the miniscule satin triangle on Ben's shoulder
"I want you to go down on me dear..." she said as coolly as if she were saying she preferred wheat toast to white.
"I don't.... understand..." Ben stammered, totally unable able to tear his eyes away from Victoria's stocking tops and the now exposed hairy triangle between them.
"I don't think I can say it any more clearly. I want you to eat me Ben!"...she murmured, stepping a little nearer so that she could reach out and play with the knot of the young man's tie.
"But Ms. Jackson...my wife..." Dan whimpered, his eyes now flashing up pleadingly to Victoria's.
"Clare's not here now is she Ben? She'll never know. Besides... you know you want to!..."
As she said this Victoria reached into Ben's crotch with her right hand. She pressed her palm against his bulging tool through his pants.
'Unhhh!..." Ben groaned in response.
Of course he wanted to do it. There was nothing in the world he wanted to do more at that moment than to press his face into the juncture of this seductive woman's loins and lick her out her until her eyes crossed. But he was terrified that his wife would ultimately find out that he had betrayed her.
"We can't Ms. Jackson...Ahhhh..." he croaked as the sultry beauty standing in front of him gave his hard-on an incendiary squeeze.
"It wouldn't be...Ahhh... right!..."
Victoria stared at her squirming young aide for a moment with a calculating gaze.
"I can make you do it you know?..."
Ben was so aroused he wasn't sure if he was hearing her right. He had never been in a situation like this before. But he knew he shouldn't do it. He was scared of his wife finding out and he was scared of this predatory older woman who was so shamelessly tempting him.
"Ms. Jackson. I know I'm the new guy around here and that you have a lot influence with the partners..."
Victoria carried on as if Ben weren't even speaking.
"It's probably better if I do make you do it, at least the first time. It's that what you want? You want me to make you go down on me? I suppose that would help to relieve your guilty conscience wouldn't it? Well then... I can do that!..."
"What?...No!...Don't!...Please. There really isn't anything that you can say..."
"Oh I'm not going to say anything..." Victoria drawled as she slipped her caressing hand deeper between Dan's legs and closed her fingers on his vulnerable testicles.
"I'm done talking... for now..." she purred. Still smiling, she closed her fist on those sensitive nuggets, squashing them together painfully
"Wahhh!...Heyyy!...Don'tt!..." Ben yelped, reflexively reaching down with his own hands to try and free himself from Victoria's unexpected assault.
"Ahh Ahh!...Don't!..." she warned, increasing the pressure of her punishing grip.
A blinding surge of nausea swept up from Ben's groin so swiftly that he though he might faint. He quickly dropped his hands to his sides.
"That's better. Now down you go..." Victoria instructed, easing the pressure of her fiercely gripping hand just enough to allow Ben to focus on her instructions. She pulled down on his nuts and on his tie. She had to bend forward to keep her stern grip on him as Ben's shaky legs buckled and he folded to his knees in front of her.
"All the way..." she encouraged, pulling on his aching testicles until he was sitting on his heels.
Letting go of his tie she reached down for one of Ben's hands. The young man resisted her. Victoria tightened her crushing fist once more on his nuts.
"Nahhh!...Please!..." he whimpered in realdistress.
"Don't fight me lover. You lost this one when you let me get you by the balls. Now give me your hand."
The squirming young man had no choice but to let her take his hand.
Victoria laced her fingers through his, bending his wrist back at an extreme angle. In a moment more Ben found himself with his hand bent over backwards by his ear and his elbow pointing up at the ceiling. It felt like the raven haired beauty standing over him was going to dislocate his shoulder.
The good news was that she released his balls and moved that hand up and tangled it in his hair. She held his face turned up towards her as she took a couple of mincing little steps forward and spread her legs apart. Positioning her luxuriant bush just a hair's breadth from his face, she tipped her pelvis up so that her slit was within easy reach.
Looking down on him with a hungry smile, Victoria repeated her earlier request, only now it was a demand..."Eat me!..."
Ben looked up for a moment longer into this stunning woman's eyes. Then he turned his gaze back to the inviting feast in front of him. He guessed he didn't really have any choice. He closed his eyes, opened his mouth and leaned forward like a hungry man at a pie eating contest.
Four weeks to the day before that Ben Clark was entering the prestigious law offices of Levi, McCormack & Henderson - Los Angeles for the first time. He had finished his law degree with honors (not high honors) a year earlier at a small and undistinguished college in the mid-west. He knew that succeeding at LeeMac was the best chance he had at building a successful practice of his own and he was going to do everything in his power to make that happen.
He had married his long time girl friend and he owed it not only to himself but to her not to blow this opportunity. He was prepared to do whatever it took, he thought.
LeeMac had separate floors for criminal, civil, corporate and family law. Ben had hoped to make his way up in the corporate office or, as a second choice, the civil. But the gods were not smiling on him that first day and he found himself being directed to the offices of the family practice.
He had letter of introduction from HR that he was supposed to present to Victoria Jackson, the senior partner of the family law group. He would later find out that Ms. Jackson was truly a luminary in the rarified upper strata of divorce attorneys. She represented only aggrieved women and was the 'go-to' girl for the 'cheated on' wives of corporate magnates and Hollywood producers. She was often seen on the six o'clock news, leading one sun glassed beauty or another from the court house. The client had just received an undisclosed but enormous settlement from her rock star husband.
That was all that Ben knew about her and was looking forward to meeting her. But in fact on that first day, Ms. Jackson had time for only the briefest of meetings with him. She had a long day of depositions in front of her she said. Even so, Ben was impressed.
Vickie Jackson was only in her late thirties and had rose to the pinnacle of her profession in an amazingly short time. Ben had heard that she was known to be totally relentless when it came to unearthing the sins of her clients' husbands and then using that information to lever vast settlements from them or judgments against them. It was even rumoured that she may have (not personally of course, but somehow) arranged for certain introductions to be made that later turned out to be quite incriminating for the husbands of some of her clients who had otherwise led a totally blameless existence.
Knowing only of that reputation Ben was a little surprised to find that Ms. Jackson did not appear to be the ruthless haridan he had imagined. She was, it was true, a very striking woman. She was probably about 5 foot 8, almost Ben's height in her high heels. Her flowing mane of dark hair framed her face as it cascaded to her shoulders. She had a very trim figure, perhaps a little chesty but it was hard to tell beneath the tailored jacket she was wearing.
His new boss had very little free time that morning, but she shook Ben's hand and definitely took her time looking him over. She told him she hoped he didn't mind 'starting at the bottom'. Ben promised that he would work very hard. Mrs. Jackson smiled a slow smile and then passed him on to her executive assistant to get him oriented.
Her assistant was Roxanne Hilton who Ben soon found out that everyone, even though she didn't like it, referred to her behind her back as 'Paris' because of her resemblance to the lanky, doe eyed blonde actress.
Roxanne was a little less forthcoming when Ms. Jackson called her in and asked her to take charge of Ben. His first thought was that Miss Hilton looked a little young (probably about his own age) and a little sort of 'lightweight' to have such a responsible position.
He was soon warned to be wary of this young woman. She was extremely territorial about her position and her boss. Many a careless intern had found himself called on the carpet by Ms. Jackson as 'certain shortcomings in their work' had been brought to her attention by 'someone more responsible' in the organization.
Roxanne got him set up with a desk and his own laptop in the corner of the outer office. She showed him the research library with its endless rows of legal tomes. Then she gave him three thick files of current cases that were awaiting trial dates. She told him simply to find all the relevant precedents he could in the case histories and to work up some notes on the significance of those precedents and how they effected the outcome of those cases. Then, with a sort of withering smile, she left him to it.
Ben was a little daunted at first but decided that if he was going to make a good impression this was the time to start. He read through Ms. Jackson's cases, got a little help from some of the other interns in figuring out the referencing system of the library, and started making notes.
He worked long hours in the evening and each morning left a summary of what he felt were his most interesting findings on Roxanne's desk. By late morning he'd usually get his work back, a lot of it crossed out as not pertinent, but one or two items marked 'Is there more info on this?'.
Ben was never sure if it was Ms. Jackson or Roxanne who was reviewing his work.
After about ten days of this Roxanne approached him one morning and said... "Ms. Jackson wants you to focus on the Carlson case. The trial date has been fast tracked to two weeks from now."
This was the first indication that Ben had that he was doing anything useful. He went back to work even harder. He started seeing Mrs. Jackson briefly when she came out to talk to him about some of the data he had unearthed.
Then, the morning before the trial, Roxanne told him to come in early the next day. Ms. Jackson wanted him and all his files in court with her.
Ben was elated. Sitting in the second row with Roxanne and another paralegal from the office, watching Ms. Jackson do her magic in the courtroom was spellbinding. His boss was wearing a form fitting jacket that emphasized her curvaceous figure. The white top she was wearing beneath her linen jacket revealed a very distracting amount of cleavage. Her white skirt was knee length and very snug.
Ben noticed that she wasn't in the least bit reluctant to use her feminine charms to her advantage. When she was examining the evasive husband before the judge, she several times leaned towards him at crucial moments in his testimony, exposing more of the succulent valley between her breasts to him. This invariably caused him to stammer and stumble through his protestations at the most inappropriate moments.
When she was finishing up with him, she paced back and forth in front of him, her shoulders back, her conical breasts thrust up and out ahead of her. Those high setting globes jiggled and swayed most provocatively as she strutted back and forth on her heels like a runway model.
Mr. Carlson was so obviously ogling her alluring display that Ben figured he never even felt the knife slipping in as she eviscerated him and his testimony. At one point Victoria came back to her table, leaned over and asked Ben to give her some documents she wanted. Ben couldn't help himself from gazing longingly at those golden orbs so brazenly on display. When he caught himself and looked up quickly, Ms. Jackson gave him a wink and a smile before she turned to once more confront poor Mr. Carlson. She finally allowed him to step down after making him look like a drooling idiot in front of the not amused female judge.
Ultimately that judge asked the lawyers back to her chambers for a little talk. Twenty minutes later Victoria was back at her client's side smiling broadly. It was all over. After hearing the judge's remarks, the husband's lawyer had taken Vickie aside and proposed a handsome settlement, fearful that the judge might dictate an even more egregious judgement. Ms. Jackson had accepted on her client's behalf and chalked up one more victim for her trophy wall.
But the day was not finished. They all had to go back to the office and complete a lot of paperwork. The overjoyed client invited Victoria and her staff out for a celebratory drink.
Ms. Jackson said she and Ben had some work to do for the following day but offered Roxanne as Mrs. Carlson's sacrificial drinking partner. Roxanne didn't seem pleased by this turn of events but there was nothing she could do about it. Off she and the laughing client went but not before Roxanne gave Ben a threatening, slit eyed look.
Ms. Jackson led Ben into her office, taking off her jacket on her way in and hanging it on a stand by the door.
"Why don't you take off your jacket too and relax a little Ben. I haven't had much time to talk to you since you arrived. Why don't you tell me a little about yourself...Scotch?...I'm having one. A stiff one..." Vickie offered, going over to the sideboard near her desk and opening a bottle.
Ben wasn't much of a drinker but he didn't want to seem ungracious. He was taking off his own jacket and hanging it up as he replied...
"Sure..."
Then he turned to face Ms. Jackson as she turned to him carrying two drinks. He was just opening his mouth to say something but nothing came out.
Underneath her formal suit jacket it turned out Victoria was wearing the slinkiest little white sheath dress he had ever seen. Her voluptuous body was barely contained by the soft fabric which clung to her hour glass curves like a second skin. Her arms and shoulders were bare and she moved towards him with a feline grace, offering him his drink with a smile.
Alarm bells were going off in Ben's head. He suddenly had the distinct impression that his attractive boss might be interested in examining his briefs and he wasn't thinking of the ones that came out of a filing cabinet.
"Ahhh...You were amazing in the courtroom today..." he finally managed to stammer.
"Why thank you Ben...I really appreciate all the work you did in preparation. Cheers..." she toasted, taking a long slow sip of her drink. Ben did the same.
"Now. Something about you. You're married I understand. To who? How did you meet?.." Vickie asked, moving nearer so that her heady perfume surrounded her young assistant.
"Ahhh... My wife Clare and I, we met when we were kids. I guess you could say I married my childhood sweetheart. We've been married for three years now. No kids. Probably in a couple of years. Clare teaches grade 3 in a Catholic school in our neighborhood. We thought we'd wait 'til my career was more settle'. That's about it. Nothing too startling there I guess."
"Is she pretty? I'm sure she is. When's her birthday?"
The birthday question made Ben stop for a second. August 3rd or 8th, he wasn't totally sure.
"Early next month...Her birthday....It's coming up. Is she pretty?..." Ben paused there too. Clare was good looking in a 'girl next door' sort of way. Not 'make you look twice' sexy like Ms. Jackson or Roxanne but he thought it was fair to answer..."Yeah. I guess you'd say she's attractive and smart, very smart. I'm lucky that way."
"It's sounds like you are. Quite the couple. Ummm... I wonder if you'd do something for me Ben?..." Vickie asked, putting down her drink on a nearby table.
"Ahhh...I can try..."
Vickie turned so that her back was too Ben. She reached back and pulled her hair to one side.
"I've got a knot at the base of my neck. It's really tight. Could you get your thumbs in there and see if you can loosen it up?"
"Sure... No problem..." Ben said, putting his drink down too. Then he put his hands on Vickie's shoulders and started fumbling around with his thumbs, trying to find the tight spot in the top of her back.
"Ummm... Lower...Unn Hnn...A little to the left...Yeah...That's good...You can work it a little harder Ben. I'll let you know if you're too rough...Ummm!...Oh yesss!...Right there!... Uhh Hnn!..." Vickie purred.
As Ben massaged her resilient flesh, Vickie let her head hang forward a little. When she did that Ben became immediately aware of her gum drop shaped ass pressing into his crotch.
'Oh God!..." he moaned to himself. He could distinctly feel her silky butt nestling into his groin. His cock immediately began to stiffen up. Well of course it did. Her perfume, the intimate feel of his hands on her, the warmth of her body pressing against him. He couldn't help it. The last thing he wanted was for Ms. Jackson to discover how much she was arousing him. Ben discreetly tipped his pelvis back so that he wasn't poking his boss in the ass with his eager boner.
But Vickie knew what she was doing. She knew exactly how to push her young assistant's buttons. She had smiled to herself when she felt him getting hard against her. And she was just getting started. This was going to be fun. She brought her hands up and laced her fingers behind her head
"See if you can do something under my shoulder blades will you dear..."
Ben did as she asked. But in order to get his thumbs in the middle of her back he had to move his hands to her sides. Without meaning to, his fingers were now gently resting on the outer swells of her breasts. At the feel of those resilient globes rising and falling under his hands, Ben's cock became rigidly erect.
Then Vickie asked casually..."So what kind of sex do you and Clare enjoy?"
Ben was so startled by the question that he barely noticed that Mrs. Jackson had shimmied back, purposefully nestling her sinuous ass into his groin.
"I'm sorry. I'm not sure I..."
"Oh come on Ben. Don't play so innocent! A handsome young guy like you. A good career ahead of you. A pretty young wife. I would imaging you guys are doing it like rabbits. So where do you like to do it? In the pool? In the kitchen? Do you do her bent over the couch in the den? Does she blow you on the drive to grandma's house? I'm curious. Tell me."
Ben's head was swimming in confusion. Here was his gorgeous boss, carelessly driving him crazy with excitement, casually asking about his sex life at home. And the strange thing was Ben couldn't think of any reason not to tell her. And, for whatever reason, he didn't want to lie.
"Ahh Well...Clare only likes to do it in bed, in our bed, with me on top. Not too exciting I guess."
"Is she on the pill?"
"Unn...no. She says it makes her too irregular. She makes me wear a condom, at least until we decide we want to have kids."
Vickie couldn't help but smile at these revelations. Oh this was just too perfect!
"Does she like you to go down on her?"
By now Ben was sure that Victoria couldn't help but notice his throbbing boner jutting against her gently swaying backside. Surely she was going to say something!



"Oh Goddd!..." he groaned distractedly.
And that was how young Ben found himself on his knees, his arm twisted back painfully, staring up into his boss's eyes as she settled her juicy slit on his face.
"You remember I told you you'd be starting at the bottom Ben?..." she asked with a lewd chuckle.
"Now show me what a good job you can do!..."
In truth Ben was mesmerized by the nearness of Vickie's juicy center. He leaned way down, pushed his tongue between her swollen labia then slowly pulled it up and through the entire length of her slit.
"Ummmm!...That feels like more!..." the raven haired beauty enthused.
"Umm Hmmm!..." Ben agreed, nodding down to ply her greasy trench once more with his tongue. It was soo delicious!
"Ummmm...Ummm....Ummm..." he groaned, working his way up and down Vickie's molten channel with unrestrained enthusiasm.
"Oh yess!...You eat pussy very well young man!... Clare doesn't know what she's missing!..."
As she spoke Vickie was thrusting her rounded mons more and more firmly into Ben's slavering mouth. She stepped over his shoulder and kept advancing on him, forcing him to twist his knees out from under him. In a moment more he was on his back. Vickie had his arms pinned to the carpet with her knees as she sat astride his face.
In truth Ben wouldn't have tried to escape even if she wasn't kneeling on his arms. He was excited beyond belief by Mrs. Jackson's incredibly lewd sexual advances. He was rock hard and wanted nothing more at that moment than to drive his twisting tongue as far up her seething pussy as it would go.
Equally arousing was the incredible view he had of Victoria's pendulous tits looming over him. Those awesome globes rose and fell above him in time with her breathing. It was only when she leaned way forward that he was able to see her sparkling eyes looking down into his.
Vickie reached down and placed the palm of one hand on Ben's forehead to steady him. Then she tipped her pelvis back a little, positioning her bush on his upper lip.
"This is where that higher education of yours pays off. I want you to do the alphabet with your tongue on my clit...nice and slow!..."
Ben was thrilled to obey. He extended his tongue and started swiping letters through the apex of Victoria's loins.
"Oh yess..." the wanton woman moaned.
As he worked his way from A to F, Vickie stiffened up above him, slowly arching her back until she had to reach behind her to steady herself. Ben grunted a muffled groan of excitement when she planted her open hand on his erection. She started to knead his throbbing length through his pants as she murmured...
"Somebody's pretty excited!..."
Then..."Oh Goddd!..." she hissed as Ben continued his spelling exercise with renewed enthusiasm.
By the time he got to 'P' Vickie's thighs were trembling around his ears.
She shifted her loins until her drooling trench was sitting squarely on his mouth.
"Waittt!...Ahhh!...Get your tongue in me!...Now!... Please Ben!...Do it!..."
The young man beneath her was more than eager to comply.
He augured his tongue as far up her gooey trench as he could, grinding the bridge of his nose into her clit.
"Oh Christ yesss!..." Vickie gasped as a soft tremor raced through her loins. She yanked Ben's face up hard into her crotch and slammed her thighs on his ears.
The inexperienced young man was thrilled to feel her meaty vagina contract gently on his tongue.
That first spasm was followed quickly by another, a bigger one. And then another after that and another after that, each one bigger than the last. Soon Victoria's silky interior was clenching and pulsing so tightly on Ben's tongue that he couldn't have removed it from her pussy if he wanted to.
"Shit!...Shitt!...Shittt!..." moaned the attorney, in a not very ladylike fashion as her orgasm hammered through her loins. She jackknifed forward at the waist, bearing down with her full weight on Ben's face. Her whole body was shuddering spastically.
"Umm!...Ummm!...Ummm!..." Ben moaned gutturally. Vickie's pussy was discharging a steady seep of oily fluid into his mouth that he found intoxicating. He thought she tasted like green apples and eagerly swept up every drop she gave him with his darting tongue.
"Oh Goddd!...No!...No More!...Stoppp!...That's enough!..." she moaned.
But despite her protestations the trembling older woman remained mounted on Ben's face for several more long moments. Then, with a seemingly major effort of will, she lifted her ass up, disengaging her cunt from his avid mouth. Smiling down on him she reached for Ben's wrists and pinned them to the floor with her hands.
Ben's lips were swollen, his cheeks flushed and shiny with girl goo. He was gasping for breath and blinking like he had just crawled out of a cave and into the light.
"For someone who claims to be a beginner you sure know how to use that tongue of yours. I enjoyed that!..." Vickie purred, slowly edging backwards down the prone young man's torso. She made a point of dragging her drooling loins down his chest, marking him with her juices. Finally she settled herself on top of his groin, her greasy slit perched squarely on top of his pants covered erection.
"Are you going to do me now baby?..." she asked, writhing suggestively on top of the totally enthralled young man.
Ben could clearly feel the heat of Ms. Jackson's sodden pussy pressing against his cock. It was right there against him and he wanted it more than he had ever wanted anything in his life. He couldn't help himself from straining upwards into those inviting loins even as he muttered...
"We can't Ms. Jackson....Ahhh!... I made a promise I'd never make love to another ...Ahhh! ...to be faithful to my...Ohhh!...wife!...." Ben groaned. He made an effort to free his hands. But it wasn't much of an effort. He was too much preoccupied with the raging excitement seething in his groin. Victoria was easily able to restrain him
She responded to his feeble protests by stretching out on top of him, pressing the full length of her curvaceous body against his.
"We could wrestle then. I like to wrestle. Think you can take me?..." Vickie asked with a lascivious smile.
Ben's cock got even harder if that were possible as his voluptuous boss shamelessly dry fucked him right there on the floor of her office. Then she either let Ben roll her over or she pulled him on top of her. Either way she wound up beneath him with her legs wrapped around Ben's waist and her arms around him holding his hands together behind his back
"You can keep your promise baby. I don't want you to make love to me. I want you to fuck me! You know you want to. You can have me any way you want. Up against the wall, on my desk, on all fours...whatever you want. Just a couple of buttons and you can slip it in... Ummm!... I'm so wet for you baby!...Can't you just feel it... Feel your hard cock slipping up inside me like a hot knife through butter! Give it to me like that baby! Fuck my dirty little pussy!...."
Ben's mind was going into overload with all the nasty images Victoria was planting in his mind. Clare had never talked sexy like this in all their years of marriage. He didn't think he could resist his boss's lewd proposal very much longer. If he didn't get away from her she was going to make him come in his pants
"Noo!...Please!...I!...I!..." he whimpered, literally squirming with anxiety on top of Ms. Jackson's twisting groin.
Vicky smiled up at him triumphantly. She could feel how hard he was and she knew that any second now he was going to break down and give it to her. She ground her pussy even more aggressively into his crotch to make him surrender.
And that was when Ben's worst fear was realized. Suddenly he stiffened up above her, arched his back and jammed his crotch into the saddle of his loins.
His balls gave a frantic heave as his cock erupted and a searing fountain of come began to spray inside his pants.
"Whaaaa?!...No!...Nooo!..." he cried in frustration. He couldn't believe that this was happening, that he was actually coming in his pants like some over-sexed teenager. That he was doing it on top of this woman, who he had wanted so desperately to impress, was enough to make him want to crawl under a rock and hide.
It took Ms. Jackson a moment to figure out what was happening. But then she could clearly feel Ben's cock twitching and jumping against her and a bloom of warmth spreading against her loins.
Her eyes crinkled with amusement as she purred..."Are you being naughty young man?... Are you coming in your pants?...You are, aren't you?...I can feel it!...Oh yes you are!...Coming and coming!...My my!...I didn't know you had such a hair trigger..."
And as she said this she continued to thrust her rounded mons against Ben's spewing cock, coaxing even more come from his cringing testicles despite his frantic efforts to stop himself and end this devastating embarrassment.
"Unnn!....Please...Ms. Jackson...I am so...Unn!...so sorry!...I didn't mean to...Ahhh!...I mean I didn't think I was going to...It's not...Nahhh!...Oh Goddd!..." Ben stammered miserably.
Victoria kept wriggling against the red-faced young man above her. She was quite enjoying the feeling of power it gave her to know that she could make him loose control of himself like this no matter how hard he tried not to.
"Ummm!...You come so much baby!...I'll take it as a compliment!...Only next time, if you know what's good for you, you'll be shooting your load inside me!..." Vickie purred, giving an especially strong heave upwards with her hips.
At the same time she let go of Ben's wrists and the young man rolled off her in an untidy heap. He lay on his back with his chest heaving like he'd just finished a marathon. There was a huge wet stain darkening the whole front of his expensive grey suit pants.
Victoria gracefully rose to her feet, smoothing her skirt and then her hair. She picked up her drink and smiled down on her young assistant. She took a long slow sip of her drink. Then she deliberately poured the remainder of her scotch down into his lap.
"Ooops!..." she purred..."Clumsy me!..."
"Wha..!?...What are you doing??..." Ben gasped incredulously, scrambling to his feet and wiping furiously at his mid-section.
Ms. Jackson remained completely at ease.
"No need to thank me. Looks like you ran into some inebriated clown at the bar who spilled his drink in your lap. That will explain the mess and the reason why you're going to want to hit the shower as soon as you get home. Wouldn't want to upset the little woman now would we Ben?"
And with that Victoria stepped up to him, slipped her arm around his neck and pulled him to her for a feverish, deep, tongue kiss. When she was done she said softly...
"Next time let me know before you're going to come. I know the perfect place to hide the evidence. Now off you go. And give my love to Clare."
Ben's head was still spinning but he was pretty sure he'd been dismissed. He got his jacket from the rack and sheepishly made his way out of Ms. Jackson's office.
He made it to the car without running into anyone for which he was truly thankful. The drive home was exceedingly uncomfortable as the come in his pants grew cold and his underwear got crusty.
Again he was lucky when he got home. Clare was in the den curled up in front of one of those Victorian potboilers on PBS that she loved so much. She offered only a distant..."Sure hon!..." when Ben called out that he had to take a shower because of a 'run in' he had at the bar.
She looked pretty surprised when twenty minutes later Ben was back and practically dragged her upstairs to the bedroom.
At first she was surprised by his eagerness but an hour and a half later, when Ben was filling up a third condom with jizz inside her, she was complaining that she was sore and that he was hurting her.
Ben was all set to go for round four but, when she finally snapped at him to get off her, he realized he may have gotten a little carried away.
The next morning he apologized profusely over breakfast. He didn't know what got into him. He had been so distracted at work lately. It wouldn't happen again.
Clare grudgingly accepted his apology and sent him off to work with a cold kiss on the cheek.
When he got to work Ben didn't know what to expect. He half expected Ms. Jackson to jump him when he got to his desk, wanting to take up from where they'd left off the night before.
But of course nothing like that happened. It was business as usual at LeeMac and aside from the occasional smiling glance that his statuesque boss cast his way Ben remained totally unmolested at his little cubby hole.
It was a couple of weeks later before there was even a suggestion that Ben might still be expected to provide certain extracurricular services to his boss and her staff.
It was three nights before another court date and Ms. Jackson, Roxanne and Ben were all working late in her office. There was a small conference table that Ben and Roxanne worked at while Victoria poured over files, barking for more when she wanted them.
Eventually she stopped, took off her reading glasses and started stretching in her chair. Her eyes turned to her faithful assistants.
"Rox. Would you come over here please?"
Roxanne dutifully went over to her boss's desk. She was wearing a white satin blouse, a pair of skin tight, black leather pants and stiletto heels. She was looking particularly attractive that evening. Ben couldn't help but stare at her shapely ass, the two hemispheres jiggling seductively as she walked over to Ms. Jackson's desk.
"I've got a real knot in the back of my neck. Do you think you could rub it for me dear?"
Ben's heart rate quickened. He had heard that line before.
But Roxanne didn't hesitate as she stepped behind Victoria's high backed chair.
Ms. Jackson was wearing a lacy net blouse that buttoned up the back. Roxanne deftly undid two or three of the buttons, reached in and started working on her boss's neck. She kept her eyes on what she was doing but Ben noticed that Victoria was watching him with just the hint of a smile curling her lips.
A couple of mornings each week Roxanne delivered coffee and lattes to the staff compliments of the boss. On this morning Vickie had instructed Miss Hilton to lace Ben's coffee with a healthy dose of Viagra. She was hoping to have a little fun with him later on and she wanted to be sure that he would be in the mood.
Vickie continued to watch Ben curiously as she enjoyed Roxie's skilled massage. Eventually she said...
"That feels good Rox but I don't think you're really getting deep enough. Why don't you try the 'massager'."
When she said that Roxanne's eyes lifted to Ben's and he could see that same hint of a smile on her mouth.
Roxanne stepped around her boss, opened a drawer in her desk and pulled out what could only be the 'massager'.
Ben's mouth went a little dry at that point. The 'massager' looked like a long white microphone with an oversize round head on it. The head had a shiny steel band around it. Roxanne casually held it up by her shoulder for Ben to see. When she flipped a switch on the base of the thing it started humming quietly.
Ben had only ever seen this kind of thing in porn videos.
Roxanne went back around behind her boss and started using it on her upper back and the base of her neck. And while she was doing that, both of the women were watching Ben intently.
Ben tried to keep his eyes on his work. But he could feel himself beginning to get aroused.
Victoria started to make little groaning noises of approval. The next time Ben looked up she was leaning well forward. But just at that moment she leaned back in her chair. Roxanne turned off the vibrating instrument.
With her eyes locked on Ben's Victoria said...
"That feels so good dear. But I have another spot that aches. It's right between my thighs and you do such a good job with that little toy of yours. Would you mind?..."
Roxanne's eyes too were fixed on Ben's. She pursed her lips for a moment like she was thinking about Vickie's request. And then, to Ben's amazement, she stepped around in front of her boss and sank to her knees in front of her.
After getting comfortable on her knees the humming noise started up again and Ben could just see her reaching out into Ms. Jackson's lap.
"Ohhhh!...Umm Hmm!....Yesss!...That's the spot!...Right there!...Rub me there!..." Vickie crooned, slowly slumping lower in her chair.
Ben couldn't believe what he was seeing. He hadn't had any idea that there might be some kind of sexual connection between his boss and her lovely assistant. But a picture told a thousand words. He could feel the pre-come starting to seep from his cock and try as he might to will himself soft, he couldn't seem to get himself under control.
Then Ben was stunned to see Roxanne lift the 'massager' up to her shoulder, while her head dropped into Vickie's groin.
"Ohhh you naughty girl!..." the older woman groaned.
"Ummm!...Who showed you how to do that?..."
As she said that Ms. Jackson's raised her high heeled feet high in the air. Then slowly she dropped them on opposite corners of her desk, on either side of Roxanne's shoulders.
The kneeling blonde stayed bent over at her labours for a few more minutes and then she came up for air. When she did that she thrust the 'massager' back into the center of Ms. Jackson's loins. Roxie turned up the current on the 'massager' and the humming sound intensified significantly.
"Oh Goddd!...You little bitch!...That's it!...Ohh Yeahh!...Right there!...Umm Hmm!... What's poor Benjamin going to...Ummm!... think?..." Victoria gasped. Her excited murmuring turned to a frantic moan as Roxanne snatched the 'massager' up and shoved her face back down into her boss's drooling loins.
It was all Ben could do not to reach down and stroke himself through his pants as this incredibly erotic sex scene played out in front of him.
Then Ms. Jackson's hands closed in a death grip on the arms of her chair. Squealing like a little girl she lifted her loins in the air as her orgasm seized her.
Roxanne took advantage of Vickie's tautly raised body by jamming the 'massager' against her thinly covered anus. At the same time she intensified her oral assault on her boss's now convulsing pussy.
"Shit!...Oh Goddd!...Yesss!...Yesss!...." Ms. Jackson cried, reaching out and tangling her fingers in Roxanne's blonde hair.
She stayed like that, her body shuddering and spasming against Roxie's provocative tongue for long moments
"Don't!...Ahhh!...Enough!...Goddd!..Stop ittt!..." she whimpered even as she clutched Roxie's face tight against her.
But finally she had to press the younger woman away from her now excruciating loins.
Victoria slumped back down in her seat, gasping for breath. Roxie stayed crouched between her spread legs waiting for her boss's next instructions.
Finally Victoria said...
"That was very nice dear. You can get up now. Ben would you stand up for a minute please."
Ben hastily tried to adjust his pants under the table so his raging hard-on wouldn't be so noticeable. But that turned out to be impossible. He was just too big. Hesitantly he stood up as he had been asked. He bent over a little at the waist, trying to conceal his condition.
"Miss Hilton, it looks like our young assistant has a little problem wouldn't you say?"
Both women were staring at Ben's tented crotch with amusement.
"I'd say he definitely has a problem. But it's not so little..." Roxanne replied.
"Ben. Would you like Miss Hilton to help you with your ...problem?"
"Uhh...No Mrs. Jackson. I'm fine..." Ben replied in a tiny voice.
But even as he spoke Roxanne had started to undo the buttons of her blouse.
"Are you sure?..." Vickie asked with a smirk.



"Ahh...Yeah!...Pretty sure!..." Ben stammered, staring as more and more of Roxanne's chest appeared under her shirt.
"Well if you're really sure. Roxie... I guess Ben doesn't want to play."
Roxanne stopped opening her shirt and stared at Ben with fiery eyes. Pulling her shoulders back and putting her hands on her hips she said...
"I could make him change his mind!"
"Now Roxie dear. Ben is very much in love with his wife. Isn't that right Ben?"
"Well...yeah. I am."
"Roxie. Have you seen her picture? It's on Ben's desk. Ben would you mind getting it so I can show Miss Hilton."
Ben couldn't imagine where this was going but he went and got the picture. He was sure Roxanne must have seen it dozens of times. Nevertheless he brought it back over to Ms. Jackson who was reaching out for it.
It was a picture of Clare in her wedding gown, looking back over her shoulder at the photographer with a radiant smile.
"Very pretty..." Vickie said handing it to Roxie.
Roxanne took it and with barely a glance she said..."I've got better tits..." as she put it down on the front of Victoria's desk.
Now that he was standing between the two smiling women, Ben was very much aware that his erection was still bulging through the front of his pants.
"Your wearing a wedding ring aren't you Ben? May I see it?..." his boss asked with a smile.
Ben held out his hand. Vickie took his hand in hers and looked at the ring, but only briefly. Then she turned his hand over and bent his wrist back sharply.
"Whattt?...Don'tt..." he gasped, reaching out with his free hand to steady himself against Vickie's desk. He instantly remembered that this was the same hand hold she had used on him a couple of weeks earlier when she had sexually accosted him in her office.
Victoria completely ignored his anxious appeal.
"Ben. Do you know what today is? It's your wife's birthday..."
'Oh God!...' the young man groaned to himself. He had completely forgot.
"Now we don't want to send you home to Clare all tense and worked up. Rox...he does seem kind of agitated don't you think. Why don't you just check to make sure."
Without a moment's hesitation Roxanne stepped up close to Ben. She undid his fly and zipper, and slipped both her hands into his pants. With one hand she grasped his rigid shaft and with the other she squeezed his drum taut testicles.
"Nahhhhh!..." Ben groaned at the feel of the blonde's provocative touch. He shifted his weight from foot to foot but the way that Victoria had his hand twisted behind him, he was completely defenceless against Roxie's lewd groping.
"He's definitely in a state Ms. Jackson. He's as hard as a rail..." Roxanne purred, staring right into Ben's eyes as her hands roamed feely in his pants. She moved her lips close to his ear.
"Does that girl/girl stuff turn you on Ben? Something's got you all hot and bothered. It doesn't seem right to send you home like this. Especially on your wife's birthday. What would she think you'd been up to at the office if she saw you like this?"
"She's right Ben..." Vickie piped in.
"You need to let Miss Hilton take care of that for you. Don't think of it as a sexual thing. Think of it more like a massage. A way to release all that pent up stress. Roxie's very, very good. "
Roxanne took her hands out of Ben's pants. Then she grasped the waist of his pants and his shorts and pushed them down to his hips. His steely erection jutted up from his loins in eager anticipation.
Ben couldn't help it. He wasn't made of stone. He really didn't want to cheat on his wife. But then it wasn't like Roxanne was trying to make him have sex with her. Maybe it wasn't really cheating. He didn't know what he should do.
"Ms. Jackson... Ahhh...It's Clare's birthday...I should go..." he said half heartedly.
But Victoria knew that this young man wasn't going anywhere. She kept his wrist twisted up threateningly behind him, holding him right where he was.
"Not just yet...Roxie!..."
Roxanne opened the drawer of Ms. Jackson's desk that she had earlier taken the vibrator from. This time she took out a little black leather glove that she pulled onto her right hand. It was skin tight. Ben couldn't help but look at her long fingers as she wiggled them inside the taut cover.
She pulled out a jar of Vaseline, plunged two fingers of her left hand into it, then swiped those fingers back and forth through her gloved palm. The greasy lube gleamed brightly against the black leather.
Roxanne's eyes were sparkling with a wicked gleam into Ben's all the time she was getting ready. She held her glistening hand with the fingers spread wide in front of Ben's face as she moved over to his left side and perched on the edge of Ms. Jackson's desk. Victoria twisted his hand in such a way that he was forced to turn more towards the smiling blonde.
"Nahhh!...Please!..." Ben whimpered as a sharp twinge of pain jolted up into his shoulder
Roxanne reached down then and closed her hand around the end of his cock, squeezing him firmly.
"Unnnn!..." he gasped, but this time with excitement at the feel of Roxie's leather clad hand wrapping around his flesh.
The tall blonde snickered at this and started frictioning Ben's steely tool with long, smooth hand strokes. She worked him over with a loosely gripping fist, skimming the greasy leather up and down his length with devastating effect.
"Ahhhh!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." he moaned again. He made a feeble effort to get away but Victoria just bent his wrist back even further making him give up that idea in an instant.
Ben bit his lower lip in concentration, trying to deny the raging excitement that was building in his groin. His balls were stiffening with arousal in response to the Roxanne's skilled masturbation. He was mesmerized by the sight of his purple knob emerging and disappearing through the encircling O of her leather clad fist. The pre-come was oozing from his gaping pee slit and pouring in a clear stream over her knuckles. He hardly noticed that her other hand was slipping across his butt and into his ass crack.
"Are you going to stick your finger up his ass dear?..." Ms. Jackson asked innocently.
"Whaaat!..." Ben asked, looking uncertainly at Vickie.
"He may not like that..."
And then Ben felt one of Roxie's sharp nails scratching rudely at his sphincter. He snapped his head around, looking anxiously at the smiling blonde.
"Roxanne!...What are you...Don't!...You can't do that!..." he whimpered, squirming nervously ahead of her teasing digit.
"Clare doesn't shove her finger up you ass for you baby? " Roxie asked with feigned surprise.
"Nooo!...My Goddd!...She never!...I mean...She wouldn't...we wouldn't...you know...do something like that!..."
"You mean you're a cherry?..." the blonde asked in disbelief.
Her wide eyed associate was too embarrassed to answer.
"Oh I'm going to enjoy this!..." she purred, licking her lips as she pressed lightly against the center of his virgin nether hole.
Ben tightened up his butt cheeks reflexively, which also made him hunch his cock into Roxie's steadily jogging hand.
The blonde moved her lips to Ben's ear and whispered..."Can you feel how much lube I've got on my finger baby? Do you know why? It's so that no matter how much you try to resist, no matter how tight you are, I'm still going to get my finger up your ass. I'm going to open you up and there's nothing you can do about it!..."
And to prove her point Roxie forced her prodding digit firmly through Ben's resisting sphincter.
"Nahhhh!..." the young man barked in response. Victoria had to tighten her grip on his wrist to hold him in place.
And Roxie only had her finger in him up to her first knuckle. She twisted it around inside him like that for a moment, patiently opening him up for more.
Ben didn't know what he had expected but it wasn't this. There hadn't been any pain just an uncomfortable surge of intrusion. But once that passed there followed a growing excitement on a very primal level. He was completely helpless at the hands of these two sexually assured women. His arousal was starting to overwhelm him even though it seemed wrong on so many levels.
Roxie hooked her finger tip over inside him and pulled on his sphincter, stretching that tiny hole into a lewd oval.
"Oh my God Paris..." Ben groaned.
"Don't call me that!..." the blonde snarled, auguring her impaling digit all the way up his ass. She didn't stop until her knuckles were pressing firmly into his ass crack.
"Ahhhhh!...Sorry!..." Ben gasped, rising up on his toes ahead of Roxie's intruding finger.
"There! That's not so bad is it? You took it all with hardly a whimper. Now I think you're ready for a good reaming, don't you?..." And without waiting for an answer, Roxie pulled her finger almost all the way out and then quickly jammed it back up him again.
"Unnnn!..." Ben whimpered, a light sweat beginning to bead his forehead.
Now Roxie went to work on him in earnest. She pulled her gloved hand up the length of his throbbing tool while stripping her finger out of his butt. Then she drove that finger back up his ass, forcing him to thrust himself into her waiting fist.
She got a good rhythm going, lewdly fucking his ass and jacking him off. Slowly but steadily she increased the pace of her incendiary man handling.
"Haaa!...Ahh!...Ahhh!...Ohh!...My Goddd!..." Ben groaned. He was bucking his loins back and forth helplessly. Roxie had him completely under her spell.
"I want you to come for me baby!...Shoot it for me!...I know you're ready!..."
There was no way Ben could hold it back much longer. His balls were as tight as anything and that tingling/ tickling sensation at the root of his cock was becoming almost unbearable.
Roxie knew how close she had him. She stopped pistoning her finger in and out of his ass, and held it driven as far up inside him as she could. Then she jabbed it up there again and again, practically lifting him off his feet as she whipped her gloved hand up and down his scarlet tool. She started bending his cock down away from his stomach to further build the tension in his groin.
Victoria eased the pressure of her hand hold, enough to allow Ben to bend forward slightly at the waist.
"Yess!...Yesss!...Ahhh!...Nahh!..." Ben cried, as his balls grew achingly taut and then convulsed, sending a molten surge of come spraying from his tool.
Roxie had levered his cock down and was pointing it so that the barrage of sperm that he released splattered wetly on the picture of his wife.
"Oh my Goddd!...Ben groaned, watching helplessly as Roxie aimed his jetting come at his wife's smiling face
"Yesss!...Unn Hnn!..That's it!...Come all over the bitch!...Just like that!...Unn Hnn!.. Unn Hnn!..." Roxie encouraged, once more spearing her extended finger in and out of Ben's ass while she pulled a deluge of sperm from his cock.
The poor young man was so overwhelmed he could do nothing more than stand there, quaking and shuddering as his devastating climax wracked his whole body.
Roxie relentlessly jacked him off through his whole come. She stroked him hard as the long streams of goo jetted across Ms. Jackson's desk. Then she slowed down and milked him patiently as the streams diminished until they were nothing more than little spurts that dribbled over her wrist. Finally, with a brisk snap of her wrist, she whipped her intruding finger out of Ben's ass. He barked with surprise at the sudden loss when she did that. He felt incredibly stretched and open back there.
When he recovered himself he looked around to see the two wanton women watching him with amused expectation. He had no idea what to say at that moment even though they looked like they were waiting for him to say something.
"Well?..." Ms. Jackson asked inscrutably.
"That was...amazing!?..." Ben said, more of a question than a statement. He felt he was missing something here.
Ms. Jackson nodded toward her desk.
Ben looked down and saw the picture of his wife completely covered in his come. Her cheeks, her dress, her hair were all decorated with creamy streams of goo. There were pools of the greasy liquid on the desk and the paperwork all around the frame.
It was very surreal. Ben had no idea what to think or to say. The image of his wife smiling up at him with his come streaking her cheeks, her lips, her bare shoulder sent a stirring surge through his groin even though he was barely finished coming.
"Ahhhhh!.... I'm...Ahh...I'm sorry about the mess..." was the best he could come up with.
"Not to worry. There's nothing important there...." Ms. Jackson said.
Roxie had stepped away and was taking off the little black glove that was completely saturated with Ben's come and the greasy lube.
Ms. Jackson held him standing there in front of her. No one was saying anything. Victoria knew that, as Ben stood there with his exposed cock still twitching at his loins, that his feelings of embarrassment and guilt would be growing with every passing moment. Finally she said...
"Roxie. Would you come hold Ben's hand for a moment. I don't want him to rush off just yet. There's something I'd like to see to before we send our young associate home to his wife. This will just take a minute."
In fact there was no way that Victoria would be content to let Roxanne have all the fun. Even though she was smiling at him, Ben felt that there was a measured calculation going on behind those sparkling eyes.
Victoria's steady gaze was aimed directly at Ben's still fully erect cock. She needed him to be pretty slippery for what she had in mind. The way he was still gleaming with the lube and gooey come that was the residue of Roxie's incredible hand job looked just about right.
The young man was so transfixed by her stare that he didn't notice her turning the diamond ring on her left hand over so that the sharp stone was in her palm.
Roxie too took her time as she stepped around Ben. Vickie passed his hand to her like a baton in a relay race. Roxie took it, making sure not too ease the tension on his wrist that was keeping him so powerless. She moved him a little closer to her smiling boss.
Vickie reached out with her right hand, encircled the base of his swollen shaft with her thumb and forefinger and squeezed him warmly.
"Umm!..." Ben sighed at the feel of her hand surrounding his tender flesh.
"Since it's her birthday I'd like to send you home with a little present for your wife. And nothing says 'I love you' more than a stiff cock. Isn't that right Rox?"
"Oh I couldn't agree more!..."
"Now you're still pretty hard so all we need to do is fluff you up a bit, maybe like this..."
And so saying, Victoria reached over with her left hand and closed it loosely around the barrel of his tool. Tightening her grip just a little she whipped her hand up and off his length, opening her hand in the air above him like she was performing a magic trick.
"Hahh!..." Ben yelped, rocking back on his heels.
In a heartbeat the blood was pounding through his engorged staff once more. It felt like a sudden burst of electrical current had been applied to his sensitive flesh. He looked down at his crotch with wide eyes. The long livid scratch that Vickie's diamond had made up his length was almost invisible to the naked eye. But she knew he could feel it.
"Ahhh!...You like that?..." she asked with a knowing smirk. She reached in and slowly encircled his cock with her fingers again.
She turned her hand just a little so that her ring would follow a slightly different path up his shaft. The she yanked her fist up his length once more, rotating her hand at the top so that her diamond sliced wickedly across the swollen ridge under his knob.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!...Whattt?!..." Ben cried, wondering what the hell was going on. Suddenly his cock was on fire and throbbing with arousal. He was used to being a little sensitive after he came but nothing like this.
"Yesss!... Look at you!...That's what a woman wants!..." Vickie laughed, enfolding Ben's livid spear in her hand again. She let him wait for it for a long moment, and then she stripped her hand up and off his boner once more. This time she had turned her fist so that her diamond etched a fine scarlet welt up the swollen vein on the underside of his meat.
"Wahhhh!....Easy!..." Ben gasped, stiffening up on his toes in response to Vickie's wicked abuse.
The dark haired beauty was enjoying this. Clearly he had idea what she was doing to him with her sharp edged diamond or how quickly she could take him to the edge of climax once more with this kind of cruel foreplay.
Smiling at him with great amusement she murmured..."Just a few more strokes baby. We want you ready for the birthday girl!..."
Very deliberately she again whisked her little hand up Ben's now angrily glowing erection. She liked to see the apprehension growing in his eyes each time just before she actually yanked her fist up his aching tool.
And now she only turned her hand in the tiniest of increments, scratching a wider and wider a path of burning sensation up the underside of his cock. His cock crown too was turning a livid purple in response to her harsh treatment.
"Nahhh!...Waitttt!...Nooo!...Don'ttt!...." Ben cried as tears began to well up in his eyes.
But Mrs. Jackson wasn't listening. She gave his angry looking cock another swift yank and this time she was rewarded with a sudden blast of sperm. The stringy rope of goo streaked up into the air. Victoria snagged it with her open palm like she was catching a pop fly to the infield.
"Wahhhh!..." Ben cried in shocked surprise. He hadn't really felt it coming. There was such a general burning sensation enveloping his loins that that was really all he was aware of.
But when he started to come he felt that alright!
"Nahh!...Ahhh!...Goddd!..." he cried. He struggled futilely against Roxie's determined hand hold as that first bolt of come was followed quickly by another and another. And each jet of sperm felt like a flaming arrow scorching through his distended member.
"Oh my! You're a cheeky little devil aren't you Ben..." Victoria admonished. Her arm darted back into his crotch with serpent like quickness as she snared his spurting cock in her hand.
"Squirting out a sneaky one when you're supposed to be saving it for the little woman! Aren't you a naughty boy?...." she teased, twisting her fist around the top of his plum shaped knob. Her hard edged diamond was criss-crossing his taut flesh with angry nicks, and still his tool continued to spew into her clutching fingers.
"I!...I!...Ahhh!...Unnn!..." Ben moaned, barely coherent as this second and totally unexpected orgasm swept through his loins.
He rocked back and forth unsteadily on his feet, waiting for the wracking spasms to subside.
It didn't take long. His balls were getting pretty depleted at this point and it wasn't long before the well began to run dry.
Victoria coaxed him through it all, continuously tweaking and twisting his livid tool until he had nothing left to give.
Surprisingly to Ben, when no more juice was coming out, just a few greasy bubbles, his cock remained standing stiff and proud at his loins. It was a violent crimson like he'd fallen asleep while sun-tanning out in the yard. His gleaming flesh looked incredibly tender.
"Well that doesn't look like it's going to go down any time soon does it?. What do you think Roxie?.." the smiling older woman asked, turning her ring back over so that her diamond gleamed once more on top of her hand.
She hadn't let Ben see her do this. A girl was entitled to her secrets after all.
The tall blonde looked down with a broad smile into Ben's crotch. She reached around him from the side, made a fist then snapped his livid knob with her hard edged fingernail.



"Whoof!..." Ben cried, bending sharply at the waist like he'd been punched in the stomach.
"I'd say his wife is definitely going to wonder where this bad boy came from..." Roxie replied with a sneer.
Then she let Ben's hand go and stepped totally around him. She grabbed a small towel from the desk and handed it to her boss.
Victoria sat back in her chair, wiping her hands and admiring her handiwork. Ben's erection was glowing a five alarm red.
"There are some flowers and a bottle of champagne for you down at reception. It takes more that just a hard-on to win a girl's heart you know. Now you better get going. It's getting pretty late."
What Ben really wanted to do was sit down and catch his breath. But Ms. Jackson was offering him an opportunity to get out of there. He looked over at Roxanne who was staring hungrily at his rampant tool. He decided discretion was the better part of valor. He got himself back into his pants, gathered up his jacket and briefcase and said a hasty goodnight.
When he got home a little later he could tell by the steely glint in his wife's eye she was ready for a fight. He hadn't wished her a happy birthday when he left that morning. Nor had he called her during the day.
Fortunately Ms. Jackson had been good on her promise of flowers and champagne. When Ben presented these as a birthday offering he could see Clare's mood softening.
They sat down and enjoyed a late meal of oysters and the sparkling wine. Clare had never been much of a drinker. Champagne usually went straight to her head. And tonight was no exception. By the end of the meal her words were getting a little slurred and she was looking at Ben with sparkling eyes. She looked like she was in the mood.
Ben hastily took her up to the bedroom. Clare grabbed something tiny and lacy from a drawer and retired to the bathroom. Ben got undressed and looked for the condoms in his top drawer. He sill had the erection that had accompanied him home from the office. In fact his balls were still buzzing from earlier. He couldn't wait to get it inside his wife. He wouldn't have thought that he could still be horny after what the women at the office had done to him. But for some reason he was!
For once luck was with him. The condoms that Clare bought for him were tinted pink. That meant that when he put one on she wouldn't be able to see how red and inflamed his organ really was.
Clare came out of the bathroom wearing a sheer white baby doll top and matching thong panties. It was one of Ben's favourite outfits.
She approached the bed where Ben was sprawled out on his back. His rubber sheathed cock was jutting towards the ceiling.
Clare smiled to see his enthusiasm.
"Is that my present?..." she asked coyly. She reached out and fisted his length making Ben draw in a sharp, excited breath. Holding him tight Clare climbed up from the foot of the bed on her knees until she was straddling her husband's loins.
Ben reached up and grabbed each of her apple sized tits in his hands through her sheer little nightie. He was so excited he hoped he wasn't going to come too quick when he got it inside her.
"It's the gift that keeps on giving baby. Let me show you..." he offered, toppling his wife over onto her back. Without relinquishing her supple breasts he lowered his loins until his prick was nudging against the center of her thong.
"It's just what I wanted and I have the perfect place to put it!..."
And so saying Clare reached down and pulled her little G-string to the side.
Ben couldn't have hoped for a clearer invitation. He pushed with his hips and slipped the head of his cock into his wife's welcoming pussy.
"Ummm! And it's just my size!..."
Now Ben knew what Clare liked. She liked him to put just the knob of his cock inside her at first. Then, while he waited patiently, she'd reach down and play with her clit for a while to 'get her juices started'. When she was ready, she'd give him a little nod and let him put the rest of it in.
But tonight Ben was too impatient for that. First he put the head of his cock inside her and then he immediately followed that with nine more inches of steely shaft.
"Unnn!...Ben!...Wait!..." Clare gasped as she struggled to accept his hugely swollen meat. She put her hands out against his chest to try and push him back but Ben was too excited to notice.
He started to saw himself in and out of his wife's hole, moving slowly as he tried to get a rhythm going.
"Ahhhh!...Unnn!...Bennn!...Easy baby...You're hurting me!..."
But Ben was in a kind of a trance. The foreplay at the office had turned him into some kind of sex zombie. It seemed to him that sexual intercourse with Clare was always about her needs. Well tonight he had needs of his own and the one foremost in his mind was to come. And the place he wanted to come most was right here in his wife's clinging cunt.
And he wanted to do her his way. He tried fucking her deep for a while then he backed out and just popped his knob in and out of her juicy entrance. He went back in then pulled out in long, slow slides. Then he started punching his dick in and out of her like a jack-rabbit.
Fortunately Clare had started to juice up a little bit and the initial pain of her husband's abrupt entry had subsided. If he would just give her a moment to adjust to what he was doing she'd probably actually enjoy it. But he didn't. Every time she was just beginning to like it, he'd change and do something else. Clare was getting very frustrated!
"Wait baby!...Do that other thing!..." she pleaded. But Ben wasn't listening
The two orgasms he had had earlier must have taken a bigger toll on him than he realized. At first he had been afraid that he was going to come too quick. But as he tried all the different techniques that kept popping into his mind, the tingling of arousal in his balls stopped getting bigger. In fact that excited quiver turned to a kind of numbness. Now instead of coming too quick, Ben was beginning to worry that he wasn't going to come at all.
The only way he figured he could make it happen was to fuck her harder. And so he did!
"Bring your legs up beside me!..."
"Whattt?..." Clare gasped. Ben was being so unpredictable she wasn't sure what he wanted. She had virtually no feelings in her loins and felt like she was just being used as a receptacle for his stabbing tool. Hesitantly she tried to raise her legs from the bed.
Ben reached back and grabbed them when she did that, hauling her ankles up past his ears.
"Ahhhh!..." he moaned. This new position allowed him to plunge himself even deeper into his wife's steamy sheath.
He held her legs against his chest, leaned forward and really started banging himself down into her.
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Waitt!...Bennn!...Pleasee!..." Clare moaned. But it was if her husband couldn't hear her.
"Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Ahhh!...." he moaned, fucking his wife like a man possessed.
And he was possessed. Possessed by the need to come. And he could fee it! He was going to do it!
"Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Nahhh!..." he cried, pulling his wife's pussy up around his enraged staff with a strength he didn't know he had.
And then it happened! His balls convulsed and suddenly he was coming so hard he thought he would pass out.
"Unn!...Unn!..Ummm!..." Ben whimpered, shuddering with every mighty convulsion that seized him.
Clare felt it too! How could she not. Ben was hauling her loins into his like he was putting on an old boot. She could feel the heat and the throb of his pounding orgasm even through the sturdy condom that he was wearing.
He had never taken her like this before or come so hard inside her. She wondered what was going on with him. But for the moment there was nothing else she could do but endure his frantic orgasm. And that went on for a long time.
But finally Ben released his wife's legs and let her flop down in front of him on the bed. He sort of collapsed on his side beside her.
Neither of them said anything for a long time. They both just lay there in their respective pools of sweat trying to regain their breaths.
Finally it was Clare that said..."Well that was interesting. Have you been at sea long sailor?..."
Ben wasn't really listening. A thousand thoughts were racing though his brain, all of them sexual. Some involved his wife. Some didn't. He was going to have to try and get a handle on what was going on at work.
Then Clare made a big mistake. She never liked for them to make a mess in the bed. Usually when they were done with their lovemaking she'd wait for Ben to get a little soft and then she kind of scoop the condom off him, being careful not to let any of the semen seep out onto the bed.
She figured it had been long enough and she didn't want him to start leaking so she reached into Ben's groin to collect his condom. When she did that she was amazed to discover that he was still completely erect. Incredulously she wrapped her little fist around his shaft and squeezed him just to be sure.
"Are you still hard?..." she asked in disbelief.
"Ooohhhh!...Yess baby!..." Ben groaned.
It was incredible! The bees were still buzzing in his balls. Just the quick squeeze from his wife was all it took to reset his arousal clock. He hunched excitedly into her pressing hand.
"Ben what's gotten into you?..." Clare asked in astonishment.
But Ben was now moving like a well oiled machine. He carelessly ripped off the used condom and slung it onto the carpet. Then he reached for another little foil pack next to the bed, tore it open and pulled out a new one.
He was mounting his wife even as he was rolling the unused sheath onto his straining spear.
"Ben!...No!...Don't!...I don't want to!..."
But it was too late. Clare was so surprised by his actions that Ben had it back inside her before she had a chance to do anything about it.
"Whattt!...Nooo!..." she cried but Ben was already beginning to drill her with hard, fast excited strokes.
This round was much like the first except that it took Ben longer. He stopped three times in the middle of his frenzied fucking to catch his breath. In truth he was getting a little numb.
Each time Clare asked him hopefully if he'd come? Each time Ben growled a 'No' or 'Not Yet' and went pack to hammering his loins into hers. After about a half hour of this he spilled another fiery load of seed into his wife's upturned pussy.
By this time Clare was moaning about getting chafed and sore but Ben was focused only on his own pleasure. When he finally did come, he shoved himself inside her so urgently that even through the rubber she could feel the come spewing into the mouth of her womb. She prayed that the latex sheath didn't fail.
Finally Ben's shudders ended and he collapsed on the bed beside her once more.
Clare decided that he could deal with his own condom. She turned on her side in the foetal position and pulled the sheet over her shoulder, clutching herself tight. Her husband was going to have a lot of explaining to do in the morning.
Ben lay there panting. He had never acted like this in bed before with Clare. He was pretty sure she was upset. And when she was upset she wanted to talk. He'd have to figure out something to tell her. But he couldn't imagine what that might be.
It didn't take long before he could hear her muted snores coming from the pillow beside him. Even though she had only had a couple of drinks, that was all it took to put Clare out like a light. And when she'd been drinking and she did go to sleep it was almost impossible to wake her.
He stripped off the condom and tossed it in the general direction of the first one. Before he climbed under, he wiped himself with a corner of the sheet. Damn! He was still hard! He turned towards his wife and prayed that sleep would come soon. But it didn't.
A few minutes passed and then Ben edged over to spoon with his wife. She was still pretty sweaty and he sucked in his breath as he slotted his aching hard-on into the crevice of her heart shaped ass.
'Oh Goddd!...That feels so good...' he thought. He snuggled a little closer and Clare unknowingly pressed back against him.
Ben wondered if he could take her once more without her knowing. Stealthfully he edged his knee between hers. Clare let him do it, trapping his knee between hers and in so doing unwittingly opening the apex of her loins to him.
'Oh Goddd!..." Ben thought again, twisting his pelvis up and in. He slid his steely bare cock along her inner thigh until he felt the petals of her vagina spread around his knob.
Slowly he pushed into her a little more. Clare rolled her head and murmured something. Ben stopped and held his breath. He waited what seemed a long time and then he pushed with his hips again. This time his cock crown slipped inside his wife, her puffy vaginal lips snapping loosely into the groove under his cock crown.
"Nahhhh!..." Ben groaned quietly. He couldn't believe it but he was actually inside her without a rubber. And it felt amazing! He thought he might loose it if he moved even just a little bit.
And it was then that Clare murmured as if she were drunk..." Ben honey...what are you doing?..."
"Nothing sweetie.." her husband whispered prayerfully. Helplessly he slid himself in and out of his wife's steamy trench in just the tiniest movement.
"You're using a thing aren't you baby?..." Clare asked in a far away voice. And as she asked her hand was drifting down towards the top of her slit.
Ben stiffened up fearfully as his wife's fingers played with that sensitive little knot of nerves just under his cock crown. He was sure he was going to come if she kept touching him like that.
"Ben?....I don't feel...Are you?...You're not?...Nooo!..." she moaned, her eyes popping open. Now she was fully awake.
"What do you think you're doing?...You can't!..." Clare cried, drawing her knees up and slamming her legs together defensively.
This motion made Ben's cock slip out of her but also trapped it between her sweaty thighs.
"Oh Goddd!..." Ben groaned. She couldn't just refuse him off like this when he was so close. He hunched forward against her ass, rubbing his cock crown against her tightly pursed vagina.
"Come on babe!...Just this once!...I'll pull out!...I promise..." he coaxed, rolling himself onto his wife's back.
"No!...You know I don't like it like that!...Stop it!..." Clare demanded.
But Ben wasn't going to take 'No' for an answer. He spread his legs so that they contained his wife's. Then he started humping her ass, sliding himself in and out of the warm press of her thighs.
"Come on Clare!...Peole do it all sorts of ways you know!...Can't we try something different?..."
But as he was trying to persuade her, his wife kept reaching around behind her trying to push him off.
"No!...Get off me!...Stop it!..." she ranted.
Finally Ben put one hand on the back of her neck, grabbed her right wrist with his other hand and pinned her down against her pillow.
Then he started to really ride her butt, banging it so hard with his hips that those twin globes shimmied and shook madly. He was enjoying this! She had gotten him so used to doing it missionary style that just the change of view was incredibly exciting. He tightened his legs on hers making her clasp his spearing length even tighter. Without having to use the condom he was getting more sensation fucking her unwilling thighs than he did doing her cunt.
"Unn!...Unn!...Unn!..." he gasped, revelling at the tingling excitement that was pounding through his groin. He changed the angle of his attack so that his cock was ramming through her thighs and in between her bush and the sheets beneath her.
"Stop it!...You're hurting me!...Get off!..." Clare cried, though that was about all she could do about it. Ben had sixty pounds on her and a relentless hard-on. The way he had her pinned to the bed he could do whatever he wanted with her.
She continued to moan and squirm but it wasn't 'til she started kicking her little feet that she had any effect on her husband's feverish rutting. Once she did that Ben started grinding into her ass with new excitement. When she kicked her feet, her inner thighs rippled around his hard-on like a milking machine. The more she kicked, the closer she was bringing him to another climax.
"Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!...That's it!..Un Hnn!...Don't stop!...Don't stop!..." Ben gasped in excitement.
Clare had no idea what he was talking about. All she could do to vent her displeasure was yell and kick her feet. And that's what she did.
"Get...Offf!...Let...Me...Go...!..." she demanded, slamming the mattress with her feet to punctuate her demands.
And that was all it took! Ben stiffened up, arching his back behind her. His overworked testicles went into a grinding clench that was, for a moment, excruciatingly painful. Then they released in a mighty spasm. His hot come started jetting between Clare's thighs in a gushing torrent.
"Phwahh!...Ahh!...Ahh!...Umm!...Umm Hmm!..." Ben cried.
"What are you..?...No!...Don't you dare!...Not all over my clean sheets!...Oh nooo!... You animal!..." Clare hissed as her husband continued to shudder and gasp on top of her.
But Ben wasn't in the least bit concerned about the mess he was making. He was completely wrapped up in the throbbing release that he was enjoying. The man juice was streaming from his loins, collecting into a steamy puddle under his wife's tummy.
"Ahhh!...Oh Goddd!...Gooodd!...That's soo gooddd!..." Ben moaned.
He hunched against her again and again until the aching pressure in his groin finally started to ease off. He gave a few more half hearted thrusts through Clare's come soaked thighs then he just held himself arched over her, waiting to see if he was completely done.
At this point his wife just lay there under him, not moving, barely breathing, ominously quiet.
When the last feeble spasm had sent a final tremor through him, Ben released Clare's hand and the back of her neck. Cautiously he eased the pressure of his legs around hers and sort of slid off her back and back on to his side of the bed.
Now that he had had his fun he was really nervous. When it came to sex Clare had always been pretty clear about what she enjoyed and what she didn't. When he thought about how shamelessly the women at the office behaved, he kind of figured that getting off between his wife's thighs was a relatively minor offence.
"That was really exciting honey. I can help you change the sheets if you want?"
Clare slid out of bed when he said that, gathering the top sheet around her. When she turned to look at Ben her eyes were on fire.
"Get out!..." she demanded.
"But sweetie..."
"Get out you animal! I don't want you near me! I don't want you in my bed!"
"But can't we just..."
"Go!...And don't you dare make another mess on my couch!"
Ben could tell by the hard look in her eye that it was no use trying to get her talk right now. And he sure didn't want to make her any madder.
He got out of bed, gathered all the clothes that were stacked up on his chair in the corner and slinked out of the room. Clare was looking daggers at him every inch of the way.
"I guess we can talk in the morning..." he offered as he was stepping out into the hall.
Clare walked over and slammed the door behind him.
Ben stood there wondering what was going to happen in the morning. Then he happened to look down. His cock was finally soft and dangling like a sleepy little worm from his loins. Well thank God for that at least!
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Ben's wife was not amused by his sexual antics the night of her birthday. After two nights on the couch Ben was allowed to return to the bedroom but the climate there was definitely chilly and that had nothing to do with the air conditioning.
In the office the day to day routine went on as usual. There was no reference by
Ms. Jackson or Roxanne to the little warm up event they had treated him to before they sent him home to celebrate with Clare.
This suited Ben perfectly because he was finding it hard enough to make any brownie points at home without the distraction of his sexy colleagues waylaying him at work.
It was about two weeks after the 'birthday' that Roxanne told Ben that Ms. Jackson wanted him in conference room L-4 at 5:00 o'clock and that he should expect to be tied up for an hour or so, maybe a little more.
There was nothing unusual about the circumstances so Ben appeared on time at L-4 as requested.
When he entered the room he was a little surprised by the setting. L-4 was one of the more casual meeting rooms. There were two or three small tables that would seat groups of four or six people as well as a couple of comfortable couches and chairs.
Ms. Jackson was sitting at one end of one of these couches. On the other end sat an attractive young lady. He would soon be introduced and find out that she was
Mrs. Sarah Goldstein.
Sarah looked to be in her late twenties / early thirties and was wearing dark framed glasses. Her hair was black and turned into an elaborate coil on the back of her head. She was wearing a grey cashmere sweater, pearls, a dark pleated skirt and medium heels. Her hands were folded on her knees. Although she was sitting very primly in her seat there was an air of barely contained excitement about her.
She was a pretty woman but Ben was more interested in the array of technology that was set up in front of her. There were two video cameras on tri-pods set back about twelve feet from the couch and directed at Sarah diagonally from her left and her right. There was a sound boom overhead and two or three of those umbrella light reflectors you saw in photo studios. There were also tele-prompters standing beside the cameras and behind the couch. A significant bundle of cables ran across the floor and over to a nearby table. There, Roxanne was fiddling with a control board and a couple of monitors.
Ben wondered if Sarah might be there to be interviewed about her 'soon to be released' children's book or something.
"Ben. You're right on time..." Ms. Jackson said, without getting up.
"This is Sarah Goldstein, a client of ours. She's been looking forward to meeting you. Sarah, this is Ben Clark."
"Hello Ben."
"Hello Mrs. Goldstein."
"Oh please Ben. You must call me Sarah."
"Sure...Fine...Sarah."
Ms. Jackson continued with her introduction.
"Ben. Sarah recently was granted a divorce from Mr. Goldstein and we were able to obtain what, I think it would be fair to say, is a fairly handsome settlement."
"You're being very modest Vickie. I swear that Ben left that court room with a tear in his eye. Oh sorry Ben..." Sarah said turning her smile towards Ms. Jackson's assistant.
"Coincidentally my husband, ex-husband's, name is Ben too. That's part of the reason I was so interested in meeting you.
Ben just stood there with a polite smile on his face, wondering where this was all going.
Ms. Jackson continued...
"Sarah has been through a very trying time but we have finally reached a reasonable conclusion to the legal end of matters. But, as is often the case in a messy divorce, there are still emotional issues to come to terms with. That's why I asked you to come up Ben. I think you can help. I'll let Sarah explain."
Sarah took a deep breath and then turned her full attention to Ben
"Thank you Victoria. Mr. Clark, let me give you just a little history. My husband Ben is considerably older than I am, older and very wealthy. We were married seven years ago and for the first five years everything went along just fine. We had a little girl and a very good relationship, including a satisfying sex life. Nothing fancy but still good."
"Then, about two years ago, the trouble started. All of a sudden Ben got this fixation about oral sex. He wanted me to give him a blow job. Nothing else would do. He wanted me to go down on him and he wouldn't stop. We had been perfectly happy up until them. I don't know what got into him."
"Every day, day after day, he told me he wanted me to get down on my knees and do him. Now I had made it very clear from day one that I wasn't that kind of girl. I was perfectly willing to go to bed with him, to make love like two normal, healthy people but that I wasn't going to do oral sex with him."
To Ben this was beginning to sound unnervingly like his own marriage.
"He tried bullying me and harassing me and painting me out to be some kind of ice queen. But it wasn't like that. I thought he was being completely selfish but he didn't want to hear anything like that from me."
"After about six months of constant battling it all stopped. I mean no more demands for oral sex, no more sex, period. I thought he had come to his senses and that soon we would get back to the normal routine we had had before."
"I guess I was a little naïve at that point. I soon found out that things weren't ever going to be the same again. It turns out that Ben had started seeing one on my gym buddies, Mitzi Roth. Mitzi had gone through her own divorce about a year prior to this. The first thing she did when she got her settlement was go out and get a new pair of boobs. Then she went on a manhunt. It was common knowledge around the gym that she had snagged a hot one. But I had no idea at first that it was my Ben."
"But it wasn't long until I found out. He didn't make the least effort to be discreet about it. The next thing I know I'm hearing that Mitzi is on his arm at the charity events that we used to go to. And I guess that's because she wasn't as squeamish as I was about getting on her knees for him."
"So I confronted him and he didn't even bother to try and deny it. He told me he was going to move in with her because 'she understood what a man needs'. And his lawyer is telling him he can get a divorce from me on the grounds of 'mental cruelty' and he won't have to pay me a cent."
"So that's when I came to see Victoria. When I told her what Ben had done and how he had threatened me, she said that he was sadly mistaken if he thought her could trade me in for a new model just like that. He could walk away if he wanted to but it was going to cost him."
"And she was right of course. I don't think Ben had any idea how much it was going to cost him. But now he knows and I'm happy for that. Now I don't want you to think I'm some kind of a vindictive bitch. But my husband, ex-husband, is a very wealthy man, as I said before. In fact he can easily afford to support two families. Oh he'll moan about what he has to pay for a while but then he'll just go on doing what he wants to do, completely oblivious to all the pain and humiliation he has caused me."
"So there's something else that I'd like. I'd like to hurt him just a little bit, the way that I've been hurt. I talked about all this with Victoria and she came up with what I think is a wonderful idea. I would like my Ben to see me giving the blow-job he always wanted, but not to him of course. I'd like to send him a picture of me going down on someone, just to let him know what he might have had if he'd been a little more compassionate, a little more understanding."
"I know it's kind of strange but Victoria said you were a very principled young man and that you might be just the person to help me. I want you to let me give you a blow job Ben. It's something I've never done before. But Vickie showed me a couple of videos and she said she can walk me through it."
" I know it's an unusual request and I would be perfectly happy to pay you. Not like you are some kind of male hooker or something. I don't mean anything like that. It's just I know a lawyer's time is expensive and I'm not trying to get something for nothing. Oh God!... This is very awkward... I hope you understand..." Sarah said with a faltering voice, the blood suffusing her cheeks with an embarrassed glow.
Ben just stood there not sure he had heard this young woman right. She wanted to give him a blow job!? He didn't even know her...and she didn't know him. Things like this just didn't happen. Certainly not to him.
And there was the whole issue of the fact that he was married... to Clare. Why did he keep getting put in such compromising situations. If Sarah wanted a video of the occasion then how could he be sure that Clare wouldn't someday find out about it or worse, even see it.
"Ms. Jackson...Could I speak to you for a minute?..." Ben asked sheepishly.
"Certainly..."
Vickie got up and led Ben over to the far side of the conference room. Before Ben could say anything she said...
"I know it's kind of unusual Ben but Sarah's husband really has been a proper bastard. If doing this will give the poor woman some closure to the matter then I don't think it's so very much to ask."
"It may not seem like much to you Ms. Jackson but you know that I'm trying to stay faithful to my wife. And we're going through kind of a rough patch right now. I just get the feeling that she somehow knows whenever I do something that crosses the line. Can you understand?"
"Listen Ben. Stop being such a candy ass! Mrs. Goldstein is a very important client. She's not asking you to commit any crime and neither am I. When you joined this office I thought you understood that you were here to be a team player. So I need you to get on board with this. Otherwise..." and here Victoria's little hand darted into Ben's crotch and closed compellingly on his balls...
"Otherwise I can make things very..." she said, tightening her clenched fist... "very..." she purred, deliberately grinding his tender spheres together..." uncomfortable for you around here. Do you understand me?.."
A cold sweat erupted on Bens brow as his boss mashed his nuts together. A blinding nausea was sweeping through his groin and it didn't look like Ms. Jackson was going to let up on him until she got the answer she wanted.
"Ahhhh!...O. K.!...O. K.!...Please!...Let gooo!...I'll do it!..." Ben whispered, rocking back and forth on unsteady legs. He thought he was going to pass out.
"Is everything all right?...Ben will you help me?..."
It was Sarah asking with a concerned look on her face.
"Smile and nod Ben!...Smile and nod!...Do It!..." Victoria hissed, giving his nuts a vicious twist to hasten his response.
Ben turned his head towards Sarah and gave her a feeble grin. Then Vickie released his cringing testicles.
"Oh yesss!..." he hissed and Sarah gave him a pleased smile in return.
Ms. Jackson too gave him an encouraging smile.
"That's fine Ben. I knew you would do the right thing in the end. Now why don't you step over by the cameras and wait there for a minute. You can start thinking happy thoughts while we finish getting things set up. I'll let you know when we're ready for you."
And with that Vickie reached up and caressed Ben's face with her cool palm before she went back and resumed her position on the couch opposite Sarah. Ben then realized that she was sitting just out of the cameras' view.
Vickie put on one of those headsets with a microphone. She explained to Sarah as she did so...
"This is a sound isolator. It will make it possible for Roxie to remove my voice from the sound track of the recording. She'll also add some mood music to enhance the finished product. You can do that can't you Rox?..."
"Piece of cake..." said the tall blonde, still adjusting her controls.
"We've taken the liberty of writing some dialogue for you both that will appear on the tele-prompters. Sarah's lines are in red and Ben's are in blue."
"Now Sarah, this is your message to you ex-husband so feel free to say anything you want to him. But if you get stuck you can take a quick look at the prompters for ideas."
"You too Ben. You should both be spontaneous but we don't want too much dead air. I'll be making suggestions of my own as well. But Sarah, I won't ask you to do anything you're not comfortable with, I promise. Now remember both of you, eyes open and smile. You're having fun!"
"So Roxie...If you're ready?..."
"Just a second..."
Ben noticed the room lighting dim a little while the light focused on the couch grew just a little brighter. A small red light on top of each camera blinked on.
"O.K. Let's do it..." Roxie said.
Victoria nodded toward Sarah and the dark haired woman turned her eyes toward the tele-prompter next to the camera to her right. Smiling warmly she began...
"Hello Ben. I imagine you're a little surprised to be hearing from me like this. But now that our divorce is final there are one or two things I want you to know."
"First, it was never about the money. I think you should know that. I would have happily settled for much less. It's unfortunate you didn't want to discuss the matter with me before you went running to your up-town lawyer. But there it is."
"Next, I want to say that I forgive you for running off with that skanky tramp Mitzi Roth. I hope you'll be very happy with her and her fake tits for as long as she'll put up with you. But, just a friendly warning dear, I wouldn't be surprised if you come home to clean sheets every time you return from one of your business trips. You might want to keep an eye out for that."
"And there's just one more thing. It's about that blow job you always wanted. If you had been a little more loving, a little more patient, I would have done it for you. I may have even grown to like it. Well, in fact, I'll be honest. Since you left me I've become a different person Ben. Different in so many ways. One way, which I think you'll find interesting, is that I have developed a certain talent for giving head."
"I realize you might find that a little hard to believe. So I've asked a friend of mine to stop by so I can show you my new skill. I think you'll be impressed. His name is Ben by the way. The same as yours. Isn't that ironic?..." Sarah said with a girlish giggle.
Ben was amazed at how totally at ease this young woman seemed in this very clinical setting.
"And here he is now. Right on time. Hi Ben. It's good to see you."
Ben hesitated and Victoria said..." Take your mark Ben. In front of Sarah."
Ben looked down and saw a piece of duct tape on the floor immediately in front of Sarah's knees. He took a deep breath and walked over to his position. He glanced at the monitor behind the couch and started to read...
"Hi Sarah. Of course I'm on time. You know how much I love it when you go down on me..."
'Oh God...' he thought, hardly able to believe he could say such a thing to a total stranger.
"Well aren't you sweet. Now I know you told Clare you'd be home early. Are you sure she's not going to suspect something if you're a little late?"
Ben was aghast when he heard Sarah mention his wife. But there it was printed plainly on the tele-prompter. This had to be Ms. Jackson's doing. He didn't know what to say so he just continued reading.
"Well. She was a little upset. It is her birthday after all. But when you called me this morning and said you needed a partner for this recording, and that it was going to involve some serious oral sex, well... you had me when you said 'oral'. I haven't been able to think about anything else all day."
"Oh my Ben. You'll make me blush. I hope I can live up to your expectations. Well let's get started so you can get home to your lovely bride. Why don't you loose those pants and shorts. Hang them up somewhere so they don't get all wrinkled. Wives notice that kind of thing."
As Ben started to awkwardly undo his pants, Sarah went to take off her glasses but Victoria stopped her..."Don't...Leave the glasses on. And use this...".
She held out a bottle of lip sheen. Sarah reached over outside the field of view of the camera and took it from her. She pulled out the applicator and started to apply a thick layer of the brilliant red gloss. Ben watched her and was amazed that this simple make-up adjustment seemed to transform Sarah from a modest librarian to an alluring temptress.
Ben folded his pants as he had been told and put them on a stool behind him. The he stepped back to his line
Sarah handed the lip gloss back to Vickie while staring with great interest at Ben's fully exposed organ. His cock was completely flaccid and hung loosely at his loins. She glanced toward the camera and then back at Ben's crotch as if inviting her husband to enjoy the view with her.
"You have such a gorgeous cock Ben. I love to feel it getting hard in my mouth. I want to do you every way you can think of. Why don't you let me suck your balls to start."
Ben had absolutely no idea what to do.
"Put one foot up on the couch beside her..." Vickie instructed.
Ben did what she had said.
"Umm Hmm!....That's it!...A little closer..." Sarah purred looking up at Ben with an encouraging smile.
Ben shuffled his feet to move a little closer.
"Pinch his knob with your thumb and forefinger, lift it up and get in there and lick his balls..." Victoria instructed.
And that's what Sarah did.
Holding his cock up, Sarah leaned way forward and started washing Ben's balls with the flat of her tongue like she was eating an ice cream cone.
"Ohhhh..." Ben groaned quietly. The blood started to rush into his prick at the feel of Sarah's lewd ministrations.
"Now turn your head and suck his lower ball into your mouth. And keep at him with your tongue..." Vickie prompted.
Sarah did. She must have been quite limber to get her head turned up under him like that. She slurped half of his hairy nut bag into her mouth with an audible ...'Shluckk!'.
"Ohh Goddd!..." Ben moaned again as the moist heat of her mouth bathed his responsive flesh.
"Beautiful. You're getting to him now. Now open up and get both his balls in your mouth. You don't have to suck them. Just close your mouth on him and use your tongue on them..."
"Umm Hmm!...Ummm!..."
This time it was Sarah who was doing the moaning. She seemed to be enjoying herself. And why not. Ben's cock was almost standing up by itself now as he responded to her skilful teasing.
"Now hum something..."
Sarah cut her eyes questioningly towards Vickie.
"Anything...I don't know...'The Star Spangled Banner'!..."
And so Sarah started with a husky..."Mm mm mm mmm mmm mmm!... Mm mm mm mmm mmm mmm!...Mm mm mmm mm mm mmmm!...etc."
Ben stiffened up all over when she did that. The throaty vibration of Sarah's humming sent electric shock waves of excitement crashing through his loins. Glancing at the monitor he gasped...
"Oh God Sarah!... You...you do that so well!...Umm!... Nobody sucks my balls as good as that!...Only you!...Ahhh!...Yess!..."
Sarah kept at it for a few long moments more and then she backed off her task long enough to look over at her monitor and ask..."Am I as good as your wife?...As Clare?..."
Ben was shocked to hear himself reading..."Don't stop!...Clare would never do that for me Sarah...She hardly ever goes down on me..." in fact she never went down on him... "and when she does she isn't nearly as good as you!...She couldn't be!... Nobody gives head like you do!...Oh please baby!...Go back and do it some more!..."
Sarah seemed poised to do just that but Vickie said..."Don't!...Look up at him...Smile... Now slowly...reach in with your right hand and close it around the base of his shaft... Pull him down a little...Yes!...Hold it to your lips like it's a microphone...That's it!... Perfect!...Read your lines...Smile...Eyes up...Ben put your foot back on the floor..."



"I think it's time we got on with main event don't you Ben? It may be your wife's birthday but it looks like you have a present for me don't you? Have you got something for me if I suck it real good baby? Something hot and wet! You know I love the taste of your come! Let me suck on the head a little and we'll see what happens."
And saying that Sarah slipped her lips around Ben's knob, siphoning his crimson helmet into her mouth."
"Ahhhh!...Goddd yesss!..." Ben moaned as the heat of Sarah's leeching suck surrounded him.
"Use your tongue on him but gently, easy, we don't want him to come too quick."
So Sarah contented herself with applying a soft suction to Ben's rigid tool. He closed his eyes with excitement but Victoria snapped..."Open your eyes Ben...Read your lines..."
"Oh God Sarah...That's so sweet!...You're making me start to leak...Can you taste it?... Your mouth feels so good...Keep doing that and I'll give you a present!... Something you'll really like!..."
"Mmm Hmm!..." Sarah responded hoarsely.
"Now Sarah...Take his hips and pull him into your mouth...only as far as you're comfortable... then ease him out...get a rhythm going...keep your mouth loose on him and your tongue sliding along the underside of his prick...Don't try and swallow all the juices...Let them ooze out onto your chin. It'll look great on tape and guys love a really sloppy blow job..."
Sarah did as she was told. She started bobbing her head back and forth and, incredibly, was able to take about three quarters of his length without any problem.
But if Sarah wasn't having any problem, the same could not be said for Ben. He wasn't lying when he said earlier that his wife wouldn't go down on him. And the sensation of Sarah's mouth sliding up and down his tumescent length was making his come churn for release. He tightened up his butt in an effort to try and hold it back. Glancing towards the monitor he read...
"Ahhh!... Sarah!...Oh Goddd!...How can you do that!...So goodd!...You look like a... Nahhh!.. an angel but you suck cock like a two bit whore...Oh Yesss!...Do ittt!...Just like that!...Yesss!..."
But Vickie interrupted...
"Alright Sarah stop!...Back off him...Look up!...Smile!...Bring your hands up and fold them together behind your head...Lean a little closer...Lines you two..."
"Clare won't let you fuck her mouth will she Ben?...But you can fuck my mouth...I want you to!...Fuck my mouth like it was my pussy Ben!...Fuck it until you can't hold it any more!...Fuck my mouth and come down my throat!..."
"Oh Godd Sarah!...Clare never says anything when we're making love....When you talk dirty to me like that I feel like I might loose it before I even get it back in your mouth!..."
"You like that?...You want me to be your dirty girl Ben?...Tell you how much I love to suck your dick?...You like it when I ask you to fuck my mouth?...I want you to come in my mouth baby and when you do, don't even think about taking it out!...I'm gonna' swallow every drop!..."
"Oh sweeet Jesus!..." Ben moaned
"I can talk like that all night long if that's what you want Ben?... Whatever you want!... I'm going to suck you until there's nothing left for that little wife of yours!...I promise you that!.. Happy birthday Clare!...You can blow out the candles and I'll blow your husband!..." Sarah purred with a lecherous grin. Then she parted her scarlet lips into a lewdly tempting 'O'. The tip of her tongue traced her upper lip invitingly.
"Go on Ben..." Vickie instructed.
Ben reached out with his hands towards Sarah's shoulders.
"Don't Ben!...You're hands will be in the way of the shot...Put them behind your back... Or give me one. I'll steady you...Now, don't force her to take any more that she has already. But you can go as fast you want."
Ben wasn't going to argue. Taking Vickie's extended hand for balance, he reached down with his free hand and bent his cock down far enough that he could slip the head between Sarah's parted lips. Then he leaned over a little at the waist and hunched his hips forward. His eager tool disappeared into the suckling warmth of her mouth.
"Mmmff!..." Sarah moaned gutturally.
"Ahh Yesss!..." Ben gasped.
He pulled it out but then quickly thrust it back in.
"Mmmm!..." Sarah moaned again.
There was something about the way she was posed with her hands clasped behind her head. It made her look kind of helpless and that somehow made it even more exciting for Ben to jam himself in and out of her upturned face. So that's what he did.
"Mmm!...Mmm!...Mmm!..." was the sound that Sarah uttered as Ben started fucking her mouth with real enthusiasm.
She kept her mouth loose on him like Vickie had suggested so there was pretty much a continuous stream of goo dripping down her chin.
Ben was going faster all the time. He couldn't help himself. And he was having trouble not driving himself into Sarah's throat. His balls were excruciatingly taut and the buzzing excitement at the root of his shaft was almost unbearable.
"Talk to her Ben! Tell her how it feels. If you're getting close you should tell her. Look at your lines!"
"Oh Godd Sarah!...I can't take much more!...You're mouth feels like butter around my cock!...Nahh!...So goodd!...You're gonna' make me do it!...It's!...It's!...I'm... soon... I...I'm..." Ben gasped.
And then Sarah surprised everyone. She undid her hands from behind her head, reached out for Ben's hips and stopped his eager thrusting. She tilted her face up towards him so that her eyes were focussed directly on his. Then she eased her mouth down his shaft. She went way down on him. Down until his cock head nudged the entrance to her throat. She leaned towards him even more, pushing his knob into the narrow opening of her aesophagus.
"Nahhh!...Oh shittt!..." Ben gasped as Sarah's nose nuzzled gently into his pubic hairs.
Then a droning, gargling noise issued from her slightly parted lips.
"Aughhhhhhhhh!..."
She was humming on Ben again but in a much throatier tone now that his engorged knob was nudging the entrance to her throat
To Ben it felt like his cock crown had been hooked up to a car battery. The way Sarah's throat was vibrating around the most sensitive part of his tool was electrifying. His whole body went rigid, including his balls, which felt like they had pulled up into his stomach.
After a very long moment Sarah had to yank her head off his quivering pole. Her eyes burned up into Ben's as she panted...
"You like that Ben?....Does that feel good?...Want me to make you come like that?..."
"Oh Godd!...Yess!...Don't stop!..." Ben pleaded.
"My Godd!...Better take a deep breath while you can Sarah!...I've never seen a cock look so ready!...It looks like you could cut glass with it!..." Vickie hissed from off camera. Ben glanced over to see his boss's eyes riveted to his gleaming erection
But his eyes snapped back down into his groin as Sarah went back down on him, taking him all the way and starting to hum on him again.
Ben tried to hold it back. He really did. But there was no way he could withstand Sarah's determined oral attentions.
"Nahhh!...Ahh!...Shittt!...It'sss...I'mmm...Ahhh!...Cominggg!..." he cried, literally bouncing up and down on the balls of his feet as the tension in his loins became unbearable.
And then his balls kicked and a fiery jet of come exploded down Sarah's encouraging throat. She was so far down him that she didn't even taste that first bolt of sperm. But she could tell he was coming. He started shaking and shuddering uncontrollably.
She immediately pulled off him enough to control her gag reflex while still keeping his spewing dick in her mouth.
"Look up at him Sarah!...Big eyes!...He comes so much!..You're surprised by how much there is!...Surprised and pleased!...Let him see it in your eyes!..."
"Mmm Hmm!...Mmm Hmm!..." Sarah enthused, gently jogging her little fist at the base of Ben's cock to encourage his release. His come didn't taste bad at all. Almost like a Chai Latte from Starbucks. She was surprised.
"Ahhh Goddd!...Sarah!...You are...Ahhh!...so!...Unnn!...amazing!..." Ben groaned, half reading and half gasping what he really felt. The come was rushing out of him in what felt like a molten rush.
"Alright Sarah!...Squeeze him off!...Take him out!...Like we talked about before!..."
Ben was so caught up in his orgasm he didn't really notice what Vickie had said. But he sure as hell noticed it when Sarah gripped the base of his cock in a vice like clasp, choking off his flow in mid-stream.
"Ahhh!...Nahhh!...Sarah!...What are you?...Nooo!...Don't!...Please!...Let me come!..." Ben gasped, looking down at the lovely dark haired woman in disbelief.
He went to reach down with his free hand to get her to let him go.
"Don't!..." Vickie hissed, turning his wrist over and bending it back sharply. This unexpected move made Ben catch his breath and stopped him from interfering with Sarah's wicked ministrations.
The seated young divorcee had taken her mouth off him and was looking up at Ben over his hugely distended organ. A sly smile curled her lips. She looked incredibly sexy with her flushed cheeks, her lipsticked smeared mouth and a thick coating of frothy goo dripping down her chin.
"Look at your lines! Both of you!..." Vickie directed.
"Who's a better cock sucker Ben?...Me or your wife?..."
"You are Sarah!...You're an incredible cock sucker!...Your husband was a fool to walk out on you...from that mouth of yours...Oh Goddd!..." Ben gasped in growing desperation.
"Please Sarah!...You've got to let me come...It's starting to hurt!..."
"In a second baby!...It'll be even better if I make you wait for it, I promise!... I want you to come on my face Ben!...Will you do that for me?...Shoot it all over my face!... It'll be so hot!...You'll see!!..."
"Yess!...Goddd!...Please!...Whatever!..." Ben cried as his balls churned sickeningly in his groin.
"You're doing great Sarah!...Look into his eyes...Smile...Keep your eyes open...Now let him go!..."
"Oh good!... "Sarah enthused as if Vickie hadn't said anything.
"Look at me Ben!...Watch me while you come all over me!..." she purred, letting go of the fierce grip she had on the root of his cock.
There was a moment when nothing happened. Ben groaned anxiously, fearful that Sarah's aggressive squeeze had been too effective and that he had lost the ability to come.
But then his balls gave an excruciating lurch once more. A pearly rope of sperm splattered over Sarah's cheek, across her glasses and up into her raven black hair. This first jet was followed by another and another, all of which Sarah directed into her smiling face.
"Ahhh!...Nahhh!...Goddd!..." Ben cried as his jism exploded from his tool in a fiery torrent. Sarah looked incredible as she urged him to plaster her face with thick ribbons of his creamy sperm.
"Now finish him off in your mouth!...Jack him off with short strokes while you suck it out of him!..."
Sarah slipped his knob back between her ovalled lips and began to nurse on him.
"Ahhh!...Nahhh!...Ohhh!.." Ben groaned as Sarah followed Ms. Jackson's instructions with enthusiasm.
"Mmm!...Mmm!...Mmm!..." Sarah moaned happily. Her avid suck and her determined masturbation coaxed a seemingly endless stream of come from Ben's balls.
"Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Easy!...Easy!..Sarah!...Goddd!..." Ben gasped as the seated beauty continued to assault his inflamed tool.
She sucked his knob so slavishly that her cheeks inverted and you could see the outline of his knob pulsing through them. Then she yanked her pursed lips off him with a gasping..."Mwahh!.."
She'd jack the root of his tool, go back down on him and repeat the process..." Mwah!... Mwah!... Mwah!..."
"Nahhh!...Sarah!...Stopp!...Enough!...Please!..." Ben finally groaned as her tireless cock sucking made his empty balls twitch painfully.
Sarah stopped bobbing her head on him, took her mouth off him and gave him a radiant smile.
"More Ben! I want it all!..." she enthused as she darted her lips back around his crimson cock crown. She inhaled his twitching knob back into her mouth, inhaling every drop of come she could squeeze out of him.
"Nahh!...Ahhhh!...Ahhh!..." Ben whimpered as Sarah coaxed the last dregs of sperm up from his aching testicles.
"Sarah!... Vickie said.
"Don't swallow it all yet. Ease your mouth off him. Keep your lips parted. Let a little leak out of the corner of your mouth...That's it... Now lick that up with your tongue... Hold his cock next to your face....That's it!...Let your ex see you holding it as you finish up..." Vickie said.
Ben watched in awe as Sarah's come smeared tongue darted playfully around the corner of her mouth. Vickie continued...
"Now look right at the camera. Close your lips, raise your head a little and swallow... slowly....Oh that's good...Now smile and a big wink at the camera...Very nice!...Now your lines...And keep looking at the camera..."
"Did you like that baby? Am I a good little come slut?"
"Jesus Sarah! You're too much! You've ruined me now! Whenever Clare takes me in her mouth I'll be thinking about you!! I've never come so hard in my life! ..." Ben read from the tele-prompter but meaning every word of it.
"Aren't you sweet Ben. But I must look a mess with your come all over my face. My God I'm really covered in it!..." Sarah said with a coy smile as she gracefully swiped her fingers across her cheeks and then licked the dollops of cream off her fingers.
"You look totally awesome Sarah! Incredibly sexy! I'll always remember the way you look right now!..." Ben said.
"Does Mitzi blow you like that Ben? Is she as good as me? Does she swallow it and ask for more? I hope so. You've paid an awful lot for the privilege."
"Anyway. That's all I really want to say Ben. I hope you enjoyed seeing the blow job you always wanted. It could have been yours but.... Just think, if you'd been a better man you could have had me down on my knees whenever you wanted. Instead I guess you'll just have to picture me like this..."
And with that Sarah brought the tip of Ben's cock to her lips and planted a long, sloppy kiss on it, her eyes dancing wickedly into the camera the whole time.
Everyone seemed to be frozen in that position for a long time and then Roxie said...
"That's great! I've got it all. Good job everyone."
Sarah visibly relaxed on the couch and gently released Ben's cock without looking at him.
Roxie came over with two face towels and handed them over to Sarah.
Vickie scooted over on the couch and put her arm around the lovely divorcee. Sarah was now staring off distractedly into space as she wiped her mouth with one of the towels
"Roxie can have the disc produced in three or four days. We'll look at it together just to be sure it's what you want and what you want to do. Personally I think your ex-Ben is getting exactly what he deserves. Once he's sees this he'll realize how stupid he's been and what a mistake he made treating you so badly. Believe me Sarah, there's nothing wrong with getting even."
Sarah looked at Vickie with a forced smile.
"I hope you're right Victoria. It's probably best to sleep on it for a couple of days anyways."
Nobody was paying the least bit of attention to Ben. And he wasn't feeling all that comfortable standing around, naked from the waist down, with all the excess come getting crusty in his pubes.
"Well if there's nothing else I can do I guess I'll get out of here..." he said awkwardly as he grabbed his pants and started putting them on.
Vickie looked at him with a small smile.
"Thank you Ben. I hope we haven't kept you too late. Get a good night's sleep. We've got a busy day tomorrow.
Sarah looked over at him but it was obvious she wasn't really seeing him.
"Goodbye Ben..." she said quietly before turning her eyes away from him.
"Ahhh!...Goodbye Sarah...It's been a pleasure...I mean...thank you...or rather..."
"Good night Ben. Drive safe..." Ms. Jackson said firmly.
"Ummm...Yeah..." Ben mumbled as he got himself dressed and half way presentable. For some reason, he had no idea why, his cheeks were flushed crimson with embarrassment as he left the conference room.
When he got home Ben tried hard to forget about what had happened at the office and to pay attention to his wife. For the most part he was successful and he vowed to himself to be a better husband.
A couple of nights later Clare allowed him to make love to her once more. There was nothing particularly momentous about the event but it did signal to Ben that for the moment he was out of the dog house.
The following week, on Thursday night, was their five and a half year anniversary. Ben decided to try and ingratiate himself with his wife even further. He made a reservation at the trendy 'La Saucisse' for dinner and booked a romantic room with a view at the downtown Hyatt.
Clare was surprised when he told her about it. At first she protested that she was probably going to be too tired and that they couldn't afford to go out like that. But in the end she got all dressed up and as they drove downtown Ben could tell that she was very pleased.
They had a wonderful dinner, great food, lots of wine. The hotel had an intimate little jazz bar where they stopped in afterwards.
Ben convinced Clare to have one cognac and eventually another one as they danced close together in the little lounge.
Finally they made their way back to the room. Once inside Clare immediately started peeling off her dress while she and Ben engaged in a sloppy kiss. Eventually they had to come up for air.
Clare told Ben to turn down the bed and wait for her before she turned and weaved her way unsteadily towards the bathroom.
When she returned she was wearing a sheer white 'baby doll' nightie and matching thong panties. Ben had stripped down to his black 'Calvin Klein's'.
When he saw her, Ben got up, picked Clare up and laid her down gently in the middle of the bed. He straddled her prone figure and resumed the feverish tongue duel that they had been enjoying when they came in.
Ben could tell that Clare was getting pretty hot. And in truth so was he. He was painfully hard and looking forward to making love to his wife. But there was something he wanted to do first. He removed his lips from hers and moved down until his mouth was hovering over her heaving chest. He pulled aside the gauzy material of her nightie and then went to work on her swollen, apple sized tits. Clare groaned as he sucked slavishly on her puffy nipples.
The next part was going to be tricky but Ben was determined to try.
He moved further down the bed until his face was poised just above his wife's loins. Without hesitation, he gently pulled Clare's thong to one side. Then he leaned down and pressed his lips to her rounded mons. He turned his face gently against her and he felt her legs part just a little bit for him.
"Ben?...What are you..?...Sweetie?..." Clare asked in a slurred whisper.
Ben had made sure she'd had plenty to drink over the evening otherwise he knew she'd be a lot more unwilling to let him do what he was doing.
"Nothing baby...I just want a little taste..." he murmured. He pressed his tongue through the apex of his wife's slit until he was able to feel the round nubbin of her clit. He lapped away gently at that responsive little node like a cat drinking a bowl of cream.
"Oh Ben!...You shouldn't!...Not there!...Not with your mouth!...Ahh!..." Clare moaned.
But Ben could tell that she was getting excited.
He didn't try to force anything. He just kept plying her juicy box with sucking little kisses.
"No!...Don't!...Ummm!...Ahhh!..." Clare moaned quietly.
Ben could feel her thighs quivering with tension under his chin. This was the moment of truth. He buried his nose in her pubic hair and wormed his tongue as far down towards the center of her opening as he could. Then he dragged it up the length of her channel, flicking her clit with a quick moist lick when he reached the top.



"Ohhhh!..." Clare gasped in response.
All the resistance left her and her legs parted on either side of his face.
Ben knew he had her then. He put his hands on her shins and raised and parted her thighs a little more. This completely opened her up to his oral assault.
"Does that feel good baby?...Do you like it when I lick it like that?..." Ben asked in a husky murmur.
He didn't wait for an answer as he went back to work on his wife's now drooling pussy. He placed his tongue at the very bottom of her parted labia then worked it wetly up the full length of her gash, finishing with a flourish once more on her clit. He dove back down and started doing her like that over and over.
"Nahhh!...Nooo!...Don't!!!...It's dirty!..." Clare moaned. But, as her arousal soared, her crimson labia parted in a gaping O and a stream of clear liquid was started to ooze out of her.
"Umm!...Yess!...So dirty!...And you love it!..." Ben moaned into her seething interior.
Clare's hips were starting to twist and writhe beneath his face and she didn't quite manage to stifle her cry of excitement when he slipped his index finger into her.
"I love the way you taste sweetheart!...So hot!...So sweet!..." Ben whispered. Clare's clit was now swollen and inflamed, visibly pulsing with heat.
Ben leaned down to that appetizing morsel and took it between his pursed lips. He used his tongue on her there, circling around and around that crimson bud without actually touching it. At the same time he started twisting his finger in and out of her, not going too deep, just up to his second knuckle.
"Oh Goddd!... Ben!...Nooo!...Unn!...You...can't...Oh my Godd!...Stop!...Don't!... Don't... Stop!.." Clare gasped.
She reached down with both hands and at first tried to pry her husband away from her groin. But in a moment more she went from trying to push him off to clutching his face tighter against her. Then she dug her heels into the bed and began to hammer her loins up into his face.
"Don't stop!...Don't stop!...Unn!...Unn!..Unn!...You're gonna'...Ahh!... make me come!..."
Ben played the good husband and continued his skilful assault on his wife loins. He began to use his teeth, scraping them lightly over her clit as he slipped a second finger in alongside the first, scissoring them back and forth inside her molten interior.
"Nahhh!...Unn!...Oh my Goddd!!...." Clare whinnied. Ben could feel her thighs stiffen as she arched her back and raised her butt high off the sheets. He went with her, maintaining his relentless teasing of her groin.
And then he felt it. A minor tremor passed through her loins and she moaned in anticipation. Then her pussy clenched around his fingers so tightly that he couldn't move them.
He went back to work on her clit, jabbing it with the tip of his tongue like he was ringing a doorbell.
That did it for Clare.
"Phwahh!...Nahhh!...Ahhh!..." she cried. Her body started heaving in a series of wracking convulsions as a devastating orgasm swept though her.
"Mmm Hmm!...Mmm Hmm!...Mmm Hmm!.." Ben encouraged, riding his wife's bucking loins with his face as best he could. She was jerking around so much he was having a lot of trouble staying with her.
Clare's orgasm seemed to go on for a very long time. At first she was writhing around uncontrollably but after a while she was clutching Ben's mouth against her and fucking her crotch up into his face in hard, measured lunges.
"Unn!...Unn!...Unn!..." she snorted as spasm after spasm of excitement shuddered through her loins.
Eventually she had to put one palm against his forehead and push him away.
"Ahhh!...Enough!...Don't!...I can't take...Ohhh!... any more!...Stoppp!..." she groaned.
Her eyes were closed as she lay back against the pillows. Her body was still twitching fitfully as the last of her orgasm's tremors passed through her.
Ben looked down on his wife with a satisfied smile on his lips. He had made it happen for her and she wasn't going to be able to deny later.
She looked so peaceful lying there now that her breathing had finally started to return to normal. And hot too with her face flushed and her tits and her pussy fully exposed. Her 'baby doll' nightie was just a tangle of sheer material wrapped around her waist. Ben could see that she was drifting off to sleep as she often did after they had made love.
That was alright. In fact it was what he wanted. He wanted to see if he could get her to go down on him now. After all he had done it for her. And he thought if she was maybe a little drunk and sort of half asleep she might do him without even knowing it.
Ever since that meeting with Sarah Goldstein, where she had sucked him off, Ben had been trying to figure out a way that he could convince his wife to try oral sex with him. He had just accomplished the first part of his plan and now it was time to go ahead with part two, the good part.
He slid up the bed beside his wife. Way up so that he was sort of propped up against the headboard at a forty five degree angle. His crotch was right beside her neck. He reached down and awkwardly shimmied out of his boxers. His hard cock was just inches away from Clare's chin.
He reached over to fondle one of his wife's exposed breasts. When he did that his cock crown actually nudged against the corner of her mouth.
"Clare baby...I didn't get off yet honey...Do you think you could help me with that..." he murmured, brushing his thumb back and forth over one of Clare's nipples while edging his hips even closer to her face.
"Ummm!...You made me...ummm...soo good...now sleep..." Clare muttered without opening her eyes.
Ben had to keep from gasping out loud at the feel of his wife's lips moving against the underside of his knob.
"Sure sweetie!...But maybe you can just do something with this..." Ben whispered, reaching down for his wife's wrist and bringing her hand up into his crotch.
Clare reflexively closed her little hand around the base of his shaft.
"Ahhh!...That's nice baby!...Now could you just give the head a little kiss?...Just to be nice..."
Ben held his breath in anticipation. He knew that this could all go really bad in a heart beat.
But Clare did genuinely seem to be half asleep. She didn't even hesitate as she puckered her lips against the helmet of her husband's cock and gave it a moist kiss.
"Ahhh Jeeez!..." Ben moaned as he reached down and got Clare to start stroking the bottom of his shaft in a nice steady rhythm.
He sort of hunched over her head a little bit more and gently nudged his fat knob against her mouth.
"Hmmm?..." Clare mumbled drowsily. She rolled over on her side towards him, still holding Ben's cock against her lips.
"So I told her that thirty minutes wasn't enough and she'd have to leave it in at least fifteen minutes longer. Either that or turn up the heat..."
Then she popped the end of his prick into her mouth and started sucking on the tip like it was a popsicle.
"Oh Godddd!..." the excited husband groaned. It took him a second to figure out what was happening. The feel of his wife's lips fluttering around his cock crown was making it hard for him to think straight.
But it came to him after a moment. Clare was talking in her sleep. She often did that if she was dreaming or had had too much to drink. At that moment she slurped off the end of his cock and went on...
"Turn left up here...No...No...You passed it..." and then she siphoned his knob back between her parted lips.
"Ahh Goddd!...Yesss!...Keep doing that!.." Ben gasped mostly to himself.
He curled out on the pillows above her, almost in a foetal position, so he could gently push his rigid meat in and out of her obliging mouth.
Clare started jerking him a little harder as she came off him again and mumbled...
"Well if that's what you want we should have got the red one..."
Then she took him back into her gentle suck.
"That's it baby!...Oh yeah!...That feels so good!...Umm Hmmm!...You do that so well!..." Ben enthused as his balls began to stiffen up in arousal.
His plan was to pull out just before he came and shoot it on Clare's stomach. But for the moment he just wanted to enjoy the excitement of his wife going down on him a little longer.
Then, out of nowhere, visions of Sarah Goldstein, plunging up and down his shaft with her mouth, began to run through his brain. He remembered clearly the feeling that raced through his groin when she had done that humming thing to him with his cock lodged up against the entrance to her throat.
He tightened his butt to try and control the sudden urge he was feeling to come.
Clare tightened her little fist on him then eased him out of her mouth once more.
"I don't care. At first I thought it wouldn't fit. But the other one would have been too big!..." Clare intoned before popping his meat back into her mouth.
Ben didn't know what it was that made him lose it just then. Probably the whole situation. Fucking his wife's mouth without her knowing it, the vivid recollection of Sarah's irresistible cock sucking. It was just all too much for him.
Whatever it was, he started to come and there was nothing he could do about it.
"Oh Goddd!..." he gasped in utter horror. He looked down at his wife's face with anxious eyes as the first fiery eruption of sperm jetted down her throat.
"Mmmffff!...." Clare mumbled, immediately pulling his spewing erection from her mouth. She made a sour face as she swallowed and held Ben's cock so that it spurted repeatedly against her cheek and the pillow beneath her face.
The shuddering husband held himself as still and as quiet as he could even though his balls were convulsing with mind blowing intensity.
Clare seemed to remain totally unaware of what was happening even as Ben was shooting what seemed like gallons of come all over her face.
"And if that doesn't work then we'll have to call them back and see if they're free next week..." she mumbled, even as she continued to squeeze the root of her husband's throbbing tool, although not in time with his orgasm.
"Ahhh!...Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!...Yesss!..." Ben moaned as quietly as he could.
The sight of all that creamy goo streaking across Clare's cheek and up into her hair was one of the most arousing things he had ever seen.
And amazingly she was still holding on to and pumping his pulsing shaft. Usually, once she got him coming, Clare stopped stroking him immediately like it was dirty to hold him while he was doing it. Ben had always found that really annoying.
But in her sleep Clare seemed quite content to jerk his responsive tool until he eventually finished up. After several long moments of ever diminishing eruptions there was finally nothing more coming out of his cock, just a few greasy bubbles. His wife had drained him of all that he had stored up in his balls.
"Goood!..." Ben whispered as he reached down and gently unwrapped Clare's clutching hand from his now softening tool.
As stealthfully as he could, Ben slipped off the top of the bed and looked down at his sleeping wife. She looked amazing lying there on her come stained pillowed, his bursts of sperm still streaking her face.
He reached over to the end table, picked up his cell phone and snapped a couple of pictures of her lying there. He thought they might be useful later.
He tip toed to the bathroom and came back with a warm, damp towel. Gently he did what he could to clean her up. Just as she was mopping up the last of his goo Clare muttered...
"Well if it isn't in the bank by tomorrow we'll have to call the head office..."
Then she rolled over and pulled the sheet around her sleeping form.
Ben couldn't help but lean over and kiss the back of her head.
Then he got a spare pillow from the closet and replaced the greasy one on the bed.
He climbed in next to his wife and pulled the covers over himself.
Everything had worked even better than he had planned. Now he just had to figure out a way to get her to do him while she was awake.
With that complicated project in mind Ben drifted off to sleep.
When he woke up early the next morning Ben had a minor headache and a major erection. He had dreamt all night about Sarah instructing Clare on the art of giving the world's greatest blowjob. She had shown his wife every trick he had ever heard of and some that he had never even imagined. And with every new variation that Clare tried she brought him closer and closer to orgasm but Sarah would never let her finish him off.
It was like waking up after six hours of foreplay and Ben was frantically aroused. He could hear Clare snoring quietly and regularly. He turned his eyes to his sleeping wife. She looked like she hadn't moved the whole night. She was still lying there, sprawled on her back, semi nude and tangled up in a snarl of bed sheets.
Then Ben noticed a little tube of 'Vagi-lube' peeking out from under the sheet. Clare must have brought it to bed with her. Seeing that tube of lubricant just lying there was like a siren call to Ben. Carefully he reached over for it, unscrewed the cap and applied a liberal coating of the gel to his rigid tool.
Even more carefully he got up on his hands and knees and insinuated himself between his wife's parted legs. He pulled aside the twisted sheet, fisted himself and arched his hips down towards Clare's unsuspecting loins. He knew she didn't like him to make love to her without a condom but he was too horny right then to care. He figured if he could get it in her before she woke up he'd be able to get off before she fully realized what was happening.
With that rather simplistic plan in mind he slipped his engorged knob through her unresisting labia. The silky lube was like a gift from the gods. Ben was easily able to slip half his length up into Clare's clinging sheath before she began to stir at all. Propped up on stiff arms he started an easy 'in and out' action, thrilled at the arousing friction this subtle motion generated.
"Ben?...What are you... doing?...What time is it?..." Clare groaned groggily. She moved her hips a little away from him but Ben followed her and even managed to slide himself in a little deeper.
"It's early baby! We don't have to get up for a while. Let's just have a little fun..." her excited husband whispered, arousal ripping through his groin even though he kept his fucking easy and gentle.
"Ben!...What are you?...You're not...I haven't even brushed my teeth yet!..."
"That's O.K. honey!...A couple 'a more minutes and we'll both need a shower!..."
And so saying Ben reached down under Clare, cupped one of her creamy ass cheeks in her hand and pulled her loins up into his.
"Ahhhh!..." he groaned enthusiastically as he buried himself up to his balls in his wife's gripping slit.
"Nooo!...You can't!...Don't you dare!...I've got an appointment with my gynaecologist at eleven!..."
But Ben wasn't listening. Balancing himself on his knees, he reached back for Clare's legs, pulled them up towards her chest and pushed them out to the sides. This opened her center directly under him.
He couldn't keep up his pretence of control any longer. He was getting close and it wasn't going to take much. He began driving himself in and out of Clare's upturned loins, hammering her with feverish fuck strokes.
By then Clare had her hands on his shoulders and was trying to push him off of her.
"Noo!...Stop it!..Bennn!..." she whimpered.
But the way he had her legs raised just slightly off the bed didn't allow her any leverage. All her pushing and twisting was only serving to wrench his cock around inside her and that in turn was only going to make him come that much faster.
"Unn!...Unn!...Good!...Unn!...Then you're...Unn!... gonna' really...Unn!... want that shower...Phaaa!..." her feverish husband gasped. He arched his back and pounded into Clare with a quick flurry of frenzied thrusts. A final lunge and he held himself straining deep inside her quivering pussy.
Then his balls kicked and a molten stream of sperm erupted inside her.
"Aieeee!..." his wife whimpered at the feel of Ben's searing juice splattering the opening of her womb. She could clearly feel every fiery spurt as he came hard inside her.
"Ummm!...Umm!...Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!..." Ben groaned, hunching his hips down forcefully into the saddle of his wife's loins in time with his orgasm.
"You bastard!..." she cried, now beating futilely on his shoulders with her little fists.
In no time at all Ben had filled his wife's plundered channel with his come. That viscous goo dribbled out of the circle where her gaping vagina encircled his shaft and oozed into her ass crack.
"Stop it!...Get off me!..." she cried, the tears now starting to pool in her eyes
Ben didn't even hear her as the last of his incredible orgasm swept through his groin.
Eventually, finally, his balls stopped convulsing and his come stopped spewing.
"Oh baby!...That was too much!..." Ben groaned, kind of keeling over on his side next to his shocked wife.
Clare had only been awake for a very few minutes and already her husband had taken her and filled her with his seething sperm.
"You bastard!..." she hissed again as she gathered the sweat soaked sheets up and balled them up into her groin.
She climbed out of bed on unsteady feet and with a final glare at her recumbent husband she wobbled off to the bathroom. All the way there and even after the door was closed she continued to fire abuse at Ben, calling him every kind of pervert and deviant that she could think of. Ben was impressed by her encyclopaedic array of epithets. It must have been a teacher thing.
Just a couple of moments later the shower was running full tilt and there was no more invective being hurled in his direction. Ben briefly considered putting on his clothes and bolting for it. But no. He had to live with this woman, He hoisted himself out of bed, put on his boxer shorts and waited for his turn in the shower. He could tell it was going to be another long week, even if it was Friday.
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The summer of his eighteenth birthday was a memorable one for Brad Winston. That was the summer that his aunt Laura came to visit.
Laura was two years older than his mother Amanda. But despite their age difference they could have passed for twins. They were both blonde and attractive. In fact Brad's friends had told him more than once that they thought his mother was 'hot'. It wasn't the sort of thing Brad paid much attention to. He had laughed though the time his father remarked to his mother that he wished she had her sister's boobs. Laura and Amanda were the only two children in their family and so they were close in many ways. But they were also very different.
Amanda, being the baby of the family, probably got more attention as the two sisters were growing up. Laura was always the free spirit, the adventurous one, the one who was always getting into trouble.
Amanda was the model student, the focused one, the one who went to college and planned to work in a doctor's office. The only hiccough came when she got pregnant in her final year, married her college sweetheart and became a 'stay at home' mom. Bradley came along eight months later.
By contrast, Laura had a seemingly endless stream of boyfriends. Typically she'd get into a serious relationship that lasted about a year and a half or two and then she'd dump the guy and move on to someone new.
During all the years that Amanda was bringing up Bradley, Laura was bringing home one boyfriend after another until her father finally gave up even trying to remember their names.
Finally, when Brad was fifteen, Laura found Lance, someone who she decided was 'Mister Right'. After a very short engagement she married him.
It was a very quiet wedding, just the immediate family of the bride and groom at Brad's parents' home. A couple of weeks later there was a big party, a kind of reception for extended family and friends. It was a hot summer night and Brad could still vaguely remember there were a lot of naked bodies whooping around in the swimming pool in the wee small hours of the morning.
Now it was three years later and all of a sudden Laura had come to stay at her sister's for an unspecified length of time. Something was not right between her and Lance. They had agreed on a sort of a trial separation.
Brad wasn't really all that interested in his aunt's marital problems. The thing that did bother him was that he had to give up his room and move to the basement for the 'as yet to be determined' length of her stay.
When he protested about this unfair dislocation, his mother looked disappointed in him and asked him if he wasn't willing to make even this tiny sacrifice for his poor aunt in this difficult time for her.
Brad realized that he couldn't win this one so he grudgingly moved his necessities down into the basement and prayed that Laura and Lance would soon get back together.
When Laura arrived everything seemed fine. She had always been Brad's favourite, if only, aunt. There were no obvious signs that she was upset although she and his mother did tend to linger over the dishes after dinner.
Brad would come and go and his mother and Laura would be at the sink or at the kitchen table, talking and talking. There seemed to be no end to it. What he didn't know was that, though Laura was talking about her marital woes, Amanda was expressing her concerns that Brad wasn't seeing anyone, had never had a real girl friend and to the best of her knowledge was still a virgin. She didn't think this was healthy.
Brad would have been mortified if he knew his mother was talking about him like that to his aunt. But Amanda was careful not to say anything in front of him.
When Brad asked his father what the problem with aunt Laura was, his father would only say that someone apparently had been cheating on someone. When Brad asked who was cheating on who, his father said that that depended on who you talked to. According to Laura it was Lance. According to Lance, it was Laura. When Brad asked his father who he believed, his father said he really didn't know but that he could tell some stories about his sister-in-law. This remark was accompanied by a tilt of the head and a knowing wink that suggested to Brad that his aunt might somehow be the author of her own marital demise.
Regardless of what was going on Brad had his own life to lead. He was pleasant to his aunt and she always asked him what was going on with him when she saw him. But for the most part they didn't spend a lot of time in each other's company.
The second weekend of Laura's unexpected visit, Brad's parents were away. They had planned a weekend visit to the wine country with some friends that they couldn't get out of. Laura and Brad were home alone but each had their own plans for Saturday night.
Brad was going out with his buddy Glen to a 'country and western' bar that was bringing in a popular local band. Apparently a lot of the really hot girls at school were into this band and would probably be there.
Laura was going out with some friends from the insurance company where she worked. He really didn't pay much attention to what she said they were doing.
Brad went over to Glen's before they went out. They had a couple of beers and played 'Call of Duty'. By the time they got to the club about 10:00 things were really hopping. It took them ten minutes just to get up to the bar and get a beer. Forget about getting a seat.
But a quick look around suggested that the intel about the babes had been accurate. There were a lot of hot chicks hanging around in groups of threes and fours. Most of the available guys seemed to have been dragged out on the dance floor where they were enthusiastically, if not expertly, stomping and two stepping, trying not to embarrass themselves in front of their more competent girl friends.
Brad and Glen picked out a couple of guys who were really struggling to keep up and started a running dialogue making fun of them. This kept them entertained for quite a while.
Eventually though they both noticed a couple of truly gorgeous girls who were dancing, surrounded by a knot of hungrily circling men. One of them was very tall with straight black hair that was hanging down below her shoulders. Brad thought she looked like she was just about his age. She was wearing a pair of tight blue jeans that she must have spray painted on. In stiletto heels it looked like her legs went up to her shoulders. She had the most amazing melon shaped breasts that were threatening to jiggle free at any moment from the tight white tank top she was wearing.
The other girl was blonde. Her shapely legs were bare above her cowboy boots and beneath the little denim skirt she had on. She was also wearing a cream coloured satin shirt that had a bucking bronco embroidered on it in red. She had a little bandana tied around her neck below which three or four buttons of her blouse were undone. Although she wasn't as statuesque as her friend, there was no shortage of men who weren't enjoying the generous display of cleavage that she had on display.
The girls had on cowboy hats that they had 'borrowed' from a couple of the men. They were both getting a lot of attention as they strutted and spun in time to the music. It was impossible to tell which of the men surrounding them might have been their partners or if in fact they were with anyone. Brad told Glen they should take a closer look.
As they approached the gyrating group of dancers, Brad couldn't take his eyes off the dark haired girl in the tight jeans. She danced with her whole body, arms in the air, hips moving fluidly and her eyes moving from man to man, pouting her lips and winking at them as if she wanted every one of them. Brad thought she was probably the sexiest woman he had ever seen.
Eventually the music stopped and the knot of men grew tighter around the two women like they were some kind of rock stars. Brad lost sight of them for a few moments and then they were knifing their way through the crowd, laughing and trading jibes over their shoulders with the hooting men as they made their way past Brad and Glen.
Brad was so mesmerized by the tall jeans girl that at first he didn't hear it when the blonde said..."Brad?..."
"Brad?...What a surprise!...What are you doing here?..."
Brad turned to the blonde and was startled to realize that it was his aunt Laura.
"Aunt Laura!...I...I...I thought you were out with some friends from work..." Brad stammered, trying to keep his gaze from wandering to the smiling beauty standing just behind his aunt.
"I am. This is Beth. She works in the claims department. She just started with us... Beth...this is my nephew Brad who I was talking about and his friend...I'm sorry...I don't think we've been introduced..."
Glen waited a second but Brad's mind seemed to have turned to mush as he reached out to shake hands with Beth.
"I'm Glen..." he said..."Nice to meet you Laura, Beth..."
"And there's two more of us Ryan and Neil. They're around here somewhere. I think they went for more beer. So are you two boys enjoying yourselves?..."
Glen started to say something in reply but then the band started up again with a real loud, heel stomping quick step. Beth's eyes lit up and she yelled to Laura..." I really like this one!..." and before the boys knew it they were being dragged out onto the dance floor, Brad pairing up with Beth and Glen with Laura.
Brad couldn't believe his luck. He was dancing with the most stunning woman in the room. There wasn't a guy standing there that didn't wish he was in Brad's shoes.
At first he was terrified. He wasn't much of a dancer. But Beth seemed to sense his misgivings. She turned her back to him and took his hands with hers.
"Just do what I do..." she yelled and began to move her body to the music, moving his hands with hers and inviting him to mimic her movements.
That's what he did and in no time he found himself shadow dancing with this stunning young woman.
Now whether Beth was a good teacher or Brad had more latent talent than he knew, he did really well and was able to keep up with what were becoming ever more complicated steps and twists as the song rambled on.
Eventually it did come to a roaring, floor stomping ending. Beth's eyes were sparkling as she twirled around twice on the end of Brad's arms and finished with her hands in the air. The band immediately segued into a slow tune. Without missing a beat, Beth stepped up against Brad, draping her arms around his shoulders and molding her curvaceous body against his. In her high heels she was just as tall as he was.
'Oh my God!...' Brad gasped to himself at the feel of Beth's yielding curves pressing against him. She was wearing a wonderfully exotic perfume that enveloped him and made him almost faint with excitement. He hesitantly put his hands on her waist and started moving with the music.
"That was...you are... incredible!..." he said with real enthusiasm.
"Well thank you kind sir. I enjoyed it too...." Beth said squirming contently against Brad.
"Oh oh!...' Brad groaned as he felt himself starting to stiffen up against Beth's gently shifting loins. It was bound to happen. She was so sexy and he was so excited to be dancing with her. But he didn't think she would be too impressed by his obvious arousal. He kind of tightened his hands on her waist and bent forward a little to keep her from pressing up against him. His cock was pointed down his leg and was getting pretty uncomfortable as more and more blood rushed into it.
"Is something wrong?..." Beth asked with the tiniest of grins.
"Ahhh!...Nothing serious. I might just have to go make a slight technical adjustment..." Brad stammered in embarrassment.
"Oh not now. Just when we were having so much fun..." Beth said with a little moue, at the same time pulling Brad back more tightly against her.
"Oh shit!..." Brad gasped quietly. He was sure that Beth must be able to feel him now, bulging against her.
"Oh. Is that your problem? I seem to have that effect on a lot of boys..." Beth murmured into Brad's ear.
"I'm so sorry Beth!...It's just a little hard to control sometimes..." Brad groaned miserably.
"I can help you with that...Do you want me to?..." she asked in a honeyed purr.
"You can't really...It'll be alright...."
"Don't be silly. You look so uncomfortable. It will just take a second..."
And with that Beth turned in Brad's arms so that she was facing away from him once more. She pulled his arms around her so that he was holding her close. Still swaying to the music she moved both her hands behind her so that they were against Brad's stomach.
Before he even realized what it was she had in mind, Beth pulled the front of his pants out with one hand and snaked her other hand deep down into his shorts.
Brad let out a stifled yelp of amazement as Beth closed her hand around the length of his meat. She gently but firmly pulled his cock to one side then turned it so that it was straining upwards towards his chin. She held him like that for a couple of seconds longer than was absolutely necessary. Then she calmly took her hand out of his pants and turned to face him once again.
Brad looked into her dancing eyes in complete astonishment. He could still feel the warmth of her hand imprinted on his steely shaft. He wondered if he'd ever go soft again.
Still smiling into his eyes Beth pressed herself against him once more and said...
"Oh yess!...That's much better isn't it?..." as she thrust her gently rounded mons into the barrel of his cock.
"Jesus Beth. I can't believe you just did that..." Brad gushed as if she'd just resolved the middle east crisis.
This girl was amazing. He had to find out more about her, where she lived, was she seeing anybody. Oh God! Maybe she was married. There were a thousand things he wanted to ask her. But before he got a chance to say anything more, Laura was at Beth's shoulder.
She came up beside them and said to Beth...
"Come on honey. We've got to get back. The boys are getting kind of antsy. Especially Neil. I think you've really got under his skin."
"Oh what a shame..." Beth said, stepping back from Brad.
"Your nephew and I were just getting a few things straightened out between us. And besides I don't think Neil and I are a fit. Now Brad on the other hand I think might fit me just fine ..."
"Well that's sweet of you darlin' but as they say in country talk...'you leaves with the one that 'brung ya'. So let's go soothe the savage beasts. Glen's over there too Brad. Why don't you come meet the boys."
Brad was trying to figure out a way to kidnap Beth but Laura was taking charge for the moment and he had no choice but to follow in the girls' wake.
Dejectedly Brad followed the girls from the dance floor back to some sprawling booths where he finally saw Glen sitting with two other guys. When they got over there Laura made the introductions.
"Brad this is Ryan, my boss, and Neil. Boys this is my nephew Brad."
"Hello!...Hi!...Nice to meet you!..." the men said to each other. Beth sat down next to Neil and Brad sat down on the outside edge of the booth next to her. Glen got up so that Laura could sit down next to Ryan and he sat down next to her.
Laura's boss Ryan was a good looking guy, youngish compared to Laura but still the same generation. Neil was younger still. He looked to be about Brad's age. In fact Brad realized with a start that he knew this guy.
"Brad yeah! We played ball together!..." Neil said at that moment, echoing Brad's thoughts.
"That's right. For the last two years of high school. We did alright..." Brad said.
"Well isn't that interesting..." Beth said laying her hand high up on the inside of Brad's thigh under the table and giving him a warm squeeze.
Brad jumped a little when she did that. The edge of her little hand was actually pressing into his balls. He could feel himself stiffening up again in response to her intimate touch.
He had never liked Neil. Neil had been their closing pitcher. Brad had played third base. Neil was good but he had always been too full of himself as far as Brad was concerned. He hadn't changed, based on the way that he was draping himself all over Beth in the booth. And then Brad noticed that Glen was looking at his aunt like she was an ice cream cone and it was the hottest day of the year.
Brad could see that things weren't likely to progress very well for either Glen or himself at that point. So he got up and started making excuses why they had to leave. Meeting some friends at another bar, their lift was leaving, blah, blah, blah.
Glen wasn't very enthusiastic about leaving but in the end he didn't have much choice. Brad was driving.
"Jeez man. Your aunt is really hot! I think I might have had a shot with her..." he complained.
"Don't be ridiculous..." Brad answered more brusquely than he meant to.
"She's there with her boss, her marriage is on the rocks and besides all that, she's old enough to be your mother. Give your head a shake!"
Glen didn't see it that way. But what was really irritating Brad was that he had to leave Beth there with that slime ball Neil. Sometimes life seemed so unfair.
He went back to Glen's, had a couple of more beers while they carried on their endless campaign of 'Call of Duty'. But Brad's heart really wasn't in it and he headed home a little after one.
When he got there all he could think about was that moment in the bar when Beth had her hand down his pants groping his cock. He wasn't paying any attention at all as he walked down the hall to his room.
But as he approached the door to his bedroom, which was open about a foot, he could hear muted voices rising and falling from within.
'Oh shit...' he thought as he remembered that aunt Laura had taken his room. But who was in there with her. He had to look. He stepped up quietly, keeping to the shadows and looked around the open door. What he saw there completely blew his mind.
The door from the hall entered the room from one side at the foot of the bed. On the wall beside the door to his bathroom was a tall skinny mirror he used to when he was getting dressed.
From where he was standing he could see his aunt on her knees on the bed, straddling a prone figure who, he figured, must be her boss. She still had on her cowboy boots and her satin shirt but her little skirt was gone. Her bare creamy ass was rising and falling rhythmically as she bobbed up and down on the upright shaft that was jutting between her legs.
The guy was squirming with excitement but Laura seemed to be in complete control.
Looking up into the mirror he could see that his aunt's breasts were out and she was hefting them, one in each hand, offering them to the man who was lying there beneath her. Those generous globes with their rigid crimson nipples looked awfully good to Brad. He was surprised that the man she was fucking wasn't mauling her tits. Then he noticed that his wrists and ankles were tied to the corner posts of the bed with slender satin ropes. Wow! He didn't know insurance guys were so kinky!
Brad felt himself getting hard as he viewed this erotic scene. Then he immediately blushed with embarrassment. This was his aunt Laura he was looking at
"Gawdd Laura!...Easy!...You're gonna' make me...Nahh!... come if you keep doing that ...Ahhh!..." the guy gasped in a hoarse cry as Laura banged herself down on him hard. She did that twice more and then went back to the steady, easy pace she was using when Brad first saw them.
"You like that baby? You like fucking that cowgirl pussy? I could fuck you like this all night long. Think you can take it?.." Brad could see in the mirror the smile turning the corners of his aunt's mouth as she said this. Then she banged herself up and down on the guy she was straddling, hard, three times to emphasize exactly what it was could do to him.



"Oh geez Laura!...I'm so close!...'' he gasped, straining upwards to try and hunch himself up into Laura's seething tunnel. But now his aunt held herself unmoving above him with just his cock crown barely lodged inside her.
"Don't stop!...Ahhh!...Please!..." the frustrated guy moaned, squirming with excitement as the older woman teased him.
"You'll hold it until I tell you you can come! Do you understand me Neil?,,,"
'Neil!...Neil!...' Brad cried out in his mind.
The man under her that his aunt was banging was his old team mate, not her boss! Brad could scarcely believe what was going on.
By this time the crouching blonde had resumed riding slowly up and down on Neil's livid erection. And then, without warning, she'd bang herself down on him sharply three or four times before resuming her much more leisurely pace. And every time she did that the groaning young man beneath her strained at the ropes restraining him.
Judging by how Neil was gasping and squirming Brad figured that he was ready to lose it. In fact Brad was having a hard time not reaching down and giving his own eager erection a quick, excited squeeze.
"Oh God!...Oh God!...Ahhh!...Soon!...I can't!...Nahhh!..." Neil moaned as Laura continued her controlled, rhythmic fucking.
"Not yet baby!...Wait for me!..."
Brad happened to look back up then and was shocked to find that his aunt's eyes were focused on his in the mirror. A faint smile creased her lips as Brad barely managed to keep from crying out loud. But she didn't stop her steady fuck strokes up and down on Neil's throbbing pole.
"Laura!...Please!..." Neil cried.
"No!...Not yet!..." the sultry blonde answered, her eyes never leaving her nephew's.
But for young Neil it was all over! His legs stiffened, his back arched and all of a sudden he was ejaculating a pulsing stream of come up into the older woman's pussy.
"Phwahh!...Nahh!...Unn!...Unn!...Unn!..." he moaned as a tremendous orgasm overwhelmed him.
Laura stopped her hips' up and down motion then and planted one hand on Neil's heaving chest. She held herself motionless on top of the shuddering young man. Brad could see she had about half of his spewing cock lodged inside her.
"You're coming aren't you Neil?...You are!...Ohh!...Oh yesss!...I can feel...Unn Hnn...I can feel every...Unn!...every shot... And I told you...Unn!...not to... didn't I?..."
"Ahh!...Unn!...Unn!..." Neil whimpered, obviously too caught up in the excitement sweeping through his loins to answer immediately.
Brad felt like a rabbit caught in the glare of the headlights, the way that Laura had him pinned in place with her steady gaze. He knew he should get out of there but he couldn't move.
By this time he could see the creamy dribbles of sperm that were leaking out of his aunt's cunt where she was impaled on Neil's cock. He had filled her up and the excess was starting to seep down his length and onto the sheets beneath him.
"Ahhh Goddd!...Laura!...I just couldn't hold it!..." he whimpered mournfully, his shaft still noticeably twitching in the circle of Laura's clinging labia.
His aunt didn't say anything for the longest time while she waited for Neil to exhaust himself inside her. Her eyes calmly moved back and forth from the boy under her to the reflection of her nephew lurking in the doorway.
When Neil finally stopped bucking and twitching beneath her, she turned her gaze back to him and asked ..."Are you done?.."
To which the young man answered sheepishly..."Ahh yeah...I guess so..."
Laura pursed her lips pensively and then she said..."Good! Then I think we'd better have a little talk..."
And with that the voluptuous blonde lifted herself off Neil's spent cock. She held herself like that, calmly straddling the young man's loins. Brad was surprised that the deluge of come that Neil had poured into her wasn't rushing out. He didn't realize Laura was squeezing her internal muscles to keep it in. She had something special in mind for the steamy load that was sloshing around inside her.
"I've got some bad news for you Neil. Beth doesn't want you bothering her anymore."
The young man lying there didn't react for a moment but then he said with a mean little smile...
"I think you'd better let me be the one to decide about that."
"Yes... She said you might be difficult..." Laura said pursing her scarlet lips together.
"But I think I can make you change your mind..." she purred.
She moved up over Neil's prostrate form until he could barely see her eyes smiling down at him above her melon shaped breasts.
Neil took a deep breath as Laura's greasy bush loomed over his face.
"Ahhh...Aren't you going to freshen up a little or something..." he asked anxiously.
"No baby...This cream pie's all for you..." the older woman answered, a broad smile creasing her lips as she dropped her crotch down onto Neil's wide eyed face.
"Nahhhh!...." the young man protested, trying to turn his face away
But Laura's muscular thighs clamped around his head like steel bands. He wasn't going anywhere. She relaxed a little and allowed just a trickle of goo to escape her and dribble onto Neil's lips.
"Listen to me Neil. You should always do what a lady asks you to do. Maybe you haven't learned that yet. But you will!"
The helpless young man looked up into the kneeling blonde's eyes with a peevish glare while closing his mouth stubbornly. Laura tightened up, not ready to release the remaining jism inside her just yet.
"Beth told me she was tired of putting up with your macho bull shit. I can see what she was talking about. Now why don't you put that mouth of yours to some good use. "
And with that Laura reached down and pinched Neil's nose closed with her thumb and forefinger. At the same time she reached way behind her with her other hand and cupped his testicles in the palm of her hand. Brad was awestruck by the way his aunt's tits thrust up dramatically towards the ceiling as she leaned back.
"Yuum nomm gonnaa mame mee eamm um!..." Neil protested in a muffled, nasal drone. And then...."Phwahhhh!..." as Laura gave his balls as vicious twist.
"I'm sorry dear. What was that? Did you say you wanted to eat me? Oh good! That's what I thought you said!..." Laura purred as Neil's mouth opened beneath her with his anguished cry. She settled more heavily on him and began a gentle rocking motion on his face.
Aunt Laura presented an amazing picture as she regarded her nephew in the mirror. With her conical breasts heaving and her arms extended in front and in back of her she really did look like she was riding a bucking bronco and not poor Neil's face.
With Laura's little hand still clenched tight on his vulnerable testicles Neil had no choice but to try and appease her with his mouth. And so he went to work with his tongue, twisting and turning it with great enthusiasm in and out of her meaty tunnel.
"Umm Hmm!...That's better!..." Laura enthused. She slowly raised her loins up, tempting the young man beneath her to follow her.
Neil raised his head as much as he could but Laura had lifted herself just out of his reach.
"Are you ready baby?..." she purred. And the blonde relaxed her inner muscles to allow all the juices she had been keeping inside to flow out of her.
Brad could clearly see the gush of viscous cream pour forth from his aunt's pussy and into Neil's reluctant mouth. Laura increased the pressure she was applying to his head with her thighs to keep him immobile beneath her.
"Phwahhh!...Aghhh!...Wahhh!..." Neil coughed and sputtered. But with Laura still pinching his nose there was no way he could evade the gooey tide. Finally Brad could see him swallowing frantically in order to avoid drowning in the stuff.
Just before she was finished, Laura swivelled her loins a little, coating Neil's face from his hairline to his chin with the remnants of his earlier orgasm.
The young man grimaced through it all and was finally able to sputter...
"You...mmphh!...you... bitch!..."
"Not perhaps the wisest choice of words for a man in your...situation..." Laura answered with a smile.
"But you'll learn soon enough!..."
She moved her hand into Neil's hair and yanked his face up into her splayed loins. She also changed her grip on his balls. She began squeezing each of those tender spheres between her thumb and forefinger making them squirt out from between her fingers like peas from a shell. Brad could only imagine how painful that must be.
"Ahh!...Naghh!...Mahhh!..." were the muffled groans that came from between his aunt's thighs as once again Neil was forced to deal with her smothering pussy. He had no choice but to get back to work.
"Oh yeah!...Right there!...Lick my clit!...Yess!...Unn Hnn!...You're gonna' make me... Oh Jesus!...gonna' make me come if you keep doin' that!..." Laura enthused as Neil snuffled away obediently under her seething loins.
True to her word, just a few moments later, Brad's aunt stiffened up and started to quiver over Neil's slavering mouth. She let out an almost startled..."Ohhh!..." and then a series of heartfelt ..."Ahhh!...Nahh!...Oh Goddd!...Umm!... Umm!..'s..." as her whole body shuddered spastically. She put her hands on the bed just above Neil's shoulders to support her upper torso while dropping the full weight of her loins onto his face.
Brad watched the other boy pulling frantically at the bonds securing him to the bed as he struggled to get a breath. Laura seemed completely unaware of Neil's growing distress. Her eyes were closed and her lips were curled in a satisfied smile as her whole body shuddered repeatedly.
Eventually her orgasm started to wane. She opened her eyes and was once again looking directly at her nephew in the mirror. Laura smiled at him and began to lift herself off Neil's face.
The red faced young man gasped loudly as he finally was able to breathe once more.
"That's it baby. You just get your breath while I freshen up a little. Then we'll see about having a little more fun. But remember, you have to promise me that you'll leave Beth alone from now on. It really would be the smart thing for you to do."
When Neil didn't say anything Laura reached behind her and slapped his balls smartly with the palm of her hand.
"You hear me?"
"Wahhh!...Unghh!...Yesss!..." he hissed breathlessly.
And with that Laura slid off the bed and onto her feet.
Brad assumed she was going to the little bathroom attached to the bedroom. He was shocked when he realized that his aunt was striding deliberately towards where he was standing in the hall.
He back pedalled clumsily away from the door. But his eyes were locked on his aunt's creamy bare breasts as they shuddered hypnotically with every step she took. He was so mesmerized by those quivering globes that he had only retreated a couple of steps when his aunt confronted him in the hall, pulling the bedroom door closed behind her.
Laura stepped right up to him, planting two fingers against his chest and pushing him further backwards. Brad stumbled and almost fell.
"I'm surprised to find you here Bradley, spying on me in my own bed..."
"I didn't mean to aunt Laura. I was just kind of distracted when I got home and forgot I was supposed to sleep in the basement. And then I saw you with...with...him and...and I was just going to...leave when...when...I wasn't spying I swear..." Brad stammered.
Laura went on as if she hadn't heard him... "I saw you watching us. Your eyes were practically popping out of your head and that's not all that was popping out..." she smirked, looking down at the obvious bulge in Brad's pants. Then her eyes returned to his.
"He asked me if I wanted to play around a little and I said... 'Like a game?'... And he said...'Sure'... And I said... 'Oh I love games. Do you know how to play rodeo?'...You should have seen the look on his face when I had him naked and hogtied to the bed about two minutes later. He wasn't expecting that."
By this time his aunt had backed Brad up to the end of the hall. And still she moved closer and closer to him. There was an earthy smell of sex and perfume emanating from her that was incredibly arousing.
Laura knew exactly what she was doing. For her, teasing her inexperienced young nephew was like shooting fish in a barrel. But that didn't make it any less fun. She wondered if she could get him excited enough to jump her right there in the hall.
Brad's cock had been hard from the moment he saw his aunt fucking in his bed. He was hugely excited and at the same time, afraid of what she was going to think if she noticed his bulging tool. He really didn't want that to happen.
"I'm sorry aunt Laura. It's none of my business. I should have been more careful. I should just go to bed now..." he pleaded anxiously.
But Laura didn't seem to be paying attention to anything he said. She moved her moist lips so that they were brushing his ear as she eased her shapely body closer and closer to his.
"He dared me to sit on his lap and I did. It was all just part of the game. But then he managed to slip his cock up me, just the very tip. We were hardly doing it. But once he had it in me I just couldn't stop myself until I had the whole thing inside me. And that must have been when you saw us because that's when I saw you in the mirror. But I couldn't stop then. It just felt so good. So I let him do me but I told him not to come inside me. But he did anyways. And it felt so good to feel that hot juice spurting inside me. I love to feel a hard cock pounding and squirting inside me. It just makes me want to melt inside...."
Brad couldn't believe his aunt was talking dirty to him about how she liked getting fucked. And with those glorious naked tits of hers pan caking against his chest, he was afraid he might lose it right there in the hall.
"I should have left as soon as I realized I had the wrong room aunt Laura. It won't happen again."
"But you didn't leave right away did you Bradley. In fact you watched us for quite a while didn't you?..." Laura asked. She reached down for Brad's hands, pulled them up and pinned them to the wall above his shoulders. The she did a deliberate slow grind against him.
"Nahhhhh!....Brad groaned when she did that. His balls were drum taut now and his fiery come was churning for release.
"I think you were getting off watching us weren't you baby? I bet you were wishing it was your cock that was up me instead of your friend's! Were you hoping I'd let you do me right after Neil? Is that that what you were thinking? That I'd call you in and bend over for you and let you have sloppy seconds? You can tell me baby. It's O.K.!..." Laura purred now deliberately hunching her bared pussy against the front of her nephew's pants.
Bradley let out an involuntary little squeak of arousal as his sexy aunt writhed against him. He squirmed and twisted with excitement in front of her but Laura only pressed him more firmly up against the wall.
"Oh Goddd Aunt L...L...Laura...Don't...You're gonna'...I canttt!...Please!..." Brad moaned frantically.
"Please what baby?...Don't what?...I'm not doing anything to you...not yet anyway..." Laura teased, leaning in even tighter against her feverish nephew and darting her tongue wetly into his ear.
That was just too much for poor Bradley.
"Phwahh!...Nahh!...Nooo!..." he groaned plaintively as his testicles suddenly spasmed and a searing torrent of come erupted in his pants.
Laura immediately felt the heat of his ejaculation spreading against her loins as Brad's fiery orgasm consumed him. She thrust her sparsely haired groin hard against his and held herself still, thrilled to know she could make him loose control like this.
"Are you coming for me baby?...You are, aren't you?...Oh yesss!...I can feel it!... There!...Umm Hmm!... And again!...Umm Hmm!!...Umm Hmm!...So much come!..." Laura enthused, thrusting one knee up between his legs and raising it to gently pressure his balls.
"Nahhh!...Goddd!...Aunt Laura!...I'm so...so...It's...I couldn't...Nahhh!..." Brad groaned miserably as jet after jet of gooey sperm cascaded into his shorts.
Laura continued to grind her concave mons into her nephew's groin. The feel of her nephew's bulging cock throbbing against her was sending little mini shocks of excitement darting through her own loins.
Laura continued to hold Brad's hands pinned the wall behind him as she looked at him with sparkling eyes.
"There, there baby!...It's alright!...I didn't realize how excited you were..."
She paused to enjoy Brad's helpless shuddering against her as his orgasm finally stared to wane.
"I'll take it as a compliment that you came so quick. Next time we'll be more careful. Now why don't you go and take a shower before you call it a night. Maybe I'll come down and see you a little later. Pleasant dreams..." Laura purred, leaning forward and planting a motherly kiss on Brad's brow.
Then she let go of his hands and turned back towards the closed bedroom door. As she walked away Brad couldn't help but stare at the creamy moons of her ass shifting up and down with her every step she took. Laura turned and caught him staring. She puckered a juicy kiss in his direction then winked and went into the bedroom.
Brad couldn't move for what seemed like the longest time. He couldn't believe his sexy aunt had just made him come in his pants. But the fact that his saturated underwear was starting to stick uncomfortably to his crotch suggested it had really happened. She must think that he's a total pervert!
Finally he gathered himself, lurched upright then turned and headed for the basement.
Had aunt Laura really said she might come down and see him later? Now that was an interesting possibility. All of a sudden he couldn't wait to get in that shower.
____
The following week was an agony for Brad. Of course aunt Laura hadn't come down to his room in the basement that night. He hadn't got a wink of sleep as he lay there hoping that at any moment he would hear her feet descending the stairs. Around 5:30 the birds started making a hellacious racket outside his window and he knew then that it wasn't going to happen. He pulled the covers up over his ears but it was no use. By 6:30 he was in the shower then had some breakfast and was out of the house before Laura was even up.
That day his parents came home in the early afternoon, about the same time that Brad did. By then Laura was up and about and was full of questions for his mom about the wine tour. Brad kind of hung around, casting mooning looks at his aunt whenever his parents weren't looking but Laura wasn't paying any particular attention to him.
She wasn't ignoring him. She exchanged the odd pleasantry with him but there was no acknowledgment about their steamy moment in the hallway the night before. Not that day or the next or the day after that. Brad was really disappointed. Since Saturday he'd been consumed with some pretty torrid fantasies about his sexy aunt but it was beginning to look like the only opportunity he was going to have to act them out was in his dreams.
Things took a dramatic turn for the better on Thursday night however.
Brad was passing the den on his way to watch some TV when he saw his aunt on the phone. He half stopped, glancing longingly at her when Laura happened to look up and caught his eye.
"Oh here he is right now. Why don't I put him on..."
Then she pressed the phone to her chest and nodded with her head for Brad to come over to her.
"Who is it?.." he asked.
"It's Beth..." Laura answered with a sparkling smile.
Brad's heart started to beat faster.
"What should I say to her?..." he hissed as if Beth might hear him.
"I don't know. Tell her you enjoyed meeting her last Saturday. Ask her out. Take her back to the cowboy bar. She loves the music. Or some place nice to eat. Whatever. She likes you."



Brad hesitated. He wasn't good at this. He could feel a cold sweat break out on his brow.
"Oh don't be such a candy ass. She's just a girl. The worst she can say is she has to wash her cat. Talk to her..." Laura insisted, holding the phone out.
Brad took it gingerly like he was afraid it might be electrified. Laura stood up so Brad could have the comfy chair. Her nephew stood there blushing and stammering into the phone. But in a minute more he seemed to gain some confidence. The conversation started going more smoothly and he slid down into the chair.
Laura went out into the kitchen and started rummaging around in the fridge looking for the wine.
A few minutes later Brad came in looking like he'd just swallowed a canary.
"Well?..." she asked expectantly.
"We're going out on Saturday. She's going to meet me at the bar and we'll decide where to go from there. She's pretty cool..." Brad said, totally elated.
Laura walked up to him with her glass of wine in hand. She smiled at him and reached out and laid her cool palm on his cheek.
"She certainly is. Don't screw it up."
And with that she turned and headed back to the den.
Even though it was only two days to wait it seemed like an eternity to Brad. Come Saturday night, although he wasn't meeting Beth until 9:00, at about 7:30 he headed down to the basement to take a shower and start getting ready.
His parents were having a pool party and a Bar-B-Q with some of the neighbors. Laura was there, looking great in a fire engine red bikini that struggled to contain her voluptuous curves. Every time she jumped into the pool every guy there held his breath, hoping this time her melon shaped breasts might escape from her miniscule top. The closest that came to happening was one time when one creamy orb did get loose, providing an exhilarating glimpse of her maroon colored aureole and a crimson nipple. But Laura just calmly stuffed the errant tit back into her little bra and then smiled and shook her finger at Dave Anderson who had gasped...'Oh my God!...' at this little display. Brad ogled her a few times like all the other guys there but he was mostly thinking about his date with Beth.
He was naked, had just finished shaving and had the shower running when there was a knock on the bathroom door.
"Brad?...It's me Laura...Can I come in?"
'What the heck...' thought Brad. But before he even had time to answer or grab a towel, the bathroom door opened and Laura slipped into the little room with him. She closed the door behind her and Brad noticed that she locked it when she did so.
Now it was Brad's turn to gasp "Oh my God!..." as his sexy aunt confronted him in all his nakedness.
"Getting ready for your date I see.... We're you just getting in the shower?...I thought I'd just give you a hand. Make sure you don't miss any spots..."
"Ahhh!...Well...You don't have to...I mean there's the party and ...Ahhh...all...Aren't you ...Umm...worried someone will wonder where you've gone?..." Brad stammered in confusion.
He was having great difficulty looking his aunt in the eye. He knew if he let his eyes wander for even a second down to those incredible bikini clad tits of hers that he'd stiffen up and make a fool of himself in front of her once more. For some reason he didn't think to question why it was she was here in the bathroom with him in the first place.
"Don't be silly. Hop in..." Laura directed, pulling open the shower curtain.
" I don't think this will take very long..." she smirked.
Brad couldn't think of a good reason not to do what his aunt wanted but he was afraid that somehow or another they were going to get into trouble. He wanted to cup his hands in front of his groin to cover himself up but he didn't want her to know how nervous he was. So he took a deep breath and then stepped into the tub with his back to the shower.
"Push over. Make some room..." Laura said and then she stepped into the tub facing her nephew, pulling the shower curtain closed behind her.
"This is cosy isn't it?..." Laura said with a coy smile. And in fact she was lightly pressing up against her nephew. There was no way to avoid it in the tiny shower.
As his aunt's barely covered breasts brushed against his chest Brad could feel the blood rushing into his tool. It stated to rise and Brad half turned to grab the soap and also to try an make enough room between himself and Laura so that she wouldn't see what she was doing to him.
But Laura knew perfectly well what she was doing. There wasn't a man alive who could stay soft if he had her in the shower with him. She was surprised that her nephew had been able to control himself this long. But she was about to change all that.
"Give me that..." she said reaching out and taking the soap from Brad.
Then with her eyes locked on his she began soaping up her own chest. She rubbed the bar over the upper slopes of her tits then moved lower and rubbed the soap over her bikini. It only took a second for the soap to begin to froth up on her golden skin. When she got a bit of lather worked up she started using both hands, rubbing and squeezing both her breasts in a totally shameless manner.
Brad's eyes were on sticks as he stared spellbound at his aunt's lewdly caressing hands. All this of course had a predictable effect on him and his cock swung up from between his legs as if his aunt were a puppeteer, pulling the strings from above.
That turgid rod swept across Laura's thigh and ended up jutting into her barely covered crotch. She smiled to feel him throbbing against her.
"Now you..." she said.
But instead of reaching out with her hands and the soap, she shuffled closer to him so that her slippery melons mushroomed warmly into his chest. She put her hands on Brad's arms and began to shift her shoulders back and forth, giving him a tit rub that he would dream about for years to come.
Laura leaned her face next her nephew's so that her lips were by his ear. The water from the shower was cascading over both of them now.
"How's that feel baby? Do you like that? I think you do. Or at least your cock likes it. I can feel how hard you are. And I'm going to help you with that."
"Oh God aunt Laura. You know what happened last time. Maybe this isn't the best time!..." Brad moaned, his hands settling awkwardly on his aunt's waist.
"Of course it is baby! It's the very best time! Don't worry. Laura's going to take good care of you. Now turn around and let me do your back."
She backed up enough to give Brad room to turn around. His rigid cock swung around ahead of him like a crane turning on a rooftop. Laura smiled at the sight of his arousal.
She stepped up close behind him grinding her pneumatic tits between his shoulder blades. Her hands slowly slipped around his waist, one of them still clutching the bar of soap.
"Put you hands on the wall in front of you baby... Move your feet back a little... That's it. A little more...Lean into it... Good...."
Laura was idly soaping the front of Brad's thighs. As he shifted into the position she wanted, she let her hands roam into his crotch. She swept the soap up and own his rigid cock a couple of times and even reached deeper to quickly soap his balls.
"Oh yesss! That feels so good!..." Brad moaned excitedly.
"I'll bet it does! And I'm going to make it feel even better..." Laura promised. But she didn't linger long on his excited tool. She was going to take care of him but in her own way.
She held one hand pressed gently against Brad's abdomen where she rubbed the soap around on him gently. Her other hand, with the bar of soap in it, moved back around behind him and into the crack of his ass.
"Spread your feet a little more lover! Let me get at the nasty bits."
Brad did as his aunt asked and Laura started to rub the slippery bar of soap up and down through his crack, all the way from the small of his back to his balls. At the same time she let the hand she had on his stomach creep down until it was resting lightly on his soapy dick.
"Brad you do remember what happened last week when you got too excited when you were with me?..."
"Godd...Yesss...And I said I was sorry aunt Laura..." Brad whimpered as his aunt closed her hand on his throbbing meat. She didn't stroke him or move her hand but she held him with a firm grip.
"I know you are dear. It's no big deal. But I don't think you want anything like that to happen when you're out with Beth do you?..."
"Oh geez no! That would be too embarrassing..." Brad groaned.
Laura smiled to herself as her nephew started to helplessly hunch into her clenched hand.
"Yes it would wouldn't it? So I'm going to help with you that..." she murmured, dropping the soap on the floor of the tub. She slipped her free hand down one of Brad's butt cheeks with her index finger sliding purposefully towards his anus. She only stopped when her fingertip was pressing gently into the center of his puckered sphincter.
"Eeep!..." gasped Brad at the unexpected intrusion.
"What we need to do is relieve you of all that tension. And I mean all the tension. Now I don't know if any of your other girlfriends put their finger up your ass? It's not really something you'd ask a girl to do for you on your first date is it? Would you like me to put my finger up your ass Bradley? I will if you want me to! Do you?..." Laura asked innocently, knowing perfectly well that her nephew had hardly any sexual experience.
"Ahhh!...I haven't...I mean I never...so I don't really..."
But Laura really wasn't listening. She tensed up her shoulder and then, with a firm corkscrewing motion, augured her extended finger deep up into her nephew's bowels.
"Nyahhhh!...." Brad cried in response to his aunt's rudely impaling digit. He lunged forward into her restraining hand as he tried to evade her plundering finger. But the way she was leaning into him, pressing him up against the wall of the shower, he really had nowhere to go. Laura had his cock held fast in a steely grip and now she started to milk it just a little. She couldn't see but she imagined his eyes were squinched up tight at the feel of her sharp nailed finger skewering him.
"Take it baby! It's alright! It just takes a little getting used to that's all. You're very tight back there! ..." she purred into his ear. She ground her knuckles into Brad's ass crack, enjoying his gasping moans as she probed his virgin nether hole.
Brad had never experienced anything like this. He was feeling light headed as if he might faint. There was a minor discomfort radiating from his violated ass hole but at the same time there was a lewd excitement building excruciatingly in his groin. He had never been with a woman who took charge sexually like his aunt Laura did. And the way she was fondling him was driving him crazy.
Laura knew exactly what she was doing as she slid her delving finger back to the entrance of Brad's butt. At the same time she pulled her now loosely clasping fist up to his cock crown. The she reversed herself, plunging her index finger back up into her nephew's ass while pulling her fist down to the root of his shaft.
"Wahhh!..." Brad whimpered straining up on his toes and squirming frantically under Laura's coaxing hands.
"Umm Hmm! You like that don't you baby? I thought you would..." Laura purred.
She smiled at his excitement and started working him over just like that, jerking down on his cock while jabbing her finger up his ass. With the water of the shower still pouring down on them she got an even rhythm going, not too fast and not too slow. Just a steady deliberate masturbation accompanied by her lewd finger reaming his anus.
"Ahhh!...Nahhh!...Unn!...Unnn!..." Brad whimpered as his testicles grew painfully taut. His aunt's torrid fondling was bringing him quickly to the brink of orgasm. His fingers were clawing at the tiles of the shower as he began to stiffen up all over.
Laura could feel him tensing up and she knew he was close.
"I'm going to make you come so harddd!..." she hissed in his ear without varying the tempo of her expert fondling.
"Nahhh!...Laura!...I'm!...Ahh!...It's!...I'm...gonna'!..." Brad stammered as his cock grew to an ultimate stiffness in his aunt's relentlessly shuttling hand.
Laura hammered her fist down to the root of Brad's shaft and held it there, pulling down hard on his shaft. She drove the finger she was working in and out of his ass all the way up into his bowels, twisting her wrist to touch him in places he'd never been touched before.
"Phwahhh!.." Brad gasped, his back arching as he hunched up into the older woman's persuasive hand with every ounce of strength he had.
"Come baby!...Come for aunt Laura!...Let me see you shoot it!...Do it Brad!...Come for me!..." Laura instructed. With the index finger of her left hand twisting around in her nephew's ass she snapped her middle finger up into his nuts.
'Ohhhh Godddd!..." Brad cried in a breathless squeal. His balls convulsed and a laser stream of fiery come jetted from his cock. The creamy bolt of sperm jetted up the wall in front of him and splattered wetly up near the shower head.
There was the briefest hesitation and then that first blast was followed by another and another. It looked like Laura had uncorked a bottle of champagne between Brad's legs and was directing the frothy spray against the wall ahead of him.
"There it is!...Umm Hmm!...Let it go!...That's it!...Give it up for me darlin'!...Oh yeahh... Unn Hnn!... Look at all that come!...Do it baby!...Shoot it!...Umm!..." Laura enthused. She kept pulling down on Brad's cock and turning her finger deep up his ass to make him come. And then, as the virtually continuous stream of sperm turned into individual, body wracking spurts, she started masturbating him in time with his ejaculation.
"Unn!...Unn!...Unnn!..." the young man whimpered as his loins convulsed with mind bending intensity. Helplessly fucking his aunt's jerkling hand, Brad's cock jetted line after line of creamy jism against the light blue tiles in front him.
"Does that feel good?...Do you like the way Aunt Laura jacks you off baby?...Ummm!...I think you do!...Tell me!..." Laura teased.
"Naahhh!...Oh Goddd aunt Laura!...I...Ahh!...I've...Goddd!...Never come like...Unn!... like this before!..." Brad gasped as the searing spurts of come finally started to slack off.
But Laura kept pumping him for more goo even as his turgid flesh started to soften in her hand. Finally Brad had to gasp...
"Easy Laura...Ahh...Goddd...I think I'm...Ummm...I'm just about done..." Brad groaned as the pulsing in his groin faded away.
Laura stopped stroking him but kept her hand gripping him just under his swollen cock crown.
"Are you sure baby?...I think you might have a little more for me!..."
And with that Laura turned the finger she had buried up her nephew's ass so that the back of her hand was towards the floor. She pushed it up him until she found his prostate. She stabbed her fingertip into that responsive node and pressed up on it firmly.
"Wahhhh!..." Brad cried, his knees turning to jelly when his aunt touched him there.
His pulse started to race and he couldn't get his breath. It felt like there was a thousand volts of electricity rushing through his loins.
His balls tightened excruciatingly but didn't kick. Even so a searing stream of come surged from the end of his cock and trickled over his aunt's loosely clenching fist. And that stream went on and on as long as she kept the pressure up on his prostate.
Laura smiled at this and after a couple of more seconds stopped driving her finger into Brad's prostate. She silently counted to ten then jabbed her fingertip into that spongy glans once more.
"Whattt!...Nooo!..." Brad groaned. This time his legs did buckle and he slowly collapsed onto his knees under the streaming shower. He grabbed on to the toe tap to keep himself upright. Laura went down behind him keeping up a steady pressure with the finger she had impaling his anus.
"Umm Hmm!...Now you're starting to feel it aren't you baby?..." Laura purred smiling broadly as her nephew trembled at her obscene fondling.
"Phwahhhh!..." Brad keened in disbelief. Another gush of come was rushing out of his now achingly numb loins. The young man had no idea where this creamy deluge was coming from but it felt like his aunt was draining him from the very core of his being.
Laura slipped her prodding finger back an inch and waited.
"Just want to be sure I get it all!..." she purred.
"But what are you...how...there can't be any....Gahhhh!..." this last as Laura once again found his prostate and rubbed it persuasively with her fingertip.
White lights started flaring up in his peripheral vision and Brad couldn't get his breath.
Another stringy line of sperm oozed from his gaping pee slit and dribbled over his aunt's knuckles.
She could feel him sway on his knees in front of her as she toyed with his sensitive gland. She knew how effective this technique of milking was but it was also very debilitating for a man. She could easily make her nephew pass out if she manipulated him too long like this. When she could see his shoulders start to sag she eased her finger off that tender node.
"There! I think that should hold you for a little while!..."
"Ummm!...Godd!..How...how did you do that?..." Brad panted, having never felt so drained in his life.
His aunt just smiled enigmatically into his eyes.
And then her nephew went..."Hahh!..." as she carelessly yanked her finger out of his ass with a quick snap of her wrist. He shuddered once more when she did that just like she thought he would. She let go his flaccid dick which drooped tiredly towards the floor.
"Now I'm just going to rinse off a little and then leave you to finish up in here and get ready for your date."
And with that Laura stood up and twirled around a couple of time under the shower spray making sure to get all the come and soap off her. She looked down and smiled to see her nephew still resting on his knees with his forehead against the tiles, trying to collect himself. She had done a good job of exhausting him.
When she was done Laura stepped out of the shower. She grabbed a towel and wiped herself quickly. She was still pretty wet but it was a pool party after all. No one was going to notice.
She reached into the shower, turned off the hot water and turned the cold up to high.
Suddenly Brad yelped and scrambled to his feet. He tried to climb out of the shower but Laura stiff armed him and pushed him back under the icy spray. Holding him in place she said...
"That's more like it. Now get a move on and get cleaned up. Beth likes you and she's a good girl. I would be very disappointed if you're not on your best behaviour with her. And you don't want to disappoint your aunt Laura do you baby?..."
Brad was gasping from the chill of the frigid shower.
"N..n..n...noo!...A..a..a..aunt Laura..." he finally managed to stammer.
"Of course you don't! If it's not too late when you get home come and tell me all about your date. I'll be in my room...Oh, and Brad..."
"Y..y..yess...aunt Laura!..."
"Knock first, O.K. honey?.."
"S..s..sure, I will..." Brad promised.
And with a broad smile his aunt reached around him and turned off the cold water.
"That's a good boy!..."
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Brad got to the country and western bar promptly at 9:00. He was really excited to be meeting Beth. He was walking a little gingerly when he got there because his balls were still gently aching. His aunt had worked him over pretty good in the shower. He still was at a loss as to how she had made him come so much. But she had. He hoped he wasn't too exhausted to enjoy his evening with Beth. But one thing was for sure. He wasn't going to get off again prematurely. Aunt Laura had seen to that.
The bar was pretty busy. Not like the week before when it had been packed. But still there were plenty of people there. Brad walked around and soon spotted Beth at a little stand-up table in a corner of the bar. There was a very pretty woman standing there with her. She was talking very seriously to Beth as Brad approached them.
Beth looked up, saw him walking over and gave him a radiant smile. She stepped away from the table, took Brad's arm and kissed him on the cheek.
"Hi 'ya. I'm glad you got here..." she said with sparkling eyes.
"This is my friend Jenny. Jenny...this is Brad."
"Hi Brad. Beth's been telling me about you. She says you're a pretty good dancer. I hope you can handle both of us."
"Well she may have been exaggerating just a little. She was making me look good last week but that was then and this is now."
"Oh I'm sure you're just being modest Brad. You sound just like my husband Dave. Except when he says he can't dance he's being generous. Where the heck is he anyway..." Jenny said looking around expectantly.
By now Brad had had a chance to look at Beth's friend properly and there were two things about her that he found quite striking.
Jenny was wearing cut-off jeans, little sneakers and socks as well as a plum colored, spandex top.
Brad wasn't totally sure but his guess was that Jenny was pregnant. Maybe three or four months. He didn't know. He wasn't good at these things. She wasn't showing a lot but there was a very well defined bulge just above her little shorts. Also, her breasts looked noticeably swollen on a girl who otherwise had such a slender frame. Brad was only guessing but he thought those prominent orbs were probably a full cup size bigger, if not more, than they had been a couple of months earlier.
She looked positively glowing and full of life. This was especially striking in her sparkling green eyes. Brad had never seen eyes so vibrantly colored and every time she looked at him he couldn't turn his eyes away from her.
But when he wasn't staring at Jenny he was ogling Beth who looked every bit as gorgeous as she had when he met her last week. She was wearing stiletto heels, smoky grey stockings and a black leather skirt that came down to just above her knee. The leather skirt accentuated the curve of her hips and her half moon shaped ass. Above that she was wearing a sleeveless grey satin top. The blouse had no buttons and gaped open from her neck to her waist. Under that she was wearing a strapless black satin bra that was straining mightily to contain her fulsome breasts. Brad had his hands full trying to look the statuesque beauty in the eye.
"Oh there he is!..." Jenny cried pointing to a tall gangly young man who was standing across the room waving at them. He was standing next to a booth that a waitress was clearing and he was trying to get their attention.
"He's got us a table. Isn't he the best! Come on Brad I want you to meet my guy..." Jenny enthused, grabbing Brad's hand and pulling him behind her.
They left behind their drinks which were just about done anyway.
"Dave, this is Brad, Beth's friend. Brad. This is my husband Dave."
"Hello Dave. Nice to meet you. Jenny's been threatening to drag me out on the dance floor but I'm thinking you're probably a more likely victim than me. Congratulations by the way. I see you two are expecting."
By now everyone was sliding into the booth, Brad and Beth opposite Jenny and Dave.
Dave must have ordered drinks because the waitress was returning with a pitcher of beer, three glasses and a glass of Coke for Jenny.
"Thanks Brad. We're pretty excited. Sixteen weeks down and twenty one more to go. And can you believe it. I haven't gained a single pound!"
Jenny punched him hard in the arm when he said that. At the same time she was leaning towards her husband. She had her shoulders back so that her creamy breasts were thrusting proudly out of the rounded cleavage of her top.
"I didn't hear you complaining when you were playing submarine between these babies the other night!..." she said.
Dave's cheeks turned so red they matched Beth's gleaming lipstick
"Ahhh!...Geez Jenny!...These guys don't want to hear about that stuff..." he stammered in embarrassment.
"Of course we do..." Beth replied. She went on...
"Do you need a snorkel or can we play right here?..."
"You don't need a snorkel but how long can you hold your breath?..." Jenny replied mischievously.
For some reason the girls thought this was enormously funny and they both convulsed in laughter. From then on the conversation only got more raunchy and everyone was laughing and trying to outdo one another with inane remarks.
Brad felt immediately at ease with Beth's friends and was just as animated as anyone.
As it got later and the crowd got more into the music the four young people spent a lot of time on the dance floor, Brad with Beth, Dave with Jenny, then they switched, then the girls took a turn together. The first pitcher of beer disappeared, as did the second. They were working on their third and Jenny was on God knows her umpteenth glass of Coke. Brad was out on the floor, stomping and spinning with her in time with some Scut Haggard song. Then the music abruptly segued to a slow song and Brad found himself with Jenny's arms draped around his neck and her slightly bulging tummy pressing warmly into his.
"God. This is so much fun. Just like we used to have..." the vivacious red head murmured to Brad.
"Hey. You guys make a great couple. You're going to be great parents. Anyone can see that."
Jenny leaned back in Brad's arms and looked at him appraisingly for a moment. Then she said...
"I probably shouldn't say this Brad but Dave and I haven't had sex in two months."
Brad was a little taken a back by this candid confession and couldn't think of a thing to say.
"Ever since I told Dave I was pregnant he won't do it with me anymore. He says he's worried about hurting the baby. I've shown him all the articles that say it's perfectly O.K. but he say he's not comfortable with it. Now all he wants is for me to go down on him. I mean I don't have a problem with that. Oral sex is great but I have my needs too! We used to do it like rabbits, all the time. Out in the back yard, on the kitchen counter, in front of the TV, in the backseat of the car, in the front seat of the car, wherever!"
Brad was completely shocked by Jenny's unexpected revelation. He really didn't know what to say to all this. What he wanted to do was to get their conversation back on less intimate ground. But Jenny was on a rant now...
"Now he's just like...'Let's just wait 'til after you have the baby... Just to be sure... And by the way, do you think you could blow me?...' I don't understand how he can be so insensitive about this!.. It's a real bummer...How can guys be so selfish?..."
"Jen...Why don't we go back and sit down. I don't know what to tell you but if there's anything I can do to help you know I'd be more than happy."
Jenny looked at Brad with another long, thoughtful look and then she let him lead her off the dance floor and back to their booth. They sat down next to each other on one side of the booth. Jenny squirmed around for a moment in her seat and then she reached down for Brad's hand.
"Here. I want you to feel something..." she said.
She took Brad's hand and pulled it over onto her stomach.
Brad was enthralled to feel how firm and smooth the rounded bump under her spandex top felt.
But then Jenny surprised him by moving his hand lower. In another moment Brad felt her steering his hand between her legs.
He gasped in surprise as he realized that Jenny had undone the button and the zipper of her little cut-off jean shorts. His eyes went wide as he felt her pressing his fingers through her wiry pubic hair and down into the center of her groin. He felt her little nylon panties drag over the back of his wrist as she guided his fingers to rest on her puffy slit.
Her green eyes were fixed excitedly on his as she whispered..."I am so hot for it. You have no idea. Curl your finger under. See how wet I am..."
"Ahhh...Jenny...I don't think...I mean...I'm sure you're just going through a little... Ahhh... rough patch right now and this probably isn't a ...Umm... a good idea you know!"
"Do it!...Just do it!..." the red-head hissed.
Brad didn't want to cause a scene so he did as she asked. He curled his finger and slipped his finger tip into Jenny's seething pussy. Her pursed little clam was satiny slick and closed on his intruding digit like it was trying to suck it in deeper.
"Oh yesss!...That's what I'm talking about!.." Jenny enthused, her eyes sparkling with a feverish excitement.
"That's what you're talking about what?..." Beth asked, suddenly looming over the table from out of nowhere.
Brad looked up in total shock to see Beth and Dave manoeuvring around each other just before they sat next to their respective partners.
He tried to pull his hand out of Jenny's crotch but she slammed her thighs on it and sank her sharp fingernails into the back of his wrist to keep it right where it was.
"Nahhh!...It's nothing!..." he gasped in a barely audible voice.
"Clothes!..." Jenny said without missing a beat.
"What?..." Beth said with a very curious look.
"I was just telling Brad how hard it is to get the size I want now that I'm pregnant. Remember. I was saying something to you about that very thing before Brad got here..."
"Ummm. You did say something about that didn't you..." Beth said. She looked at Brad's crimson face and a funny sort of smile creased her lips.
"I told you Dave was useless about that sort of thing. Not feeling comfortable in the maternity department and all that. But Brad seems a little more interested. He said he thinks my wardrobe just needs a little tweaking...Well maybe a serious tweaking!..." Jenny went on, squirming a little on Brad's prodding finger.
"Oh come on man. You can't be serious..." Dave groaned in disbelief.
"Well...Yeah...I mean you gotta' admit...Jenny could slip on just about anything and still look amazing..." Brad said, blushing uncontrollably as Dave's wife's juicy pussy fluttered around his reluctant finger.
"Well tuck my pleats! Beth... you didn't tell us you invited Calvin Klein along tonight!..." Dave said laughing.
Beth didn't answer right away. She was looking at her friend Jenny like she was trying to decide something. Then finally she smiled and gripping Dave's arm said..." Come on you Neanderthal. If they're going to talk 'early term waistlines' you and me might as well take another turn around the dance floor.
"Hey I know as much about insert panels as he does!"
But Dave's enthusiasm wasn't convincing and it didn't take much coaxing on Beth's part to lead him back to the dance floor.
Jenny and Brad remained where they were with Jenny holding Brad's hand trapped between her clutching legs. She looked at him with steady eyes for a moment then she relaxed the pressure of her thighs.
Brad breathed a sigh of relief as he moved his hand away. Jenny continued looking at him as she did up her little shorts under the table. Then she stood up and took Brad's hand in hers.
"Come on!..." she said, pulling Brad after her.
"But where...where are we going?..." he asked as Jenny led him to the back of the bar.
She didn't answer him but marched down the hallway towards the bathrooms. She stopped at an exit door near the end of the hall and slammed it open. They were out in the parking lot and Jenny was pulling Brad across it.
Just beyond the illumination of the parking lot lights he could see a small park like area with a big commercial Bar-B-Q and a scattering of picnic tables. That was where Jenny was leading him.
"What will the others think?..." he asked nervously.
They'll just think we're out on the dance floor..."
Jenny pulled him over to one of the shadowed picnic tables. She turned to lean her butt against it and let go of his hand.
Even in the dim light Brad could see Jenny's sparkling green eyes flashing wickedly.
"I want to show you something..." she said in a gravely murmur. And so saying she reached up with one hand and stretched her spandex top down towards her waist, baring one of her succulent tits.
"Holy shit!..." Brad gasped in surprise. Jenny's creamy globe was capped with a large maroon aureole and a spiky pink nipple. The smiling red head hefted that pendular orb with both hands.
"Come a little closer baby! This is what I wanted to show you..." Jenny whispered. Squeezing the underside of that swollen orb with one hand, she started tweaking her nipple fairly roughly.
Brad was entranced with her shameless tit play. His cock stiffened up into crow bar like proportions in his pants. Hardly aware of what he was doing, he leaned down to look more closely at her temptingly displayed breast.
"Ready?..." she asked.
And then, before what Brad knew what was happening, a fine, thread-like jet of liquid sprayed from Jenny's nipple onto his upper lip.
Without even thinking about it, Brad licked her breast milk up with his tongue. It was kind of watery and a little sweet. But just the fact that it was the product of Jenny's exposed tit made Brad instantly hunger for more.
"Oh my God!...That's amazing!..." he groaned.
"Isn't it neat! I just started this week. But I'm leaking the stuff all the time..." Jenny said, gently squeezing her nipple and making a creamy trickle of milk spill across her aureole.
"We shouldn't waste it..." she said, lifting her dripping breast toward Brad like an offering.
"Geez Jenny...We can't!..." Brad whimpered, casting his eyes up anxiously to hers.
But the red head's smile only grew broader as she said..."Don't be so nervous. You know you want to."
And with that she moved the hand that had been squeezing her nipple to the back of Brad's head and pulled his face against her chest.
Instinctively Brad's mouth opened wide and he inhaled as much of her creamy tit flesh into his mouth as he could.
"Ummm!...That's it!...Suck on me!..." Jenny demanded.
Brad was already doing that, and with enthusiasm. His hands came up and he cupped them around Jenny's. Now there were three hands caressing her swollen boob. He flipped at her hard nipple with his tongue trying to coax more of that mouth-watering syrup from her. But it wasn't working. He mewed like a frustrated kitten.
"Suck it harder!..." Jenny hissed.
Brad didn't want to be too rough but he did as she said. He even bit lightly into her puffy aureole.
"Yesss!..." hissed Jenny as electric darts of excitement lanced through her chest.
Brad's efforts were rewarded.
"Mmm!...Mmm Hmm!..." he moaned in a guttural murmur as a steady stream of milky fluid poured into his mouth.
That watery nectar tasted ambrosial to Brad and he eagerly sucked for more.
"That's it baby! Take all you want. But we'll leave the other one for Dave. He can do that one later. He loves it too!..."
Brad hardly heard her, so rapt up was he in his feverish suckling. He didn't notice it when Jenny undid her little jeans and dropped them around her ankles. Nor did he notice when she opened his pants and pushed them with his shorts down around his knees.
It was only when she hunched her butt back up onto the picnic table and his mouth popped off her breast with an audible slurp that he opened his eyes and looked around him.
His chin was dripping with Jenny's creamy liquid as was the end of her still exposed boob.
She was propped on the table ahead of him in the most erotic pose he had ever seen.
She still had on her little sneakers which she had brought up onto the edge of the table, her knees raised high and spread wide. She was leaning back slightly on her hands. Her fleshy labia were swollen and were visibly pulsing as if they had a life of their own. Brad could clearly see the parted center of her opening. It was gleaming wetly with her juices.
He raised his eyes nervously to hers.
"Ahhh!...We should get back don't you think?...They're probably wondering where we are..."
Jenny didn't say anything but she moved one hand down in front of her crotch and crooked her index finger at Brad invitingly.
"Come here baby!...You know what I want!..."
Brad bit his lip in hesitation. He was so nervous that it was all he could do to move just half a step closer to Jenny's beckoning loins. But that was near enough.
The seductive red head's little hand flashed out with serpent like quickness and closed around Brad's erection.
"Oh God!... I need it so bad baby!...You have no idea!..." Jenny hissed as she pulled Brad towards her by his dick until she had the blunt nose of his tool nudging into her opening.
She pushed her encircling fist to the root of his shaft and pulled him into her.
"Nahhhh!..." Brad croaked at the feel of Jenny's torrid flesh surrounding his sensitive cock crown.
"Yesss!...That's it!...Put it in me!...Do it!...I can't wait to feel your big cock filling me up!...It's been too long!..." the red head groaned, biting her lower lip. She let go of the root of Brad's tool and grabbed onto the front of his shirt with both hands. With her knees spread apart, she held herself wide open, eager for the thrust of the rigid tool that was just barely inside her.
Brad was a mass of conflicting emotions. There was Beth to think about and Jenny's husband Dave. This girl was pregnant after all and he wondered fleetingly if he should be concerned about that.
But no matter how much he might have wanted to be a better man, he wasn't. He closed his hands on Jenny's and holding them tight he hunched forward into her smoldering cauldron.
"Oh yesss!..." Jenny cried as Brad's engorged cock plowed into her.
"Nahhhh!...Oh Geez!...." Brad moaned, as Jenny's greasy sheath spread then closed around the length of his meat. He held himself perfectly still inside her, marvelling at the searing heat that was scorching his length. His arousal was so great he could barely breathe.
"Shit yess baby!...Just...just hold still for a second...Ahhh!...Umm Hmm!...It's...it's been a while!...Oh Goddd!..." Jenny gasped, squirming on Brad's plundering cock like a bug on a pin.
Brad did as he was told. He could distinctly feel the baby bulge pushing against his stomach and there was something incredibly arousing about that. He was so excited he was afraid that if he moved it would be all over even before he got started. And he didn't think that would make the writhing young beauty beneath him very happy. So he held very still inside her.
But it didn't take long for Jenny to adjust to his throbbing length. Soon she started using her hands to urge him to move inside her.
"I'm being such a bad girl aren't I baby?...Letting you fuck me like this... What kind of a girl would let you do that?...Let you stuff her with your big cock when you hardly know her?...I can't believe I'm behaving like such a whore?...And whore's are there to be fucked aren't they baby?...Is that what you're going to do to me Brad?...Fuck me like a whore?...Fuck me stupid and then shoot a big load inside me?...I hope that's what you're going to do!.."
As she spoke Jenny had wound her hands tight in Brad's shirt and was pushing him back and forth, working about half his length in and out of her receptive tunnel.



"Oh Godd Jenny!...Dave must be an idiot!...Any guy in that bar would kill to be in you like this!..." Brad moaned, driving harder into the red-head's leeching pussy as his come began to churn for release.
"Ahh!...Yes!...Fuck me like that!...Harder!...Umm Hmm!...That's it...Really pound me!...Pound the slut mommy!...Yeahhh!...Like that!...Fuck the pregnant girl like you mean it!... Um Hmm!...Shove that big dick right into my womb!...Ahhh!...Do it!...Umm Hmm!...Yeah!..." Jenny encouraged, her eyes flashing with her own growing excitement
Brad couldn't believe this sweet looking little girl was talking so dirty to him and it was driving him crazy.
He reached out and grabbed her spandex top and yanked it down so that both her creamy tits were exposed. He closed a hand over each of them and squeezed hard as he increased the speed of his already frenetic fucking.
"Yeah!...Oh yeah!...You want It?...You want it hard?..." he panted.
"Hard as you!...Yess!...Yess!...Unn Hnn!...Give it to me!...Like that!...Unn Hnn...Do me like that!...Make me really feel it Brad!...Bang the shit out of me!..."
"I'll give it to you just the way you want it!...Like this!...Umm Hmm!...And this!...And thisss!...God yesss!..." Brad cried, driving himself in and out of Jenny's sloppy hole with feverish lunges.
"Oh yeah!...You sweet fuck!!...Don't stop!...Unn Hnn!...Do me!...Un Hnn!... Fuck me!... Fuck me with all you've got!..." Jenny cried .
But even as she was yelling out her lewd encouragement her hands were moving to Brad's waist. For a moment more she yanked him in and out of the upturned saddle of her loins. But then her hands closed harder on his hips and with a strength Brad would never have guessed she had, she stopped him in mid lunge and held him still with just half his cock buried inside her.
"What?...What is it?...What are you...?...Ahhh..." Brad groaned in dismay.
But Jenny had her eyes closed and her head thrown back. She was barely able to answer..."Wait!...Wait for it!...I'm gonna'...gonna'...Ohhh!...Shitttt!..." she gasped.
And then Brad could feel her inner vagina starting to spasm on his throbbing tool.
"Ohhh!...Ohhh!...Ahhh!..." Jenny yelped. And with each little cry she pulled Brad a little deeper into her. And the further in he went, the more he could feel the wracking spasms that were racing through her loins.
"Ohhh!...Ohhh Noooo!...Ahhh!...Jenny!...Wait!...Just hold still a moment!...You're gonna' make me!...Ahhh!...Don't!...Noo!..." Brad whimpered as Jenny's pulsing interior milked his length like a pressing hand. He knew he wouldn't be able to hold it if she didn't stop.
But the sprawled out red-head had no intention of stopping, She was coming and she was coming hard. And she wanted Brad all the way inside her when her orgasm was at its peak. She wrapped her sneaker clad ankles around his ass and slowly pulled him all the way into her.
"Yesss!...Oh god baby!...I'm coming so good!...You too!...Come in me... All the way inside me!... Now!...Come for me!...Do it!...Come inside me!... I'm already knocked up!...Fill me with it!..." Jenny urged.
And using her encircling legs she hauled on Brad's loins, pulling him into her so completely that the blunt nose of his cock jammed up against her hard edged uterus. That and the feeling of her searing channel pulsing around his length was more than Brad could handle.
Reflexively he twisted Jenny's breasts like he meant to rip them off her chest. His legs stiffened, and he leaned into her as his balls convulsed and a searing jet of sperm erupted into the opening of her womb.
"Oh my Godd!..." Jenny gasped, her eyes going wide at the feel of Brad's molten come streaming into her.
Her orgasmic spasms, which had just started to ease, resumed with even more intensity. Her whole body trembled and shook with every scorching blast of jism that Brad fired into her.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Unnn!..." he whimpered as his testicles jetted out an almost continuous stream of come.
"Yess!...Yes!...That's it!...Come in me!...Un Hnn!...I feel it!...Oh Godd!...So hot!... Ahhh!...Don't stop!...Un Hnn!...Unn Hnn!...That's sooo good!..." Jenny enthused. She held his loins so tightly to hers that it would have taken a jackhammer to separate them.
And a jackhammer is exactly what his cock felt like as it pounded and erupted inside Jenny' greedy little pussy.
Brad's heart was beating so fast his head began to swim. The red-head's torrid fucking was draining him to the core. He felt like his very essence was being sucked out of him and he thought that he might faint. He wondered briefly how she would explain what had happened to him when she had to go for help.
But in a moment more both young people's breathing began to return a little more to normal. Jenny eased the pressure of her gripping thighs. Brad could do little more that stand there as his softening pecker oozed out its final dribbles of sperm into her now sodden center.
The young girl looked up at him with a satisfied smile as she waited for Brad to finish inside her.
Brad didn't realize she was waiting for him until she finally said..." Are you done?..." as she lowered her legs and put her little feet back on the edge of the picnic table.
"Whaa?...Unnn...Yeah...I guess..." he answered, not fully processing what was going on.
"Well?..." asked Jenny patiently...."Are you going to take it out?..."
"Huhh!...Oh sure..." Brad answered.
He took a shaky half step backwards and his semi-hard tool slipped out of her with an audible slurp.
Brad looked down and was spellbound by the river of creamy goo that was running out of the red head's gaping center.
Jenny didn't make any move to get back on her feet. She just lay back on the picnic table, propped up on her elbows, watching Brad stare at her drooling pussy. Finally she said in a husky murmur..."Do you want to kiss it?..."
Brad was amazed by her question. His eyes jumped up to hers only to find Jenny regarding him with a knowing smile.
He looked back down at her lightly fringed oval and the creamy trail of juice still seeping out of her. He knew he should be horrified at the idea of kissing her there now. But instead he found himself leaning down into the Vee of her upraised knees. He moved his mouth down and puckered his lips around her distended clit. He sucked that greasy morsel into his mouth and gave it a long, slow swipe with his tongue.
"Nahhh!...Shittt!..."Jenny gasped. She reached down and framed his face with her hands.
"Easy baby!...I'm pretty sensitive right now!..." she purred, squirming in delight from his oral attentions.
Brad hardly heard her as he tentatively pushed his tongue deeper into her. It was like licking the bottom of a bowl of ice cream. Then he deliberately dragged his tongue back up through her slit, this time doing a slow circle around her clit before giving that tender nub a slow, wet suck.
"Ahhh!...Shit!...." Jenny gasped, flopping around on the picnic table like a freshly landed flounder.
He did it again three times real quick and got her shuddering like she was getting some kind of electric shock treatment.
But then she slammed her knees together.
" Come here you!..." she hissed as she reached down and pulled Brad's mouth up to hers. She drove her little tongue into his mouth with such ferocity that she actually sucked the air out of his lungs.
Brad returned her kiss with enthusiasm. After another long moment of lip twisting and tongue flailing the couple broke apart from their clinch.
"We better get back..." Jenny said quietly.
"Oh yeah. We should..." Brad replied.
The pregnant girl stood up while Brad pulled up his shorts and pants with shaking hands.
Jenny got herself back into her shorts and top. Then she pulled a wad of Kleenex out of her little purse and mopped up the residue of breast milk that was darkening her shirt.
Two minutes later they were heading back across the parking lot and into the club through the back door they had used earlier.
When they got back to their table Beth and Dave were sitting there, deep in conversation. They didn't even see them when Jenny and Brad strode up to the booth.
Just as they were sitting down, Dave finally noticed them and said..."Well here they are!...Where have you two been?...We were beginning to think you'd been abducted by aliens."
"Ahhh... we just went outside for a minute..." Brad said quietly.
"For the meteor shower..." Jenny added.
"Meteor shower?...What meteor shower?..." Dave asked.
"Why, didn't you hear about it? We heard the people at the next table talking about it. They said there was supposed to be this fantastic meteor shower at 12:15. It sounded pretty cool. So we figured we'd go out and see it."
"And did you?... See it?...I mean... the meteor shower?..." Beth asked with a broad smile.
Brad got the distinct impression that she wasn't actually asking about meteor showers.
"Well at first we didn't. Brad wanted to come back in but I convinced him to stay with me. Then we started to see these little trails of light across the sky and they were getting bigger and brighter and suddenly there it was, right on top of us, this incredible light show. It really took my breath away. It just seemed to go on and on. And then, finally, there was this really big flash, like two of the meteors must have collided or something. It was really exciting. I don't know how long we were out there. I guess we just sort of lost track of time it being our very first meteor shower and all."
"That does sound exciting! The way you describe it! Was it good for you too Brad? I didn't know you were into celestial bodies. It was a celestial body you were looking at wasn't it?..." Beth asked with that same smirky smile on her face.
"Oh yeah! For sure! It was really something! I'd never seen anything like it before..." Brad answered, watching Beth warily.
"So have you two been tearing up the dance floor while we were out there?..." he asked, really wanting to change the subject.
"Well I don't like to brag but I will say that Beth had her work cut out for her keeping up with me..." Dave said with a beaming smile.
Beth playfully lunged across the table at him but Dave was quick enough to jerk himself back out of her reach.
After that the evening went on really well with lots of banter and drinking and dancing.
Brad could see that Jenny was flushed and smiling and looking very relaxed and attractive. Just as he was thinking this he noticed that Beth was looking back and forth between him and Jenny like she was thinking the same thing.
In fact, just at that moment Beth caught his eye, smiled at him and raised an eyebrow as if to say... 'Did you really?'
But Brad figured he must be imagining things. He didn't need to get himself into trouble by opening his big mouth.
So he didn't say anything and eventually the evening sort of wound down.
Jenny and Dave and Brad and Beth were out in the parking lot saying goodnights. Brad looked guiltily a couple of times over toward the picnic table that he and Jenny had christened earlier.
And then they all were in their cars and Brad was driving Beth home.
The raven haired beauty was pretty quiet at first. She sort of curled up in the passenger seat with her back against the door. She brought one knee up on the seat and in doing so her little leather skirt hiked up her thigh. Brad wondered if she realized she was exposing a lot of leg as well as her stocking tops. When he glanced down he did a double take. He could almost see the triangle between her loins just beneath the edge of her little skirt.
Beth saw him staring and a little smile curled the corners of her mouth.
"So you and Beth were gone for a long time. What were you doing?..."
"Ahh...We were watching the meteors and like that..." Brad said unconvincingly.
"Come off it. I've known Jenny for a long time and she could care less about space junk unless it was the missile in your pants. Were you two foolin' around out there?..."
"How can you even ask that!...I only just met her and besides, she's married and she's pregnant....What kind of a guy do you think I am?..."
"Look, if some cute little red-head got her hand down your pants and her tongue in your ear, you'd do just about anything she wanted you to. That's the way guys are. And it wouldn't make any difference if she was married or pregnant. If she got your dick hard enough you'd do her in a heartbeat. And my Jenny knows how to get what she wants. I know that 'freshly fucked' look she gets afterwards. And that was definitely how she was looking when you guys came back in the bar. So tell me what happened. I won't be mad. I want to hear all about it."
Brad could feel a cold sweat break out on his forehead. He didn't think he had the nerve to brazen it out. Beth was looking at him with that canary smile that said that she could read his mind.
So he hemmed and he hawed for a minute but then the story came out. 'He didn't know what she had in mind. She had taken him completely by surprise. One minute they were just standing there and the next she had one of those juicy tits of hers out and she was feeding it to him and...and ...what was he supposed to do. She had his pants down before he even knew what she was doing. And after that...she said she really needed it...that it didn't really mean anything...that it was just sex and he should relax and enjoy it. He knew it wasn't right. And he certainly didn't want to upset her, meaning Beth. He just couldn't help himself. Jenny had got him so worked up. So they did it. And in fact the sex was incredible. That Jenny really was something else. But it was just that one time. Honest! She and Dave were great together and he wouldn't want to upset their marriage in any way....' and blah, blah, blah, blah.
Beth just smiled as Brad stammered his way through his story. By the time he got to the end he was blushing beet red with chagrin. He was so embarrassed that he ran over the curb as Beth pointed him into the driveway of her house.
"Ahh... soo...I hope this doesn't mean that I can't see you again. I didn't mean for any of it to happen. 'Cause I really like you and I really hoped we could maybe like go out again some time... You did ask me to tell you... I didn't want to lie about it... Are you...are you alright?..." Brad asked anxiously.
The fact that Beth had let him rattle on for so long without saying anything, that and the faint smile that never left her face as she listened to Brad's confession, made him very nervous.
"Walk me to the door..." Beth said.
Brad fumbled with his door, got out and went around and opened the door for Beth.
Beth got out and headed up the steps to the house. It was an old Victorian style house with a wrap around porch in front. There was a bright light blazing just beside the door. As they walked up the steps Beth said...
"I can't ask you in. My parents have sort of been on orange alert since my brief association with Neil. They didn't like him very much and they'd be all over us."
Beth led Brad past the door and down towards a more darkened corner of the porch. She turned to him and leaned back against the wall.
"But you can still kiss me good night!..." she purred
With her eyes locked on his she reached down for the hem of her leather skirt and calmly and deliberately pulled it up until it was just a rumpled twist around her waist.
Brad was amazed to see that she wasn't wearing any panties. The creamy triangle between her thighs was totally smooth and gleaming pinkly in the muted light.
"Oh my God!..." he gasped.
Beth just continued to smile at him with that confident look.
"I don't see why Jenny should have all the fun....You want to kiss me don't you?...Kiss me where it really matters?..."
"Whaattt!..." Brad croaked in astonishment.
Beth reached out and grabbed the front of his shirt. She pulled him down to his knees in front of her as she said..."I want you to eat me!..."
Brad still hesitated. It wasn't that he was reluctant to do it. He was just so surprised by Beth's shameless demand that he was having trouble processing what was going on.
But as soon as his knees hit the porch floor Beth moved her free hand to her bared loins. Using her index and middle finger she spread her labia and opened her crimson gash in front of Brad's astounded eyes.
She reached up with her other hand, tangled her fingers in his hair then pulled his face into her beckoning groin.
"Mmmff!.." he groaned as the young lady towering over him pressed his mouth into her pussy. Brad instinctively turned his head a little, lining up his lips with hers. He reached out with his tongue, tentatively swiping it through her seeping canyon.
"That's it!...Umm Hmm!...Lick my little peach!...Oh yeah!...Put your hands on my ass baby!...Squeeze it while you make love to my pussy with your mouth!..." Beth encouraged.
Brad didn't hesitate this time. His hands slipped up the back of Beth's thighs, cupping one meaty cheek in each of his palms. He sank his fingers deep into those creamy orbs as he started sending his delving tongue deeper and deeper inside her.
"Umm Hmm!...That feels good baby!...You're making my juices start to flow now!... Can you taste me?...Ohhh!...Keep doing that with your tongue and I'll give you more!...Lots more!..." Beth purred with a giggle.
She dragged one foot up the side of the house behind her, bending her knee out to the side. At the same time she tipped her pelvis up, giving Brad even more access to her drooling cunt.
Brad could indeed taste what was becoming a steady stream of juice oozing from Beth's center. He thought she tasted wonderful. With her knee bent, her nylon stocking top was caressing the side of his face. As he continued his oral assault, Brad's own arousal was soaring. His cock was jutting up fiercely from his loins beneath his pants.
Beth used the hand tangled in his hair to direct Brad's attentions to the top of her slit.
"Do my clit baby!...Play with it with just the tip of your tongue!...Ohhh!...Yeahh!... Like that!...You can nibble on it!...Give it little kisses!...It really likes that!..." she purred.
Brad responded diligently to her suggestions. It was thrilling for him to feel that little nub of flesh grow larger and firmer under his darting tongue. He started working it over with quick, juicy little sucks, alternating those with feather light swipes with the flat of his tongue.
"Oh shit!...Oh my Goddd!...Umm Hmm!...You're gonna' make me come if you keep doin' that!...Oh yes!...Yess!...Goddd Yesss!..." Beth moaned ever more loudly.
Her grip on Brad's hair was feverishly tightening as she pulled his mouth harder and harder against her.
Brad never faltered with his attentions, now attacking Beth's inflamed clit with gently nipping teeth as well as his tongue and lips. He had just closed his teeth on that puffy little bud for the fourth or fifth time and was worrying it like a dog with a bone when Beth snapped her raised leg around the back of his head.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!...I'm!...Oh Brad!...I'm!...Ahhh!..." she moaned in a stifled cry as her whole body stiffened up over the young man's mouth.
He reacted by jamming his tongue as deep into her molten tunnel as he could. That might have been a mistake because at the moment Beth's pussy contracted so furiously around his tongue that he couldn't have pulled it out if he wanted to. Not that he wanted to.
He could feel her contractions begin and was thrilled that he was making her come with his mouth. He didn't try and get his tongue out of the quaking young woman. Instead he pushed it far up into her and thrashed it around inside her as best he could.
"Unnn!...Oh my Godd!...Oh my Godd!..." Beth gasped. There were bigger and bigger spasms wracking her athletic frame and Beth seemed to be on the verge of a tremendous release.



And then..." Phwahhh!..." she cried and suddenly a tidal wave of pussy juice exploded from the depths of her pussy.
Brad didn't have any idea what was going on. He had never known a woman who came like this. One second he was enjoying the taste of the warm fluids that were seeping out of her and the next he was gasping and choking on a torrent of viscous juice.
He thought he was going to drown. With his tongue held tight in the clutch of Beth's convulsing interior, he wasn't able to swallow and all her girl juices were pouring down his throat and into his lungs. He coughed and sputtered trying to keep his airway clear. He clawed at her ass trying to push her away but Beth had him trapped in her crotch, tightening her leg on his neck to hold him right where she wanted him.
"Mwahh!...Phhh!...Gahhh!..." he sputtered gutturally.
All Brad could think to do was to continue to use his mouth on her, hoping that the sooner she finished her climax, the sooner she'd let him go and he could breathe. He twisted his head and was finally able to get his tongue free. He couldn't pull his face away so he redirected his tongue back to her throbbing clit. He started flailing away at that nerve laden little node like a man possessed.
"Ahhh!...Goddd!...Oh Jesusss!...So Good baby!...Umm Hmm!...You do me so good!..." Beth enthused. But then...
"Godd Brad!...Easy lover!...Just do me easy!..." she gasped as Brad's feverish mouthing became too much for her.
Brad, who was on the verge of passing out, didn't hear her. He just kept slashing her clit with his tongue.
"Nahhh!...Don't...That's enough!..." Beth whimpered, placing the palm of her hand on Brad's forehead and pressing him away from her shuddering loins. She unlocked her thigh from behind his neck and Brad fell back, barely catching himself before he was sprawled out on the porch.
Even so he wound up sitting on his butt with his arms behind him. He held himself propped up like that, gasping for breath.
Beth looked down on him with sparkling eyes as she too caught her breath. She made no attempt to lower her skirt or to cover her exposed pussy.
As breathless as he was Brad was still spellbound by that erotic triangle that was now gleaming with her juices.
They stayed like that for quite a while just looking at each other, each lost in their own thoughts.
Finally Beth extended a hand to him.
"Let me help you lover..." she purred.
Brad let the tall young woman pull him up. Once he was on his feet in front of her, Beth's hands went down to his belt. Without saying a word she started working on the opening of his pants.
"You sure know how to eat pussy! Now why don't you let me do something for you!.."
In an instant she had his pants and shorts opened and pushed down to his knees.
"Oh God Beth! Are you sure?..." Brad panted, looking nervously towards the front door. Even as light headed as he was he had visions of her parents coming out to investigate all the shuffling that was going on on the porch.
But Beth just took his hands and turned in front of him. She held his arms around her waist as she backed up into him, snuggling the shapely moons of her ass against his erection.
"Ummm!...Are you just happy to see me or is that a canoe you're rubbing against me?..." she murmured.
She nimbly reached behind with both hands and pulled her cheeks apart. Once Brad's eager missile was seated in her greasy slot she let her ass go. Those creamy spheres enfolded his tool like a hot dog in a bun. Watching him over her shoulder she began a gentle up and down motion on her toes, encouraging him to enjoy the wonders of her splendid backside.
"Ahh Goddd!..." Brad gasped as Beth went to work on him. He pulled her closer with the hands she was holding around her. Helplessly he began to writhe behind her, hunching excitedly against the steamy press of her ass.
"Umm!... You like that don't you baby?... What else would you like?..." Beth purred. She reached down between her legs and snared the root of Brad's shaft in the circle of her thumb and forefinger. Then she slowly leaned forward at the waist. She tried to bend his shaft towards her gaping opening but Brad was grinding against her so excitedly that she couldn't move him into the position she wanted.
So she reached back between her parted thighs with her other hand, her palm extended and gave his drum taut testicles a sharp slap.
"Nahhh!...Whaaa!?..." the young man barked. He sucked in a gasping breath in surprise. He was more shocked than hurt. But he stopped still in his tracks which is exactly what Beth wanted.
She pulled down on the root of his cock, dragging his cock crown down through her slit until it was pressing into the center of her searing hole.
"Oh my Goddd!..." Brad groaned.
"You want me to fuck you?...Here?...Like this?..." he whispered in disbelief.
"Only if you want to..." Beth answered, reaching out to put one hand on the wall in front of her. This easy movement was all it took to allow Brad's seething cock crown to slip inside her.
"Ahhh!..." he gasped at the feel of her silky labia spreading around his engorged knob.
There was no way that he could stop himself from pressing more of his tumid length inside her.
"Ummm!...And it feels like you want to..." Beth whispered as Brad's reflexively pushed deeper into her clasping tunnel.
Now Beth was bent over at ninety degrees in front of her nervous date. With her feet spread about two feet apart, she had one hand on the wall, steadying herself ahead of Brad's ever more urgent hunching.
Suddenly the light by the front door flashed on and off three times.
Brad groaned and hissed..."What's going on?..."
Looking back at him over her shoulder with a lustful smile Beth said...
"We don't have much time baby!...You can come quick can't you?..."
"Ahhh!...I don't know Beth...I mean...Oh Goddd!... If you're parents...Ahhh!...Maybe we...Ohhh!... " Brad stammered in distress.
He knew he should stop but he had just about got all of his cock up inside her, giving her a little more with every thrust. Her juicy cunt was just too enticing! Finally his hips were slapping against her ass as he plunged into her with his entire length. He couldn't have stopped then if her parents had come out on the porch with their whole bridge club.
She was so hot and wet that Brad was almost numb with excitement. He didn't think he'd be able to hold it long. But he was just as afraid that if she started pressuring him to come right away, he might not be able to come at all. That had happened to him once and it was incredibly frustrating.
But Beth wasn't worried about it. She knew how to get him off.
"Let me help you baby!..."
She reached between her parted thighs and cupped her mound in her hand. She started to apply a gentle pressure to her clit with her fingers.
But mostly what she was doing was holding her hand in her crotch in such a way that every time Brad fucked himself in and out of her she was raking the barrel of his shaft with her sharp fingernails.
""Ahhh!...Nahhh!...Beth!...What...what's are you doing?..." Brad cried as a feeling like an electric current jolted through his cock. His balls stiffened up excruciatingly at this new sensation. He had no idea what Beth was deliberately raking his taut flesh with her devilish nails.
"Don't stop baby!...Give it to me!...All of it!...Keep fucking me!...As deep as you can!...Unn Hnn!...Yeahhh!... That feels so good!..." the leggy brunette enthused.
"Ahhh!...Yeah!...Oh my Goddd!...I can't believe how that feels!..." Brad groaned, reflexively hammering himself into Beth's leeching pussy
She kept rubbing herself with her hand, varying the pressure she was applying to Brad's responsive meat. But overall, the more eagerly he pounded her, the deeper she gouged the paper thin flesh sheathing his prick with her nails..
"Now, ease it out!...All the way out!...Umm Hmm!...That's it!...""Beth instructed.
Brad did as he was told.
Beth made sure that her nails traced an angry welt along the big vein that bulged from the underside of his cock as he pulled it out of her.
"Mahhhh!..." he whimpered in excitement. His balls were achingly taut and ready to blow.
"Just slip the end of it in and out of me!...Just the very tip!...Umm Hmm!...Jus a couple of inches...Nice and steady!...Oh yeah!...That's it!...Just like that!...Unn Hnn!..." Beth enthused.
Now she was scraping her nails back and forth across that tender ridge just under his cock crown. She was also scratching her nails across his gleaming dome every time he pushed it in and pulled it out. She knew he wouldn't be able to take that for very long.
And she was right. It felt to Brad like there was a swarm of bees buzzing in his balls. And suddenly that swarm turned into a fiery ball and that ball was pounding up the length of his shaft and exploding inside Beth's seething tunnel.
"Nahhhh!..." he cried, arching his back and banging himself back into the depths of her molten channel as his come jetted deep inside of her.
Beth never relented and even as he helplessly lunged his cock back into her she clawed his length with her outstretched nails.
"Phwahhh!...." Ben cried again as his come pulsed out of his balls in a searing stream.
"That's it!...Come for me baby!...Oh yeah!...I can feel it!...Every spurt!...Umm Hmm!... It's so hot!...So hot inside me!...All that juicy come!...Oh yeah!...You're really coming aren't you lover?..."
But Brad was too overcome by his staggering orgasm to answer. It was all he could do to hang onto Beth's writhing hips as his fiery sperm pulsed out of him and into her receptive interior.
"Ahh!...Unn!...Unnn!...Unn!...Ohh!..." he whimpered as his testicles hammered excruciatingly away in his groin.
Beth slipped her hand a little deeper between her thighs until she was able to reach his balls. For a second she toyed with the idea of sinking her nails into those tender spheres. That would really send him over the moon.
But she contented herself for the time being with just squeezing those throbbing orbs in time with his shuddering spasms.
"Ahhh!...Ohhh!...Easy!...God Beth!...You really are too...too much!..." Brad gasped, his whole body quaking in response to the lanky young woman's skilled fondling.
As Brad clutched her hips, struggling to stay on his feet behind her, Beth tightened her juicy interior on him in the same rhythm she was using to squeeze his balls. She wanted to be sure she got every drop of come that he had.
And she was doing a good job of it because her wrist was getting soaked with their combined juices. The creamy goo was pouring out of her. Brad had filled her full and now the viscous stream had nowhere to go but to spill out on the porch.
And still Brad's cock continued to dribble a pulsing trickle of sperm into her saturated interior.
"Oh yeah!...You come so much baby!...I'll bet if Jenny were here right now she'd be licking it off your balls!...
Brad gave a final shudder at this lurid image and then relaxed. In another second as Beth tightened herself on him once more, Brad's ropey cock slipped out of her and a real torrent of juice poured out onto the porch.
Brad looked down and couldn't believe how red and chafed his cock looked. It looked like it'd been through a threshing machine. What the hell was that all about! He was so spent that he sank to one knee behind her, resting his forehead on one of Beth's creamy ass cheeks.
She smiled back at him over her shoulder.
"Looks like your done lover!... Did you like that!... Did I make it good for you?..."
But before Brad could answer, the front door opened a crack and a disembodied woman's voice, said..." Beth?... Is that you?... Are you home dear?..."
Beth turned then, reached down and grabbed Brad by the front of his shirt. She literally yanked him to his feet and dragged him around the corner of the house, out of sight of the front door.
Then, in an incredibly calm voice she said..."Yes mom....It's me...I'm just saying good night to a friend of mine. I'll be in in a second..."
"That's good dear. The Henderson's were robbed just three doors down last week you know. Your father and I were getting worried. Just be sure to lock up when you come in. You're not going to be long are you?..."
Beth was looking at Brad with a broad grin. At that point he was fumbling wildly with his pants trying to pull them up. She reached down into his shorts and closed her hand on his nuts. Looking into his eyes she slowly but steadily increased the pressure of her firm grip.
Brad's eyes went wide and he started sucking air, trying to stay quiet as Beth's squeezing hand got tighter and tighter on his tired genitals. He reached out and put his hands on her arms but Beth just tightened her clenched hand threateningly on his nut bag. A bead of cold sweat broke out on his brow when she did that. He realized he was at her mercy.
"Brad's got a little sprain and I was just working the knots out for him. I think I've just about got it!..."
"Well alright. But I'm, leaving the door open for you."
But even as her mother was speaking, Beth was wringing Brad's defenceless balls harder and harder in her punishing grip. Her dismayed young lover started sinking to his knees in pain.
Beth leaned over him so she could maintain the brutal pressure she was exerting on his testicles. The cunning smile never left her lips.
"Please!...Please!...Please!..." he mouthed just before his knees touched the porch floor.
Beth bent even further down so that her lips were brushing Brad's ear. She said to him quietly but perfectly clearly....
"This is to remind you to be a good boy... I need to know I can trust you Brad!...I can, can't I baby?...Trust you?..."
Her hand was grinding his two squishy spheres together in a way that was sending shock waves of nauseating pain radiating through Brad's groin. He thought he might pass out.
"Yes!...Yes!....I'll be good!...I'll be better than good!...I'll...I'll do whatever you say!...It's true!...I promise!..." Brad gasped, willing to say anything to get Beth to release the stomach-churning pressure she was applying to his balls.
Beth smiled down on him for a long, long moment. Then she purred..."Good!..."
as she gave his nuts a vicious twist and then released them.
Brad shuddered and let out a stifled..." Phwahhh!..." in response.
"There! That's better isn't it? I think he's good to go aren't you sweetheart?..."
Brad swayed on his knees for a moment, thinking he was going to faint. Beth reached out a hand to his shoulder to steady him.
After another moment the agony in his groin started to ease a little.
Brad staggered back up on his feet trying not to fall over. Beth and the porch seemed to be swimming around him. At the same time as he was pulling up his pants he was trying to stay hidden around the corner of the house.
In a quavering voice he said..."Ahhh...Yeahhh Beth...That feels much better....Ahhh.... It's been great.... Thanks for a great evening... Can I call you again... Maybe next week?..."
Brad hardly knew what he was saying. Beth had just given him the fucking of his life and then for no reason had almost mashed his balls into oat meal. He had no ideal if this girl liked him or was really pissed with him.
Beth just stood there in front of him calmly pulling her skirt back down as if nothing had happened.
"I don't know Brad. I'll have to talk to my friend Jenny and see what she's doing. Call me if you like. I'll let you know. See ya'."
And without another word or anything else, no kiss on the cheek, no nothing, Beth walked over to the door and went inside, closing the door behind her.
Brad was still standing there wondering what the hell had just happened. He started walking shakily towards the steps of the porch. The outside light went out before he even got there.
Maybe aunt Laura would be able to tell him what was going on.
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In hind sight Dave figured the Bar-B-Q / Pool Party at John and Ingrid's was probably the straw that broke the camel's back, so to speak.
In fact it was just the last in a series of minor transgressions, none of which he felt were hanging offences. But apparently his wife Marion felt differently.
They had been married for almost six years now and Dave thought they were getting along pretty well considering all the stresses of his new job and relocating and all.
If he happened to find another woman attractive he couldn't help checking her out. But it seemed Marion had some kind of 'built in' radar about that kind of thing and anytime he looked twice at another woman when he was with her you can be sure she was on his case about it.
'Did he have to ogle every woman that went by?...Was he going to be an oversexed teenager forever?...Did he not realize how demeaning it was to objectify every woman he saw like she was a piece of meat?...Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah...'
And if he happened to have said something a couple of times about how there were other ways to make love besides her lying lifeless on her back, sneaking peeks at the ten o'clock news while he toiled away between her thighs, well that was just him being totally insensitive all over again.
In fact Marion was an extremely attractive woman. In college she had been a cheerleader as well as having a 3.8 grade average. She had a great body, big chest, narrow waist and a heart shaped ass to die for. She was always getting asked out. But Dave was the one she had her sights set on. And six months after they graduated they were married. During that time Dave was surprised to find that someone who looked so sexy could be so prim and proper. He thought she had just been putting on that 'I don't think a girl should give up her virginity too soon' thing to land herself a husband. It was only after they'd been married for a year that he realized that, though he thought he was marrying Miss 'Hottie', who he really got was Miss 'Don't! I don't like that!', or Miss 'Stop it. You're messing up my hair!'
Two years ago they had moved from Portland to San Francisco when Dave landed a good job with an international shipping company. But since they had settled into the City by the Bay the romance seemed to have disappeared from their marriage.
Their lovemaking got more and more infrequent and Dave would have been lying if he didn't admit that he was getting more than a little sick of the missionary position. It hadn't helped matters when Marion asked him if he ever fantasized about other women and her admitted that he sometimes did. He wished he could take that one back.
Then there was the Pool Party. John and Ingrid had been there neighbors since they arrived in their new home. They were the same age as Dave and Marion and had similar interests so it wasn't surprising that they soon became friends.
It was great to have good neighbors. The one down side, if you could call it that, was that Ingrid happened to be a gorgeous blonde with an incredible body. She was definitely a consistent target of Dave's leering glances.
The night of the Pool Party there were probably thirty people there enjoying the burgers and wine and beer. It was a warm evening and after the sun set more and more people put on swimsuits and started fooling around in the pool and in the hot tub.
Ingrid put on a tiny white bikini that would have been illegal in some mid-western states. All the guys were tagging her with their eyes, Dave as much as anyone. At one point late in the evening she slipped into the hot tub. By that time Dave had his swimsuit on and she beckoned him to join her in the bubbling water.
By then Dave had had enough wine that he stepped down into the steamy water without a second thought.
The next thing he knew Ingrid was pressing warmly against his side, her hand resting high up on his inner thigh.
Dave wasn't really paying much attention to what she was saying. It was taking all his concentration to keep from turning towards her and hunching up against her thigh like at dog in heat.
He did hear her clearly however when she whispered something in his ear like...'John and I wondered if you and Marion might ever have thought about swapping, with us...just for an evening...just for fun?'
Dave was so overwhelmed by this proposal that he totally lost his cool. He stammered something about how...' it sounded great but that he didn't know if Marion would be comfortable doing something like that. But he would ask her if he could find the right moment and he was really honoured that she and John were that comfortable with them etc., etc.' God! Had he really said 'honoured!'
Ingrid listened to his nervous stammering and smiled indulgently. Finally she said with a breezy wave of her hand...'Well, just think about it..."
And then she gracefully got up and left the hot tub. Dave watched her go with his mouth open in amazement.
Later that night as they were going to bed, Marion was complaining about being dog-tired and how dreadful the Watson's had been and what a headache she had. Dave picked that moment to mention that someone at the party, he didn't want to say who, had wondered if they might want to swap with them.
Marion, who had just sat down on the side of the bed with her back to Dave, went rigid and didn't say anything.
Dave wasn't too encouraged by this initial response but he plowed on.
These were friends who they were both quite comfortable with and he knew it was a 'kind of out there' suggestion but maybe it was worth considering.
Marion continued to say nothing but Dave could feel the temperature dropping dramatically in the room.
Then, in a very steady voice Marion said..."And I take it that if this...this suggestion is alright with me that you are in favour of this...this... of doing this?..."
And Dave said 'well of course he didn't want her to do anything she was uncomfortable with but if she felt she was ready for a bit of an adventure then he figured he could be up for it too.'
And that was when the shit really hit the fan.
What kind of a deviant was he? Didn't he have any idea how depraved, how immoral his suggestion was. This was probably all his idea wasn't it? Not some phantom friend of theirs. She couldn't believe the shameful depths of his imagination. And on, and on, and on.
And so it was that when Marion suggested that they go to couples counselling he ultimately agreed.
Oh his knee jerk reaction was 'No Way! There's nothing wrong with me.'
Which only made his wife more adamant that they should go. And when Dave thought about it, he figured that if maybe some shrink told Marion she should loosen up a little, maybe things might get a little more interesting around the bedroom.
So in the end he agreed. Marion had a therapist in mind that had been recommended to her by one of her gym buddies. Dave was fine with whatever she wanted.
So Marion made the first visit. She went by herself, which was what the therapist recommended. It was a two-hour session and when Dave got home from work that night he definitely noticed a change in his wife.
She seemed to be kind of glowing like she had experienced some kind of revelation. When Dave asked her how the therapy went she told him the doctor, Dr. Von Stramm, had told her not to discuss her treatment with him. Dave thought that was kind of odd but didn't pursue it.
Later that night when he snuggled up to Marion she immediately pulled away from him.
"Don't!..." she said firmly.
"We'll wait until after you been to the clinic."
Well Dave's first appointment was only two days away so he figured he could wait.
Two days later he arrived at the office of Dr. Elsa Von Stramm fifteen minutes early. He had been asked to come early to fill out the paper work. And there was a lot of it. There were also a lot of extremely personal questions that Dave wasn't all that comfortable answering.
After that he was ushered in to meet the good doctor. He didn't know what he'd been expecting but he was pleasantly surprised that Elsa (which is what she soon asked him to call her) wasn't at all the frumpy, overweight, middle-aged academic that he had been expecting.
In fact Dr. Elsa was almost alarmingly attractive. Even in a white lab coat and a pair of linen trousers it was obvious that she had a very shapely body. Her blonde hair was pulled up and coiled behind her head. She had an engaging smile and a very down to earth way of speaking. Dave didn't think he was going to have any trouble talking to her.
"Mr. Brickman? I'm Dr. Von Stramm."
"Dave doctor. Please call me Dave."
"Very well, Dave."
She rambled on a bit at the beginning about how the clinic's approach to couple's counselling was a little more 'Alternative', a little more 'Hands On' than he might expect. 'Was he alright with that?'
Dave said 'Sure. It was all about results as far as he was concerned.'
Dr. Von Stramm seemed pleased. She said in that case they would begin. Would he please go into the next office and remove all his clothes including his shorts and socks and put on the smock and trousers that were laid out for him there. They would be in with him in a few moments.
Dave said fine although he was a little surprised he had to change out of his street clothes. But in fact he had noticed when he came in that this place seemed more like a spa than a clinic. There were lots of staff dressed up in white shirts and pants and other people, patients, clients he guessed, coming and going in smocks and robes and slippers.
He guessed it all had to do with the 'Alternative' treatments.
He went into the next office, which basically contained a little desk to one side with a couple of hard chairs in front of it. There was a couch on the wall on the other side of the room and what looked like a massage table in the middle of the room. On that table was his change of clothes.
David took off everything he was wearing and put on what was on the table. That pants were light cotton with a drawstring closure and fit him very loosely. The top was of the standard issue hospital variety that you put on with the opening in the back and tied with a little string behind the neck. There was also a pair of those 'one size fits all' paper slippers that Dave put on as well.
He had just folded his arms across his chest because he was finding it kind of breezy in the little office when the door opened and a dark haired woman walked in. A cloud of a very exotic perfume accompanied her.
It didn't take Dave more than a moment to realize that this was indeed another attractive young woman. Even the dark rimmed glasses she was wearing didn't detract from her obvious good looks.
"Hi. Dave? I'm Abigail..." the dark haired beauty said, holding out her hand to Dave. She was holding a large canvas bag in her other hand.
Dave shook Abigail's extended hand and was surprised by the strength of her grip.
"Hello Abigail. I'm the new guy. I'm just waiting for instructions I guess."
Abigail smiled and looked at Dave appraisingly. Dave was doing his own share of looking too.
Abigail was wearing a white spandex top that accentuated her fully rounded breasts. Beneath that she was wearing what looked like snug fitting riding breeches, also white, and a glossy black belt cinched tightly around her waist. She wasn't wearing boots but she was wearing some black stacked heels that made her almost as tall as Dave. All she was missing was the little hat and the riding crop and she could have been on her way to the stables.
"Well maybe I can help you with that. Elsa explained to you that what we do here involves a certain physicality did she not?"
"She said something about the treatment being 'hands on' although I wasn't totally clear about that."
"Well you're about to find out..." Abigail said, her eyes sparkling with amusement.
And with that she reached into her satchel and pulled out a heavy leather belt, kind of like a lineman's belt.
She took that over to Dave and, standing behind him she wrapped it around him and fastened the buckle so that it was snug around his waist.
Dave found that she was standing disconcertingly close to him. He could distinctly feel the pressure of her conical tits jutting into his back between his shoulder blades as she fiddled with the belt.
He was so distracted by the feel of those resilient mounds rubbing against him that he didn't notice it when she fastened his wrists to his sides with the padded cuffs that were part of the belt.
"Hey what the?..." Dave said in surprise as Abigail pulled an aluminum bar out of the bag and started to telescope it into a longer length.
Just at that moment Dr. Von Stramm came into the room and took in the scene before her.
"Just the hand restraints today I think..." she said as she strode across the room to sit behind the little desk.
"Yes, of course Elsa..." Abigail replied. She immediately began to collapse the aluminum pole with, what David thought appeared to be, a rueful expression.
"David. Today I think we will look at a portion of your wife's therapy session from the other day. Don't worry about the restraint. You'll understand what that's all about in due course."
"A short synopsis would be in order. I decided to start your wife on a course of hypnotherapy. It has proven very effective in many cases."
"You hypnotized her?..." Dave asked, a crooked little smile curling his lips.
Elsa smiled at him indulgently.
"Hypnotism is not for everyone, that's true. But people who have deeply repressed emotions need to come to grips with the root of these issues. I decided that Marion might benefit from revisiting some of her past experiences with more of a, shall we say, open minded perspective. I think you'll find the result very interesting.'
And with that she nodded at Abigail who dimmed the lights and then pressed a button on a remote she had picked up. There was an overhead projector mounted in the ceiling that came to life.
A picture started on the bare wall above the couch opposite Elsa's desk. It wasn't very clear. The room , which he realized was this same room, must have been dim where the video was being taken.
No one offered David a chair or asked him to sit down. So he just leaned against the massage table to watch the images on the wall, his hands tied to his sides.
The doctor could be heard talking in a calm measured cadence in the background.
Marion was sitting opposite her in one of the chairs. She was wearing just a light cotton shift that didn't quite reach her knees. It looked like it was very sheer but it was hard to tell in the dimly lit room.
There was a round white light about the size and shape of a Frisbee mounted on the wall behind the doctor at just about shoulder height. That light was pulsing slowly brighter, then fading, then brightening in a tempo like a very slow heart beat.
Dave noticed that Marion looked very relaxed sitting in the chair. She seemed to be having trouble keeping her eyes open.
Suddenly Dr. Elsa could be heard more clearly.
"Now try and lift up your left arm Marion..."
There was a pause and then Marion said very quietly..." I can't..."
"That's fine Marion. Just relax. Now I want you to think about the thrill of your first toboggan ride, the exhilaration of your first kiss, the satisfaction of creating a fabulous meal for your husband. Do you remember those feelings?"
"Yes doctor."
"That's good dear. Now I'm going to give you a couple of suggestions. When you hear the word 'aeons' you will enter the kind of relaxed state that you are in right now. You will think about all those good feelings we were just talking about. You will want to feel like that again. And you won't let your inhibitions overwhelm you like you usually do. Instead you will just enjoy the moment. When you hear the word 'hectic' you will return to your normal manner. You will remember everything that happened while you were in this altered state. But it will be like you're remembering a dream. Whatever happened will only be vaguely clear to you but not totally forgotten. Do you understand me dear?.."
"Yes I do..."
"Well, it's been a very hectic week hasn't it?..." said Elsa. And at that point the pulsing light went off behind her and the lights came up in the room.
Dave watched Marion closely.
His wife sat there quite still for a moment and then she said...
"Excuse me? I seem to have got lost in our conversation for a moment?..."
The doctor smiled and went on to answer her when Dave turned to the actual Dr. Von Stramm and piped in..."You don't really think she's going to fall for this. She's not an idiot you know?..."
"I take it then that you don't think you'd be a good candidate for hypnotherapy treatment. I assume you don't feel that you're an idiot either?..."
But before Dave could answer she went on...
"Mr. Brickman. A subject who responds to hypnotic suggestion cannot be made to do anything that they regard as immoral or illegal. In other words you couldn't hypnotize someone and then get them to rob a bank or kidnap someone. They will not do something that is outside their ethical comfort zone. However some people, some very introverted people, can behave quite differently than they would have if they were not in an abstract state. If you will just be patient a little longer I think you will see what I mean.
Dave returned his attention to the picture on the wall. At that moment the door to the interview room opened and two young men walked in. They both were wearing black tee shirts, loose fitting white cotton pants and sneakers. They obviously we're employees of the center.
Marion looked at the new arrivals blankly. Her shoulders stiffened at the interruption
Dr. Von Stramm smiled at her and said...
"Marion. You remember your old first year boyfriend Tommy Deere. You probably haven't seen him in aeons."
Dave was amazed to see his wife's shoulders visibly relax as she stood up with obvious excitement. She crossed the room and threw her arms around the young man's neck.
"Tommy! It's so good to see you! What a surprise."
Then to her husband's surprise she planted a wet kiss on the young man's mouth. It was really quick but still Dave hadn't seen that kind of enthusiasm from his wife in a long time.
Tommy said..." It's good to see you too Marion. You look great!..."
As he was speaking the young man's hand came up so that it was plainly cupping the outside of one of Marion's breasts. Dave was astounded that his wife made no effort to move it away.
"And you remember Andy,Tommy's cousin. I think he went with you on one of your first dates didn't he? To the Drive-In wasn't it? That must have been cosy...." Elsa said.
"Hi Andy. I think I do remember that night..." Marion said with an attractive blush.
"Well why don't I just let you guys have a few minutes alone to catch up. I have a couple of calls to make anyways. I'll be back in a little while."
And as she went out the door Dr. Von Stramm dimmed the lights in the room once more.
Dave couldn't help but ask...
"That's not really her old boy friend is it? It couldn't be."
"Of course not. Those are two of our valuable interns."
Just then Tommy was stepping back and saying..."You know Marion, I often think about that night and kick myself because I was so shy way back then. You probably don't really remember it. I wish we could do it all over again. Would you?...If we could?..."
Dave was aghast to see his wife step up to Tommy, put her hand on his chest and say in a very suggestive murmur...
"Oh Tommy!.. I'd do anything you want me to, you know that!"
"Geez Marion. I was hoping you'd say that. This is going to be great. Remember how we had to go in Andy's mother's car. That beat up old Chevy with the huge bench seats. That was just perfect wasn't it?"



"Come on Andy!...You have to drive. You're the only one with a license..." Tommy instructed, herding everyone over to the couch.
He had Andy sit on the left, Marion next to him and himself on the right. He immediately put his arm over the back of the couch and snuggled up close to the smiling blonde.
"Looks like we're just in time. All the trailers are done and the film's just starting."
He paused a minute and then said in an embarrassed voice...
"Oh my. I'm sorry Marion. I didn't know it was that kind of movie."
Dave could actually see a rosy blush rising from his wife's neck and infusing her face.
"I'll bet you didn't! And what exactly did you think you were going to get me to do while we were watching this. Oh my God! Is that thing of his real?"
At that point Tommy leaned over and whispered a fairly lengthy answer to Marion's question in her ear. Marion's smile got bigger and bigger and she started to nod her head.
When Tommy stopped whispering to her, her gaze went immediately back to 'the movie'.
But then Dave watched in disbelief as his wife's left hand slid over into Andy's lap and she began groping him through his pants.
"She's not going to try and get all that in her mouth is she? Oh I can't believe this!..." Marion said with a girlish giggle.
As she was speaking she was very deftly opening Andy's pants with one hand. The young man obligingly lifted his butt to allow her to push his pants and his shorts down to his knees.
Without ever looking at him, the beaming blonde closed her little hand around his sizeable boner and began jacking him off.
"This is unbelievable. I can't believe she's doing this?..." Dave said, more to himself than to anyone else.
He was barely aware that Abigail was undoing the string tying his tunic and was slipping it off his arms.
Dave was watching spellbound as Tommy leaned over and whispered something else in his wife's ear. Then he sat back again.
Marion reached over with her right hand and started to open Tommy's pants just like she'd done with Andy's. In a couple of more seconds she was sitting there on the couch, her eyes riveted to an imaginary screen in front of her. Her two clutching hands were pistoning up and down the steely erections of the two men sitting on either side of her. She looked to Dave like some kind of goddess, sitting there regally while the young men she was masturbating slumped ever deeper into the little couch as their excitement mounted.
"He can't possibly get all that inside her. He's way too big...Oh my God! He did! And she never even flinched!..." Marion gasped in surprise.
Dave wasn't surprised to see the boy on her left was starting to squirm around under Marion's shuttling hand. He could clearly see a gleaming trail of Andy's pre-come starting to trickle over her knuckles.
"Oh Godd!...I don't think I can hold it much longer..."
Tommy leaned forward again and whispered something in Marion's ear. Marion listened and then nodded. She turned to look intently at the screen for a moment and then she said...
"Tell me if I miss anything!"
Then she turned to Andy.
"Tommy says we shouldn't get come all over you mom's car and that I should blow you. Is that O.K. with you?..."
"Ahh sure..." Andy replied, looking like he wasn't totally sure of what the protocol should be with a patient in this situation.
But Marion just said..."Good!...as she leaned over and siphoned the end of Andy's engorged tool into her mouth. It was too much of a stretch for her to keep her other hand on Tommy's cock so she brought it over into Andy's lap and used it to squeeze his balls.
"Oh My Goddd!..." Andy groaned. Marion followed her determinedly stroking little fist with her mouth, swirling her tongue around his length as she bobbed up and down in his lap.
Dave was so engrossed in what he was seeing that he barely noticed when Abigail pulled a big roll of duct tape out of her satchel. She ripped off about a two-foot strip and laid it across Dave's chest from one armpit to the other. She smoothed it down with her fingertips. She tore off two more lengths, over-lapping all three of them so that she had Dave's upper torso taped with a twelve-inch strip of duct tape. She patiently smoothed it across his chest making sure that it was well adhered to his body.
It was about at this point that Andy groaned..."Ahhhh!...Marion!...I.....I'm...coming!...Oh Goddd!..."
Marion bobbed her head all the way down into Andy's crotch and Dave could see her cheeks inverting as she sucked hungrily on his tool. At the same time her other hand was gently squeezing his drum taut testicles.
It was more enticement that any mere mortal could resist. Andy loins hunched up in the air. He gasped a strangled..."Nahhh!..." as his balls unleashed a cascade of come in response to Marion's leeching suck.
"Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!..." she encouraged gutturally.
Dave could actually see the big vein pulsing on the underside of Andy's cock. Marion swallowed valiantly over and over again as she tried to keep up with the spewing torrent. And she almost did too, except for a growing circle of creamy foam that ringed her lips where they encircled Andy's girth.
"What?...No!...She can't!!..." Dave groaned, struggling against the restraints that kept his hands pinned to his sides.
But it wasn't at all clear whether this was in response to seeing his wife sucking off some stranger or to the feel of Abigail's little hand closing on his rigid tool through his pants. The dark haired beauty had taken a position just in front of him and to his side where she had fisted his cock with her left hand. With her right hand she was still rubbing the duct tape against his chest, sometimes tweaking his nipples through the rubbery band.
But though Dave may have been incredulous at the sight of his wife giving head to a stranger he was also pretty aroused by what he was watching. That was obvious by the way his erection jutted out from his loins through Abigail's clutching hand. It looked like she was holding a pipe wrench through his pajama like bottoms.
Marion stayed down on Andy for what seemed like a really long time. But finally she lifted her head from his now ropey cock. She was smiling into Andy's eyes as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.
"Did you like that baby? You had so much come for me!..." Marion said in a husky purr.
Andy was slumped on the couch in apparent exhaustion. He grunted a barely audible..."That was great..." in response to Marion's question.
"Good..." Dave's wife said. Then she turned her attention back to Tommy. She reached over and returned her right hand to the base of his rigid tool. That upright spear hadn't softened a bit while Marion was servicing his friend.
"Now it's your turn..." the smiling blonde purred.
She straightened up on the couch and half stood up. Reaching down with her left hand she lifted her gauzy little shift to her waist. Then, with her back to Tommy, she stepped across his legs and straddled his lap. She started lowering herself down on him until his gleaming cock crown was nudging into the center of her loins.
She turned to look at him and whispered..." I want you to fuck me Tommy. I want to feel your hot come shooting inside me! Will you do that for me baby?..."
"Whattt!...No!...I don't believe this!...He isn't even wearing a condom!...She never lets me fuck her unless I'm wearing a rubber!...This can't be happening!..." Dave cried in total disbelief.
At that point Elsa stopped the playback and Dave was staring at a frozen image of his wife, a cunning smile creasing her lips as she held some stranger's cock poised to enter her.
"If this is too disturbing for you Mr. Brickman we can stop it right now. I think we will have much to discuss already. Do you want me to continue?..."
Dave's head was swimming. He had no idea what to think or do. That was when Abigail slipped her little hand from his erection, into his pants and gave his balls a warm squeeze. She moved her lips to his ear and whispered quietly...
"You've got to see this. She makes him come so hard it looks like he's having a heart attack!"
Dave was so bewildered and aroused by all this that he groaned...
"Yes. I want to see..."
"Very good..." said Elsa as she resumed playing the video.
"Oh Marion... I'll give you so much come it'll be leaking out of you for a week!..." Tommy promised, his two hands coming around to cup her thinly covered breasts through her thin shirt.
"Promises, promises!..." Marion replied, dropping her loins and taking the first three inches of Tommy's cock into her receptive pussy. She continued to hold the hem of her little shirt up, giving Dave a spectacular view of Tommy's cock penetrating her.
"Ummm!..." you could hear Tommy gasp. You could also see him rising up, trying to thrust more of himself into her.
"Nooo!..." whimpered Dave. Abigail released his balls and once more gripped his steely tool through his cotton pants. She began to jerk him gently. Dave couldn't help but hunch his crotch into her coaxing hand in response to her skilled fondling.
"No!...Let me do it!..." Marion whispered. Her free hand darted into Tommy's groin and closed tightly on his stiffening testicles. She pulled down on his fleshy sac to keep him from forcing himself into her.
"O.K....O.K..." he murmured through gritted teeth.
Dave had never in his wildest dreams imagined that his wife could behave like this. But here she was, controlling this stranger with her stern grip on his balls. She was holding him in the position she wanted while she slid up and down his length, taking a little more and a little more of him with every downward slide until she had every inch of his engorged flesh inside her.
When she had taken him all, she let go of Tommy's balls, put both her hands on his knees and turned to look at him over her shoulder. Giving him a beaming smile, she leaned forward just a little, letting about two inches of his livid flesh slide out of her. Then she leaned back and sheathed him again.
Tommy sucked in an excited breath when she did that.
"How's that baby? Does that feel good? Do you like it? Tell me..." Marion asked.
"Oh God baby!...You have the sweetest twat!..." Tommy groaned.
He once more heaved his loins upwards trying to fuck Dave's wife. And she once more snaked her hand between his legs and grabbed his balls.
"No!...Let's do it my way!..." she hissed, once more leaning forward and then sitting back on him. She did this again and again getting a nice gentle pace going, fucking the big cock she was sitting on with a deliberate rhythm.
Abigail was stroking Dave's cock with the same tempo. Again she leaned over to Dave's ear.
"Watch this now. He doesn't last long. I think Marion is doing something to him with her inner muscles. I'd bet she's milking him like a machine..."
And at the same time Abigail was doing some pretty nasty things too, bunching Dave's loosely fitting pants around his tool and jacking him off persistently through that thin material.
Dave was watching his wife intently. Marion was biting her lower lip in concentration as she rode Tommy's gleaming spear.
Just as Abigail had said, Tommy's arousal seemed to be growing by leaps and bounds. He was twisting and squirming under Marion's gently pistoning loins. A couple of times he tried again to thrust himself into her but Marion just gave his balls a threatening squeeze and he'd stop.
Even so you could hear his breathing getting louder. He was making little whimpers of excitement that were getting louder too.
"Am I getting to you baby?...Do you like that?...Young pussy!...It's tight isn't it!...It wants to feel you come!...Any time you want to give it to me!...I want you to!...Want you to come inside me Tommy!...Inside my hot little pussy!...Yes baby!...Come for me!...Give it to me!...I want it!...Do it for me lover!...Come for me!...Come for me baby!..."
Dave couldn't believe his wife could be so shameless. And though he had never heard her talk dirty like this he knew that this was what he had wanted to hear from her since the day they were married. He could feel his own balls were on the brink of release. He didn't want to do it like this in front of Dr. Von Stramm but he didn't know if he could stop it.
Certainly Tommy wasn't immune to Marion's lewd talk or her swivelling loins. At that moment his hands closed spastically on her chest.
"Ahhh!...Ahhh!...I'm..!... I..!..." he groaned, arching his loins and lifting Marion up until her little feet were off the floor. Dave couldn't see any of Tommy's shaft, just his taut testicles grinding into her parted center. Marion relaxed her grip on those tender spheres and sat on him expectantly.
"Do it!..." was all she said.
"Hahhh!..." he roared and then..." Hahh!...Hahhh!...Hahhh!...." as he started coming violently inside Marion's clutching channel.
"Ummm!...That's it!...Ohhh!...I can feel you coming!...I love it!..." Marion purred, looking straight ahead, her eyes hooded, obviously relishing the feel of every spurt of come erupting inside her. Dave could literally see his beautiful wife quiver with each burst of come that Tommy shot into her.
Abigail hadn't been exaggerating. Tommy did look like he was having a heart attack. His whole body bucked and shuddered with every spasm that shook him. Because he was in Dave's wife so deep, there wasn't much room for all the greasy come he was spilling inside her, so it was quickly starting to seep out of the union of their loins.
The sight of this lewd spectacle was just too much for poor Dave.
"Please Abigail!...Don't!...I'm going to come!...Stop!...Please!..." Dave whimpered.
But Abigail didn't cease her relentless stroking for a second. She knew how excited Dave was and she wasn't going to stop jerking him until she made him shoot. She didn't say a word but just stood there smiling at him like she was daring him not to come.
At the same time she started lifting the edge of the duct tape banding his chest with the fingers of her right hand. She and Dr. Von Stramm had a little surprise planned for him.
With Tommy's grunts and groans echoing in the background Dave gasped..."I'm coming!..." even as the first jet of sperm fired into the material of his pants.
"No you're not..." Abigail purred, clenching the root of Dave's cock tight and choking off his ejaculation. Then she tore the duct tape off his chest with one swift yank of her wrist. There was a sharp ripping sound as the sticky tape yanked out long strips of his chest hair.
Dave stiffened up all over in shocked surprise. For the longest moment he couldn't even breathe. He just stood there his whole body so tense it looked like he might topple over at the slightest touch.
And then...."Nahhhh!..." he wailed, his fists clenching and his hands straining helplessly at his sides. It felt like a huge branding iron had been laid across his chest. His ears were ringing and his whole body was tingling.
Just before he started to breathe again Abigail loosened her restraining grip and stroked her little hand briskly up and down his cock.
Dave's balls responded by convulsing so violently he thought he might pass out. What felt like a gallon of searing come fountained into his pants.
"Now you're coming!..." the dark haired temptress said smugly, resuming her devastating masturbation.
Dave had never come so hard in his life. Abigail was pumping his shaft with studied intensity. His pants were already a soggy mess. And the come was streaming out of him with such force that the creamy goo was actually penetrating the material and trickling down under Abigail's pumping little hand.
And while all this was going on Dave couldn't tear his eyes away from the sight of his wife grinding away on some stranger's lap, hunching up and down on his crimson pole as his creamy sperm spilled onto the couch beneath them.
"Ummm!...Yeah!....You come so much!..." Marion enthused as Tommy's frantic shuddering began to wane and he started to sag into the couch beneath her.
"Are you done?..." the smiling blonde asked.
And without waiting for an answer she nimbly dismounted Tommy's still twitching erection and turned and knelt between his legs. Her little hand shot out and she closed it on his greasy cock. She watched it closely and each time she felt the tension about to peak once more she stroked him hard to coax out more of his come.
She did this again and again apparently unconcerned that Tommy's cock was getting red and raw looking. He was beginning to grimace in discomfort as Marion continued to work him over.
Finally he had to reach down and grab her wrists to stop her.
"Please Marion!...No more O.K.?...I've had it!..." he groaned.
"Just wanted to make sure I got it all..." the kneeling blonde purred.
And while she still had a strangle hold on his angry meat she bent over and planted a sucking little kiss on his knob.
Tommy gasped quietly when she did that and a final pearl of goo bubbled out of his gaping pee slit.
"Marion!...Enough!...It was...hectic...really hectic...but that's enough!..." Tommy groaned.
Marion immediately let go of his overused prick which fell limply in his groin.
She got up off her knees, straightened her little dress and resumed her seat on the couch. She didn't say anything, just sat there staring ahead blankly with a quizzical smile on her lips.
In contrast with the way that his wife had jacked poor Tommy off until he was completely drained, Abigail stopped stroking Dave's erupting tool at the peak of his orgasm and let him finish in his pants without her assistance.
"Nooo!...Oh please!...Don't stop!..." Dave moaned. His hips were thrusting out in search of the arousing touch that Abigail was denying him
She stepped back and watched, smiling, as the already monster stain darkening the front of his pants grew ever bigger. She knew how humiliating and frustrating this would be for him. It was all part of the doctor's therapy. Without even waiting for him to finish coming she released his hands from the cuffs that were restraining him.
And she was right. Dave was feeling abused on many levels. The doctor stopped the video then and turned up the lights making Dave feel even more exposed. He wanted to cover the evidence of his orgasm with his hands but it was way too late for that. His wife had behaved like a super slut right in front of him and seemed to enjoy it. He had no idea how he was going to deal with all this.
"There's a towel on the chair over there. When you're ready please come back into my office..." Elsa said. And with that she and Abigail left him in the examining room.
Later, when he went to see Dr. Von Stramm, he didn't have a chance to say anything. And in truth he didn't even know where to begin.
Dr. Von Stramm repeated that her method of therapy was very challenging and that Dave should consider whether or not he wanted to carry on with it. If he decided that he did, he should not discuss anything that had happened or that he saw in their first session with his wife. He would find that she was respecting the same protocol.
If he wanted to come back for another appointment she gave him a date ten days later. If he didn't want to come back, please call her office no later than 48 hours in advance.
She further went on to say that Marion had indicated she would be continuing to see her.
She also said that, although she wasn't forbidding it, she strongly suggested that Dave refrain from making any sexual advances towards his wife for the time being. She warned him that Marion would probably not be very receptive to any such advances while she was still working through her feelings.
After then she told him that their time was up and she hoped she'd see him again. With that she stood up, shook his hand and Dave concluded that he had been dismissed. He left in a state of considerable shock.



Over the next week Dave noticed a dramatic change in his wife.
First of all she went out and got her hair cut. And not just a little bit. She had her long blonde hair, that had been her pride and joy since college, chopped down to a frosted little helmet that barely reached the nape of her neck.
Next her wardrobe got an update. Gone were the bulky sweaters, the little floral dresses and knee length skirts to be replaced by tight jeans, spandex tops and leather minis. The little pearl and jade necklaces were replaced by gold chains and big round earrings.
And last was her demeanour. Dave found his wife was suddenly more confident, more opinionated, sexier and frankly, more happy.
As unsettling as this transformation was, Dave was even more off balance over the fact that he had no idea whether or nor his wife was getting laid on the side now. She certainly wasn't saying anything although she was seeing Dr. Von Stramm two or three times a week. She was just so damn perky that he was tearing himself up with doubt.
And of course the two times that he put his hands on her arms and tried to pull her to him, she had stiffened up and he could practically feel the frost coming off her shoulders. Dr. Von Stramm had certainly been right about that at least.
The next Saturday night they were going out to a party. Dave had had to go out at the last minute to get some new shoes. When he got back Marion was waiting for him in the kitchen ready to go.
Dave's jaw almost dropped when he got a look at his wife.
Marion was wearing smoky nylons and a black leather mini skirt that sheathed her heart shaped ass like a second skin. She had on a gold chain belt around her narrow waist. On her feet she wore a pair of killer stilettos that made her curvaceous legs look like they went on forever. To finish off her outfit she was wearing a sheer black nylon shirt that was practically transparent. The little top was sleeveless and also skin tight. It was detailed with an intricate pattern of lace, which did little or nothing to conceal the bare, conical breasts, which were thrusting proudly through the form-fitting top. She also had on a number of flashy rings, bangle bracelets and big hoopy earrings.
Marion was applying a gleaming coat of scarlet lipstick when Dave walked in. As she did so, her maroon nipples were jutting through the lace pattern of her diaphanous shirt.
Turning to her husband with sparkling eyes she said..."How do I look?..."
Dave had been walking on eggs for the last few days so he hesitated to reply. Finally he blurted out...
"You look great honey!... Really hot!...The other wives will be putting their guys on a short leash when they see you in that outfit...You look amazing!..."
Dave held his breath while he waited for Marion to respond.
But his wife just smiled at him and said...
"Good!...That's just the look I was going for...Urban slutty!...Are you ready to go?..."
"Ahh sure..." Dave said and he opened the door for his wife.
As they were driving to the party Dave couldn't help it. He kept peeking at Marion out of the corner of his eye. She just sat there staring straight ahead. But there was a knowing smile turning the corners of her mouth as if she were thinking...'I know you want to fuck me. In your dreams baby!..."
She looked incredibly sexy and Dave felt himself getting hard just looking at her. Things were so confused right now but one thing he wasn't confused about. He did want to fuck his wife and he was wracking his brains trying to figure out a way to get her to let him do it.
Then he had an inspiration. Clearing his throat he said...
"You know it's been aeons since we fooled around in the car..."
Dave waited with his heart in throat for Marion to reply.
His wife turned to him after a moment and looked at him like he was speaking Chinese.
David was thinking all of a sudden that maybe this wasn't such a good idea.
And then Marion smiled at him and said..."Would you like a blow job honey?...Just to sort of relax you before we get to the party?..."
Oh this was unbelievable!
"Well geez Marion!... If you wouldn't mind... That'd be great!..." Dave said with real enthusiasm.
"Oh I don't mind dear...Can you scooch your seat back just a little?..." Marion asked as she started to lean down towards Dave's lap. She reached over and began to undo his belt and his zipper.
"Sure honey..." Dave answered, reaching down and bumping his seat back a couple of notches.
In fact Marion had never given him a blowjob in the car before. He was in stunned amazement to think that she was going to give him one now.
But as she pushed his pants down and fished out his already erect cock it looked like there was a first time for everything.
"Why don't you take the old airport bypass...There's less traffic..." Marion suggested as she twisted on the seat in order to get her head in position over him.
"Well it certainly looks like someone's happy to see me..." she giggled as she bobbed her head down and sucked the end of her husband's cock into her mouth.
"Ahhhh!...." Dave yelped as Marion's moist suck sent lightning bolts of excitement tearing through his groin. The thrill of the situation was so overwhelming that Dave almost missed the turnoff to the airport bypass.
Less traffic was a good idea because he was definitely having trouble focusing on the road.
"Mmm!...Mmm!...Mmm!..." Marion murmured as she slipped her parted lips up and down the top half of her husband's cock. She was following her mouth with her hand, stroking him into her mouth as she sucked him off. She worked on him like that for a couple of minutes and then she pulled her mouth off him with an audible slurp.
"I can taste your come already baby! Have you got some more for me?..." she growled before resuming her oral assault on him.
"Oh my God!...Oh my Goddd!.." Dave gasped as his balls grew taut with excitement.
Marion had never really given him a blowjob before. The most she had ever done was given his cock a couple of token, closed mouth pecks. She'd never actually taken him in her mouth.
And here she was going down on him like he was candy. This was the most exciting thing that had happened to him in a long time. He was having a lot of trouble controlling his speed. His legs kept tightening up as his wife brought him closer and closer to his orgasm.
"Mmmm!..." Marion murmured, sliding off his rigid length once more. There wasn't room for her to turn her head to look at him so it looked like she was talking to his cock.
"You're getting close aren't you baby?...I can tell...You can come whenever you want to...Come in my mouth and I'll swallow it all!..."
And then she went back down on him, edging across the seat even closer so that a lot of her weight was on his leg.
But Dave hardly noticed as Marion focused her attention on the sensitive underside of his cock crown. She was licking that tender spot with a flicking tongue that was making his whole groin tense with arousal.
Dave really started to drive erratically then as the tension in his balls became excruciating.
"Oh shit!...Oh baby!...I'm so close!...You're gonna'...gonna' make me...Ahhh!..." Dave groaned
"Mmm Hmm!...Mmm Hmm!...Mmm Hmm!..." Marion enthused as Dave's loins started to rise up towards her. She never stopped shuttling her little fist up and down the exposed portion of his shaft.
And then his balls lurched and his come started pounding up his length, exploding in his wife's sucking mouth.
"Mmmm!..." Marion groaned gutturally as a fiery stream of come spurted into her throat. She backed off him just enough so that she could swallow the creamy flow without losing any.
"Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Unnn!..." Dave grunted, hunching up helplessly under the steering wheel as his wife siphoned out his steamy load.
"Mmm Hmm!...Mmm Hmmm!...." Marion purred, true to word as she worked to drain her husband of every drop of come that he had to give her.
It was about then that the interior of the car began to be illuminated by a flashing red light. At first Dave thought it was just the blood pounding in his temples as his wife ministered to him with her world-class blowjob.
But then he realized it was the reflection in his mirror of the lights of the police car behind him.
"Oh shit!..." he groaned.
Marion continued to suck on him, intent on finishing him off.
Dave started to slow down and turned on his turn indicator. He pulled into a little lay-by with a picnic table so he was well of the road.
At that point Dave was just about done coming. Even Marion's firmly clenching fist was only able to extract a bubble or two of greasy sperm from him.
Finally she raised her head, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.
"Are you O.K. baby?...Did you like it?..."
To which Dave answered...
"It's a cop. He's pulling me over. You better get up..."
Marion did sit up then and looked back over her shoulder at the cruiser that was parked behind them.
"Don't look at him. We'll pretend like everything is normal, that we weren't doing anything wrong and we're just taking a short cut to the party..." Dave said, struggling to get his pants pulled up without being too obvious about it.
Marion just sat on the seat next to him looking straight ahead with that same 'Mona Lisa' smile on her face that she was wearing earlier. Dave noticed that she wasn't making any effort to try and repair her smeared lipstick or her messed up hair.
A few moments later the policeman was rapping on the passenger side window with his little flashlight.
Dave was so nervous that at first he lowered the rear window by mistake. Then he lowered the front one.
All the officer said at first was...
"Good evening sir...miss...Could I see your license and registration please..."
"Of course officer...Is there a problem?..."
Dave was trembling as he reached across Marion for the papers in the glove compartment. He could see that the officer was young, very young, and big. He hoped this wasn't going to be too expensive.
"There is a problem sir. You were exceeding the posted speed limit by twenty miles per hour and you were driving very erratically. Have you been drinking this evening sir?..."
"No officer...No of course not....My wife and I were just on our way over to some friends...I'm sorry if I was driving a little too fast...I've never had a ticket before...You can check...I hope this is maybe one of those situations where you can just give me a warning..."
As Dave was talking he noticed that the officer's flashlight was moving back and forth. First he pointed it in Dave's face, then at Marion's, then at Marion's chest in her sheer little top, then at his license, then back at Marion's chest, then at his license. Marion never looked up at the young man. She just sat there staring straight ahead, not saying anything.
Dave hoped that his wife's sexy outfit might be enough to entice the officer into giving him a break. But unfortunately it didn't work out that way.
"I'm sorry sir but this isn't a minor infraction. I'm afraid I'll have to write you up..."
And with that the officer whipped out his ticket book and placed it on the roof of the car. Then he started writing, referring to Dave's license from time to time as he wrote up the ticket.
"Shit!..." Dave muttered under his breath.
"This is going to really bump my insurance rates...I know it..."
It was then that Marion looked over at him and said..."Let me take care of it!..." with a confident smile.
A minute or two later the officer had finished writing and was handing the ticket through the window to Dave.
"There you are sir. You can pay the quoted fine by mail within seven days. If you choose to the dispute the charge you can enter a 'not guilty' plea on the back of the ticket and mail it in. You will be notified of an appearance date by return. If your plea is rejected you will be responsible for the fine and the court costs which can be considerable. Have a good evening sir and please drive safe..."
And although he was obviously finished with his routine the cop still stood there by the side of the car, his little flashlight beam dancing over the contours of Marion's virtually exposed breasts.
It was then that Marion turned and leaned out of her window. Dave figured that the cop must be getting an eyeful when she did that.
"Excuse me officer. Can I say something?..." she asked reaching out to lightly lay her right hand on the police man's hip.
"Ahhh...Of course miss..." the cop stammered.
"Well officer...Conrad?...Is that right ...Conrad?..." Marion asked, looking at the brass name-tag on the officer's shirt pocket that said 'Conrad Kowalski.'
"Yes m'am..."
"Well Conrad...I have a confession to make...I've been a bad girl..." Marion said, squeezing Conrad's thigh conspiratorially.
"The reason my husband was speeding was that I was giving him a blow job when you spotted us. In fact I think he was just beginning to come when you signalled him to pull over. So you can understand that he was a little distracted just then. He's not usually such a bad driver..." she said as if she were talking about the weather.
And all the while she was speaking she was leaning further and further out of the car, knowing that her little sheer top was failing miserably at the task of covering her breasts as she did so. At the same time she reached out with her left hand and pressed it against Conrad's belt. Now she was touching him with both hands, one of then sort of holding his thigh and the other one idly drifting back and forth against his belt.
"So I was wondering if there wasn't some way that we couldn't settle this ticket right here. Make it all go away kind of thing...like it was just a dream...a bad dream for my husband..." Marion purred as the fingertips of her left hand started tracing up and down the fly of Conrad's pants..." and a very... very wet dream for you..."
"Marion!...What are you doing!..." Dave hissed, aghast at his wife audacity.
Marion just turned her head and winked at him before returning her attention to Conrad.
"Just so you know Conrad, I may be bad but I can be good too. Very... very good!..." Marion murmured as a definite bulge began to form in the front of the officer's pants under her tracing fingers.
"Ahh...m'am...You should know that's it's a serious offence with serious...ahh.. consequences to try and influence an officer in the....ahh...in the performance of his...nahh...his duties..." Conrad stammered.
But Marion noticed that he didn't try and pull away from her. She knew she had him then. She glided both hands into the center of his crotch and began to undo his belt and his pants.
"Oh I'm all about consequences Conrad.... Let me show you what I know about consequences... Are you married baby?..." Marion purred as she slowly, as if she had all the time in the world, unzipped the fly of the officer's pants.
"Ahhh...no m'am I'm not..." he answered in a catchy voice.
"Girl friend?..." Marion asked as she calmly reached into Conrad's opened pants and pulled out his already half hard tool.
"Yes m'am. I have a girl friend. We've been going out for...Ahhh...for over a year now..." Conrad answered as Marion gave his cock an encouraging squeeze.
"Oh my. You've got a nice one Conrad!...Does your girl friend like oral sex...You know...Blow jobs...That kind of thing?..."
"Ahhh...Not really...I mean...Jesus!..." he croaked as Marion fished out his balls before going back to fisting his now fully erect tool..."I mean I don't think so...I mean she hasn't done that for me yet..."
"Well Conrad. This is your lucky night! As it happens I'm a big fan of oral sex. I love cock. Especially big juicy, young cocks like this one..." Marion purred as she bent Conrad's erection towards her mouth and spoke over it like she was speaking into a microphone.
"If she hasn't gone down on you in...What's it been...more than a year now?...then I'm afraid she's probably not going to do it baby....It's really sad that there's no one to suck on this big beautiful cock of yours....I mean I'd love to do it!..." Marion teased, giving his exposed balls a lascivious squeeze.
Dave could hear the poor young officer suck in his breath with excitement when she said that. Was she actually offering to go down on him?. He was astounded by his wife's incredible brazenness. And though it pained him to be a witness to it, if she could get him out of this ticket at least it was for a good cause.
"Mmmm!...Don't be shy baby...Let me see what you've got!..." Marion purred, grabbing the two dangling ends of the officer's belt and pulling him firmly towards her. She ducked back inside the car and pulled him over so that his torso was up against the window frame and his erection was literally inside the car.
She fisted his steely tool once more and gave it a warm squeeze. It was a big cock and the taut flesh was straining fiercely in response to Marion's touch.
"I think we're both going to enjoy this..." she said in a voice loud enough for Conrad to hear.
But as she was speaking she was reaching into her purse with her free hand. She pulled out her cell phone and flipped it open. She held it away from her and turned to face it. Holding Conrad's gleaming cock against her cheek she pouted seductively at the camera and then took a picture. There was a quick flash that startled Dave so much he couldn't contain a startled yelp. But there wasn't any indication from Conrad that he had noticed anything. His thoughts must have been elsewhere.
Marion flipped the phone over to Dave and turned back to the throbbing tool in her hand. She leaned forward and put her tongue at the bottom of the big vein that was pulsing on the underside of his cock and licked slowly up its whole length.
There was a just barely audible moan of excitement from outside the car as she did that.
Marion, at the same time, was slipping the handcuffs out of their little pouch on the policeman's belt. She flipped them open and draped them over her seat back. They were the kind that were more like manacles with about a twelve-inch length of chain connecting the two cuffs.
"There's just the matter of this little ticket we need to deal with..." Marion said in a soft voice, squeezing the root of Conrad's stiffy and then giving the underside of his knob a slow, deliberate stroke with her tongue.
Then she sort of pushed Conrad's cock out of the window and opened her door. She stepped gracefully out of the car and closed the door. She stood there with her feet slightly spread and her hands on her hips, smiling at the young policeman who was standing there with his cock out in front of her.
"You like what you see baby?..." she asked confidently.
Conrad just stood there with his eyes popping out of his head. Marion did look like a wet dream standing there in her sexy outfit.
"I've always had this fantasy about fucking a cop!...I know... That's bad of me isn't it?...But I can be your fantasy girl too!...You can think of me whenever you want!... Sucking you!...Fucking you!...You can think of me when you're alone at night in your bed..." she murmured, as she stepped up to the excited young police man, reached down and once again fisted his unyielding tool.
"You can think of me when you're making love to your girl friend...Oh yeah!...Especially then!...Think of how this little slut you pulled over gave you a blow job to get out of a ticket!...How good she was... and I'm very good baby!...Did I already say that?... ... And all you had to do was tear up that ticket...The choice is obvious Conrad, isn't it?...Isn't it?..." Marion purred, pressing down harder and harder on the root of his shaft in a way that made Conrad's erection strain through her encircling fingers like a missile that was ready to launch.



"Oh Jesus lady!.... You don't make it easy on a guy!...Give me the ticket!...It's gone!..." the excited young trooper gasped
Marion reached blindly behind her into the car for the ticket. Dave handed it to her.
Marion pulled it out of the car and then held it out in front of her.
"Here baby!...Mark it VOID and the official copy too. Sign them both and give me my copy. Then we can have some fun. ...." Marion promised.
The young policeman wobbled over to the car, hobbled by his pants that were at half-mast. He put the paperwork on the roof and fumbled at his pocket for a pen.
Marion pressed herself close against him from behind, starting to jack his cock with little incendiary hand strokes.
"Oh my God!..." Conrad gasped as he tried to focus on cancelling the traffic ticket. But it was pretty hard to think straight when a gorgeous blonde was working you over with one hand and her tongue was darting wetly into your ear.
Marion let go of his jutting tool, reached up, took the hat off his head and put it on. She sort of slid around him as he finished signing the tickets. She ran her fingers down his arm and took her copy of the ticket out of his hand.
Then she turned to smile at him and say..."Alright Trooper Kowalski. Keep your hands on the roof of the car and assume the position..."
Conrad was a more than a little surprised by this but then a sly smile creased his mouth.
"You really are the kinky one aren't you..." he said. He was chuckling quietly as he gripped the edge of the roof. Marion passed the ticket into the car and let it fall on the seat.
Then she sort of reached under Conrad through the back window with her other hand.
"You have no idea..." she said. In an instant she had pulled her hands back out of the car, reached up and snapped the cuffs onto each of Conrad's wrists before he had any idea of what was happening.
"Hey!...What?..." he cried in confusion at the feel of the cold metal biting into his wrists. But when he went to back away from the car he couldn't. The cuffs were fastened around the doorpost between the front and back seats.
"Hey!...You can't do this lady!...You're going to be in a lot of trouble..." Conrad snarled.
But Marion just smiled and walked around him, studying him. Conrad had to swivel his head from side to side to look at her over his shoulder.
"Mrs. Brickman!..."
"What?..." Conrad said.
"You can call me Mrs Brickman. I like the sound of that..." Marion said as she stepped up and took the baton off the constable's belt.
Now all of a sudden Conrad was beginning to wonder if he was dealing with some kind of deranged person here.
"Listen Mrs. Brickman. Why don't you just let me go and we'll forget about this whole thing. Even the ticket..." he tried not to sound too pleading.
But Marion appeared not to be listening.
"Dave would you step out of the car for a second honey. And bring my phone..."
Dave climbed out of the car. He was terrified at what was happening. He had never seen his wife behave remotely like this. And he had no idea what she was planning or what she'd do next. But she did seem to have a plan.
"Come around here sweetie...That's right..."
She was now positioning her self right in front of Conrad. She reached down and took his prick in her hand once more.
Everything had happened so suddenly that Conrad's cock was still pretty hard. And all it took was a couple of quick squeezes by Marion to bring him back to full rigidity.
She looked incredibly hot standing there in the Smokey the Bear Hat, swinging the baton lazily with one hand and gently jogging the trooper's stiff rod with the other one. And she was standing in such a way that you couldn't see that the poor young man was handcuffed to the car.
"Take our picture!...Take a couple..." Marion said.
And she went through a series of poses...licking her lips sexily, looking down at Conrad's cock with one hand on her cheek and her eyes open wide in amazement. Then she turned away from him, bent her knees and leaned forward a little so that it looked like Conrad was taking her from behind. She had Dave take a bunch like that while she tried on different facial expressions. She went from disbelief to discomfort then arousal, then pleasure, then complete ecstasy.
And while Marion was performing for the camera, Conrad just stood there with the expression of a man who was watching a train wreck.
When she figured they had enough pictures she said...
"That's good honey. Now why don't you go sit at that picnic table over there. You can watch but I don't want you bothering me. Do you understand?..."
"Sure...I guess..." Dave said, not really understanding anything.
Then Marion turned to Conrad with a broad smile creasing her lips.
She took a step back from him and giving him a little pouty moue she said...
"Cheer up baby!...We're still going to have some fun!...It's just that it might be more fun for me than it is for you...I never said my fantasy was the same as your fantasy..."
And as she was saying this, Marion had moved the baton so that she was holding the short end of the shaft against her tummy. She pulled up her little skirt with one hand, baring his hairy mons to the gaping young officer. The handle of the shaft was jutting from the center of her loins and pointing directly at Conrad. It looked exactly like she had a big erection thrusting from her groin. Marion was grinding her hips suggestively and suddenly Conrad began to get a sinking feeling.
Marion continued to smile at him as she saw understanding begin to dawn in his eyes.
Then her smile turned to a stern look as she said...
"Constable Kowalski. Hands on the roof of the car. Assume the position..."
"Mrs. Brickman! We should talk about this! I really think we should stop this before it goes too far...."
Marion seemed to consider this for a moment. Then she stepped a little behind Conrad and swung the baton viciously against the backs of his thighs. A long red welt immediately arose where she had struck him.
"Nahhh!...." Conrad cried, stiffening up in pained surprise.
Marion immediately stepped up against him from behind, dropping the baton. She snaked one hand around him to fist his semi hard tool. She clutched his balls with her other hand and, squeezing them threateningly, she purred in his ear....
"This is going to happen baby...One way or the other...My advice to you is to relax and enjoy it...You can fight me if you want to but you're going to lose this one...Think about it!...What's it going to be?..."
Conrad's mind was racing, trying to think up a way to get himself out of this mess. But he was coming up empty.
Finally he heaved a great smile and turned to face the car, bracing himself with his hands on the roof.
"That's a good boy!...We can both have our fantasy!..." Marion purred, moving her mouth and gently biting one of Conrad's ears.
"Spread your legs a little more!...Back up a little!...That's it!...I promise you... you're going to... remember this... for a long... long...time..." she promised punctuating her words with long, sensuous hand strokes up and down Conrad's stiffening prick.
And despite himself the young man felt the blood rushing back into that sensitive organ, filling Marion's hand as she continued to stroke him.
Marion was pleased to feel him responding helplessly to her touch.
She hiked up her skirt, picked up the baton and moved it back into the position she had shown Conrad earlier. She held the short end of the shaft against her stomach with the handle jutting out from her loins. She bent her knees and tipped her pelvis up, steering the tip of the handle to the center of Conrad's vulnerable anus. She was confident enough with the way everything was lined up that she moved both her hands to the young man's hips
There was a little knot of wood where the handle joined the shaft of the baton. Marion was thrilled at the feel of it rubbing against her clit. She put her weight on the balls of her feet and leaned into it. But what was even more exciting was the feeling of power she had, knowing that this virile young man spread eagled in front was completely at her mercy.
Conrad legs stiffened at the feel of the blunt nose of the baton handle prodding his virgin sphincter.
"Take a deep breath baby!...I told you I always wanted to fuck a cop!..."
And without any other warning she yanked him back towards her.
"Nahhhh!...." Conrad cried as Marion impaled him on over half the length of the handle. It was about ten inches long and she had every intention of making him take the whole thing before she was done with him.
Conrad was gasping for air. His forearms were aching as they strained against the handcuffs. But there was no use. He was surprised that the invasion hadn't hurt more. There wasn't a lot of pain but he did feel incredibly stretched and full back there. He tried to get his breathing under control. He was impressed at how strong the predatory blonde behind him was. She had hauled him back onto the lewd spike as if he was as light as a feather. He shifted his weight from foot to foot, trying to relax around the wooden shaft that was stuffed up his ass.
"That's it!...You're doing well baby!...You've got over half of it already...The rest will be easy!...Let me see if I can't make it feel better!..."
And so saying Marion reached around Conrad's hips once more, one hand closing on his cock and the other on his balls. She smiled when she realized that he was harder now than he had been before she had slammed the baton up his ass.
She started jerking his cock with firm measured strokes. Not too fast but fast enough to heat him up. At the same time she was fondling his balls, squeezing them one moment then gently stretching them down from his groin. She enjoyed playing with him like this and she could tell he was enjoying it too.
She continued to grind her clit against the handle of the baton, not trying to force any more into him. Not yet.
She kept on jacking him off with a steady hand and soon her skilled fondling began to take its toll. The pre-come began to ooze down the length of Conrad's shaft and he started to squirm with excitement. Marion attacked that little knot of nerves under his cock crown with her fingertips. He really started to squirm when she did that. Marion could even feel him lean back onto the implement impaling him. She held her ground behind him.
"Ohhhh!..." he whimpered anxiously.
Marion released his balls, moved that hand up into his hair and yanked his head back. She bent forward so that her moist lips were pressing against his ear.
"Take it bitch!...You want to be my bitch don't you Connie?... Marion coaxed, hunching forward with her hips and forcing a little more of the baton up the cop's butt. There was only an inch or so of the wooden shaft visible now outside his gaping sphincter.
""Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Ahhh!..." Conrad gasped as the seductive blonde carelessly plundered his rear passage. But despite how humiliated he felt there was also an incredible arousal building in his groin that was different and somehow more visceral than anything he had ever felt before.
"Tell me! ...Say it!..." Marion demanded her little hand now flying up and down Conrad's quivering cock.
"Yes Mrs. Brickman!...I want it!..." he responded in a barely audible whisper.
"Fuck my hand!..." Marion instructed.
And Conrad helplessly did so. His hips started hunching frantically back and forth trying to get in sync with Marion's tireless masturbation. But he couldn't. Her fist was moving too fast.
The scheming blonde was thrilled to have gotten him so excited. She reached between them, grabbed the end of the baton against her stomach and pulled up on it. This did two things. It raised Conrad up onto his toes and it exerted a compelling pressure on his prostate.
"Nahh!...Oh my God!..." he gasped. He didn't know what Marion was doing to his violated rear hole but suddenly it felt like his insides had turned to jelly.
"You know what I want now don't you bitch?..." Marion hissed, spiralling her hand up and down Conrad's throbbing cock and jiggling the wooden handle up his butt.
"Yes Mrs. Brickman!..." Conrad gasped in a barely audible whisper. The tension in his groin was becoming unbearable. He thought something was going to tear inside him.
"Well!...Don't keep me waiting!..."
She let go of his hair reached around him and gently squeezed his balls. At the same time Marion bent her knees and pulled the wooden stick in her hand back like she was going to take Conrad to the moon. And in a way she was.
This was more stimulation than the misused young officer could stand.
"Yes Mrs. Brickman...Yes Mrs. Brickman!...Hah!...Hah!... Hah!..." Conrad cried, straining frantically against the shackles binding him as his balls convulsed. A barrage of come burned through his aching tool and splattered wetly on the side of Dave's car.
"Oh yeah baby!...That's it!...Come for me!...That's what I want!...Unn Hnn!...Come all over the car!...Show me what a nasty little bitch you are!...Shoot it!...Like that!... Yeah!...Oh yeah!..." Marion enthused.
She was thrilled to be able to so thoroughly dominate the gasping policeman. She worked the baton skewering his ass like she was driving a road course rally. At the same time she fisted his spewing tool with measured strokes in time with his ejaculation.
"Phwahhh!...Nahhh!...Ahhh!..." Conrad cried, his whole body taut and shuddering as a devastating orgasm overwhelmed him.
Marion clung tightly to him from behind, jacking out a huge load of cream from his overwrought loins.
She continued to stroke him through his come, waiting patiently for each dwindling spasm and then jerking his angry tool with a practiced flick of her wrist.
When she could finally feel his engorged flesh begin to often she purred..."Are you finished?..."
By now Conrad had sunk back down onto his heels and was leaning heavily against the roof of the car. The door looked like it had been the target in a paint ball contest.
"Yeah...I guess so Mrs. Brickman..." he said subserviently.
Marion smiled to hear his subdued tone. She let go of his tired genitals and edged a little away from him. She waited for a moment more and then she slid her hand down the baton to the point where it was inserted up his anus.
Putting one hand on the small of his back she gripped the wooden stick with her other hand.
"Try to relax..." she murmured and then she slowly but firmly pulled it out of Conrad's bowels.
"Nahhhhh!..." the young man yelped. He suddenly felt light headed like he was going to faint. It felt like this woman was pulling his insides out along with the obscenely skewering rod.
Marion smiled at the sight of his gaping sphincter, quivering with tension as it tried to close on itself. She turned to smile at her husband who was watching his wife's lewd antics with total disbelief. She gave him a broad wink before she turned her attention back to the hand-cuffed trooper.
"Were almost done here officer..." Marion intoned. She noted that Conrad didn't have even the strength to turn and look at her at this point.
She moved in close to him once more so that her lips were brushing his ear.
"Just one more thing baby...You should never try and take advantage of a woman in distress...It's just not a gentlemanly thing to do!...I want you to remember that!...""
And with that Marion took two steps back and said...
"And remember this..."
She then stepped swiftly forward, her right leg flashing up as she drove her stiletoed foot into Conrad's balls. The poor young cop never saw it coming.
There was a kind of sickening thud and a strangled cry followed by the sound of all the air being let out of a tire.
Conrad dropped to his knees like a sack of potatoes beside the car, his cuffed hands raised to the window as if in prayer.
Marion stepped around him, found the key for the handcuffs in his belt and undid them.
Conrad remained where he was, on his knees, panting like a steam engine.
Marion stepped close to him. Her little skirt was still bunched around her waist. She pulled his face against her lightly fringed mons.
"Now you can pursue us of course Connie. But you should remember that I have those very interesting pictures of you and me together. Dave has already e-mailed them to a discreet friend of ours. Those kind of things can make quite a fuss if they get out. You should think about your career. I'm not saying to forget all about what just happened. I just think it would be better if you looked at this whole thing like it was all a dream. You will think about me sometimes won't you baby?..."
"Yes Mrs. Brickman..." Conrad answered in a gasping voice. He didn't look up.
"Good. Well that's settled then...Dave. Come on...We should get going to the party..."
Marion took off the trooper's hat and put it back on his head. She dropped the baton on the ground next to him.
Dave came over as if he were in a daze. But he finally said to his wife.
"It's been quite a hectic evening already, hasn't it?..."
Marion smiled at him then stepped around Conrad, opened her door and got in the car. Dave went around to his side and got in too. They left then and neither of them looked back.
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All the characters depicted in this story are 18 years old or older.
This is the continuation of 'Be Careful What You Wish For'. In Part 1 Dave Brickman agrees to go to couples counselling with his wife Marion. She thinks he's oversexed and he wishes she would be more adventurous in the bedroom. The therapist starts Marion on a course of hypnotherapy. Dave discovers that the key word 'aeons' puts his wife in a suggestible state and the word 'hectic' causes her to return to her normal condition with only a vague memory of what she had done in between. Dave decides to conduct his own hypno therapy sessions with surprising results.
*
After they got home from the party, Dave was so keyed up that he didn't get to sleep 'til the wee small hours of the morning. By contrast his wife Marion was gone the moment her head hit the pillow.
Dave assumed that she didn't have as clear a recollection as he did of the whole evening's events.
He had happened to remember the key word that Marion's therapist had used to make her become more open to suggestions. And the blow job she had given him in the car showed just how amazingly successful the hypnotherapy was.
However there had been that cop that had pulled them over and his wife's brazen and effective efforts to get him to tear up the ticket.
All David had really wanted when Marion suggested they get into couples counselling was that she might loosen up a little sexually. He didn't really know if he could handle the wildly amoral animal he had seen her become when left to her own fantasies.
He spent the next few days in a state of total bewilderment.
He called Dr. Von Stramm's office and postponed his appointment. He didn't cancel it. He just told the receptionist who took the call that he needed a little more time to figure out his feelings. He said he'd call and re-book.
Marion on the other hand continued going to therapy twice a week. And the change that he had seen in her since she started the treatment continued.
After a week or so Dave started worrying less about his wife's transformation and more about getting laid.
One night he came home with flowers, another night, with a new pair of earrings. Marion seemed really pleased with these little gifts but when he made his eager advances to her in the bedroom she shut him down cold.
On one occasion she had actually stiff armed him, slamming him in the chest with her outstretched hand and telling him to 'back off'!
Dave's frustration level and sperm back up were both reaching critical mass.
One day, about two weeks after the incident with the highway patrolman, Dave decided there was more than one way to skin a cat.
He called Marion from the office about mid-way through the morning.
He told her quickly about what was going on at work and listened impatiently while she told him about some of her girlfriend's gossip.
And then he said innocently enough...
"You know honey it's been aeons since I made you dinner. Why don't you plan on just relaxing this evening and let me take care of you..." 'aeons' was the trigger word Dave had used the last time that he and Marion had had sex.
Of course he had no idea whether or not the therapist might have changed it. He waited nervously to see what his wife was going to say. It seemed like it was taking her a long time to answer.
But then Marion said...
"I think I'd enjoy that..."
And Dave thought he detected a certain sexy purr in her voice. He was very encouraged. He told her he'd pick up something interesting on the way home and that he was looking forward to their evening.
Marion said..."Me too. See you later hon..." then hung up the phone.
Dave could barely contain his excitement. For the rest of the morning and through the lunch hour his imagination ran wild, picturing all the kinky things his wife might be preparing for their evening.
By two o'clock He couldn't stand it anymore. He told his boss he was feeling fluish and that he thought he'd better go home.
He stopped at the gourmet grocery in the mall just in case he had got it wrong and all he was really going to get that evening was a good meal.
When he got to the house he decided he would surprise his wife. Instead of pulling into the garage he parked half way up the block and walked the rest of the way.
He slipped up the driveway and went in quietly to the kitchen where he put the groceries down. He remained standing there motionless for a moment listening to see if he could figure out where his wife was.
Since he couldn't hear her he thought she might be upstairs in the bedroom.
Well let the games begin he thought as he climbed stealthfully up the back staircase.
But when he stepped into the bedroom Marion wasn't there. Maybe she was out in the back Dave thought. He stepped out into the hall.
Dave and Marion's house was a loft design. The upstairs bedrooms were all in a row and the hallway connecting them looked down on the living room below.
Out in the hallway Dave could hear Marion's voice. It sounded like it was coming from downstairs. She was probably on the phone.
He went to lean over the railing and look but before he did he heard a man's voice. Now that was odd. The TV was in the basement, not the living room. Was there someone down there with his wife. He sort of peeked over the railing.
There were two men in the living room. One was Tom Ryan his neighbour who was sitting on the couch. The other was Mark Harris, another neighbour who lived down the block. Mark was sitting in a chair off to the corner of the room.
Dave wondered why they were both sitting in his living room on a Tuesday afternoon. He remembered that Tom was doing some major repairs to his pool and that Mark was giving him a hand. Mark was a little bit older that John and Dave. But he was a contractor and a really handy guy to have around if you had a job you wanted to get done.
But that didn't explain what they were doing there. And even more surprising to him than seeing this little group assembled was his wife. Marion was wearing socks and sneakers and the smallest pair of cut-off jean shorts he had ever seen. They barely contained her creamy ass cheeks as she paced back and forth between the two men like a cat. Above the shorts she was wearing a tight white tube top with spaghetti straps, beneath which her conical tits were rippling and heaving with every step she took. She obviously wasn't wearing a bra. Her nipples were jutting urgently through her little top.
On her head she was wearing a white ball cap with her blonde pony tail swaying out behind her just above the strap. She looked incredibly hot!
Pony tail? Wait a minute. Marion's hair was cut short. Dave looked closer and decided she must be wearing hair extensions. He dropped down to his knees and got closer to the railing. There was little chance anyone was going to see him crouched down like that.
What in the hell was she up to? As it turned out he didn't have to wait long to find out.
Marion slowed her strutting around but kept moving as she said...
"I'm so glad you boys didn't mind coming over for a minute. There was a little something I wanted to do and I hoped you wouldn't mind helping me out...."
"No problem Marion...Whatever you need...Happy to help..." the two men replied, tripping over each other with their responses.
'Oh yeah...' David thought...."I bet I know exactly how you want to help her out!...'
"That's very sweet of you boys. Now I hope you won't think badly of me but I've been having this little fantasy lately and what I really needed was two strong men for me to make it happen. That's why I asked you to come over."
"I know this is going to sound a little unusual but I really think if you're willing to be open minded about this it can turn out to be a win/win situation all around. Because my fantasy is to help you with your fantasies. Alright boys? Ready? Here goes..."
And with that she walked up to John so that she was standing right in front of him.
"Who am I John?..." Marion asked putting her hands on her hips and smiling down at her neighbour.
John seemed pretty puzzled by the question but he finally said..."Why your Marion Brickman, my neighbour..."
"No I'm not John... Look again...I'm Amber Harris, the girl who's been cleaning your pool and cutting your grass forever... I'm Mark's daughter...the little blonde you've been dying to fuck for the last two years!..."
Dave felt himself gasp with surprise as did the other two men in the room when his wife said that.
It was bizarre, but now that she had said it, Dave could see that Marion did look remarkably like the tall blonde who had made a successful summer business out of coming home from college and taking care of the neighbourhood properties. And a lot of that success was based on the fact that all the men in the neighbourhood drooled over Amber when she showed up at their home in her cut off shorts and her tight tops and strutted around their yards mowing and vacuuming the pool. More cars were washed on those days than on any other day of the week.
Of course Marion was older and had noticeably bigger tits than Amber, but with the pony tail and the outfit she did bear a strong resemblance to Mark's daughter.
"Now wait a minute..." grumbled Mark half rising from his chair.
Marion wheeled on him and moved across the room to him swiftly.
"No you wait a minute mister..." she snapped, stretching out one foot and pressing it firmly into the surprised man's crotch. She pushed him back down in his chair like that and put a threatening amount of weight on his balls.
"You just sit there and be good....I'll get to you in a few minutes...Understand?..." Marion demanded, leaning even more heavily on Mark's tender testicles.
"O.K....O.K......" Mark gasped, not believing the scene he was seeing unfold. And neither could Dave.
Marion smiled down on him for a moment longer, took her foot off his balls and puckered a wet kiss at him.
Then she strode back across the room to John.
"Look Marion...I don't know what this is all about but maybe this isn't such a good idea..." John croaked nervously.
"I've seen how all you men look at me when I'm working in your yards Mr. Ryan..." Marion/Amber purred, not paying any attention to John's remark.
"I've seen how you look at my ass..." she said, turning to face away from the seated man. She leant slightly forward so her butt was jutting back towards his face.
"You haven't wanted to get your hands on this and squeeze it?..." she asked, smiling over her shoulder at John. She reached back and gave one cheek a resounding slap. Then she squeezed it until the creamy flesh was bulging out between her fingers.
Dave could see John swallow hard as he ogled the blonde's lewdly offered butt.
Marion held that pose for a moment and then she turned back to him.
" And I've seen how you look at my tits. You know Mr. Ryan, I don't wear a bra on purpose. They jiggle so much more that way and that really gets you hot doesn't it?..." Marion purred, reaching up and squeezing her arrogantly thrusting breasts through her skimpy shirt.
Dave thought he heard a quiet moan come from John.
Marion dropped to her knees in front of him, pushed his knees apart and shimmied in close to his groin. She put each of her hands on the inside of his thighs and started sliding them slowly up towards his crotch.
"If your cock isn't rock hard right now then maybe I made a mistake... Did I Mr. Ryan?... Did I make a mistake?...You really don't want to fuck the little girl who cuts your grass?..." Marion asked, moistening her lips with her tongue as her hands approached the big bulge in the front of John's pants.
Then she had her hands on him, one hand squeezing his erection and the other clutching his balls through his pants.
"That's what I thought!...Then it's settled!...All you have to do now is fuck me!..." Marion purred as her hands began to deftly unfasten the front of John's pants.
"Ahhh!...Geez!...Marion!...Wait!...I don't know..." John groaned,
But Marion reached into his open pants, pulled out his cock with one hand and his balls with the other.
"Let me convince you..." Dave's wife said, leaning forward and sucking the end of his cock into her mouth.
"Oh my Goddd Marion!..."
"Call me Amber..." Marion mumbled as she slid further down John's eager tool.
The seated man was squirming with excitement under Marion's oral onslaught. The nasty blonde was bobbing up and down on his pole with avid enthusiasm.
"Nahhh!...Ahhh!...God!...Marion!...Amber!...Don't go so fast...You're gonna' make me...Ahhh!..." John cried.
Amber pulled off his gleaming spire with an audible slurp then straightened up between his legs.
She reached between the couch cushions and came up with a condom in a foil pack.
Staring into John's eyes with a smile on her face, she ripped open the little packet with her teeth.
"You'll have to wear a rubber when you fuck me Mr. Ryan. A young girl has to be careful you know..." Marion purred as she pulled out the little rubber ring, carelessly dropping the empty wrapper on the floor behind her.
She reached out and put the condom on the end of John's cock and then started rolling it down his shaft. She stripped the rubber ring slowly down his length with little up and down strokes of her encircling thumb and forefinger.
Even from his hiding place on the balcony overhead, Dave could see that John's cock was growing to an enormous size under his wife's wicked fondling.
"I made it with your wife last week..." Marion said casually.
"Excuse me?..." John stammered, thinking he must have misunderstood.
"It was last Wednesday. It was really hot and I was working around your pool. You weren't there. Anyway, Ingrid asked me if I'd like to come in and have some iced tea. So I went in but when she headed for the fridge I stopped her and told her that what I'd really like was to sit on her face...."
And as she was casually telling her shocking tale, Marion was shuttling her little hand up and down John's cock in a very exciting rhythm. The condom was one of those lubricated kind so that she was able to stroke him smoothly. She moved her other hand into his crotch and squeezed his balls in her cupped palm.
"Oh my Goddd!...What?...." John gasped in disbelief.
"And you know she never even batted an eye. The next thing you knew we were on the living room floor going down on each other like there was no tomorrow. I'll tell you Mr. Ryan, your wife sure knows how to eat pussy. She had a way of nibbling on my clit while she had two fingers playing around just inside me that made me crazy. She got me right up to the edge and she just held me there for what seemed like forever. "
"I don't believe this!..." John gasped. But it was obvious that Marion's little story was getting to him. He was starting to hunch his cock up through her pumping fingers in counterpoint to her skilled masturbation. Marion went on as if he hadn't said anything.
"After about a half an hour with her mouth on me I was just a puddle of girl soup down there. I can't remember how long it's been since I was that excited. She's such a bitch!..."
"Oh God Amber!...Nahh!...What...what do you mean?..." John groaned. His hips were starting to strain upwards off the couch as his excitement mounted.
"She left me like that and went into the kitchen. When she came back she had a carrot in her hand. And not one of those little ones. It was a big field carrot with a funny bend in the end of it. I asked her what she was going to do with that. But she just smiled at me and said...'Oh you'll see!...'
And then she had that damn carrot up me and she was fucking me with it and it was poking me in all sorts of funny places. And I thought ..'My God she's going to tear me up with that thing!...' But then it got feeling good and I was really getting into it and fucking back onto that gnarly thing. It was all so dirty! She was so dirty! And that's when she made me come. When she got me off I thought I was going to pass out. It was incredible!"
Dave was going crazy upstairs. His wife had to be making all this stuff up didn't she?
"Ahhh!...Nahhh!...Oh God!...How...how did she...did she...get you off?...Unnn?..." John whimpered.
"That was what was so dirty. While she was jamming that carrot in and out of my pussy she stuck her finger up my ass and started twisting it around inside me. Like this..." Marion purred, dropping her hand off John's balls and sliding her outstretched index finger through his sphincter. She didn't stop until her knuckles were rammed up into the crack of his ass. Then she started twisting her wrist around, reaming his cringing butt hole nastily.
"Nahhh!....Ahhhh!...Amber!...Don't!..." John gasped, squirming frantically on Marion's prodding finger.
But the kneeling blonde just smiled at him, working her two hands in time with each other. She added a little in and out action to the finger she was jabbing up his ass while, with her other hand, began stroking his cock a little harder, a little more urgently.
"I know. It felt kind of strange at first but then it started to feel kind of sexy and the next thing I knew I was coming so hard I thought I was going to piss myself. It was so intense..." Marion purred.
And John was going...."Nahhh!...Ahhh!...Ahhhh!..." as he rose up on top of Marion's plundering finger and a creamy torrent of come began to spew into the condom sheathing his tool.
"Yeah!....Like that!...Just like that Mr. Ryan!..." Marion enthused, beating her shuddering neighbor's erection in time with his feverish orgasm.
"Hah!...Hah!...Hah!..." John barked as his loins spasmed frantically. He hadn't been expecting to come like this. He was amazed at how forcefully his balls reacted to every little twist and turn of Marion's finger skewering his ass.
"Umm Yeah!...So much come!...Look at it all!...That rubber looks like it's ready to pop!..." Marion giggled.
And it was true. Even Dave could see from fifteen feet away that there was a big round glob of cream bulging through the bloated tip of the condom. It really did look like it was ready to burst.
Marion continued her skilled masturbation. She sort of rose up on her knees in front of John, smiling as she looked down on him, pounding his spewing dick to make sure she got every drop of sperm from his now aching testicles.
Finally his cock stopped kicking in her little hand and she slowly released the strangle hold she had on it with her encircling fingers. Instead of easing her finger out of his rear hole she snapped it out with a quick flick of her wrist that made him yelp and that caused a final dribble of come to spurt into the already overfull condom.
"I guess you liked my finger up your ass a lot didn't you Mr. Ryan? You should get your wife to do that for you. She's really good at it."
"When she finished me I was really wiped. Then she pulled the carrot out and I just stared at it and said something like...'I guess we'll have to boil that thing to make it go soft...' Ingrid laughed at that and said...'Nahh! I'll just grate it and put it in John's salad!...'
As Marion was finishing her story she was using both hands to pull the condom off John's crimson dick. She did it very carefully, managing to squeeze off the open end of it as she took it off of him without spilling a drop. Then she laid it down on the couch, again being careful not to let any of the come leak out.
She reached in and gave John's ropey cock a warm squeeze.
"Now you behave for a minute. I'll be back..."
Then she turned on her knees to face Mark who was looking completely dazed in the armchair across the room. He didn't look like he was really comfortable with this whole lewd setup.
With her eyes sparkling wickedly, Marion peeled back the spaghetti straps of her little top then pulled the thin material down to her waist, baring her conical breasts. Mark's eyes opened wide as he stared at the two luscious jugs the smiling blonde was displaying for him. Marion twisted her shoulders back and forth, making those swollen orbs sway hypnotically back and forth from her chest.



"Now it's your turn daddy..." she purred. She picked up the condom off the couch. Then she leaned down so that she was on her hands and knees and started to crawl across the carpet to Mark. Her pendulous tits swung back and forth like bells beneath her as she prowled like a cat toward him.
Mark was mesmerized by her predatory approach.
When she was right in front of him she knelt up straight and put her hands lightly on his knees.
"Who am I daddy?..." she whispered.
"You're....Amber..." Mark said in a quavery voice.
"That's right daddy. I'm your little girl. The little girl you've wanted to fuck for a long, long time. Isn't that right daddy?..."
"Nooo!...Amber...It's not true..." Mark groaned with gritted teeth, like someone was twisting his arm up behind his back
"Oh come on daddy!...I know you've been looking at me in my room late at night when you thought I was asleep. What we're you thinking then daddy?..."
"Mom told you I fuck all the boys at school didn't she daddy? And a lot of my teachers too. You've seen my grades. Am I really that smart? Sometimes my room- mate and I bring three or fours boys back to our room at night and see how many times we can make them come before we kick them out. Oh I've been a bad girl daddy. Very bad!..."
And as she was talking Marion/Amber had lifted the used condom up to show Mark. She lifted it a little higher, then turned the condom over so that the creamy goo started to dribble out onto her outstretched tongue.
Mark, John and Dave all watched this lewd exhibition in breathless silence. Marion held that pose, her eyes sparkling until the last of the syrupy sperm drained from the condom. Then she made an exaggerated display of savoring it for a moment in her mouth before she swallowed it.
"Mmmm!...Yummmy!...I love the taste of fresh come!...I suppose that makes me a slut doesn't it?...Everybody else has had me daddy!...Don't you think it's time you had your turn?..." Amber purred as she leaned into Mark's lap and undid his pants.
The older man neither tried to help her or to stop her. He looked like he was in shock. He watched Marion push his pants down with unfocussed eyes. As she worked his pants down to his knees, his rigid cock snapped out of his shorts like a jack-in-the-box, where it stood up like a flagpole from his loins. It was really big, like one of those oversize flashlights.
"Oh look at you daddy!...You really want it don't you?..." Amber enthused as she reached in and grabbed Mark's straining erection with one hand. She started to lean back onto the carpet, pulling him after her.
"Come and do your little girl daddy!...I want to feel you inside me, fucking me with this big horse cock of yours...You know you want to!...I'll make you come so hard daddy!...I promise!..." Marion coaxed as she lay back and opened her legs. She had dragged Mark along with her so that he was on his knees between her parted thighs.
"Amber, sweetheart!...We can't baby!...I can't!...It would be so wrong!..." Mark pleaded.
He was obviously getting caught up in Marion's little charade. There was a bead of sweat covering his brow and he was resisting, or at least trying to, Marion's obscenely spread loins.
"I know daddy!...It would be really bad wouldn't if you fucked me wouldn't it?..." Marion teased as she pulled his steely shaft down towards her and rubbed his swollen cock crown up and down through her slit.
"Ahhhh!..." Mark gasped at the feel of her greasy labia caressing his sensitive knob.
"I really shouldn't let you put this in me should I daddy?...Not without a condom!... But maybe if you just put it in a little bit...Just the very end...That wouldn't really be fucking would it daddy?...It's be more like just fooling around!..."
And as she said that, Marion pulled her ass across the carpet a couple of inches with her heels, sheathing the end of Mark's cock in her silky center.
"Ahh Goddd!...Nooo!..." he gasped, closing his eyes and holding himself rigidly still. He was obviously battling incredibly conflicting emotions.
But Marion was suffering from no such conflict. She started working her internal muscles around him, milking him with her fluttering vagina just like it was a little mouth.
"Ummm!...That feels so good daddy!...So much better than all those college boys who fuck me at school....They don't know how to do it but you do don't you?...Give me a little more daddy please?...Just a little!...I promise I'll make it good for you..." Marion/Amber purred.
Mark continued to hold himself completely still above the enticing blonde beneath him.
Then, with a forlorn cry, his hips lunged down and he drove himself into her right up to his balls.
"Ohhh shittt!...Yesss daddy!...That's it!...Oh yeah!...Give me that big cock!..." Marion cried as Mark's engorged tool stretched her little hole mercilessly. But the spread eagled blonde didn't mind.
In fact she pulled her knees back and tipped her pelvis up, opening herself even more to Mark's feverish assault. She banged her loins up into his literally bouncing him in the saddle of her loins.
Mark responded by jack hammering his angry cock in and out of her welcoming pussy.
"Yeah!...Oh yeah!...Fuck me daddy!...Fuck me like the little slut I am!...Slam me with that big cock of yours!...Give it to me!...." Marion demanded, twisting seductively under the lunging older man on top of her.
At that point Mark got his hands planted above Marion's shoulders, his knees under him and started riding her upturned loins like it was his first time at the rodeo.
"Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Amber!...Ahhh!...My Goddd!..." he grunted, pounding up and down on the blonde sprawled under him like he wanted to drive her through the floor.
"Yess!...Umm Hmm!...That's it!...Umm!...Fuck me daddy!...Don't stop!...Like that!...Oh yeah!....Give it to me!...But don't come inside me daddy!...It wouldn't be safe!...You have to pull out daddy!...O.K.?..." Marion whispered to him.
"Yes baby!...Of course!..." Mark grunted as he continued to plow away into the center of Marion's loins.
Dave was amazed to see that his wife's reaction to Mark's frantic fucking was not one of discomfort or distress. In fact she had a broad smile on her face that was getting bigger the harder that Mark hammered her. And this was the woman who predictably would tell him to get off her, he was too heavy, or else he was hurting her, if he took more than a couple of minutes to come inside her.
Marion could tell that Mark wasn't going to last too much longer. His cock had taken on an added rigidity that she knew meant he was getting close. And as much as she would have enjoyed having him fuck her for hours like this, right now she had something else in mind.
With her knees pulled up she was able to reach under her butt and get a hold of Mark's balls with one little hand. They were tightening up with excitement and she squeezed them gently to add to his arousal.
"Ahhh!...Goddd Amber!...Don't!...Don't do that!...You're gonna' make me come!..." the sweating older man gasped. But he didn't stop his frantic fucking. He was too excited to do that.
"Not yet Daddy!....I'm almost there!...Let me come first!..." Marion purred. She added a gentle twisting motion to the grip she had on Mark's nuts, knowing that would certainly help him along.
"Nahhh!...Amber!...Don't!...Please!...I'm so close!...We better...better..." Mark panted.
But Marion just wrapped her curvaceous legs around his ass and pulled him forcefully into her leeching pussy. She bore down with her inner muscles to really grind on him.
"Wait daddy!....I'm almost there!...Just another minute!...." Marion hissed, writhing and twisting on Mark's buried cock like a milking machine.
"Ahhh!..Amber!...Oh my Goddd!...Oh my Goddd!..." Mark cried struggling to free himself from the silky legs that surrounded him. But Marion held on tight.
"Daddy!... What is it?..." she asked ingenuously, knowing perfectly well that Mark was going to blow. She gave his overwrought balls one more slow, provocative twist and that was more than the poor man could take.
"Phwahhh!..." he yelled pushing himself up on his arms and arching his back as a fiery deluge of come exploded inside Marion's greedy pussy.
The squirming blonde could feel it immediately, that fiery stream of man juice jetting into her womb.
"Oh daddy!...You're coming inside me!...Ohhh!...Nooo!...It's so hot!...Oh you shouldn't!... You can't!..." she hissed while at the same time pulling Mark's shuddering loins even harder against her.
"Ahhh!...Nahhh!...I...I can't...can't help it baby!..." Mark cried, panting like a steam engine above the smiling blonde.
"Ahh!...Unn!.. I'm right in the middle of my cycle daddy!...Are you going to knock me up?...Is that what you want?... Umm Hmm!...We're probably making a baby right now!... Filling me up with all your baby juice...Oh my God!...Yesss!...Do it!...Knock me up daddy!...Give me a baby!..." Marion encouraged.
And despite the perversity of her suggestion, or maybe because of it, Mark was having a truly devastating orgasm.
"Hah!...Noo!...Fuck!...Fuuuck!..." he cried with every jet of sperm that erupted from his balls. He was sweating profusely, his face so red that it looked like he was going to have a heart attack at any moment.
And still he continued to helplessly buck and heave..." Huhh!...Huhh!...Huhh!..." as Marion gave his convulsing testicles sharp little twitches to keep him going.
"Oh daddy!...So much come for your baby girl!...I love it!..." she encouraged as Mark's wracking convulsions finally started to wane. In a few moments more he had wilted on top of the writhing blonde like some one had let all the air out of him.
Marion finally uncurled her legs from his ass and allowed him to roll over next to her on the floor.
The poor older man just lay there trying to get back his breath.
Marion rolled towards him and whispered in his ear...
"I think we're making a baby for sure daddy!..."
To which Mark let out a plaintive moan. Marion smiled at that, kissed him gently on the forehead then got to her feet.
She turned her attention back to John who was still sitting on the couch. Marion could tell immediately by the rigid erection that was jutting from his loins that he had been excited by what he had seen. She walked over to stand in front of him.
She towered over him with her feet slightly spread and her hands on her hips.
"Did you like watching my daddy fuck me Mr. Ryan? I think you did..." Marion purred, reaching into John's lap and closing her hand around his hard-on. As she bent over in front of him, Marion's pendulous breasts swung from her chest in a most arousing fashion.
Above her on the upper landing John watched his wife's lewd performance in shocked disbelief.
"I know a game we could play. I think you'll like it. It's called 'Who Knocked up the Pool Girl?'...
"What?..." John asked. He had no idea what the smiling blonde in front of him was up to.
"It's easy. Let me show you..." Marion purred.
Without letting go of John's hard cock, she turned and swung one leg over his legs so that she had her back to him. She climbed up on the couch, on her knees, straddling his lap with his cock held at the opening of her sodden snatch.
To make sure she had his attention she reached down with her free hand, cupped his balls in her hand and gave then an encouraging squeeze.
"Ohhhh!..." John grunted when she did that.
"See!...I told you you'd like it....Now all you have to do is fuck me until you shoot a big load up inside me. That way we'll never know whose baby it is!...You'll both be the daddys!...Pretty cool game huh?...Oh...You don't mind sloppy seconds do you Mr. Ryan?...
"Amber I don't think we should do this...What if you really do get....Umm!...I mean are you...are you on the pill or...Ahhh!..." John gasped as Marion dropped down on the end of his cock and took the upper half of his shaft inside her.
John wanted to resist her but it was no use. He couldn't help lifting up under her crouching loins, trying to feed her more of his eager tool.
"No I didn't think you would!..." Marion said with a smile. As John hunched himself up into her, she dropped her ass down onto him, sheathing his rigid spear right down to his balls.
"Ahhh!...Fuuuck!...That's incredible!..." John gasped as Marion tightened up on his steely length. It felt like she was squeezing him with a slick, silky glove.
"I thought you might like that!...Now it's your turn to do me Mr. Ryan!...Fuck me and then come inside me...That's the whole point of the game.." Marion urged as she began a gentle up and down motion on John's cock to get him going.
It didn't take much of that before John was eagerly thrusting up into her to meet the downward press of her silky channel.
"Yess!...That's it!...Give it to me just like that!..."
Then shifting her eyes to Mark who had turned and raised himself into a squatting position on the floor, she said...
"Come on over here daddy...I want to suck your cock!..."
You would have thought Mark's dick had ears the way it sprang to attention at Marion's lewd suggestion.
"Baby...You don't have to..." he said in an unsteady voice. But even as he said it he was hauling himself to his feet.
"I know I don't have to silly. I want to. I want to taste my daddy's cock. Does that make me such a horrible person? Now bring it over here..."
Mark did as he was told, his erection preceding him.
When he was in front of Marion/Amber she reached out and fisted him about mid shaft. Keeping her eyes on his she leaned towards his groin and pulled his stiff spike towards her. Mark stumbled forward another half step and inadvertently shoved the end of his prick towards Marion's face. The smiling blonde parted her lips and took his plum shaped helmet into her mouth.
"Oh Goddd!..." Mark groaned as she immediately went to work on that sensitive knot of nerves under his cock crown with her flailing tongue.
"Nahhh!... Shittt!..." John gasped as Marion's pussy pulled up his length until just the very tip of his cock remained inside her.
"Mmmm!...." Marion moaned as she dropped back down the full length of John's rod. At the same time she pulled Mark with her. He stumbled forward until his knees bumped into the couch, driving his cock into the entrance of her throat.
"Mmmmm!...." Marion groaned again, as she lifted her hips and backed off Mark's gagging cock at the same time. Then she pulled his hips forward once more and dropped back into John's lap.
The two men began groaning in concert as they each started working their hips up and down, in and out, fucking the salacious blonde's mouth and cunt at the same time and with the same keen excitement.
Marion let them enjoy themselves for a few moments and then she pulled her mouth off Mark's rampant tool. He was getting close to coming again.
"Daddy, did you know that a man can't ask for a paternity test. Oh he can ask for it but the woman doesn't have to agree. And if she doesn't then no one would ever know who the baby's real father was. Did you know that?..."
And then she plunged back down on Mark's needy prick.
"Oh Goddd Amber!... Baby!...Don't do this!...Please!..." Mark groaned. And then he whimpered..."John...."
John, who was on the verge of giving up the load of come that Marion was so expertly fucking him for, was barely able to gasp..."What?..."
There was a long pause that was punctuated only with the lurid sucking sound of Marion's mouth bobbing up and down on Mark's tool.
"Don't come inside her!..."
"What?..." John groaned. His head was literally swimming with arousal. The tingling excitement of plunging in and out of Marion's molten sheath was so consuming that he was hardly aware of anything else.
"Don't come inside her!..." Mark moaned plaintively.
There was another protracted pause and then John gasped..." I won't if you won't!..."
Marion let out a strangled laugh when she heard that. Then she went to work on Mark's cock in earnest. She attacked the underside of his knob with her lashing tongue. At the same time she fisted the exposed portion of his shaft and began to work it with short, hard strokes. She cupped his balls with her other hand and gently but firmly pressed them up into his groin.
"Mmm!...Mmm!...Mmm Hmm!..." she coaxed in a guttural purr. She was sucking his knob so forcefully that her cheeks were inverting around it.
"Mmm Hmm!...Mmm Hmm!...Mmm Hmm!..." she whimpered more urgently.
And of course this was more persuasion that Mark could take. Suddenly his balls kicked and a fountain of come was blasting into Marion's provocative mouth.
"Ahh!...Nahhh!...Unnn!..." he cried, trying not to slam his geysering pole into Marion's throat. He didn't want to hurt her.
And then John was gripping Marion's hips with both hands and bucking up into her leeching tunnel with all his strength.
"Phwahhh!...Oh God!...Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Ahhh!..." he cried as his creamy sperm jetted into the blonde's pussy.
"Mmmm!...Mmm Hmm!...Mmm Hmm!..,Mmm Hmm!..." Marion purred happily as she eagerly accepted all the searing man juice that John and Mark had to give her.
There was a chorus of 'Oohh's and Ahhh's' as both men emptied their aching testicles inside the sultry blonde.
"Unn!...Unn!...Unn!..." John whimpered as his loins convulsed. This was his second orgasm in a very short time and he didn't have a lot left to give.
"Ahh!...Noo!...Oh Nooo!..." Mark muttered, as Marion sucked an enormous load of come up from his balls.
And poor Dave, Marion's husband could do nothing but stare in shock at his previously demure young wife as a creamy trickle of sperm began to leak on to the couch cushions beneath her and out of the corner of her mouth.
Finally Marion pulled her mouth off of Mark's now ropey cock and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand
"That was a good one wasn't it daddy? ..."she said with a sneering smile.
And then she climbed off John's softening spear and turned to smile down on him.
"I think you liked it to didn't you Mr. Ryan?..."
"God Amber!...You're too much!..." the older man said in wonder.
Marion/Amber puckered a mocking kiss at him and then said...
"Well that was fun boys. But I think we'd better call it a day before the man of the house gets home, don't you?..."
John and Mark appeared to be completely drained as they got their pants back on and stood up.
Mark looked like he wanted to say something but Marion just gave him and John each a quick peck on the cheek and sent them on their way.
A moment later the front door slammed behind them on their way out. Then, without looking up, Marion said..."
"Mr. Brickman!...I know you're up there. You can come down now. They're gone..."
Dave held his breath when he heard that. He had no idea that his wife had spotted him lurking upstairs. He wondered fearfully how long she had known he was there. It wasn't like he could run away now. There wasn't anything he could do except go down and see how much trouble he was in.
Nervously he descended the stairs. When he got into the living room Marion was waiting for him. She was sitting in the big arm chair in the corner of the room with a sly smile turning the corners of her mouth. She had picked up a pair of sunglasses from somewhere and had put them on.
Dave couldn't help staring in awe at his blonde wife who was calmly sitting in the big chair, nude except for her sneakers, her ball cap and her sunglasses. She had an incredibly sexy, fresh fucked glow about her. His rigid cock strained against the fabric of his pants in front of her.
"Where's your wife Mr. Brickman?..." Marion asked with a playful grin.
"I...I don't know..." Dave answered honestly.
"I don't think she likes me very much. She's seen the way you look at me when I'm cutting your grass. She knows what you're thinking and she doesn't like it! Come over here Mr. Brickman. There's something I want you to see. Something you're really going to like...."



Dave shuffled uneasily over to stand in front of his seated wife. He still had trouble believing that this actually was his wife. Marion was acting so shamelessly, it was almost easier to believe that she really was that tight bodied teenager that he had been lusting after for the last couple of summers.
Marion leaned forward and nimbly opened his pants. In no time she had them pushed down to his knees. His rigid erection almost hit her in the face when it popped out of his shorts.
Marion smiled at that then leaned back in the big chair.
"It looks like someone is happy to see me. Now here's what I wanted to show you..." she purred.
And with that she casually slung each of her legs over the arms of the chair. She slumped down a little further and raised her butt off the cushion, giving Dave a dazzling display of her juice streaked pussy. She looked like a complete and utter whore as she posed in front of him, completely spread eagled in the big chair.
Dave was enthralled. Marion's labia were swollen and crimson and parted into a beckoning oval. Her interior flesh was a bright pink and gleamed wetly with a film of greasy goo. There was a slowly oozing trickle of sperm seeping from the center of her vagina and dribbling down onto the cushion beneath her.
Dave could barely tear his eyes away from this lewd spectacle. And when he did, he couldn't see his wife's eyes behind her dark glasses. All he could see was the faint smile creasing her lips. It was at that point that Marion cupped her tits in her hands and began to fondle them.
"Your friends used me and abused me so bad didn't they?...Especially my daddy!...He's got such a big cock!... God!...And so much come...I'm practically drowning in it!...Can you see it?...I'll bet it's just pouring out of me isn't it?..." she asked. As she talked to him Marion was squirming around in the chair and kneading her breasts like she had an itch inside that needed to be scratched.
Dave was mesmerized by the sight of his wife's obscenely spread loins. In his wildest dreams he had never imagined she could behave so shamelessly.
"Sort of..." he answered hesitantly.
"Well?..." Marion asked.
Dave didn't know what she wanted.
"Aren't you going to do me too?...I think there's room for one more load in there, don't you?....But maybe we shouldn't take too long...You're wife could be home any time now... We wouldn't want her to catch you fucking the pool girl would we?...
"Ahhh!...Well...I...I..." Dave stammered.
Without taking her legs off the chair arms, Marion leaned up and grabbed the front of Dave's shirt. With more strength than he would have thought she had, she dragged him up to the edge of the chair in front of her and started forcing him to his knees. The confident smile never left her lips as she said...
"Come on Mr. Brickman!...You know you want to!...I've seen the way you stare at my ass!...You've been wanting to fuck me for a long time now!....And here I am...Spread wide open for you!....Here's is your chance to fuck me like the little slut I am!...You're not going to pass this up are you?..."
As she was taunting him, Dave was sinking to his knees in front of his wanton wife. When his knees hit the floor, his jutting tool stopped with his knob poised at the center of her gaping tunnel. Dave could feel the heat of her searing the end of his cock.
He stared down anxiously at the sight of his engorged helmet nudging into the come smeared pussy ahead of it.
There was something so perverse about this game that Marion was playing. He loved his wife but somehow it seemed that things were getting way out of control here. He should really call a halt to all this right now. He thought about it for a long moment. And then Marion said..."Well?..." once more and lifted her hips so that the first half of his cock crown slipped inside her. She clenched herself on him so that her swollen labia fluttered tantalizingly around the head of his cock.
It was more temptation than Dave could resist. Closing his eyes he leaned forward and banged himself into Marion's slimy center with a desperate lunge of his hips. Her cunt was so loose from her recent pounding that he slipped into her up to his balls in one feverish push.
"Phwahhh!..." he groaned as he drove himself into his wife's come filled pussy.
He couldn't really feel her walls around him at all after John and Mark had finished with her. But she was incredibly hot and wet inside. It was like sliding his cock into an oversize glove filled with hot oil. He twisted his groin against hers for a moment before pulling out and then driving back into her. He could feel the other men's come gushing out of his wife, displaced by his pistoning length.
"Oh yeahhh!....Fuck me like that Mr. Brickman!... Umm Hmm!... Fuck me the way you'd give it to your wife if she wasn't such an icy bitch!...Unn Hnn!...Slam me with your big cock!..."
"Unnn!...Unnn!...Unnn!..." Dave grunted as he found himself lunging frantically into the saddle of his wife's spread loins. He had no idea what had come over him. All he knew was that there was something obscenely exciting to be rutting away like this, pounding viciously into a wife who, until her hypnotherapy treatment, would have killed herself before she would have participated in a fuck fest like the one she had arranged this afternoon.
"Ahh!...Ahh!...Fuck!...Fuuuckkk!..." he groaned as his balls began to stiffen and the come began to churn for release in his balls.
"Um Hm!...Oh yeah!...You like that Mr. Brickman?...Young pussy?...Young stuff?... Am I hot enough for you baby?...Hotter than that frigid wife of yours!...Imagine if she caught you bangin' the pool girl like this!...Imagine if she walked in right now, just when you're gonna' come!...'Cause you're gonna' come inside me aren't you Mr.Brickman?... Gonna' come and dump another big load inside my slutty little cunt aren't you?... And if your wife walked in right now you wouldn't stop!... Even if she was standing right beside you!... You couldn't!...Not until you blasted your load inside me!...Come for me like that baby!...Give it to me!... Come inside me!... ..." Marion hissed.
She reached out and pinched his nipples between the thumb and forefinger of each hand. Then she twisted them, slowly, harder and harder until it felt like she was trying to rip them off his chest.
"Ahhh!...Ahhh!...Ahhh!..." Dave cried. He arched his back to try and get away from her torturing hands but she wouldn't let go. Marion's legs snaked out around her husband's ass. Digging her heels into his butt she dragged his loins tight against her. At the same time she bore down on him with her inner muscles, clutching him tight with her molten interior.
"Now you're feeling it!...Come on!...Do it!...Come for me baby!.... Come!... Come!... Come!..." Marion chanted, grinding relentlessly on her husband's deeply imbedded tool.
"Nahhhhh!...." Dave cried as his balls kicked and a searing stream of come erupted inside his wife's pussy.
"Ahh!...Ahh!...Ahh!..." he gasped as his whole body heaved and shuddered in the throes of a monster orgasm. His come was gushing out of him as if a dam had opened up inside him.
"Oh yeah!...Umm Hmm!...That's it!...I can feel you coming!...Every spurt!...Umm Hmm!...There!...There!...Yeah!...Let me have it!...All you've got!...Umm!...That's so good!..." Marion praised.
Dave was coming so hard he was beginning to feel kind of light headed. If his wife's legs weren't wrapped around him so tightly he was afraid he would have fainted.
"Ahh!...Ahh!..Oh Goddd!...Oh Fuuuck!..." he groaned, looking down to see that the creamy goo was now streaming out around his cock in the circle of Marion's gripping labia. She was completely full of come and what he was shooting into her was simply displacing what John and Mark had dumped inside her earlier.
He put his hands down on the arms of the chair to try and support himself as the violent spasms wracking his groin finally began to diminish.
Marion waited patiently for him to finish inside her. She kept tightening and loosening her inner muscles to milk him for every drop of come he had.
Dave continued to groan..."Ahh!...Ahh!...Ahhh!..." but more quietly and more slowly as the last of his juice oozed out inside his wife's sodden tunnel.
Finally Marion looked up at him and asked..."Are you done?..."
Without waiting for an answer she unwound her legs from around him. She put one of them back on the arm of the chair. The other one she drew back, put her little foot on Dave's chest and pushed him away.
Dave shuffled backwards on his knees a few inches and straightened up. His angry wand popped out, no longer completely rigid but not soft either. His cock's graceless exit was followed by a deluge of come that spattered down onto the chair beneath his wife's upturned ass.
"Did you like that?..." she asked with a beaming smile.
"Oh Geeez!..." Dave answered weakly.
"I thought you would!...Now it's my turn!...I've got some fresh cream pie for you Mr. Brickman...It's right there just waiting for you!...Why don't you give it a try!..."
Dave took a second to process what his wife was telling him. And then he realized what she wanted.
Marion's sly smile never left her lips. Although he couldn't see her eyes behind her dark glasses, he knew she was waiting impatiently for him to go down on her
He looked at her come smeared loins and knew he should have been repulsed at the very idea of putting his mouth on her. But there was something lewdly tempting about the prospect of tasting her like that. He hesitated, torn between doing what she'd asked and refusing.
Whatever... he wasn't moving fast enough to suit his wife.
"Oh comer on lover!...It's not so bad!...It tastes just like chicken!..."
As she was encouraging her reluctant spouse, Marion's foot was drifting down from his chest, down his thigh and between his legs.
She waited a moment longer and while David was still swaying on his knees in front of her, his eyes locked in indecision on her beckoning vagina she said...
"Well don't say I didn't ask you nicely..."
And then she snapped her leg up, slamming the top of her sneaked clad foot into Dave's balls.
"Mmmmph!..." Dave gasped as much in shock as in pain.
A stab of nausea and adrenalin raced through his system as Marion's foot smashed into his unsuspecting balls. For a moment he couldn't breathe and then he slowly toppled forward, coming to rest with his cheek resting against his wife's groin.
Marion reached down with one hand and gently caressed his face.
"You've been a naughty boy, haven't you Mr. Brickman? Spying on me while I entertained your friends this afternoon. Taking advantage of me when your wife was away. Fucking me without a condom when you knew there's a good chance you could knock me up. And all I ask in return is a little oral sex. That doesn't seem like so much to ask now does it?..."
When Dave didn't answer she tangled the fingers of her hand in his hair and twisted his face up to look at hers.
"Does it?..." she asked once again.
"Nahh!...Ahhh!....Noo!...That's not too much to ask..." he finally blurted out with tear filled eyes.
"Good!... I was hoping you'd say that!...You know you should never keep a lady waiting Mr. Brickman!...So why don't you get to work!..." Marion instructed. Moving her hands so that she had him by the ears, she dragged Dave's face into her crotch. She had both her legs up on the arms of the chair again so Dave found himself face to face with her come smeared muff.
He tried to distract Marion by twisting his face around in her greasy bush without opening his mouth. But the lanky blonde wasn't having any of that. Keeping Dave in place with the stern grip she had on one ear, she reached down into her groin with her other hand and pinched his nose closed.
Dave tried to hold his breath but his aching balls were paining him so much that he could only do that for a few seconds. And when he did have to breathe his lips flew open and he gasped for air.
Marion took that opportunity to grind her juicy slit into his mouth.
"There you are lover!...Amber's special cream pie!...Have a taste!....There's lots and I want you to eat it all!..." Marion enthused, bearing down with her inner muscles and forcing a stream of goo into Dave's face.
The overwhelmed young man reluctantly extended his tongue and began to sweep it through his wife's slit.
In fact the taste of the viscous cream wasn't as unpleasant as he expected. It tasted like the bottom of his gym bag, which wasn't his favourite thing. But he quickly realized it wasn't going to kill him. And he really wasn't it any position to argue with his wife. So he turned his face so that it was pressing squarely into her upturned loins. Then he began to dig deeper into her juicy tunnel with his tongue.
"Oh yeah!...That's it!...Now you're doing it!...Right there!...Umm Hmm!...Don't move!... Just keep doing that thing you're doing with your tongue while I...Unn Hnn!... Unn Hnn!...Yeahh!..." Marion enthused. She started hunching up and down in her chair, happy to ride her husband's face.
Eagerly she slid her swollen clit up and down against the bridge of his nose. And that friction sent lightning bolts of excitement shuddering through her loins.
"Ohh Jesus!...Fuuuck yeah!...Lick me!...Eat me!...You're gonna' make me come!..."
She arched her back off the chair and bucked her pussy into her husband's slavering mouth. Her excitement was reaching a fever pitch.
Dave's own excitement was building as he toiled away between his wife's thighs. He was lapping up the spicy oil dripping from her loins like it was ice cream on the hottest day of the year. He could barely swallow fast enough to keep up with her continuous flow.
"Ahhh!...Don't stop!...That's it!...It's!...I'm!...Oh My Goddd!...Yess!... I'm...coming!... Ahhh!..." Marion cried as a series of slowly increasing spasms swept through her loins.
And if Dave thought he'd been struggling to keep up with the stream of goo before, now it was if a flood gate had opened and a torrent of steamy juice had been released. He tried to pull his face away but Marion had him by both of his ears and wasn't going to let him go.
"Yeah!...Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!...Fuuuck!..." she groaned as her orgasm went on and on.
And now Dave was sputtering and gagging, saturated in the essence that was streaming from his wife's center. He licked and swallowed desperately to try and keep from being drowned between her thighs.
Marion slammed her legs on Dave's head and writhed against his face like a woman gone mad.
Dave was afraid his skull was going to crack, so ferociously was Marion clenching it between her powerful thighs.
"Mmmff!...Mwahhh!...Mmmphf!..." he whimpered frantically, on the verge of passing out.
"Ahh!...Mmm Hmm!...Mmm Hmm!...Yessss!..." Marion purred as the tingling shock waves of release continued to pound through her loins.
The two of them moaned and groaned in unison for several long moments more.
And then Dave's desperate mouthing became too much for his wife. Releasing the pressure of her clenched thighs on his head, she reached down and put her palm on his forehead.
"Ahhh!...Stopp!...That's enough baby!....Unn!...Don't!...I can't take anymore!..." she whimpered as she pushed his face away from her spasming groin.
Dave rocked back on his heels, gasping for breath. They stayed like that as they both tried to recover themselves.
Finally Marion removed her sunglasses and put them on the side table next to her. She slid out of her chair so that she was on her knees on the floor in front her husband. She reached down with both hands, closing one on his livid erection and the other one gently on his balls.
Dave groaned nervously in response to her touch. He was still pretty tender after her earlier sexual assault.
"You sure know how to eat pussy Mr. Brickman!...Now why don't you let me do something for you..." she purred giving his hard-on a suggestive squeeze.
Before Dave could reply the door bell rang.
Marion cocked her head with interest.
"Do you think it's your wife baby?...No...She'd have her own key wouldn't she...I wonder who it could be...Let's go see..."
And with that Marion got up and stood looking down at Dave expectantly.
Dave didn't think it was a good idea that they answer the door. Marion was virtually naked and he only had a shirt on.
"Just ignore it...Whoever it is, they'll go way..."
But Marion was wearing an impish smile as she bent over and once more grabbed her husband by his angry tool. She pulled on it, hard, and he had no choice but to get to his feet and follow her as she led him to the front door by his cock.
"We can't just ignore them. It wouldn't be neighbourly..."
As she neared the door she took a quick peek out the side light.
"It's Ingrid from next door. I wonder what she wants..."
But as she reached out for the door handle Dave stepped in front of her.
"You can't!...You can't talk to her like...like that!...You don't have any clothes on..."
"Then you see what she wants. Just open the door a little. It'll be fine. Don't you want to know why's she at the door. I do. Go on. It'll just take a second..."
Dave was pretty sure this wasn't a good idea but again he didn't want to upset his wife while she was still in her hypnotized state. She was turning out to be completely unpredictable when she was like this.
Reluctantly Dave turned to the door. He opened it about a foot and then leaned his upper body around it from behind.
As he did that Marion, who was standing behind him, reached around him, gripped his cock and gave it a long firm stroke from his knob down to his balls.
The result of that was that the first thing he said to Ingrid was..."Ahhhh!..."
Ingrid looked at him quizzically. She was quite dressed up in a grey satin blouse, black leather pants and stiletto heels. A thin gold belt cinched her narrow waist and she was carrying a kind of satchel purse over one shoulder. Dave thought she looked great as usual.
"Are you alright?..." was the first thing she asked him with a concerned look on her face.
Dave was afraid to say anything because Marion had decided that this was a good time to start jacking him off with a briskly shuttling little hand.
Finally he managed to stammer...
"I...I'm fine...Just a little surprised to...Ummm...to see you that's all!...Is every thing... Ahhh!...Everything alright?..."
"Well everything's fine I guess. I was just wondering if you know where John is. He was supposed to meet me at the house at three. We were going to go shopping and then out to dinner. It's our anniversary. But it's almost four and I haven't heard from him. I wondered if you might know where he is. I know you guys have a couple of projects you're working on. Have you seen him?..."
As Ingrid was speaking Marion had risen up on her toes and was whispering in Dave's ear..."Open the door. I want to speak to her!..."
But Dave just shook his head like he was being pestered by a fly or something.
"I did see him a little earlier. He was with Mark. They stopped by for a minute..."
"Open the door!.." repeated Marion and now she cupped Dave's balls in her free hand and started twisting them to emphasize her request.
"Ahhh!...But that was...Nahhh!...that was...Mmph!...I don't...Mahh!...I don't know..."
"Open it!..." Marion insisted, wrenching Dave's tender nuts insistently.
"Phwahhhh!...." Dave groaned as he slowly let the door swing open.
It was then that Ingrid saw that Dave was naked from the waist down. Then she noticed the little feminine hand that was stroking up and down his livid erection.
Marion took a half step around Dave and Ingrid realized that it was his wife who was standing there in just a ball cap and sneakers, diligently jacking him off.



"Oh my!...I'm sorry Dave!...Marion!...I didn't know I was interrupting something....I should just go!..."
"It's O.K...." said Marion.
"You're not interrupting. Mr. Brickman just finished fucking me and I'd try and get him off again. But he seems to be having a little... trouble..." Marion said, winking at Ingrid and then pouting prettily up at her husband. And all the time she was working his cock with her little hand.
And although Dave was hard, he wasn't as hard as Marion wanted him. It might have been the fact that he was standing on his doorstep, half naked, in plain sight of anyone who might walk by. Or it might have been that his gorgeous neighbour was there, totally unexpectedly, watching his virtually naked wife masturbate him. Or perhaps it was the fact that he had seen that same wife fucking his two best friends just an hour or so ago. All of these things might be a factor in his inability to rise to the occasion as quickly as Marion might want him to. She might have been in the middle of some lewd hypnotic scenario but he wasn't.
Ingrid was taking in the unexpected scene in front of her with an amused grin. It was beginning to look to her like her neighbors weren't quite as white bread as she had thought.... 'Mr. Brickman?' she had heard Marion say. She suspected they must be in the middle of some kinky role playing game. Looking at Marion she asked...
"And you would be the...babysitter?..."
"The lawn girl...Amber..." Marion said brightly.
"Amber Harris!...Mark's daughter!...Of course...The long blonde pony tail and the sneakers...I can't imagine why it took me so long to recognize you!...Dave...You're being very naughty aren't you?...What would Marion say?..." she asked with a devious smile.
"Ahhhh!...Geez Ingrid!...It's a long story!..." Dave groaned.
"I'm sure..." Ingrid replied. And then looking at Marion she said...
"Have you tried sticking your finger up his ass?"
"Whattt!..." said Dave, hoping he hadn't heard right.
"Will he like that?..." Marion asked innocently. She wasn't going to let on that she had used that trick effectively on Ingrid's husband just a little earlier.
"Well...maybe not at first...But he'll love it once he gets used to it!...John does!..." Ingrid said confidently.
"Nooo!..." Dave said, not at all liking where this conversation was going.
But Marion didn't have her husband's reservations. She reached down behind him with the hand that wasn't stroking his cock and tried to press her index finger through his resisting sphincter.
Dave gripped the door frame with both hands and tightened up to save his virgin nether hole.
"He's too tight!..." complained Marion, trying to penetrate her husband's back door with no success.
"He's just nervous..." said Ingrid, smiling calculatingly at Dave.
"Here...Give me your finger..." she said, unslinging one side of her shoulder purse and opening its zipper. She reached in and her hand came out with a tube of vagi lube in it.
"A girl has to be prepared..." she laughed.
"Now give me your finger..." she said again, popping the top off the tube of gel.
Marion/Amber reached around Dave, a little awkwardly since she didn't seem to want let go of his cock with her other hand. She held out her index finger towards Ingrid.
"Better make it two!...Two work better!..."
Marion smiled at Ingrid and then at her husband as she held out her extended index and middle fingers.
Ingrid's little tongue came out of the corner of her mouth as she began applying a liberal coating of the clear lube to Marion's intertwined fingers. She finished with a spiral gob like the top of a soft ice cream cone on the tips of Marion's sharp nailed digits.
"There!...Now it won't matter how much he tightens up....With that much lube you could get into the vault of the Zurich bank....Try it!..."
Marion moved her hand back under her husband's butt. She prodded his crinkled little star for a moment then dropped her shoulder and punched upwards into that tightly clenched little aperture.
It seemed like Dave was again going to refuse to open to her. But Marion gave her wrist a sharp little twist and her extended fingers popped up inside him. His taut sphincter twitched spastically around her knuckles, reluctant to let her penetrate further.
"Eeeep!..." Dave squealed in a very unmanly falsetto, rising up on his toes ahead of Marion's plundering digits.
"That's it!..." encouraged Ingrid.
"Now that you're in it'll be easy to make him take the rest!...""
"Waitt!...Nooo!...Easyy!..." Dave cried fearfully. But Marion paid no attention to him. She let go of his cock for a moment and put her hand on the back of his neck. Pressing him down from behind she leaned close to his ear and purred...
"Bend over a little baby!...It'll be easier!..."
Her husband hesitantly did as she said. He was really nervous, standing in the door like that, half naked, clutching the door frame and stooped over like a little old man.
"That's it!...Just like that!..." Marion approved, easing her two fingers almost out of her husband's butt. Then, without hesitation, she speared them back up inside that tight little channel, twisting her wrist until her knuckles were jammed up into his balls.
"Phwahhh!...." Dave whimpered, squirming on Marion's marauding fingers like a bug on a pin. He couldn't believe that his wife would so casually humiliate him like this in front of their neighbor.
Marion took her hand off his neck, reached around him and closed her hand around his throbbing pole. She again resumed her torrid masturbation.
"Umm Hmm!...Do him like that....Fast then slow!...Don't let him know what's coming next!...That usually gets them pretty excited...Take it from me!..." Ingrid said, winking slyly at Dave.
And Dave had to admit he had never felt sensations anything like this. His ass was burning, feeling stretched and full. It was like nothing he had ever imagined. And so was the growing rude excitement that was building in his loins in response to his wife's obscene fondling.
His anxious squirming to get away was turning into a tentative effort to try and fuck his wife's stroking hand. But she wasn't using the same rhythm on him long enough for him to match it.
"Ahhhh!..." he groaned as his balls began to knot up with frustration
"She's getting to you isn't she baby?..." Ingrid asked, her eyes sparkling into Dave's. Then she turned to look at Marion.
"I think you've got his attention!...So what do you want to do with him?..."
Marion thought about this for a second.
"I want to really make him squirm!...I want to hear him beg for it!..." she said, scissoring her two fingers back and forth playfully inside her husband's anus. That got him up on his toes in a hurry.
"Ummm!...That's nasty!...Maybe I can help you with that...First you've got to find his prostate..."
"His what?..."
"Stick your fingers way up his ass...Up towards his belly button...That's it...Now you should be able to feel a little bump...Like a couple of jelly beans under the skin... Can you feel it?..."
"Ummm...Yeah!...I think so..."
"O.K. ...Good!...Now press on it, like you're ringing a door bell..."
Marion did as she was told.
"Oh my Goddd!...What!...Whatt!?..." Dave gasped.
When Marion jabbed her finger into his prostate, Dave's heart started to race and his knees turned to jelly. He could feel a cold sweat break our on his forehead. He thought he was having a heart attack.
"What are you doing!?..." he moaned, clutching the door frame with both hands to try and stay upright on his feet.
Ingrid knew that the prostate was a very sensitive part of a man's neuro response system. Unusual stimulation like Marion was applying with her finger caused dramatic effects.
"Oh my!...Is he coming?..." Dave's wife exclaimed.
Looking down Ingrid could see what was making her ask that question. There was a rush of pre-come pouring from Dave's gaping pee slit in response to the pressure Marion was applying to his prostate.
"No, though it might feel like it to him!....It's just pre-come and not a real ejaculation although the sensation for a man is very similar..."
"Oh my Goddd!..." Dave groaned, stiffening up and clenching himself tight on his wife's rudely probing finger.
In fact he had thought he must be coming although it felt different. There was the usual tickling sensation racing through his groin. And the pre-come he was discharging was searing through the length of his shaft. But the come wasn't surging out of him in waves. It felt more like he would just go on oozing like this as long as Marion was pressing on his prostate. He felt completelycompletely helpless.
"Maybe you want to get a hold of his balls. We wouldn't want him to have any accidents now would we?..." Ingrid purred.
Marion understood. She could tell by the way that Dave was thrusting himself into her gripping hand that he was getting close. And she wasn't ready for him to come yet. She slipped the hand she had been using on his erection deeper into his groin and groped around for his balls.
"He's pretty excited!... I can barely get my fingers around his nuts..."
"You're doing fine dear....Just make sure you've got a good grip on them and pull them down gently....Umm Hmm!...Like that!...Now you're in control...As long as you've got him by the balls like that he can't come until you let him....Now don't forget his ass..."
"Hmmm?...Oh yeah!..." Marion purred, beginning to once more shuttle her entwined fingers in and out of her husband's loosening rear hole.
Dave could barely stifle his moan of excitement as his wife's obscene anal attentions made his arousal soar.
"Would you mind if I gave you a hand?..." Ingrid asked Marion.
Without waiting for a reply she stepped closer to Dave on the front porch. Close enough that the sweet scent of her perfume surrounded him.
Looking directly into his eyes she reached into his groin and encircled the base of his shaft with her thumb and forefinger. She closed her other hand around him just below his cock crown. Then she pulled her two hands apart stretching his steely length in a way that quickly had Dave panting with excitement.
"I've been wanting to get my hands on you for quite a while now!...Do you like it?..." Ingrid purred.
"Oh he likes it alright!..." Marion replied.
"His balls are tightening up so much it's like trying to hold onto a Greyhound that's spotted a rabbit!"
Ingrid pouted her lips prettily at that. She could feel how hyper sensitive Dave's cock was becoming. Still stretching his taut flesh with her two hands, she started sweeping her thumb back and forth across his cock crown, paying particular attention to that tender knot of nerves under the cleft of his knob. She used the pre-come streaming out of him to lube her cruising digit.
"Nahhh!...Fuckkkk!...Oh Goddd!...You're gonna' make me come!...Oh please!..." Dave panted, shifting his weight from foot to foot as the pressure in his groin started to reach critical mass. His asshole was on fire from the relentless frictioning of his wife's burrowing fingers and his cock was seething with excitement.
And now Ingrid was attacking the tip of his cock in a way that made his whole body stiffen with anticipation. He went to place his hands on her shoulders.
"Don't!...Get your hands off me!....Put them back where they were!....You just stand there and take it!..." Ingrid snapped.
Dave was surprised at her severe tone. But he was too caught up with his approaching orgasm to question her. He shakily put his hands pack on the door frame.
Ingrid seemed satisfied with that because she smiled and started handling his livid cock even more aggressively. She stopped stretching his length and moved the ring of her thumb and forefinger up from the root of his cock to its middle. She squeezed him there and started jerking him like that, not sliding her fingers up and down over his shaft, but holding his outer sheath of flesh in place and jerking it up and down as far as his taut skin would allow. She could only use a short stroke on him like that. But that, coupled with the swirling thumb that she was rubbing ever more quickly around and around on his knob was enough to make the quaking young man start to whimper in need.
"Nahhh!...Goddd!...I'm gonna!...Ohh!...Fuuuckk!...I've gotta'...Please...Ingrid... Marion... Ahhh...I mean...Amber...Please let me...Let me come..." he whined.
But Marion only tightened the strangle hold she had on his balls. There was no way he could come as long as she gripped him like that.
"Soon Mr. Brickman!...Very soon!..." she purred with a knowing wink at Ingrid.
Ingrid smiled back at her and said...
"You're a nasty girl, young lady!... Now why don't you put some pressure on that sweet spot of his again!... Let's see how he likes it now!..."
Dave took an apprehensive breath when he heard that. He didn't know how much more of this kind of torment he could take.
And when his wife jabbed two fingers deep up his ass and into his prostate it felt like a high voltage current was flashing through his loins. He couldn't breathe, his head began to swim. He thought he was going to pass out. But he could still distinctly feel Ingrid's thumb caressing the bloated end of his cock. It felt like it was on fire.
"Nahhhh!...Ahhh!...Oh Goddd!...Pleaseee!..." he cried, rocking in the door frame like he was being tossed about on a ship at sea.
Ingrid gave a quick little nod to Marion.
Marion started tapping on Dave's prostate like she was working a telegraph key. At the same time she released his balls from her tightly clenching fingers.
"Wahhhh!..." he cried as his testicles stiffened up excruciatingly.
"Well?..." said Ingrid expectantly.
And then his balls convulsed and three or four creamy strings of come seared through the length of his cock and jetted out of his gaping pee slit.
"Oh no!...Not on my shirt!...I just got it back from the cleaners..." Ingrid cried.
But it was too late. Dave's balls were now hammering out a torrent of sperm in pulsing jets. Those flashing spurts were arcing through the air and splattering wetly on Ingrid's blouse. The satin material over her stomach and the underside of her tits was quickly becoming saturated and stained with his juice.
"Oh yeah Mr. Brickman!...Come all over her!...Do it!...Unn Hnn!...Unn Hnn!..." Marion demanded, now twisting her fingers in and out of her husband's clinging anus in time with his orgasm.
"Unn!...Unnn!...Fuck!...Fuuuckk!..." Dave gasped as his loins convulsed and his come erupted feverishly. His legs had turned to jelly, so intense were the sensations ripping through his loins. He was clinging desperately to the door frame with both hands in order to stay on his feet. He looked up and saw that Elvira, the mail lady, and old Mrs. Evans, who'd been walking her schnauzer, were gaping up at him from the sidewalk. He closed his eyes and pretended they weren't there.
By now Ingrid and Marion were anticipating the spasms that were wracking his loins. They worked him over together in time with his ejaculation. Marion would twist her fingers up his ass, Dave would hunch forward in response. Ingrid would drive her fist to the root of his shaft and a creamy bolt of come would fly up into the air.
It was a formula that repeated again and again with devastating results.
"Yes Mr. Brickman!...That's it!...Shoot it!...Like that!...Umm Hmm!...Umm Hmm!..." Marion enthused.
"Oh yes Mr. Brickman!...Come for us!...Unn Hnn!...Give it up!...That's it!...Yesss!...All of it!...Let's make sure there isn't a single drop left for that snooty wife of yours...." Ingrid encouraged.
Dave was totally at the mercy of these two controlling women at this point. It was all he could do to keep from slumping to his knees as his orgasm went on and on.
Eventually the well started to go dry and his aching testicles started to relax. At this point Marion was still spiralling two fingers in and out of his gaping anus while Ingrid was stripping her encircling fingers up his length like she was emptying a tube of toothpaste. She gripped him just below his knob and shook him gently to coax the last of his sperm out of him.
The stringy lines of juice would sway in the air, clinging tenaciously to his knob before splattering wetly on the porch at her feet.
Ingrid looked over her shoulder at the two women standing on the street. They had been joined by a third woman with a baby in a stroller. They were all looking at her and Dave and Marion with disapproving expressions and talking meaningfully to each other.
"Maybe you guys should move this inside...It looks like we're starting to draw a crowd..."
Marion didn't even bother to glance over to where Ingrid was looking. She just kept on fucking her husband's asshole, making him buck and twitch every time she jammed her intruding digits up him.
Ingrid turned back to her neighbors, let go of Dave's cock and looked down at the mess he had made all over her clothes.
"I better get home and change and shower. It's been such a hectic afternoon. I'm sure John will turn up soon."
Dave managed to catch Ingrid's use of the word 'hectic'. He held his breath as he waited to see what his wife would do when she 'woke up' from her hypnotically induced state. Of course Ingrid was totally unaware of all this. She had turned to Marion with wickedly sparkling eyes.
"Why don't you and Dave come over this Saturday night. We could do a 'Victoria's Secret' evening. The boys would love it and I think you and I could have some fun too."
As she said this, Ingrid stepped over towards Marion and moved one hand around her. She put that hand on her ass and gave that rosy cheek a firm squeeze. At the same time she leaned forward and put her lips on Marion's and kissed her. Not a twisty, sloppy, slavering kind of kiss but certainly a kiss with a little more heat than would normally be shared between neighbors.
Then Ingrid straightened up and turned to go. She waved cheerfully at the little knot of spectators standing on the sidewalk.
Then she turned once more.
"Saturday night...Around eight...You can bring the desert...Maybe some pie..."
And then she was strutting down the side walk and heading home.
Marion watched her go with a totally blank expression. Then she turned to Dave.
"You're home early. And look at you. Why on earth are you standing in the door way like that?..."
Then she seemed to take in her own nakedness.
"You must have caught me getting the laundry.... My god!...Is the whole neighbourhood staring at us?...Close that door and get some clothes on...Go on!...And after you've had a shower you can get started on dinner...I'm famished!...":
And with that Marion turned and headed off to the laundry room.
Dave hastily closed the door and then just stood there for the longest time.
Things were not working out the way he thought they would. Not at all!



        